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For Mal Bellairs, who gave space and time and, unexpectedly, friendship

















And the nations were angry, and Thy wrath is come, and the time of the dead that they should be judged; and that Thou should give reward to Thy servants.… And should destroy them which destroy the earth.


—THE REVELATIONS OF ST. JOHN


THE APOCALYPSE







My object all sublime


I shall achieve in time


To let the punishment fit the crime.


—W. S. GILBERT














AUTHOR’S NOTE


In 1975–76, congressional investigations revealed that the Central Intelligence Agency had made use of missionaries, medical personnel, and news reporters abroad, recruiting them, for pay or patriotism, into espionage networks. In 1976, under new guidelines accepted by the CIA Director, it was stated that the Agency “has no secret paid or contractual relationship with any American clergyman or missionary. This practice will be continued as a matter of policy.” However, by 1980, the Director admitted in Senate testimony that he had waived the guideline three times and argued that there can be “unique circumstances” in which clergymen and others are the only means available to operate as agents “in a situation of the highest urgency and national importance.”


The late medical doctor Thomas Dooley was posthumously recognized as an intelligence operative in Laos. He was awarded the Medal of Freedom by President Eisenhower in 1959, shortly before the doctor’s death from cancer, but the Agency did not acknowledge his status with them until the late 1970s.


When it was chartered in 1947, the Central Intelligence Agency resolved never to spy upon American citizens and never to operate espionage missions on American soil. The Agency has since admitted that it has frequently broken its charter resolutions.


The intelligence community of the United States consists not only of the Central Intelligence Agency but also of various other intelligence groups, including the Defense Intelligence Agency. The National Security Agency generally acts as the “hardware and software” supplier for the intelligence services.


The Tridentine form of the Mass, largely constructed during the Middle Ages and known popularly as the “old” Mass or the Latin Rite Mass, was radically altered in liturgy following reforms dictated by the Second Vatican Council in 1961–64, held at Rome. Though not expressly forbidden in all its forms, at all times, in all parishes of the Roman Church, the “old” Mass has generally been suppressed by the Church hierarchy.


The Vatican State, the temporal presence of the Roman Church, has long operated intelligence-gathering functions through its worldwide network of embassies and special emissaries.


The Vatican State has followed a consistent policy of accommodation with the Communist-controlled governments of the Eastern European bloc countries, especially since 1975.


These statements are all true.
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The Return
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BANGKOK


On the day it began, the Ambassador to Thailand was not even in the capital.


For the second time in six months, the Ambassador had flown back to Washington for consultations with the President on the “declining state of civilization” along the border separating Thailand and Cambodia. He had described it thus in his last message because understatement seemed the only weapon left to him.


Each day there had been new reports of armed skirmishes along the border and, as always, the dreadful daily reports on the stinking masses of refugees in the sprawling camps at the border, whose lives were spent huddling against the unspeakable terror coming from the jungles they had fled. There were no dogs in the region and had not been for a long time; nor birds or monkeys, nor any creature small enough and weak enough to be trapped and killed by those with sufficient strength of body and will among the largely lethargic starving refugees. The people were dying each day like leaves in autumn, slowly and surely tumbling to death as the season moved on. The bellies of the children were taut, bloated by starvation, and the bones of their little arms protruded grossly beneath the dull sheen of their yellow skin. All day, they lay in the shade with their immense eyes staring at nothing, the flies fastening themselves to their lips and nostrils like so many small, living black bumps on the flesh.


And all the while, the black market thrived, in the midst of the wretched camps, with the connivance and consent of the Thai soldiers stationed along the border. Winston cigarettes were for sale next to Bic lighters, the products displayed in rows on blankets thrown down in the sand. There were radios and batteries, too, and, most mysteriously, cases upon cases of Aunt Jemima pancake mix that those refugees strong enough to steal, to kill, those who found something still to barter, would buy and mix with cold water and eat without cooking.


“Intolerable,” the Ambassador had fumed when he was sent to Thailand. He had not expected this at all when he agreed to take the post in exchange for his key support in the President’s last primary campaign. He had expected the posting to be a reward, and so it could have been: Bangkok was still a strange and beautiful city, and the embassy could offer nearly every luxury. There was a glittering life to Bangkok separate from the stench of the refugee camps on the border; there were parties that went from embassy to embassy, night after night.


And yet, because the Ambassador was a man of rare passion, he could not keep himself away from the camps, he could not stop himself from experiencing over and over the pall of hopelessness and death that hung over the camps like fine red dust. He had wired the President from the beginning; he had telephoned the White House too often; he had lobbied privately with his wealthy and powerful friends still in America; he had boldly invited the television networks to come and see what he saw, giving them every courtesy. He enraged the diplomats at the State Department with his unorthodox concern and reportedly made an enemy of the National Security Adviser with his actions; and at every turn, he implored the government in Bangkok to save the children at the very least, to move them away from the camps to the interior of the country, to feed them.


The response to this last line of appeal had puzzled him most and troubled him the greatest because he had come up against the bar of color and caste and national hatred that pervaded the East as surely as it did the West. He was not without skill and would have understood in his own country the subtle nuances of racial animosity yet affinity in rural Mississippi between the redneck and the black, but he could not understand the basic contempt of the Thais toward the Cambodians and their absolute hatred of the Vietnamese who had driven the refugees into the arms of an unwilling host.


“Intolerable.” He had said it again and again, and everyone in the embassy agreed with him, everyone in Washington agreed with him, all his old friends agreed with him, the press agreed with him. At every turn, he met a yielding wall of pity for the refugees, for the starving ones, for the children with their bloated bellies and sad, unseeing eyes. No one wanted them to starve—of course not; no one wanted that.


And beyond the border itself was Cambodia, wasted and dead, Carthage of the East salted by war and self-destruction and genocide so that nothing should live there again. The jungles were silent and brooding, returning inexorably day by day to the primeval. Everywhere there was a feeling of death; everywhere the stinking, rotting death, the horror.


But something must be done, the Ambassador had said, and so he was on his way to Washington again. The Ambassador had changed in his three years in Thailand: His face was burned black by the sun yet there was still a quality both pale and fragile in the haunted blue eyes; his hands shook; he drank too much, for the climate and for his age. He had trouble at night sleeping alone in the darkness of his air-conditioned room on the second floor of the embassy. Sometimes at meals he would fall into a sort of reverie, staring across the table at his companions but not seeing them, looking beyond the present to some middle distance of past or future, forming words silently on his lips. The others would be embarrassed at these moments and look away and pretend not to notice, though all conversation would cease until the Ambassador came back to them.


He had stood at the top of the ramp and waved to the two of them from the embassy before boarding the whining 747, and the Assistant Press Officer had returned the wave. Then the APO had said to his companion: “There is a man who cares too much.” The remark was intended to be profound and sophisticated because the APO believed himself to possess these qualities in abundance.


The remark was answered and agreed to by the Visa Secretary, who added that there was nothing that could be done and that was the pity of the matter. Both of them were sensible young men of the world and they saw the world for what it really was. The Ambassador was a good man, surely, but he was old, and indignation of an old-fashioned nature had clouded his eyes.


The APO had driven the Visa Secretary back to the embassy and along the way raised the point that perhaps the Ambassador was becoming a nuisance to the President. Certainly, he had made an enemy of the National Security Adviser. The President had his own problems with his domestic program, more complex and more politically serious than the plight of people seen only on the evening news. The APO wondered aloud if the fall from favor of the Ambassador might mean a shakeup in the permanent embassy personnel. The APO longed for a London posting.


On the following morning, October 2, when the Ambassador was still in a restless, drugged sleep in his own home in Fairfax, Virginia, the matter began half a world away from him.


Corporal Rafael Lopez, United States Marine Corps, stood at the outer gate of the embassy in the late morning sunlight and watched the figure hobbling up the street. The man did not walk with a cane but he appeared to need one; he shuffled along, his feet barely raising themselves above the pavement. The shuffle of his lower extremities did not match the rigid posture of his body. He walked with his arms straight down at his sides like a prisoner, his thin shoulders thrown back in a parody of a military man on parade.


Corporal Lopez of Amarillo, Texas, watched the man for a long time because the street at this point afforded a long view and because there was nothing else to watch. The pretty Thai women were gone from the street for the morning, were in their offices or homes or in the markets. Lopez had his own woman, of course; it was the first thing he had acquired after his transfer to Bangkok for embassy duty, and she pleased him as much as she could, but Corporal Lopez wondered at times if she were pretty enough or if he were missing something by not finding another woman.


At the moment, however, it was the man who interested him. He guessed that he was old, though he might have been young but have gone through some ordeal. His hair was absolutely white, which was not usual in the Orient and yet, because it was thick and unkempt, he might be young. Age was a difficult guessing match in the East.


Lopez began a mental game: The feet were old; the back was straight like a young man’s. Perhaps he had been a soldier? Perhaps he was victim of the jungle rot that ate at the flesh of the feet first?


Left, right, left, right. There you go, thought Lopez. Hup, two, three, four. Hup. Yer hup. Swing it along, mister.


But the mental cadence he counted for the old man was too slow and he lost interest in that game. Of course, he had to be a gringo. You couldn’t mistake the features, even under the layers of burned skin. He should have seen it at once from the eyes, blue eyes like the Ambassador’s, but the old man had been too far away.


Blue eyes. A goddam blue-eyed gringo sonofabitch in black pajamas just like a fucking Cong.


Hup, hup, hup two three four.


Lopez was thirty-one years old and he would acknowledge that he had seen nearly everything in his brief life, including a tour in Nam. Once he had even been busted in rank but he had come back. He had deserved the demotion for trying to kill some bastard in a bar off base instead of waiting until the prick came out into the alley to piss. But Lopez had been younger then and not so patient and he had been caught and done his time, hard time in the Corps, man. Still, the service was not a bad life and, like the swabbies said, you got to see the world.


The old man stopped on the sidewalk ten feet from Lopez, and Lopez felt his body stiffen involuntarily, the way it did when he had been a recruit in North Carolina, when the D.I. would come up to you with his lean, mean face and stare at you, looking for goddam flyspecks on your nose or something. The blue eyes of the old man were watching him. Smart marine, in his smart uniform, rifle at ease: What the fuck are you looking at, old man? You never seen a goddam United States fucking Marine before?


“Is this the American embassy? Please?”


He spoke English. Lopez let his lazy eyes open wide but he didn’t move. English but it sounded like a slope talking English, it had that peculiar inflection, an Asian singsong that accented the words evenly and in the wrong places. Lopez stared at the black pajama trousers streaked with ancient red dirt and at the sandals fashioned from old tires. The old man wore a white, loose blouse without a collar. The face was black from the sun and clean-shaven, all bones and hollows.


Lopez thought he could have been a bastard, maybe a mulatto out of a Thai mother with an English or French daddy. He was too old to be of American stock, but the colonials had been in Asia for a long time. The American bastards were still too young.


“Is this the embassy of the United States, please?”


God, he hated the way they talked, the slopes, even his own woman, whining all the time, their little voices like wind chimes. Was this the fucking embassy? What do I look like, a fucking slope? Lopez realized that his curiosity in the old man had turned to annoyance.


“You got it, pardner,” Lopez said at last.


“The American ambassador I would like to see, please?” The voice of the old man was still slight, gentle, humble, and its singsong quality had definitely gotten on Lopez’s nerves. So that was it: Some bum wants a free ride back home, back to Big Sam. Lost his green, lost his ready, wants a freebie.


“He ain’t around, pardner,” Lopez said, a slow smile breaking across the brown face like a stain. “He’s gone back to the States.”


“Then whoever is here, please? In charge, please?” The old man stopped and frowned, as though searching his memory for the right English words.


Lopez gazed at him while he considered. Lopez was there strictly for show; anyone could go inside. Christ, even after Tehran, they still didn’t give him bullets for the fucking rifle. But the old man offended him.


“I told you the Ambassador, he’s a big man, he ain’t around, didn’t I? You out of bread, man, is that it? You American?”


The old man seemed to consider this question gravely. After a long pause, he said, “Yes. American. Yes, I am.”


“Well, you lost your passport then or what?”


The old man smiled suddenly, a dazzling smile that cracked the darkened face, and Lopez was annoyed by that as well. He wasn’t going to be patronized by a goddam gringo fucker looks like a Cong.


“Yes,” said the old man. “A long time since, I have lost it.”


Suddenly, as sudden as the smile, Lopez wanted to be rid of him, to get the blue eyes off his uniform, to push the old man away. “Go on in then, passports is on the left but you ask at the desk.”


“May I enter, please?” the voice came back, rising a note on the scale of the wind chimes.


“It’s a free country, man,” Lopez said.


Again the old man smiled and again, Lopez felt annoyance. He knew the smile of the Anglos, the mocking smile, he knocked that goddam smile off their faces for them. And then he saw the gentle line of the lips, the open expression formed by the eyes, the white, even teeth. No, this was not the mocking smile. This was something else, like Tío’s smile had been when he was a child.


“You got troubles, pardner?”


“A Marine,” the old man said, the smile lingering as though relishing a nostalgic moment. “Never to change, the uniform. It has been so long.”


Lopez thought the old man spoke like someone who had forgotten a language and was struggling to recall it.


“You go in there, pard, right through there, there’s a desk there, you tell them who you are, what you want.” He pointed to the door of the embassy, which was embossed with the Great Seal of the United States, portraying a triumphant, angry eagle holding arrows in its claws, its wings spread wide.


The old man bowed in a graceful, Oriental way, and Lopez, his nature made gentle by the smile, saw that he was just skin and bones. Maybe they could fatten him up, maybe he had been a planter in Cam, maybe he had just escaped. The old man shuffled into the compound and to the door and disappeared inside and Lopez turned back to face the street. But it was empty for the moment and there was no one else to watch and so he thought of the old man for a minute longer.


Inside the embassy, the old man shuffled to a desk where a young man with horn-rimmed glasses sat writing in a notebook. When he looked up, the young man had automatically set his face into the universal look of the bored official interrupted by a member of the public. The look hardened perceptibly as he regarded the ragged state of the visitor.


“Something for you?”


“I beg your pardon, please?”


“Something? You want something?” He said the words slowly and distinctly, the way a person will speak to a young child or to an idiot.


“Please, I would like to see the Ambassador.” The words came slowly and oddly.


“You would? Really?” The official at the desk tried a smile that was not well-meaning. “Who are you?”


“My name is Leo Tunney.”


Because it made him happy to do so, the young man wrote the name down in his notebook. There was no reason to do this but it was what he always did first. “And business? Your business with him?”


Leo Tunney gazed at the young man for a moment. “I don’t know him. But…” He stopped, apparently confused for a moment. “But he will see me. He will want to see me. Yes.” He paused again. “Yes, please.” The whole of the statement seemed to have tired the old man and he now rested one bony hand on the polished cherrywood desk and smudged the oily finish. The young man instinctively leaned back in his chair, as though the old man might be about to faint and fall across the table. And then he said, “Would you please take your hands off the desk, you’re smudging it.”


The old man looked up, looked at his hand, and then gazed again at the young official. His eyes seemed sad. He pushed himself erect with the help of the hand on the desk and removed it. “Please,” he said. “I’m sorry.” The voice was dull and gentle and the official felt a rare sting of regret at his rudeness.


“Now, what can we do for you?”


“I want to see the Ambassador. No, that’s not right.” The old man uttered three words in a sort of rough Cambodian and then closed his eyes for a moment, pinching the bridge of his nose with his one hand. “No,” he said. “The Marine. He said he was not here. I would see the man who is head man, please?”


“I have to know what this is about.” Spoken gently this time, as though something vulnerable in the old man had come out to soften the hard shell of the official’s everyday voice.


“My name is Leo Tunney,” he repeated. “I want to go home. It is time for me to go home.”


All rightie, the official thought with satisfaction. He understood this, this was straightforward business. “You lost your passport, is that it?”


The old man stared at him, just as he had stared at the Marine at the gate.


“Passports,” concluded the official without further confirmation. Something about the old man unsettled him; he wanted to get rid of him. “Go down to the room at the end of this hall, that’s visas and passports, they can help you out down there. You have some proof? Of your citizenship, I mean? Well, they can sort it out in any case, right down there, that’s room one fifteen.”


Again, a look of immense sadness crossed the blue eyes and then passed. The thin shoulders were straightened again with effort, the body made a slight Oriental gesture of acquiescence and without a word, Leo Tunney proceeded along the waxed corridor, his shuffling feet leaving marks on the shiny tiles.


So, for the first hour of his return, no one could help him.


It was partly a matter of the problem of his speech. At times, his words were nearly incomprehensible, the English becoming tangled in a thicket of awkward syntax. At other times, the speech would emerge clearly but without inflection, as though spoken by a computer. The words were obscure and clear by turns, like the sound of a shortwave radio station picked up half a world away. A woman took down his name and asked him to sit on a bench and wait. He waited and others came up to speak to him, to listen to him. Some made notes and some did not. If it had not been for the accidental intervention of Victor Taubman, the return of Leo Tunney might have been delayed for hours or even days longer.


Unlike the Ambassador, Victor Taubman was a career diplomat in the Department of State. He had gone into State from Harvard in 1946 and for thirty years, he had been in Asia. He was one of the few old China hands not destroyed in the witch-hunt days of McCarthy and the Truman Administration in the early 1950s, days when men who told the truth about the East and what would happen there were called communists.


Victor Taubman was now coming to the end of a long career that had been neither distinguished nor banal; it was absurd, but he was about to play his greatest role—“the man who discovered Leo Tunney” is the way Time magazine would later phrase it.


The accidental intervention came about because the Ambassador was in Washington and because Taubman was in nominal charge of the embassy during the absence and because Taubman was puzzling over a serious problem—the matter of the missing passports.


Nine passports were missing from the safe box and presumably they had been stolen and were now in the dark stream of the black market. The theft meant that someone in the embassy itself had arranged to steal the documents. How had it happened and who had done it? Taubman had devoted the morning to the tedious problem and now he was in the visa and passports section when he noticed the slight, stooped figure sitting on the wooden bench in the foyer.


Who was he? Taubman asked the Visa Secretary, who said he did not know. He had wandered in that morning from the street and no one could quite make out what he wanted or who he was and they just didn’t have time at this moment to deal with him.


“An American?” asked Victor Taubman, who was somewhat old-fashioned in his ideas of service to his fellow countrymen abroad.


“I don’t really know. I mean, he claims he is but he doesn’t talk like an American.” Usually, the Visa Secretary was faintly supercilious when talking to Victor Taubman—Taubman was an old hack, he was getting ready to pack it in, Taubman thought everything should run like it did in ’49—but the matter of the nine missing passports had struck at his self-confidence this morning. He was willing to answer all of Taubman’s questions in a helpful way.


“Did he give you his name?” Taubman bored on.


“Loretta. Loretta took it. Loretta?”


The clerk was a black woman with a wide face and a deep Southern accent that at times comically counterpointed her serious demeanor. The Visa Secretary had often thought that Loretta looked like the face of Aunt Jemima on the empty boxes of pancake mix they found in the refugee camps. “H’yall says he’s Lee Turney, h’yall says he wants to see the Ambassador.”


“Lee Turney,” said Victor Taubman. “Well, someone should take care of him.”


“Lee Turrrrrrney,” corrected Loretta and she handed him a copy of the name written on one of her cards.


It was the final coincidence of the morning. Though Victor Taubman was an old Asia hand now, perhaps the name might not have meant anything to him if he had merely heard it; after all, it had been a long time. But the mispronunciation by the clerk had exaggerated the name in his mind as though it were a clue to a puzzle he could not quite understand. And then the sight of the name, written neatly on the piece of paper, made a connection in his memory, jogging awake a long dormant chip of recollection.


Leo Tunney.


Taubman glanced across the rows of desks that separated him from the old man with white hair sitting on the backless bench in the foyer.


Taubman understood in that moment. It was Leo Tunney. But that was impossible. How long had it been? Leo Tunney was dead.


Victor Taubman stood at the low wooden railing separating Leo Tunney from the rest of the office. Taubman looked down at the thin face, gazed at the blue eyes turning toward him. He spoke the name aloud.


The blue eyes seemed to ignite.


“Yes.”


The voice struggled on, soft, nearly inaudible: “I am him,” he said.


“Leo Tunney,” Taubman repeated, as though the name had become an incantation that would recall the past. “But you were dead.”


Slowly, a smile crossed the darkness of the face, opening the mouth of white teeth. The eyes were alive now, shining in the darkness of the weathered skin.


“No. As you see.” Another pause and then the voice came from a distance: “I thought that too. Sometimes. I suppose I expected they would have to think that, that I was dead. Not dead.”


“More than twenty years,” Taubman said, scarcely moving his lips. “You must have been—” But he could not speak for a moment. Behind him, the Visa Secretary and the clerks crowded around, not making a sound, witnessing the strange, broken dialogue but not understanding it.


“Father Tunney,” Taubman said at last.


“Yes.”


“But how could you have lived all this time?”


“By the grace of God. Or His curse.”


“My God, man,” Taubman said, pushing open the little gate on the railing and entering the foyer, reaching down to him and touching the old man to make certain he was not an apparition. He felt a bone in the arm of the old man beneath the white cloth.


“But who is he?” the Visa Secretary asked.


“Father Tunney. Leo Tunney,” Victor Taubman said, repeating the name idiotically; they must know that name, the name told everything. But the Visa Secretary stared back at him and Taubman realized that none of them knew, they were too young; twenty years was not the mere past but ancient history to them.


“He came back like a ghost,” Taubman said.


And he touched Leo Tunney on the arm again, to make certain the dream was real.
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MOSCOW


Arctic wind blew all morning; even for Moscow in October, it was extremely cold. The sky was bright and blue in the dry cold; puffs of steam rose from the nostrils and mouths of passersby on the half-empty streets, while smoke curled from chimneys in the vast housing blocks around the old capital. This was a day to be indoors, to spend luxuriating in the silences of the muted city in the first really cold weather of the season. And that is what Denisov intended to do.


He poured a tall glass of vodka, flavored with lemon peels, and mixed the clear liquor with an equally large measure of apple juice. It was his favorite drink. He sipped it judiciously in the kitchen, to make certain the ingredients were in the correct proportion, and then took the drink to the small living room and put it down on a low bookcase beside the large, worn couch. The bookcase served many functions other than the one it was built for. So did most of the furniture in the crowded apartment. The couch was a bed as well, for instance, and the bookcase was also the repository of Denisov’s thin and precious collection of Western recordings.


The moment was delicious, he thought.


He stretched as he sat down, relishing the sheer silence like a connoisseur sitting down to caviar and champagne. Everything was in the expectation of the moment, not in the consumption, and he wanted to prolong the afternoon of rare solitude by contemplating it for a moment.


The luxury of solitude had come to him as his first thought when he awoke that morning in the darkened bedroom and realized the apartment was empty. His wife, his sister, his son, and his wife’s old mother—who all shared the place—had gone to Gorki for the funeral. Denisov was an important man inside the Committee and it was not impossible for his family to make such a train trip, though they considered it a rare luxury as well. No, he could not accompany them; yes, they should extend his sorrow; yes, they could stay an extra day. He had driven them to the railroad terminal and watched the train steam off with all of them aboard. And when he had returned to the apartment last night, he had suddenly felt so tired that he accomplished a very unusual thing: He slept.


Denisov did not sleep well or often.


Five years before, he had undergone extensive examination at the Lenin Institute, where the doctors and experimental scientists were delighted to receive him. They had probed his body and put electrodes on his scalp and given him medications to see what this would do to alter his state of chronic insomnia. After it was all done, they concluded that though Denisov might be doomed to continue in his condition, nevertheless he had learned to function well on one or two hours of sleep a night. He even became the subject of a paper submitted to the Journal of Soviet Medicine and Technology. How flattering, he had said to his wife.


Denisov had read the article and had been depressed for days by its conclusions and by the flat, jargon-ridden scientific description of him and his malady (though it did not name him). He did not sleep, the article pointed out, but he was quite healthy for a man in his early forties. Some work along similar lines—sleep research—had been done in the West, the article noted. Dr. Bosboroff had joked with Denisov that “perhaps you should go to the Mayo Clinic.” None of this amused Denisov but he accepted the joke, because it was expected of him, as he accepted all things, or seemed to, with a mild countenance and a round face and the eyes of a saint twinkling from behind his rimless glasses. People felt at their ease with Denisov, which was part of his art; he did not threaten; he was as familiar as an old icon.


Dr. Bosboroff had concluded that men did not need as much sleep as they got. That the need for sleep was an animal need, that the animal slept to rest the instincts for survival, to set aside threats from the real world while dealing with the same threats in a satisfactory psychological way in dreams. In a sense then, the doctor had said in his pompous way, Denisov might be a fully evolved man, able to deal with the psychological problems of life by triggering the unconscious mind even while fully awake.


Denisov understood all that was said about his problem but he did not accept the conclusions. Sometimes he yearned for sleep as a lover yearns for the beloved. Let me hold you; let me see your mysteries.


But he had slept last night and awakened refreshed as the cold sunlight poured through the bedroom window. He had relished that moment. Yesterday, it had been the usual morning with the family around, and the din of morning had embraced him; today it was silence; in three days, the din would return.


If they had been here, his wife would now be in the kitchen, banging the pots unnecessarily as though to assure everyone that, yes, she was on the job as usual, as expected—why, God help her if she wasn’t, and they had to miss a meal—they didn’t have to worry about her. The noise of the pots carried her resentments eloquently.


And his sister would still be holding out in the bathroom as though it were her private dressing room. The door had no lock and she held her foot against it as she prepared her body for another day of flirtations in the offices of the Writers’ Union.


Denisov frowned when he thought of Nasha. She was too old for this, she should have been married long ago or at least settled into her spinsterhood; she dressed like a schoolgirl. She embarrassed Denisov, who liked to think of himself as a man of patience and tolerance, even for those in his family. She was certain that she was an intellectual and nearly as certain that she was a writer of worth, though every contribution by her that appeared in the literary magazines attested more to her powers of sexual conquest than to her literary skills. For a time she had insisted that Denisov read her short stories when he preferred the company of a good novel or his television set. The stories were dreadful: All of them were set in the time of the war, which she wrote of in the style of Tolstoi, as though the war against the Fascists were a great, unpainted stretch of canvas that no one had thought to use before Nasha began her great themes. In the hands of people like Nasha, Denisov thought, the style of Tolstoi became a dangerous weapon. And what did she know of the war? She had not even been born until 1944. He remembered it, as a child. There had been darkness in the war, always, and cold, and there was no food.


And his son, Ivan. If they had been here this morning—if his uncle who had been a professor at the Army College of Strategy and Tactics had not so generously decided to die this week and give Denisov two days of peace—then Ivan would be at the door of the bathroom at this point, pounding on it against Nasha’s foot. Fighting and pounding, clattering pots and pans; noise that only ceased when he added to it or appeared at the kitchen at last for his morning glass of tea. Fights and shouts, threats and sobs in an apartment generous by Soviet standards but too small for all this emotion. This was the portion of a man’s life.


“You must pay your respects to them. He was your uncle; they are important.” Anna had been after him the day before but he had ignored her. He had no wish to go anywhere and certainly not to Gorki with its secrets and its air of suppression. Anna was not an unattractive woman, he thought, she had once had a deep and lingering beauty about her eyes that had affected him enormously. She had never been thin but she had been beautiful, ripe and budding, a springtime of a person, full of expectation for the warm lush summer.


Now, in the living room, in the silence of his thoughts, he looked at her as she had been.


Dmitri Denisov smiled to himself and reached for the album he had chosen. It had been brought to him by a courier in the diplomatic mail from London. Denisov had not yet found the silence to listen to it more than once.


It was The Mikado by Gilbert and Sullivan. As he held the record sleeve, he spoke the title of the opera and the names of the composer and librettist. Denisov’s accented English had once been very good, though he had a tendency to drop malapropisms from time to time. Over the years his great musical passion had become Gilbert and Sullivan’s Savoy operas; with his customary patience, he had managed to acquire a nearly complete collection of them through the usual black market available to Moscow’s elite.


The record began to spin on the Japanese turntable and the first sonorous strains of The Mikado filled the apartment. Denisov watched the record turn as he sipped his drink; then he leaned back on the wide couch and closed his eyes and let the music fill him.


He felt contented. The past eighteen months had not been good to him but the bad time was over now.




If you wonder who we are,


We are gentlemen of Japan;





Denisov thought of the time of his disgrace, of the internal exile to Gorki he had suffered while he was examined by the Auditing section of the KGB. It had all been so unnecessary; he had been betrayed by an American agent named Devereaux. The betrayal had nearly cost Denisov his life when the British sent him back in disgrace to Moscow.


He pictured Devereaux in his mind. They had worked on the opposite sides for a long time, first in Asia, last in England. He would never see him again; but if he did, what would he do?


On a Belfast street, Denisov had killed a man to save Devereaux’s life. Devereaux acknowledged this but had not relented; Denisov was the enemy and Devereaux betrayed him. His reception in Moscow was not pleasant. He had failed in that English mission and he had permitted Devereaux to blow his cover.


He thought he would kill Devereaux if he had the chance again.




A wand’ring minstrel I,


A thing of shreds and patches,


Of ballads, songs and snatches,


Of dreamy lullaby!…





Then he heard a knock at the door.


Denisov realized he had been dozing when he heard the sharp sound. He frowned and opened his eyes. The knock was repeated; the knock insisted, it had its own rhythm; it had force and sureness to it, as though confident of the correctness of the intrusion it demanded.


The knock of the State.


Denisov reached for his wire-stemmed glasses and carefully fitted them over his ears and nose.


The man in the hallway was named Luriey, an Extra in the Committee; Denisov had seen him before. Beneath an unbuttoned wool overcoat the Extra wore a plain blue, shapeless suit and a white shirt with a dirty collar and a dark tie.


The bulge in the breast of Luriey’s suit was doubtless caused by his pistol, Denisov thought. Why did one have to carry a pistol in this city? Especially one so obviously sent by the State?


But he knew: The pistol was power, a sort of benefit paid to men who were nothing but glorified messengers in ill-fitting suits.


Serfs, he thought, not for the first time.


“Dmitri Ilyich Denisov?” The voice was ponderous, as though the name had been memorized. “I am here to summon you.”


The Mikado, Denisov thought. Or the Lord High Executioner.


Denisov opened the door wide, feeling the sense of the music behind him; Luriey was invited into the room but he hesitated, even looked shocked, as though Denisov had suggested an immoral act.


“You are summoned.”


“To Room Twenty-four,” Denisov said. “Come in for a moment.”


Luriey held his ground in the gray concrete-and-tile hallway of the building.


“Yes, where else would you take me? I know where I’m to go but you’ll have to wait until I dress. It is more comfortable to wait here.”


With reluctance clouding the coarse features of his face, Luriey stepped inside and Denisov closed the door behind him. Luriey stumbled after Denisov to the bedroom; he waited at the door for Denisov to dress.




Life is a joke that’s just begun!


Three little maids from school!


Three little maids from school,


Three little maids who, all unwary,


Come from a ladies’ seminary…





Denisov hummed the lyrics as he dressed, slowly, with nonchalance.


“What is this music?”


Denisov was surprised by the voice and question. He looked at Luriey for a moment and said, “The Mikado. An opera. An English opera.”


Luriey grunted as though he understood everything then, the summons of this man, the place he was to be taken.


Forty minutes later, Denisov led the way as Luriey escorted him down the white-painted inner corridor on the fifth floor of the vast Institute for International Understanding and Control building. It had been erected in 1961 as an annex to the more familiar seven-story main building of the Committee for State Security—the KGB.


It was not untypical of the grandeur of Khrushchev’s last years: monumental in scope and a dramatic example of confused ideas of architecture, wasteful and inefficient. The central corridor, for instance, was nearly forty feet in height and the walls, originally the product of the State’s gross wealth, had been altered over the years as reality set in: First, the marble began to peel away from the sides of the walls and workmen were always in the building, fixing them. And then, in 1964, the assistant director of the Institute for Forensic Experimentation and Determination was killed by a 600-pound block of marble that crushed him as it separated from the wall. It was then that the Bureau of Buildings and Security decided that the architect had misplanned and the walls could not support the weight of the marble facing, and all the marble was removed at last. Rumor was that the marble slabs had been assigned to various officials inside the Praesidium and Central Committee who used them to floor their luxurious dachas outside the capital.


There were other things wrong with the building as well: The central air-conditioning system produced spectacularly uneven and unexpected results. In summer, the women who worked in the message center routinely wore sweaters and coats on the job, while those in the communications laboratory two floors above had to wear the lightest of shirts even in winter because of overheating.


Fortunately for the people in Room Twenty-four—which was actually a series of connected suites—Gogol was a resourceful man. He had equipped his offices with reliable General Electric air conditioners and space heaters and disconnected the rooms from the main heating and cooling systems. No one questioned Gogol on where he had obtained the supplies; in fact, rarely did anyone ask Gogol any sort of question.


He was the keeper of the dead souls.


Gogol was a code name, of course, but the only one they ever used for him; he did not shed it when he left the building at night; he would be Gogol until retirement or until death. And then, when he died, there would be a report filed that an obscure official with a commonplace name had died and would be buried in the immense cemetery on the hill beyond the Kremlin walls. Gogol would not die; the next man would become Gogol.


“A form of immortality,” Denisov had once ventured but Gogol was burdened with no sense of humor and he had not smiled or even recognized Denisov’s jest.


Denisov and Luriey pushed against one of the double doors that led into Room Twenty-four. A prosaic nomenclature, Denisov had thought when he first went to the section. But then, all the groups under the umbrella of the vast KGB bore prosaic descriptions, wearing their names like so many anonymous gray suits, each label seemingly descriptive and intricate but laden with flat meanings, ironic and evasive when examined. So Room Twenty-four meant nothing and meant everything, suited to the office as well as to the official name for the section (which was only used in intrabureau records): the Committee for External Observation and Resolution.


Denisov thought of the jest implied in the official name that was never used for the section: “Resolution.” How unlike the old Russian language that had grown huge and unwieldy as new words were added to describe precisely a single emotion or action, the word taking in not only the reality of the thing described but its place within the mind of the beholder and the circumstances surrounding it. Now the State had forced irony into the once-precise words.


Nothing was ever resolved by the Committee but it was policy to think it was, to think that an action taken by it, however small, resolved a part of the larger problem facing the State.


No one would be bold enough, of course, to point out that the problems of the State never seemed diminished; that would deny the official optimism applied in the Marxist creed of man’s perfectibility.


“Resolution,” Denisov said, and it startled Luriey, who glanced at him. The word had become another civil evasion, a polite term given to the uncivil actions that Denisov must perform.


At a metal desk inside the double doors, a large, stone-faced Army officer handed both men section badges. Denisov affixed his badge to the lapel of his dark blue jacket along with the second badge given him when he entered the building: a row of badges like battle ribbons, each granting access to deeper parts of this faceless building. There was so much security.


Like the wooden toy, Denisov thought; a toy he had purchased long ago, when his son was small enough to enjoy it: a large egg-shaped figurine of a peasant girl that opened to reveal another, smaller, egg-shaped figurine, which opened to reveal an even smaller figure, on and on, until the last tiny egg, which was solid and could not be opened. The last figurine always disappointed his son. There must always be more mystery, the child seemed to feel.


Security. The agent code-named Potemkin had once said that in the long run the purpose of security was to find work for the unemployable.


Potemkin. Denisov had not thought of him for months. What an agreeable, intelligent man. They had met at the Language Institute when Denisov was first struggling with French prior to his posting in Southeast Asia. A long time ago.


One afternoon, a lazy summer day of soft breezes from the forests outside the old city, Denisov and Potemkin had shared an afternoon of talk and chess and tea in tall glasses in the Chess Union. Both had just returned from separate postings abroad and both spoke with something like shock of the routine security in the capital. And Potemkin had spoken also of the Barcelona Zoo in Spain: There were three men on the front gate at the zoo. The first gave you a ticket and took your money; the second, a few feet away, examined your ticket to make certain it was genuine; and the third man, in the cubicle at the gate itself, took the ticket and tore it in half and permitted you to enter the grounds. Three men for a simple job, Potemkin said, in a country with a need to employ the unemployable.


They had both understood the parallels with Moscow life in the story but they were wise enough not to articulate them.


They never met again for tea, Denisov thought sadly. There were no friends inside the Committee.


Since Luriey was not permitted beyond the second office, Denisov marched alone—a third badge affixed—through the steel doorway and into a warren of cubicles full of men and a few women who were bent over the papers on their desks.


Beyond was yet another door that led to a hall, which led to three unmarked doors at the end. Which door held the tiger and which the lady?


He smiled to himself as he opened the third door and found himself in still another outer office, a windowless room that guarded the sanctum of Gogol. The last doll to open before finding the one that was solid and with it, the end of mystery.


“Denisov,” said the young man sitting behind the desk, frowning as he said the name.


Denisov handed him the security card and placed his thumb under the light. The young man examined the whorls in the thumb, the whorls in the picture of the thumb on the card. Denisov knew him: He was a second cousin to Brezhnev, through his wife’s family. Perhaps, he too, was not employable elsewhere—or perhaps he was merely secure, the second man at the gate of the zoo who examined your tickets.


“Enter,” the young man said.


Denisov put the card in his pocket and turned the handle of the last door and entered the office of the chief of operations of the Committee for External Observation and Resolution.


Gogol glanced up, nodded to a chair, and returned to the file in the manila folder on his vast, empty desk.


They did not greet each other.


Denisov sat down and noticed that both the space heaters and air conditioners were operating. The room was cool and dry, without windows.


Gogol was thin with almost Oriental features drawn finely on his flat face. Denisov did not understand how a child from the Ukraine—he knew that much about Gogol—looked so much like an Asian Soviet. He was certainly not from Ukrainian stock: He was almost hairless, his eyebrows thinly etched on the ridge of bone that protruded above the deep, brown eyes. He seemed like nothing so much as what he was: a man made for this game, a man for secrets.


The cold room at the end of the dark hall. Final doll in the series; final reality.


“This man,” Gogol said, his voice raspy as sandpaper, breaking the silence as though it had not existed and overwhelmed the senses a moment before. He pushed a black-and-white photograph across the expanse of the desk to Denisov who was forced to half rise to take it. He studied the photograph, memorizing the face and background depicted, and then he placed it back on the desk top, carefully out of Gogol’s reach.


“Thomas Dooley,” Denisov said.


Another man might have registered surprise at Denisov’s memory but Gogol merely inclined his head slightly. All his movements were small and economical. “You remember him.”


“Quite a long time ago. The first posting I had after the Language Institute, when I came to the section. It was in Laos, when I was liaison and courier to our man in Vientiane. Doctor Thomas Dooley.” Denisov paused, more for effect than for anything else. He must not show Gogol how easily memory worked, how much of a trick it was. “He was one of the most famous white men in Laos at the time. That would be… 1957, I think.”


Gogol said, “A medical doctor.” He made a face. “Famous. A man from the United States who became a hero. And not until recently did anyone admit he was an agent for the Central Intelligence Agency.”


Denisov waited, his hands folded in his lap. He knew all this but Gogol was building toward something, like a storyteller.


“He made weekly reports,” Gogol said, “on movements of the Pathet Lao. It was an unusual situation because he had a great reputation both inside Laos and especially in the United States.”


“Mystical,” said Denisov.


Gogol frowned.


“Mystical,” Denisov repeated.


“He died of cancer in 1959 and the President then, Eisenhower, awarded him a medal. None of this—this that we know of him, about his connection with the CIA—was exposed then.”


“And if it had been,” Denisov said, “what purpose would it have served?”


Both men lapsed into an uneasy silence; the air conditioner thumped into the cooling mode and they listened to the condenser crackling. Denisov felt his feet becoming warm from the heat of the space heater set up along the baseboard.


Gogol opened the second file on his wide desk and this time he shoved the entire contents across to Denisov. Again, Denisov was obliged to rise awkwardly and retrieve it.


It contained another black-and-white photograph of a young man in the long cassock of a priest. The features were open and smiling in the bright sunlight. The young man was thin, nearly gaunt, and his face was unmarked, like a new chalkboard.


Denisov began to read the attached report printed on yellow paper when Gogol again interrupted, his dry voice scratching out sounds above the hum of the air conditioner.


“Leo Tunney. Also a young man at that time. A priest in the Roman Church who belongs to one of their religious orders, called the Order of the Fathers of the Holy Word. He was sent to Laos and Cambodia at the time Doctor Dooley was being sent home, to treat his cancer.”


Denisov searched his memory. “Sent by his order? This religious order?” he asked.


“Yes. But there was more than that. It was not coincidence that this priest was sent to Laos at the time Doctor Dooley was sent to the United States.”


“No?”


More silence. Denisov had played the game very often; he waited and stared placidly at the nervous man across the desk from him.


Gogol said, “No. The order, this Fathers of the Holy Word. We have another file on them, separately. We have all the records.” He smiled. “Since 1948, they have used their religious pretexts to act as agents for the Central Intelligence Agency in Asia. They have headquarters now in the United States, in Clearwater, in Florida.”


“Where?”


“You will discover that soon enough.”


For a moment, Denisov was surprised and let the emotion cross his face. It had been a long time, yet he had known from the moment Luriey summoned him that he was going back into the field again.


And to the United States, a place he had read about, heard about, talked about, probed in a thousand books—and never seen.


“When I was in Laos,” he began carefully, “I was not aware of this order. Rather, I was aware of it but not the connection to the CIA.”


“No? Perhaps you should have been, especially in your position there.”


“Your predecessor, Gogol, never thought to inform his agents of any but a few facts pertaining to the mission. My ignorance might be lamentable now but it is understandable.”


Gogol made a dry noise and Denisov glanced down at the file again. He read the yellow sheet slowly, twice, and then closed the folder and placed it back on Gogol’s desk.


“Tunney was captured by the Pathet Lao in 1961. What happened after that?”


“Yes,” said Gogol.


Denisov waited, hands in his lap.


“In the time since his disappearance, despite our own efforts and despite the efforts by the American espionage agencies, no one could find him. We assumed he had died.”


“And he hadn’t.”


The words came from Denisov flat and certain. Gogol now seemed surprised but Denisov did not explain: The nature of Gogol’s statement had dictated the guess.


“You’re right, of course, Denisov. Not dead. Discovered five days ago, when he literally walked into the city of Bangkok from the Cambodian jungle border. No papers, no explanation. Still, in fact, a secret. The CIA took him to the United States and he has been in Washington for the past two days, in a hotel room there. They are debriefing him but we can’t get the slightest flutter on what has happened and why have they brought him back from the dead, as it were.”


“Did they do it?”


“If this wasn’t planned, why has it happened?”


“And that is what we want to know, Gogol?”


“Yes.”


Again, silence, made more palpable by the humming of the air conditioner.


“But you must have been aware of this,” Gogol said at last.


“I wasn’t.”


“You didn’t monitor this news? On your shortwave radio? It has been broadcast on the BBC—”


Denisov opened his hands. “The radio is broken. It has been broken for a month. And it’s impossible to find the parts I need for it.”


Gogol smiled. “Is that the truth?”


Slowly, annoyance creeped into Denisov’s soft, careful voice. “Since you know I have listened to the BBC on shortwave, even that I have the possession of a shortwave radio, you must certainly tell your agents to keep you informed on the condition of my radio. When it is broken, I cannot use it.”


Gogol kept smiling. “The Committee for Interior Inquiries in Section Ten supplied us with the information about your radio; we did not request it. You know what they are over there. If they did not justify their allocations, perhaps they would be reorganized out of existence. I do not spy upon my personnel; you have my trust.”


“Then I wish you would request that the Committee for Interior Inquiries send around a man to repair my radio so that the next time they have the need to report on my behavior, they will have something of interest to report and something that is accurate.”


“I am sorry that the radio doesn’t work, Dmitri.”


Again silence.


“You are going to the United States tonight, through the usual northern channel into Stockholm. Your papers will be waiting in Section Four.”


“And my nationality?”


“Dieter Jorgensen, from the Dagblat Svenska.”


“A Swedish journalist in the United States?”


“Yes. To the United Nations.” Gogol paused. “We have to know what the game is that they are playing now. Why has Leo Tunney been away for twenty years and why has the Agency resurrected him now?”


“You are certain this is an operation?”


“No, but it is only logical.”


“Logical? It would seem more of an embarrassment to the CIA than to us.”


“The political right wing in the United States is attempting to escalate the struggle against us. It might be part of that. We have to know, we have to find out how he stayed alive.”


“If he is Leo Tunney.”


“Yes. That, too. And what his mission is.”


“He was definitely an agent then?”


“We have proofs.”


“May I see them?”


“You must accept my statement, Denisov.”


“We have our own people in the United States, I don’t understand why I—”


“Yes, but there are too many leaks in the network. The FBI has too many spies but they do not know you. And you were in Southeast Asia at that time, perhaps you can understand what the problem has become—”


“The incident in England—”


“Yes. You were not completely at blame there but that is in the past. We have ‘burrowed’ you long enough. I must know three things, Denisov, about this priest: Why has he come into the light again? What does he know? And is he Leo Tunney?”


“What can he know?” Denisov said.


Gogol pursed his lips. “There are matters beyond you. There are concerns that are not your concern.”


“I am not privy to any more information than your predecessor offered in other matters, Gogol. How am I to act?”


“As my camera. As my eyes and my ears.”


Denisov suddenly felt tired. “And when that is determined?”


“Observation,” Gogol began, as though reciting a prayer. “And then Resolution.”


“If he presents a problem.”


“The problem exists. He is a mystery. All our mysteries are problems to us because mysteries cannot exist.”


“My family is in Gorki—”


“I know. We have notified them to return right after the funeral of your wife’s uncle. Now to you. Paymaster has the credentials and the money and the tickets. Denisov.” He leaned forward. “Be careful with the money. We are still attempting to make sense of your accounts from the mission in Britain.”


“It was a confusing time,” he said.


“Yes.” The subject of accounts was a sensitive one for Denisov. He had fiddled his expenses, as always, and everyone knew it but they could not grasp the truth in the numbers. “Yes, but you must be accountable.”


Denisov rose because he knew the interview was over.


“Dmitri Ilyich,” Gogol said.


Denisov waited.


“We must know.”


“I understand.”


“And your radio.”


Denisov looked puzzled.


Gogol permitted the faintest of smiles. “In your absence, Dmitri Ilyich, it will be repaired.”
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WASHINGTON, D.C.


The elevator doors closed. Rita Macklin leaned against the wall of the cage as it began its slow ascent to the ninth floor of the National Press Building at Fourteenth and K streets in the governmental heart of the city. It was nearly midnight, she guessed; she never wore a watch, a peculiar foible for one in her profession. Two days, she thought, it had all taken two straight days. She felt the tiredness nearly overwhelm her for a moment, she felt dirty, burned out; she wanted a bath, she wanted to sleep but there was still a little more to be done.


Still, Rita thought, her eyes closed for a moment against the harsh light flooding the small moving cage, still, two days wasn’t bad when you considered the odds against winning anything at all.


The doors opened and she hitched up the strap of the Sony tape recorder over her thin shoulder and gripped her purse tightly in the other hand and trudged off. The old corridors were dimly lit at this hour—as they had been at night since President Nixon declared an energy crisis in the winter of 1973—and the lighting gave a sinister, unreal quality to the halls, as though Rita were entering a movie set.


The World Information Syndicate offices were near the end of the corridor. And Kaiser was still there.


Rita carefully opened the door with her key and then stood for a moment in the corridor, listening, waiting to be certain it was Kaiser inside and not some goddam spook from the FBI or the CIA going through the files. Kaiser called this caution her professional paranoia, it went with the territory of the job: Think the unthinkable and then guess a little bit more.
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