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Critical acclaim for Remembrance Day


‘The best book of its kind I’ve read since The Day of the Jackal. When thrillers get better than this, I’d like to read them’Jack Higgins


‘Relished without pause. An extraordinary tour de force about terrorist exploitation of highly sophisticated technology. Porter avoids explanatory clutter by the use of quite brilliant dialogue which keeps everything on a very human level: fast-flowing but sure, neat even in complexity, and eschewing grotesqueries that might suspend our belief in a series of events which are all too credible’Glasgow Herald


‘Remembrance Day is an ultra-modern thriller, using state-of-the-art technology. Porter reveals himself to be a master of the form’Sunday Telegraph


‘A canny thriller . . . it starts with a bang when a bus blows up in a London street . . . Impressive high-tech research. Porter works hard at the mechanics of plot assembly and it pays off’Guardian


‘Henry Porter takes the familiar ingredients of maverick police officer, sociopathic killer and heroic innocent and adds a dollop of technology to produce a creditable thriller. Porter’s handling of fascinating material sets it above run-of-the-mill’Daily Express


‘A captivating first novel . . . Pacy and well-researched and culminates in an explosive finale’Tatler


‘A display of authentic-sounding knowledge and inside information is what makes a contemporary thriller sing. The tuning fork in Remembrance Day is terrorism – post-modern terrorism of the kind that involves mastery of advanced communications and explosive technology . . . a briskly moving plot so devious that it could only have been contrived by a journalist’Daily Mail


‘Tales of paranoid conspiracy are notoriously awkward to make both credible and thrilling, but Porter does it with seeming ease. His ability to create characters real enough to make the reader care, and to convince us of the menace of a bureaucracy out of control in its efforts at self-preservation, make Remembrance Day a memorable addition to the field’Daily Telegraph


‘A modish, technology-packed drama. The book’s opening grabs your attention . . . A triumphant debut’Independent


‘As editor of the Atticus column for the Sunday Times, Porter honed the journalistic skills that give such powerful verisimilitude to this debut thriller. The literally explosive opening scene . . . establishes a momentum that only slows when absolutely necessary. A sleek hi-tech thriller, and Porter has the skills to make this an especially auspicious first novel, with satisfying echoes of the wonderful Gerald Seymour’Good Book Guide


‘He takes to the genre as if born to it . . . a nail-biting climax’Independent on Sunday


‘Starts with a bang . . . A classic drag-net thriller in which suspense is maintained as the bad guy continually threatens to escape the web closing around him. Spirals through a series of mounting climaxes to a November 11 denouement. A racy read’The Times


‘A narrative rich in incident, mystery and surprise . . . supplies a highly original twist to the oft-told tale of IRA and MI5 shenanigans’Observer


‘Grippingly plausible’Sunday Times


‘Displays an immense amount of energy and is wickedly prodigal with his material: there is enough in this book to keep Jeffrey Archer in ideas until the millennium after next’Evening Standard


‘Savvy and slick, Porter’s thriller has all the fiendishly Byzantine elegance of a booby-trapped device’Esquire


‘A fiendishly cunning plot . . . A tough ingenious thriller . . . As polished and professional a piece of work as you would expect from any veteran thriller writer’Literary Review




Porter was a regular columnist for the Observer and now writes about European power and politics for The Hive website in the US. He has written five bestselling thrillers, including Brandenburg, which won the CWA Ian Fleming Steel Dagger, and Empire State and The Dying Light, which were both nominated for the award. He is frequently described as the heir to John le Carré, and Firefly is a triumphant return to fiction from an author at the top of his game.
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Author’s Note


I would not have written this book without the help of Liz Elliot and Gilbert Adair, both of whom devoted much time to encouraging me. My editor, Jane Wood, and agent, Georgina Capel, are also owed debts of gratitude for having confidence in the book and – in the most delicate way possible – telling me where I was going wrong. I was lucky to meet Joseph I. Mulligan III, my tireless guide in Boston, and Kenny Young of the Ritz Carlton Hotel, Boston, whose conversation inspired a crucial idea in the plot. Professor Roy Anderson, Dr Alison Snape, Ed Ross, Manish Somani and Tom Standage were all generous with their expertise.


Finally, thanks to Riva Mantis who knows everything.




Chapter One


He knew where he had been standing. He knew what he had been thinking before that moment. He had been thinking that he’d like to speak to the girl in the short dress and tunic, a few yards from him on the pavement. She was swinging a small backpack against her thigh impatiently. She was waiting for someone too. He smiled at her but only managed a smirk, not the look of solidarity that he’d intended, which said, ‘We’ve both been stood up.’ She ignored him and moved towards the entrance of the tube station and made a great show of peering down the stairs. A breeze came up from the underground and lifted her dress. This seemed to annoy her. She slapped it down, brushing it as if it were covered in dust, then retreated out of the draught to stand by a curved glass recess at the front of an airline office.


Con Lindow remembered thinking that the evening was warm for October, like a late summer day in Boston. He strolled away to show that he was not trying to pick her up. He went twenty paces or so, then wheeled round back towards the station. There was a lull in the traffic and he began wondering why Eamonn was late, and exactly how they would spend the evening when he arrived. Eamonn had been vague on the phone. Said they’d have a few drinks and then go on to a Latin-American place somewhere north of Oxford Street. It hadn’t sounded promising, but Lindow would be pleased to see him again. He imagined Eamonn shambling up from the tube station, a book and a newspaper under his arm, laughing ruefully at his lateness and then turning it so that Lindow would feel a prick for being so punctual. It was two years since their mother had been overwhelmed by cancer and taken before any of them had realised she was ill. That was the last time they had met. Lindow saw the funeral – Eamonn’s wounded face in the procession of mourners that signifies a great Irish occasion.


A bus turned into Clarence Street and slowed to negotiate a traffic island. Lindow looked at it and idly wondered if his brother was on board. He guessed not because Eamonn had said he’d be coming straight from work by underground so he wouldn’t have to worry about the traffic. He’d be there by seven fifteen for sure. He was definite about that, but you never knew. He might meet someone and forget the arrangement. No, Lindow reassured himself, he would come because they hadn’t seen each other for so long, and it had been Eamonn who’d been pressing for them to get together. He’d be there soon enough. Lindow looked at the bus and glanced down at his watch. He remembered doing that.


It was seven thirty-five when the street exploded.


Lindow was lifted clean off his feet and hurled into a metal bollard, which smacked him on the back of his neck. He was knocked out, but only for a few seconds, and came to to find that his world had been extinguished. He couldn’t see. He lay utterly still, hearing the sounds that fill the first moments after an explosion. Glass loosened by the shockwave was crashing around him, stabbing his legs, and somewhere along the street there was a terrifying roar, as if a furnace door had been opened. Alarms shrieked. People cried out with the awful recognition of what had happened to them. Lindow had one thought: he must shield himself from the glass still falling from the buildings above. He tried to move his right hand, but it was held by something heavy. He shifted a little and freed his left arm, which was locked behind his back in a half-nelson, then wrapped it across his face. But it wasn’t his face. Then he understood. He hadn’t been blinded at all, but something – some cloth – had fallen over his face and covered his eyes. He pulled at the material and found himself looking up. It was dark and the air was filled with smoke and dust. In the night sky quantities of paper flew on the thermals from the fire. He understood now that it had been a bomb and somehow knew it was the bus that had exploded, although he hadn’t actually seen the explosion and couldn’t see the bus because he was facing the other way. Then the pain came, coursing from the back of his skull to his forehead and down into his eyes. He squeezed them tight and felt his stomach heave. He was going to be sick. He had to get up, had to get away. He turned his head from the bollard and checked through an inventory of his senses. He wiggled his toes: they moved. He felt his chest gingerly with his fingertips, like a blind man reading Braille, and progressed down to his stomach and groin where there was a horrible sensation of dampness. He reached the belt of his trousers, and touched a viscous mess. Christ, he thought, the explosion had opened his stomach. He knew injuries like this confused the nervous system, knew that his brain would not make sense of the wounds for a few moments: people got out of car crashes with injuries like this, walked a few paces, then fell down dead. These would be his last conscious seconds. This was it – everything he so desperately wanted to do, the things that he thought only he could do, would never be accomplished. He readied himself for the final convulsions. Nothing came. Then he dabbed again at his stomach, probing a little deeper into the mess. There was no pain at all and – bafflingly – no wound either.


He heard a groan, a thick, guttural word he couldn’t make out. It was a woman’s voice. She had fallen across him, pinning his right side to the ground. Her tunic had flown up and covered his face, which was why he had the smell of perfume in his nostrils. Her head was very close to his, and very still.


‘You hurt?’ he said, and shifted his body so that she slid from him on to the stone and let out another groan.


‘You hurt?’ he repeated stupidly. He knew then that the blood pooled on his stomach was not his but the woman’s, and that she must be very badly injured indeed.


He moved again, lifted his head and strained to look at her. It was the girl he had been watching by the tube entrance. He sat up, propping himself against the bollard, and with his right hand reached over to draw back the hair glued to her face. There was an earphone, which had come detached from the tape-player. He pulled away and looked at her face, saw a mass of blood on the right side with white flecks glinting in it. He thought he’d wipe it for her – then he understood that there was nothing behind the blood. No face. What he was seeing were her teeth, moving as the girl tried to cry out. Further down her body the dress was stained and shone wet in the light that still came from far inside the airline office. Beneath her ribcage was a very dark patch. He squirmed and tried to call out, but his voice had gone. He coughed and then shouted again, hoarsely. No one came.


He looked about him. Down the street, about seventy yards from where he lay, the bus was on fire. He could feel the heat on his face. Flames shot from the engine and heavy black smoke spilled from the windows. Between the billows of smoke he could make out a rupture along the flank of the bus. The rear of the vehicle had slewed round at the moment of explosion and mounted the traffic island in the centre of the road. Other cars had simply stopped in their tracks and a black cab, which had been following the bus, stood with its bonnet blown open and its front tyres on fire. Around the bus there were smaller fires. Wastebins and the plastic fittings of traffic-lights had ignited from the heat; bits of panelling, blown from the sides of the bus and now edged with ribbons of flame, lay in the road. He watched with astonishment as a figure ran towards the bus, vanished into the smoke at the front, then reappeared dragging something.


He couldn’t remember how crowded the street had been before the bus came on the scene. He knew that a party of tourists had been filing through the stone arcade that straddled the pavement up to the corner where the bus was. Maybe they cleared it in time. He couldn’t tell because of the curtain of smoke. Nearer to him – just beyond the station – what he had taken for a pile of rubbish moved. An arm emerged from the debris and waved in the smoke; a cyclist, whom Lindow had passed as he walked away from the girl minutes before, was standing up and straightening his helmet. Nearer still a man, whom Lindow recognised as the news vendor from outside the tube station, was crawling towards them. He stopped to rest on his elbows, looked down at his hands, then felt in his jacket for something.


Lindow shouted, ‘Don’t go any further, you’ll cut yourself.’ He was having difficulty finding his voice.


The man took no notice. He reached over to one of the bundles of newspapers and with a pocket knife slashed at the string that held it together, letting the newspapers sprawl over the pavement. Then, chucking the newspapers ahead of him, he made a path over the glass to where Lindow and the girl lay.


‘Is she hurt bad?’ he cried, as he shuffled towards them.


‘Yes, I think so.’ Lindow had cupped his right hand to hold her head so as to avoid touching her wounded face. The girl was moving in and out of consciousness, her jaw working in a slow, chewing motion.


‘It’s her head and stomach.’


‘Oh, God, look at the state of her,’ said the man, collapsing beside them. ‘Where are the ambulances?’


Lindow saw the man’s leg was sticking out at an odd angle just below the knee. He guessed it was dislocated, or that the tibia had been shattered. The man rolled over on his back. Then he did something extraordinary. He slid a hand inside his trousers and worked away at something, revolving his hips as he did so. Finally he shook his leg and it came off. It took Lindow several seconds to understand that this was an artificial limb.


The news vendor pushed himself up a little and looked down at his good leg. Lindow saw that the trousers had been shredded. There was a lot of blood.


‘Jesus, I can’t lose that one too. Bastard, bastard bomb!’ he said, choking in a little tide of smoke that had crept to where they lay.


Minutes passed. No one came. But people were moving about, shouting for help and trying to find each other. Lindow decided that it was no use trying to move the girl. Better to sit there with her. He leaned back on the bollard and put his left hand down to give himself support. He felt something soft and warm in his palm. Without thinking, he picked it up. It was a bird, a starling that had fallen stone dead from its perch above them, killed instantly by the shockwave or a splinter of glass. As he dropped it on the pavement, a line he’d once read came to him. ‘So easy and swift is the passage between life and death in wild nature.’


He wondered if the girl would make that passage. He looked at her again. She probably wouldn’t. With her face like that, maybe it was better that she didn’t.


Someone ran up to them. It was a cycle messenger, speaking into a radio strapped to him in a shoulder holster. He was radioing details of the injured and dying to his control.


‘There are three here,’ he shouted. ‘Three, yes. That makes at least five seriously injured that I’ve seen. Yeah, they’ll need blood . . . I’m looking at a woman. She’s very badly hurt. And a man with a broken leg. Everyone’s cut and bleeding. It’s a fucking mess, I tell you.’


He said nothing to them and ran off across the street. Then a policewoman came and crouched between the news vendor and the girl. She was white-faced and on the edge of panic. She touched the girl’s clotted hair with the back of her hand.


‘Do you know her? What’s her name?’ she asked, her voice high and uneven.


‘No,’ replied Lindow.


‘I don’t know her name,’ said the news vendor. ‘But mine’s Harry Ribb. Can someone phone my wife and say I’m all right? She’ll know I’m here right in the middle of it when she sees the news. She knows where my stand is, see.’


The policewoman did not hear him. She said to Lindow, ‘Stay here with her. Try to keep her conscious. Have you got something to cover her with? I’ve left my coat with a man over there.’


Lindow said that she could have his jacket. The policewoman held his shoulders as he leaned forward and helped him pull it off.


‘You’ve got a nasty gash there,’ she said, looking at the blood on his collar.


They placed his jacket over the girl. The policewoman got up and glanced at Lindow. Her lower lip was trembling. She turned her head away and sucked in air, frowning with effort. The sinews in her neck were working furiously. She was fighting to control herself. ‘There’s help coming,’ she said, and hurried away with one hand clutching her belt to stop her night stick and radio flapping.


The alarms in the street seemed to have synchronised into a single pulse. Now that Lindow knew he wasn’t badly hurt, he focused on the girl, leaned down and talked to her about anything that came into his head. He told her about Boston and the campus at MIT, about skiing in Vermont and how in the summer his laboratory became so hot that he had once opened one of the lab fridges and moved a desk into the doorway. He ran on, not knowing whether she heard any of it. At one stage she became totally still and he thought she had died. Then a fuel tank exploded down the street and he felt her stiffen. He bent down to her face and asked her name. A murmur came but he couldn’t make out what she said. Harry Ribb looked up and drubbed a fist slowly on the pavement.


Some way behind them Lindow could hear the first ambulance make its way through the stalled traffic. He strained round to see it pull up in the middle of the road and two men get out. They ran over to a policeman, who gesticulated rapidly, showing them where the injured lay. Other people were staggering about the street now, all of them streaming with blood. Lindow shouted and waved to them, but they took no notice. At length one of the ambulancemen came to them, sliding and crunching on the scree of glass.


‘You must help this woman!’ demanded Lindow. ‘She needs help now.’


The man ran a flashlight up and down the girl’s body, then scribbled something on a clipboard. ‘I’m sorry, sir. You’re just going to have to bear with us. We’re the first here, you see. We have to report back to Headquarters. Give them an idea of the scale of this thing.’


Lindow’s temper snapped. ‘Look, while you’re making your goddam lists she could die. She’s bleeding inside. Look at her. Look at her, man!’


‘I hear you,’ said the crewman coolly. ‘But we have to do it this way. She’ll be the first to be seen when the other crews arrive, I promise you that. They won’t be long now. Stay here and keep her calm. It won’t be long.’


He hurried away to another group where a woman was rocking over a body in the street, sending screams to the sky. Lindow was aware of a bright light tacking across the pavement. He looked round to his right to see a news cameraman who’d come from somewhere behind and was panning his camera from the wreck of the bus on to him and the girl.


‘Get the fuck out of here!’ Lindow screamed. ‘Can’t you see what’s happened to her?’


He raised his arm to protect the girl’s eyes from the camera’s light. But he knew in an instant that the pictures could never be shown. The light spilled across her face and body and left nothing to the imagination. No station would use it because somewhere out there her parents would see it before they even knew she was hurt.


The light dimmed and the cameraman jerked back, unplugging himself from the eyepiece. ‘I’m sorry,’ he said, swinging the camera down from his shoulder. He walked away, shaking his head.


‘Jackal – fucking jackal,’ growled Harry, from the pavement.


Lindow decided that he must do something for the girl. They might wait all night before anyone came. He pushed himself against the bollard. His legs were stiff and cold, and they hurt like hell.


‘Can you support her?’ he said to Harry. ‘I’m going to get help. She won’t last otherwise.’


Harry moved around a little, dragging his artificial limb with him. Then Lindow eased the girl’s weight slowly on to Harry’s big belly. Her head flopped sideways. As Harry looked down at her, Lindow saw that his eyes had watered up and that tiny fragments of glass shrapnel glinted from the cuts in his forehead.


He stood up shakily and looked about. There were several ambulances now. A white Volvo estate car with a green flashing light had just pulled up at the front rank of emergency vehicles and was disgorging what he knew must be a medical team. The street had become cold. It was beginning to rain and the team were hurriedly putting on waterproofs. He tried to run to them but something stopped him. He looked down at his left leg and saw a piece of glass protruding from the outside of his thigh. Each time he put his leg forward the material of his corduroys snagged on it, causing it to work itself deeper into the wound. Without thinking, he reached down and pulled it from his leg like a thorn and flung it into the gutter. Then he ran to the Volvo.


‘Are you a doctor?’ he shouted, over the noise of the sirens and alarms.


‘Yes,’ the nearest man shouted back. ‘Is it for you?’


‘No, for a woman over here,’ said Lindow. ‘She’s in a very bad state.’


The doctor saw Lindow’s face in the flashing light and understood that he had to go. He told one of the nurses to accompany him and signalled to the others that they should follow with the ambulances moving up the street towards the bus and the victims lying on the opposite side.


‘We shouldn’t be here,’ he said, as they clattered over the glass to Harry and the girl. ‘The area isn’t secured yet. The police say there could be other bombs. They don’t know – no warnings.’


When they reached Harry, he was talking to the girl with a slow insistence about his garden and how the rain that was now falling had come too late to do any good. But there was always next year, he said, and he’d have another crack at the flower show, which he hadn’t entered because of the drought.


The doctor handed Lindow a torch and told him to hold it high up so that he could see the girl as well as his bag. He was in his early thirties – Lindow’s age, but with a heavier build, like a rugby player.


‘Now let’s have a look here, shall we?’ He peered at her face then lifted Lindow’s jacket to look at her stomach.


‘What’s her name?’ he said, moving his head from side to side. ‘Hold the torch over here, man. Here!’ He pointed to the place with the finger of his surgical glove. Then he lifted the dress and got very close to the gash below her ribcage. ‘What did you say her name was?’


The girl tried to speak.


‘I think it’s Kay,’ said Harry. ‘She was saying something like that just now.’


‘Right, Kay. We’re going to have you in hospital in no time at all. I want to examine you a little more and then I’m going to give you something to ease the pain. Okey-dokey? Good. You’re going to be fine.’ His expression said otherwise. ‘Hold on there, Kay.’


A nurse arrived and set up a light, then a fragile stand on which she hung a container of fluid.


‘We need to get a line into her,’ said the doctor, ‘and we’ll give her a shot of morphine straight away.’


The nurse held a syringe up to the light, pressed the plunger until the liquid spurted out and gave it to the doctor. Still squatting, he manoeuvred to the girl’s left side, felt for her buttock and rubbed it vigorously. He eased the syringe into the flesh and waited for a few seconds while it emptied. His eyes met Lindow’s.


‘What do they think they are doing?’ he said quietly. ‘What’s she ever done?’


Almost immediately the girl relaxed and her head fell back into the crook of Harry’s arm. Harry braced it with his free hand and looked away. He couldn’t take the sight of her face.


The nurse inserted the drip of Hartman’s blood substitute into the girl’s right arm, then attached leads from the ECG to an area clear of laceration just above her right breast. The girl was breathing regularly, but the doctor looked worried. He leaned down close to her face. ‘Kay, we’re going to move you very soon. Hang on there.’


He stepped away and spoke to the nurse. ‘Her liver may be pretty badly damaged. She’s bleeding inside and there’s a lot of glass in her. Get David Peretz on the phone and tell him I’m sending her to him. Explain her injuries. I’m going to get one of those ambulances.’


The nurse pulled the hood of her waterproof over her head and stood up. The rain was coming down hard now. Lindow shivered. She jabbed the number of the hospital on the mobile phone and put it to her ear inside the hood.


‘Can you do this for me?’ she shouted to Lindow. ‘You don’t need the number. Just keep pressing redial. I’ll get these bandages on her.’


Lindow tried several times but failed to get through. ‘I’m doing something wrong here,’ he said. ‘I can’t seem to get a line.’


‘There probably aren’t any lines. The cell antennae will be blocked with people phoning to say they’re okay, and calls from journalists. They keep the lines open and no one else can get on the network. It’s always the same. We’ll have to patch a message through the ambulance radio.’ While she spoke, she ripped surgical pads from their wrappers and pressed them lightly to the girl’s stomach and face. She unravelled a bandage around her head to hold one of the pads in place.


The doctor came running back with two ambulance crews, one for the girl and the other for Harry. Lindow wondered why they hadn’t brought their vehicles up to the spot and then realised that they couldn’t because of the certainty of punctures from the mass of glass.


Kay was lifted on to a stretcher and moved swiftly to an ambulance. The doctor and nurse went with her, he to use the radio and she to carry the bottle of fluid. The second ambulance crew began working on Harry, whose face was now covered in a mask. They wrapped his leg in a suction cast. As they prepared to carry him away, he pulled the mask from his face and told them drunkenly not to forget his artificial limb, which had been moved to one side by the crew and was now lying incongruously on the pavement. Lindow picked it up together with his own jacket and followed them to the ambulance.


Before climbing in to sit by Harry, he looked towards the wreck of the bus, which was crackling and steaming under the firemen’s water jets. He hadn’t seen them arrive – they must have approached from the other direction, but now five or six hoses arced over the bus and filled the street with a spray that was pooling in a great orange lake. The bus’s superstructure had almost completely burned away, although odd bits of metal remained sticking up like antlers. The back of the vehicle had collapsed as the tyres burst and it squatted down, still burning, on the traffic island.


Lindow looked at his watch. It was eight thirty, near enough an hour since the bus had turned the corner into Clarence Street.


*


Commander Kenneth Foyle, head of the Metropolitan Police’s Anti-terrorist Unit, had taken his first day off in nearly three weeks to watch the appearance of his daughter at a magistrates’ court in the West Country. Along with thirteen others, she faced charges ranging from obstruction to criminal damage. Katherine Foyle was part of a group protesting against the building of an agricultural research centre. At dawn on the previous day the police, and security men employed by the local authority, had moved in on the camp around the new laboratories and Katherine had been hauled from the scene by two security guards. He knew this much because he had seen his daughter’s picture in the following day’s tabloids. He telephoned the Somerset police to discover that she had been charged with obstruction and threatening behaviour, and locked up overnight. Katherine! Threatening behaviour! He knew her better.


Foyle rang New Scotland Yard to tell his assistant, Graham Forbes, that he had family business to attend to and would not be in that day. He hadn’t been any more explicit than that and hoped that no one at the Yard would recognise Katherine in the newspaper. Then he had dismissed his police driver and made the 150-mile journey to Somerset in his own car, reaching the court in time for Katherine’s hearing. He asked if he could speak for his daughter, then assured the magistrates that she would not break the law again. The bench nodded in unison, not without some sympathy, and imposed a fifty-pound fine for each offence. Foyle paid by cheque on the way out of the court.


He minded about it all terribly, but driving back to Katherine’s digs in Bristol he tried to avoid mention of the protest and her first night in police custody. He’d forgive Katherine anything because he held himself responsible for so much of her turbulent nature. There was a lot of him in her. When she was growing up, he had been away, running undercover operations for the Drugs Squad and then a succession of investigations into organised crime in the capital. But now that he had got where he wanted – heading SO 13 – his family seemed to have disintegrated around him. June had decided to make her own life: as Katherine was preparing to leave for Bristol University a year ago, his wife had told him over an anniversary dinner that she would now be spending much of her time away from home researching her doctoral thesis. When she was not bottom up in some desert burial ground, she’d be writing and lecturing at a university in the Midlands. She told him she’d finance herself with money left in her father’s will, then added crisply that she was not ending their marriage but suspending it. Foyle didn’t quite know what that meant. He was less certain in these matters than he was about police work and had decided to put up with the arrangement and get himself a housekeeper.


‘Heard from Mum?’ he asked Katherine.


‘No, you?’


‘Not for a while. When does she get back from Jordan?’


‘Mid-November, or when it starts raining there.’ Katherine looked out of her window at the bank of black cloud that smothered the last light in the west. A silence ensued while she picked at some mud on her jeans.


‘Did you really threaten that police officer, Katherine?’


‘Kate! I’m called Kate now, Dad. I just prefer it, if that’s all right.’


‘Okay, sorry . . . Kate! Did you take a swing at him, like he said in court?’


‘No, course not. I didn’t touch him.’


‘But you got your picture in the paper with those two officers.’


‘I know, they showed it to us in the cells. I’m glad Mum didn’t see it,’ she said, looking conspiratorially at her father.


‘It’s not funny. You’ve got a criminal record now. That could count against you. It matters, Katherine . . . Kate.’


She laughed. It didn’t seem to worry her remotely.


‘Tell me something,’ said Foyle, ‘what have you got against this agricultural centre, and why now, for goodness’ sake? There’s nothing growing at this time of year.’


‘Dad, you know nothing about the subject – I mean, about the release of rogue genes into the natural world. It’s very serious. They’re sowing a new variety of genetically engineered winter cereal for next year’s harvest. That’s why we were there.’


Ten miles from Bristol they stopped at a steak house, where Foyle insisted that she have a proper meal because he thought she looked undernourished. He studied her as she read the menu. She had inherited his big-boned frame and dark looks, which came from his Cornish grandfather. But her hair was less wavy and happily she had not been endowed with his weathered complexion, nor his nose, which in profile looked a little like the old Duke of Wellington’s. He also knew that she had taken on some of his mannerisms. June often remarked that they made the same quick, expressive movements with their hands.


After a glass of red wine, Katherine became chatty and asked him about work, something he never encouraged – partly because there was so much he couldn’t talk about, but mostly because he didn’t trust the company she kept. To his mind, the fringe that included road protesters, animal-rights activists and crop burners, of which Katherine was now apparently a member, were not too many degrees saner than the terrorists whose profiles filled his computers at New Scotland Yard.


‘I hope you don’t talk about my job to your friends,’ he said.


‘Course not, Dad. I’m not very likely to admit there’s filth in the family.’ She saw that he’d been stung. ‘It’s a joke, Dad. Seriously, how’s it going?’


‘It’s not too bad, but we have to keep on our toes. I could show you faces of a hundred men – and women – who desire nothing more than to spray London commuters in the face with anthrax. And there’s still plenty of potential in Ireland – the guns and explosives, the men. It’s a way of life for some. It gave people a living and a sense of purpose.’


‘Not unlike you, Dad,’ she said, looking up slyly from her salad.


Foyle rose to the bait. ‘The difference, if you really need me to spell it out, Kate,’ he couldn’t get used to the name, it made him feel as if he was talking to someone else, ‘is that I’m appointed by a public body, and what we try to do is save lives and enforce the laws, which have been made by democratically elected representatives. And second, if it was all to stop suddenly, I’d be more than content to go back to catching your run-of-the-mill villain. I really miss the neatness of a straightforward murder.’


‘Dad, don’t be so serious. I was teasing.’


He smiled. They passed the rest of the meal talking about Katherine’s hope of changing courses. She was fed up with drama and wanted to do law.


At eight p.m. Foyle glanced at his watch. He had to drop Katherine at her flat in Bristol then drive on to London. It would be three hours before he was home. He signalled for the bill to the three waitresses, who were talking over by the bar. They were engrossed and didn’t notice him. He began to rise, at which point the woman who’d served them came over with apologies. ‘I’m sorry, sir, they were just telling me about that bomb. It’s terrible – when we thought that was all over.’


‘What bomb?’


‘The bomb that’s gone off in London, sir. Some people are dead, they think. It was on a bus.’


‘Where’s the phone?’ He cursed himself for not taking one of the office mobiles or a pager. Why hadn’t he called in to the office? He dialled his assistant’s direct line. Forbes picked up on the second ring and gave him the details. Foyle wrote hurriedly on the back of his cheque book, then asked the waitress to arrange a cab to take Katherine back to Bristol, paid the bill and gave Katherine a cheque for three hundred pounds.


She hugged him as he left. ‘Dad. Thanks. Love you.’


Unaccountably Foyle blushed. He looked at her hard. ‘Keep in touch, Katherine – and out of trouble.’


‘Kate!’ she said.


*


‘Where do you come from, sir? You sound American.’


Lindow had given his name to the man in the hospital but didn’t feel like answering the rest of the questions. He shifted sideways on the stretcher and collapsed his left arm over his face. The strip lighting of the emergency department at St Luke’s hurt his eyes, and the back of his head was pounding. A little while before, he had felt faint and asked a nurse if he could lie down. Now he was grateful for the pillow.


‘I’ve been in the States for a long time,’ he said groggily. ‘That’s why I’ve got an accent.’


‘So you’re on holiday in London, sir?’ his interrogator asked. He was a young man, but stout for his age, with fleshy cheeks and small, greedy eyes. His hair was damp and fell over his forehead in oily wet locks.


‘No, no, I’ve come to work here. What do you need to know for?’


The man ignored him. ‘So, if you’re not American, where do you come from?’


‘I’m Irish,’ said Lindow.


The man looked down at him hungrily, as though he was some kind of quarry. Lindow sensed that he was waiting for him to expand, but he didn’t feel like obliging him. Anyway, who the hell was he, asking these personal questions?


‘So you’re Irish and you’re working here,’ said the man. ‘What do you do, sir?’


‘I’m a molecular biologist. I’ve just come here to do research at Imperial College.’


‘Genes and that sort of thing?’


‘Yes, but it’s a little more complicated than that,’ said Lindow wearily.


‘You’re a researcher in genetics?’


Lindow began to explain that this wouldn’t be strictly accurate and then stopped. ‘Who are you, anyway? Why does the hospital need this sort of information now? Surely it can wait.’


‘Oh, didn’t I mention it?’ said the man, straightening to go. ‘Richard Abbott-Tring – Evening Herald.’ He touched Lindow’s hand with four chubby fingers. ‘You’ve been most helpful, sir. Now, take it easy – you’ve been through a terrible ordeal.’


He departed with a hasty, self-important waddle. A clipboard that he had been holding behind him was now pressed to his chest.


*


Half an hour passed before Lindow was seen by a woman doctor. She peered into his eyes and examined the wound on his head. Then she kneaded his stomach with expert fingers and took a cursory look at the cuts on his legs.


‘You’ve been very lucky,’ she said, feeling the rest of his head. ‘We’ll X-ray this head of yours just to be on the safe side then get the cuts stitched and give you a painkiller. The nurse says you’ve been feeling faint, so I think it’s best if we keep you in overnight. How are you feeling otherwise? Any shock?’


‘I don’t think so. Just tired.’


‘That’s understandable. You rest here and somebody’ll be along shortly to take more details.’


He didn’t rest. The noise and light of the emergency department reverberated in his head. He couldn’t think straight, which was an unpleasant novelty. He struggled to order the last couple of hours in his mind, but all he could do was replay a stream of images from the street. After the bomb exploded he’d been plunged into a limbo, lodged between earth and hell. He remembered the brush-fire heat of the burning vehicles and the coldness of the paving stones. He remembered the smell of burning rubber and fuel, and before that a bitter odour, which he assumed was the explosives.


Yes, he’d been looking at his watch and waiting for Eamonn when the bomb had gone off, and then he’d been with Kay and Harry and the medical team had arrived and then Kay was taken away half dead. Now he was here in hospital and pretty much in one piece. Shaky, but nothing like that poor girl with her face. He couldn’t stop seeing the moment when he’d lifted her hair that first time. God, he thought suddenly, where the hell was Eamonn? What had he been thinking of? He must get up and telephone him. He dropped his legs from the gurney.


A nurse came scurrying up to him. ‘Not so fast, Mr Lindow, we’re going to take you to X-ray now and then we’ll deal with these cuts.’ She held his head with both hands and peered at the gash. ‘Goodness, you need this seen to, don’t you? So pop your legs back up there and we’ll wheel you in now.’


‘Yes, but you don’t understand. I must call my brother.’ He was surprised at how loud and panicky he sounded.


‘Look. I’ll see if one of the girls on Reception can telephone him and let him know where you are. Then you can talk to him yourself a little later.’


Lindow fished in his wallet and gave her the piece of paper with Eamonn’s number on it. She signalled to a porter to wheel him away. X-ray took a matter of minutes, then he was moved to have his cuts stitched and dressed. He watched with interest as his trousers were cut off by another nurse, leaving a patch of material that had dried into an open wound on his leg. While the material was being soaked off with warm water, the nurse who’d taken Eamonn’s number returned with the piece of paper and said no one had answered. There was a machine on, and the woman had thought he’d prefer to leave the message himself so she’d hung up.


‘There’ll be a telephone upstairs in the ward,’ she said brightly. ‘You’re being sent to the Liskeard wing. That’s where the private rooms are so you’ll have everything you need. Liskeard is the lap of luxury.’


Within a quarter of an hour he was lying in a private double room with a young black man, whose hands and right eye were bandaged. The ward sister said he had been thrown into a window by the explosion. He raised a bandage in greeting and introduced himself as Clovis Cox.


‘Fuckin’ mess this. Fuckin’ mess!’ said Cox, after mumbling to himself. ‘Know what I mean? They got no fuckin’ right.’


He turned his head through a complete right angle to look at Lindow with his left eye. ‘You straight? You not a policeman, nor nothing?’


‘No,’ Lindow said. ‘I’m not a policeman.’


‘Not a policeman?’


‘No, I said.’


Cox relaxed. ‘Okay. Will you do somethin’ for me? See the jacket over there? That’s my jacket and in the linin’ you’ll find Charlie. Take the bag out and make me a line on this tray here. Then you throw the stuff out of the window.’


Lindow considered Cox’s face. ‘Is Charlie what I think it is?’


‘You know, Charlie! Cocaine! Coke, powder, snow, blow. Get the bag and gimme some. I can’t get into the linin’ nor nothing with these.’ He held up his hands for inspection like a heavyweight boxer before a fight.


‘You mean you’re going to snort that stuff without the slightest idea what other drugs are in your system?’ asked Lindow.


‘That’s exactly what I’m going to do.’


‘No.’


‘Come on, man. It’s pure stuff. I missed my connection tonight and there’s no other use for it. See what I’m saying?’


‘No.’


‘Okay, okay. Just get the stuff and throw it away – out of the window. Now, please, man, I’m asking you. If the nurses find it, I’ll be doing time again.’ He gurgled a laugh.


Lindow thought for a moment. Without a word he got off the bed and went over to the jacket. He felt around the hem then retrieved the bag through the ripped inside pocket. Without looking at it, he opened the window and shook out the powder before letting the bag go in the draught gusting up the side of the building. As he closed the window, a nurse came in and asked what he was doing.


‘Just getting some air, Nurse.’ Lindow smiled at her. ‘Do you have a phone I could use? I need to speak to my brother.’


As he left with her, Clovis Cox winked at him with his good eye.


He read Eamonn’s number from the piece of paper, dialled, then heard a message. ‘If that’s you, Mary, we’ll be at the Lancaster Arms until about eight thirty. Then we’ll go to a restaurant called Sam Samosa’s in Kellet Street. See you there. Anyone else who’s calling, leave a message with your number.’


Lindow spoke into the telephone. ‘Eamonn, it’s Con. Had a bit of trouble with the bomb in the West End. Nothing to worry about. A few cuts and bruises, that’s all. I’m in the Liskeard wing at St Luke’s, but I’ll be out tomorrow and I’ll call you then. Hope you’re having fun there. By the way, who the hell is Mary?’


He hung up. He wondered why Eamonn wasn’t in. He’d probably gone to the pub, knowing he’d never find Con in the chaos of the West End. Perhaps he had met this Mary and was already lying in her arms. But surely even Eamonn was not capable of being so unconcerned. After all, they had arranged to meet right where the bomb had gone off. Lindow turned back down the corridor.


On the way, he stopped by the nurses’ station where the television news was on. An agitated woman reporter was talking to a studio interviewer, brushing her hair aside and tripping over her words. She looked down at her notes. ‘The latest figures we’ve been given are that seven people have lost their lives in this explosion and forty-five people have been injured, eleven of them seriously. Police say that no warning was received and that the bomb exploded on the bus as it was moving. In the light of the Irish Peace Agreement, they’re not prepared to speculate about the origin of the bomb or which group planted it. Police say that as yet no organisation has claimed responsibility. It is understood that the Prime Minister has already spoken to the Irish premier and all sides of the Northern Ireland Assembly. All parties, including Sinn Fein, have agreed to await the outcome of the investigation.’


Lindow returned to the room where Cox lay asleep, propped up on the pillows. Some sandwiches had been left on a tray with a glass of orange juice. He drank the juice – an unchilled soup of vaguely citrus origin – then peeled back the bread of the sandwiches to inspect the tuna filling. He decided against them and climbed into bed. He switched off the reading light and lay in the dark with his eyes open. Tomorrow he’d go back to his new laboratory at Imperial: life would begin again and he’d resume his inquiries into the discreet messages transmitted between bacteria. The bomb would become yesterday’s disorder and soon it would be folded up in the past like the other explosion – the one that rumbled, long ago, through an Irish summer dawn, blowing a crater in a church graveyard. He’d left that behind and he’d do the same this time.


His last thought before slipping into a fitful sleep was to wonder where the hell Eamonn was. Odd that he wasn’t home by now, odd that he hadn’t tried to contact the hospital. God, he hoped he was all right.




Chapter Two


Lindow was in the street again, making love to the girl. He cradled her head as they rocked together; his hands were filled with bunches of her hair. He could smell the perfume rising from her and feel the undulating movement of her body. Then he slid from her, appalled. He looked down at the blood that swelled in her midriff, an unstoppable flow that came from the wound. There were other people in the street, standing just behind him. He heard them cluck with disapproval. He wanted to say that he hadn’t done this thing, but then he couldn’t be sure that he had not driven the wound into the girl. He began to hear other noises, noises that made him turn from her and concentrate hard. He left her in the cold wet street and groped towards the noises. Then he woke.


There was just one sound left in the hospital room – the whisper of a nurse’s uniform, receding towards the door. Lindow opened his eyes as the door closed. He hadn’t imagined it. Someone had been there because a smell of perfume – a clean, young scent – lingered in the room. He raised his head and looked over to the other bed. It had gone, and all trace of Clovis Cox with it. He concluded that his companion must have felt ill in the night and had called the nurse with the bell push. He’d find out in the morning. Then he sank back into sleep.


He woke again at 7 a.m. There were voices in the room, but he decided not to open his eyes. Two or three men were by the door and nearer to him was a woman. He smelt her scent again. It must be the nurse who had come in the middle of the night to wheel Cox away.


‘He’s still asleep,’ she said. ‘You can’t talk to him until the doctor has seen him.’


The voices left the room. Lindow opened his eyes. ‘What’s going on?’ he asked. ‘Where’s the guy who was in the next bed?’


The nurse didn’t answer but busied herself straightening the bedclothes and moving away the bedside table.


‘What’s happening?’


‘I’m sorry. I’m afraid I’ve been told not to talk to you. The doctor will be along shortly to look at your head.’ Her manner was brisk and formal.


‘Who are those men out there? Why are they here?’


She looked at him without smiling, and repeated that she couldn’t talk to him. He lay back on the pillows with a rising sense of alarm. When the doctor came to see him a few minutes later, Lindow caught sight of a uniformed police officer in the doorway. Perhaps the other men were police officers too. That might explain why Cox had disappeared during the night – a drugs bust?


‘Is this about Cox?’ Lindow asked the doctor, as a light was shone into his eyes.


‘No. I believe they want to talk to you.’


‘What about?’


‘About the bomb, I expect.’ He paused to get Lindow’s full attention. ‘Your X-ray results were good. No sign of a fracture, or anything like that. Have you experienced any more dizziness?’


‘No, it seems fine. My leg hurts a little, but that’s all.’


‘Good. Well, I expect you’ll experience a little shakiness today, but that should be all. You ought to take things easy for a while and come back to us in ten days’ time to have those stitches out of your head and leg. In the meantime I’ll leave you with these.’ He handed Lindow a bottle of pills. ‘You may need them over the next few days. They’re to stop your head hurting.’


The doctor was barely out of the room before two men came in. Beyond them stood an armed police officer.


‘What do you want?’ asked Lindow.


‘Good morning, Mr Lindow. I take it you are Con Lindow – Constantine Lindow,’ said the shorter of the two men abrasively. ‘This is Detective Inspector Bostock and I’m Superintendent Simmonds. We want to talk to you about last night’s explosion in Clarence Street.’


‘I don’t know much about it,’ said Lindow. ‘I saw the bus explode. That was all, but I’ll tell you as much as I can.’


Simmonds smiled. ‘We know you saw the bus explode, Mr Lindow. But what we don’t know is what you were doing there at the time.’


‘I was meeting my brother.’


‘You can tell us all about that later. For the present you may consider yourself detained under Section 12 of the Prevention of Terrorism Act. You will be taken from here to a police station by Inspector Bostock and myself. Then we’ll have our chat and you can tell us about your brother.’


Lindow gaped at them. ‘What about my brother?’


Neither answered.


‘You think I had something to do with it! For Chrissake, I don’t blow people up.’


‘Please get dressed as quickly as you can, Mr Lindow. The nurse has laid out some clothes for you. The trousers should be about the right size and she’s sponged down your jacket and sweater.’


‘This is absurd. I want a lawyer.’


‘Not in the provisions of the Act. Please hurry, sir. We don’t want to get caught up in the rush-hour traffic. As it is, it will be snarled up after last night.’


Dressing shakily, Lindow slipped the bottle of pills into his trouser pocket. Bostock took his arm and marched him along the corridor past the nurses’ station to the service lift. There, another policeman with body armour and a machine-pistol waited, holding the doors open. They took the lift to the basement. As the doors opened, Bostock tightened his grip and pulled Lindow out into a corridor that was heavy with the smell of laundry and disinfectant. They reached a set of doors opening out on to a service yard. Four police vehicles were waiting there. Lindow was put in a van with Bostock and the armed policeman. The doors closed, someone banged on the van’s roof and the convoy took off up a ramp to join the early morning traffic. Lindow could see a blue light flashing through the van’s windscreen. There was no siren. He looked across at Bostock. ‘You’re making a big mistake here. I’ll sue every one of you for this.’


Bostock leaned forward, swaying in and out of Lindow’s face with the motion of the van. ‘No, you won’t. You won’t sue anyone, you fucking terrorist cunt.’


The police vehicles crossed the river, passed through Parliament Square and headed up Birdcage Walk towards Hyde Park Corner. From there it was a matter of minutes to Paddington Green police station. Lindow was aware only of the car park as he was pulled from the van and hurried into a waiting area where he was regarded with indifference by two uniformed police officers. One of them held a white board on which was written in red felt-tip pen: ‘Irish Suspect: Lindow.’


‘Full name and address,’ he demanded.


‘I’m not saying anything until I have a lawyer. Not a thing. Do you hear me?’


‘Under the provisions of the Prevention of Terrorism Act you are not entitled to see a solicitor for forty-eight hours,’ said the officer.


‘You mean I can’t have a lawyer here?’


‘Not for two days. Then, and only then, do you get legal representation, but that decision is taken with our advice. Now, get used to things here, Lindow. Full name and address!’


Lindow didn’t answer.


‘That’s all right, Sergeant,’ said Simmonds. ‘He’ll give us all we need. Won’t you, Mr Lindow? Get him fingerprinted and photographed.’


Lindow stood against a wall, holding up a numbered board. The way he looked now – unwashed, unshaven, hair uncombed, crumpled shirt – he’d be convicted by any jury. There’s another Irish suspect, they’d think. There’s another murdering bastard sent here to blow our people apart and kill our children. But that was over now. What the hell were they doing arresting him just because he was Irish?


A uniformed officer with close-cropped hair took hold of his hands and scraped at his fingernails with a little instrument, dropping the dirt into a glass phial. He smelt of the night shift and, as he rolled Lindow’s fingertips and palms in the ink, he looked up into his face and smiled.


‘What was that business with my fingernails for?’ Even as he asked, Lindow knew the answer. They were taking samples to be tested for explosives residues.


‘Makes you nervous, does it? Well, you shouldn’t play around with explosives. You people, you never think, do you?’ the officer concluded, with mock exasperation. Then he demanded Lindow’s watch, shoelaces and keys. He checked the trousers for a belt and put everything but the keys into a plastic bag and sealed it. He flipped the keys through the air to his sergeant.


Lindow was patting his pockets for his wallet. ‘You’ve taken my wallet.’


‘Yes, that’s right,’ said the policeman. ‘It was removed by police officers at the hospital. You’ll get it all back when you leave.’


At the far end of the corridor Simmonds, Bostock and three other plain-clothes officers stood in a huddle. The group dispersed as Lindow emerged to be led down the corridor. One of the policemen punched some numbers on a key-pad and they passed through a metal door. Bostock and Simmonds followed. The door shut with a hydraulic wheeze. Then they moved to a cell, where he was left with a man who introduced himself as the duty doctor. He checked Lindow’s head and eyes, his back and arms.


‘Look,’ said Lindow, ‘I was examined half an hour ago.’


‘Yes, but this is to make sure you don’t claim we gave you these,’ the doctor said, thumbing the bruise on Lindow’s bicep.


He left the cell and nodded to the policemen, who came in and took hold of Lindow. They marched him to an interview room where Simmonds and Bostock were waiting with another man, who sat some distance from the table and didn’t look up when they entered.


Lindow was put in a chair opposite Simmonds. Bostock was sitting beside him. He had removed his jacket and sat stroking his brawny, fair-haired forearms.


‘Right, Mr Lindow,’ Simmonds began contemptuously.


‘If you’re going to be accurate,’ said Lindow, ‘it’s Dr Lindow.’


Simmonds raised his eyebrows with theatrical admiration. ‘So – Dr Lindow, when were you born?’


‘November the fifteenth, 1965.’


‘And you are a citizen of the Irish Republic?’


‘Yes.’


‘You still carry an Irish passport?’


‘Yes.’


‘And you were meeting your brother last night? What time would that have been?’


‘Look, if I answer your questions, will you let me phone someone? I need to speak to my brother or my father. They’ll be worried.’


Simmonds nodded. ‘The sooner you answer our questions, the sooner we’ll be finished with you.’


‘I arranged to meet Eamonn at seven fifteen outside the tube station in Clarence Street. You can check with him. He said he was coming straight from work.’


‘And did you?’


‘What?’


‘Go straight from work?’


‘No, I went home first and changed.’


‘Where is that exactly, Dr Lindow – your home?’


‘You want the address?’


‘Yes.’


Lindow thought for a moment. ‘Flat two, forty-six Homer Road. It’s in Notting Hill Gate – a rented place.’


There was a silence in the room. None of the officers made a move. Lindow searched their faces. They had desperately needed his address, but they didn’t seem to be doing anything about it. Then he understood: someone was listening to this interview elsewhere. He looked up to a small dark glass bubble on the far wall. They were filming him too.


‘That wasn’t difficult, was it – giving your address?’ said Simmonds eventually. ‘Why didn’t you give it to the hospital last night? The staff told us you gave your brother’s telephone number and that was all.’


‘I don’t expect to be in the flat long. I’m looking for a place to buy, or somewhere to rent nearer Imperial College. I gave my brother’s telephone number because I had it in my hand and I knew they’d be able to contact me through him when I moved. That’s all there is to it. I suppose I could’ve given my direct line at Imperial, but it didn’t occur to me and I’m not sure I can remember it.’


‘So you went straight from your home to see your brother? Were you going to meet anyone else?’


‘Yes, a woman was coming later – Mary someone. I’d never met her before.’


‘This Mary, would that be Eamonn’s girlfriend?’


‘I don’t know. Ask him.’


‘Yes, we will . . . when we can,’ said Simmonds. ‘Now, tell me, what sort of work is it that you do, Dr Lindow?’


‘I’m a molecular biologist.’


‘Yes?’ Simmonds revolved his hand for more information.


‘I’m a researcher. If you need to know exactly, I’m researching what are called message chemicals. It’s related to my original genetic studies.’


‘And does this involve much laboratory work?’


‘Naturally. It’s mostly done in the laboratory.’


‘So you come into contact with chemicals?’


Lindow saw where Simmonds was heading. ‘If you think I’ve been making bombs in my laboratory, you’re mad. Besides, I’ve barely been inside the place. I’ve only just got here – only just settled in.’


‘From America? How long ago did you move?’


‘Until three weeks ago I was working at MIT – that’s the Massachusetts Institute of Technology. Imperial College made me an offer I couldn’t turn down.’


‘Are you telling me that you decided to leave a job in the States to come to London? Is that what they call the Irish brain drain?’


Bostock sniggered. Lindow ignored him. ‘Nowadays, it’s quite common for people to come from the US to Britain.’


‘Was there another reason for your return. Was it part of a plan, Dr Lindow?’


‘Of course not. It wasn’t my idea to come back. They made me the offer out of the blue a year ago. There were negotiations to be completed about facilities, research funds, people. Check with Imperial, if you want. Check with Professor Sharma. That’s Sethe Sharma.’


‘You’ve quite an accent there. How long were you in the United States?’


‘It’s nearly fifteen years now.’


‘And how many times have you been back to visit the Irish Republic in that time?’


‘Four or five times. The last time was two years ago when I attended my mother’s funeral.’


‘But you kept in touch with your family there – kept in touch with Eamonn in London, kept in touch with the political situation in Ireland.’ Simmonds was pushing now, leaning forward. Bostock had stopped scratching his arms.


‘Of course I kept in touch with my family. But I don’t know what you mean about the political situation. I know a little about the peace process – what I’ve read in the papers.’


‘I mean “the struggle to throw off the British yoke”.’


‘I don’t see it in those terms, certainly not now. There’s a peace agreement, an assembly.’


‘But you once did see it in those terms and you still share the views of your lot now?’


‘I don’t have a lot, if by that you mean the IRA. And, anyway, they abandoned their struggle a long time ago.’


‘Still, you knew about them and their strategy, knew about the Real IRA.’


‘Yes, I read about it in the Boston papers. There are a lot of Irish people there and the papers tend to cover the story well.’ Lindow instantly regretted saying that.


‘Yes, a big community of Irish folk, a big community that has sent money and guns to the IRA – some of those folk are still pouring money into the republican groups. They said they were griefstricken about the Omagh bomb, but they went on collecting, didn’t they? You must have met many of those kind of people there. They’re your people, aren’t they? Did they urge you to come here and work for them? Who were your contacts in the Boston area?’


‘I didn’t have any contacts! I had friends and colleagues, but not contacts in the way you’re using the word.’


‘Did you have a girlfriend there? Some nice Irish-American lass?’


‘No, I didn’t.’ Simmonds looked at him knowingly. ‘I’ve had relationships in the past, but there’s no one special at the moment.’


‘No ties. That’s always the best way, isn’t it? Are you a homosexual by any chance, Dr Lindow?’


‘No, I’m not, for God’s sake. I just don’t happen to have a girlfriend. My work consumes all my time.’


‘Forgive me, Doctor, these are sometimes delicate matters.’ He spoke with sarcastic formality.


‘Look, I don’t know what you want me to say. I was going to meet my brother last night and I was blown up. Then you haul me from my hospital bed, you bring me here against my will and you ask me if I’m gay. I mean – it’s – it’s – ridiculous. When are you going to let me speak to my family?’


Simmonds paused, which was evidently the signal for Bostock to take over. ‘Where do you keep the explosives?’ he asked.


‘Oh, for God’s sake!’


‘In a garage? A warehouse? A safe house somewhere? Where do you keep them, Con?’


‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ Damn, that was always the phrase the guilty used. He’d have to watch what he was saying and how he was saying it. He eyed the new interrogator carefully.


‘Who makes the bombs? Is it you who makes them? With all that technical expertise of yours, that shouldn’t be a problem.’


‘I don’t make bombs. I study bacteria and human cells and a process called protein biosynthesis, but I don’t suppose you’d know what that is.’


‘No, I don’t. But I’ll tell you what I do know. I know I’ve got a bloody liar sitting in front of me – and a fucking terrorist to boot.’


Lindow didn’t reply. It was useless. They weren’t going to listen. They were going to lock him up. He’d have to be on his guard. Whatever they did to him, he wouldn’t budge. He’d refuse to talk, refuse to give them anything – and then the time would come when they’d have to charge him or let him go. Until then he would retreat into himself, just as he had before when the RUC had questioned him about the explosion in Ireland. They had been rough. At times he’d thought they were going to kill him there and then, right in the interview room. But they hadn’t and then one morning they’d let him go.


‘I want a glass of water,’ said Lindow. ‘I haven’t had anything to eat. I won’t answer any more questions until you get me something to drink.’


That was the only way, Lindow thought. Fight back. Every small victory counts.


‘Okay,’ said Simmonds. ‘I’ll get you some tea. Milk and two?’


‘No sugar.’


The tea arrived very soon, as if someone had known it would be called for. Lindow felt in his trouser pocket for the bottle of pills, which had eluded the policeman when he was being processed. He shook one into his hand under the table and was preparing to swallow it when Bostock reached over and grabbed his arm.


‘What’s this, then? Drugs as well? I just said tea. I didn’t say we’d have a tea and drugs break, did I? I’ll take those. Don’t want any overdoses, do we, Dr fucking-Irish-cunt Lindow?’ Bostock wrested the bottle from Lindow’s hand.


‘They’re prescribed painkillers,’ he protested. ‘I was given them at the hospital for this.’ He turned to show the back of his head to Simmonds.


‘Very impressive,’ said Bostock, ‘but not half as impressive as Miss Gould’s face, eh?’


‘Miss Gould?’


‘Yes, Kay Gould. Surely you remember her. The girl who was blown up in the bomb. They say you were with her. You must have seen her face – shredded by flying glass. Imagine being Kay Gould this morning, waking up with half her frigging face gone. Imagine that! Imagine that poor girl’s life now. Months of plastic surgery. I mean, they’re going to have to start rebuilding her face from scratch, aren’t they? From the bone upwards, using skin from her arse and anywhere else they can find it. But it’s not face skin, is it? Not the same – and she’ll never be the same. No more nights out in the West End for Kay Gould, no candlelit dinners for Kay Gould. That’s what you’ve done, Con. Destroyed a young girl’s life. So now you’re going to tell me what went wrong last night. You weren’t aiming for the bus, were you? You were going to plant that bomb somewhere else, weren’t you? What was the real target?’


‘I’m not going to say anything. I have no comment. This is ludicrous!’


‘No, it isn’t. It’s dead serious. You see, we can’t ask anyone else about last night because the other suspect is unconscious. So it’s you we have to ask, Con.’


Bostock looked at Simmonds. Something passed between them.


‘What other suspect? What are you talking about?’


‘The other bomber, you cunt! Eamonn, your brother – your accomplice.’


Bostock had moved round the table and was gripping Lindow’s thigh just above the stitches. Lindow didn’t feel the pain.


‘What are you saying?’


‘Oh, come on, now. You must’ve known Eamonn was on that bus. Blew himself up with the bomb, didn’t he? Not dead – just unconscious. You see, we knew it was him when we found his wallet in his clothes early this morning. Then all we did was check through the casualty lists – and guess what we find? We find you in the same hospital. Another fucking Lindow, right under our noses. Wasn’t that a coincidence, now?’


Lindow averted his eyes from Bostock’s leering features and looked first at Simmonds, then at the other man who had been sitting silently at the back of the interview room. He knew it was true. ‘Has Eamonn been hurt? Is that what you’re telling me?’


Simmonds nodded.


‘How badly? Tell me!’


Simmonds spoke. ‘Eamonn was on the bus when it exploded. He’s still alive, but he hasn’t come round yet.’


Lindow lunged at Simmonds, but his mind clouded and the ground disappeared beneath him.


*


Foyle had risen early. Too early. He needed six hours’ sleep and had had only three. It wasn’t yet light, but from his kitchen window he could see his driver, Alex, waiting in the street in the unmarked green police Rover. He scribbled a note to the housekeeper about the shopping and the laundry, then left the house with little regret. He never minded leaving now.


‘When are you going to move from Wimbledon, sir?’ Alex asked gloomily, as Foyle sank into the back seat. ‘The bridge is closed again so I’ll have to take the long route.’


‘Leave off, Alex, I’m not in the mood. Just get me there quick as you can.’ He caught a petulant look from Alex in the driver’s mirror and glowered back at him.


Foyle had got back to London by eleven fifteen on the previous evening, in time to see the bus still smouldering in Clarence Street. God, he hated bomb scenes – hated the smell and chaos and the sense of utter waste. But he had spent a long time there, tramping through the glass and water trying to envisage exactly what it had been like, asking himself why the bus exploded there. He found two explosives officers he knew who told him that the bomb had been placed on the lower deck at the rear of the bus. This was fortunate because it meant that the survivors were able to scramble down the stairs and leave by the exit at the front, although the doors had jammed for a few crucial seconds and the driver had had to use the emergency lever. He had dragged the injured from their seats, returning to the bus three times to bring people out. The two officers had estimated that twelve to fifteen pounds of explosive had been used, two or three times the amount usually deployed as the core of a car bomb. It had all the signs of a Semtex device which, because of its innate stability, was unlikely to have triggered itself unless given a severe shock. They thought the bomb was the work of a professional, and that, too, argued against self-detonation. As yet, little had been found in the wreckage and, as they had waited for teams of white-suited forensics officers to comb the street, they had both made the point that it didn’t seem to add up. If someone wanted to cause serious damage in Clarence Street, it would have been easier to load a fertiliser bomb into a car and leave it in the street. That way much less Semtex would have been needed.


Since there was nothing Foyle could do in the middle of the night at New Scotland Yard, he called Forbes and told him he was going home. He knew that he would have to snatch as much sleep as he could. The next few days would be punishing. He got home at two a.m. and was soon in bed asleep. At five he was woken by a call from a detective constable in his department, who told him that two Irishmen, both named Lindow, might be involved. Both had been injured and subsequently taken to St Luke’s. Eamonn Lindow was on the bus when it exploded. He had been badly hurt and was still unconscious. His brother, Constantine Lindow, was standing in the street near by when the bomb went off. He had suffered only minor injuries and would be well enough to be questioned that morning. Both brothers had been carrying ID. One had given his name freely at the hospital but when asked for his address had given his brother’s telephone number. Police officers and forensics teams were already on their way to search Eamonn Lindow’s flat in Peckham.


‘Are you saying that one brother didn’t know of the other’s injury?’ Foyle asked.


‘Yes, sir. It seems he tried to call him from Casualty.’


‘Has anyone informed him of his brother’s condition?’


‘No, sir.’


‘Okay, keep it that way. Meanwhile, send my driver. I’ll be ready in half an hour. Oh, by the way, did you get the address for the second suspect?’


‘Not yet, sir, but we should have it soon.’


‘Make it a priority.’


On the way to New Scotland Yard, Foyle considered what he had been told by the young officer and wrote a series of questions on a pad he kept in the car. When he arrived at the Yard he would rip the piece of paper from the pad and transfer the notes and questions into a big hardback accounting book that was laid out in columns. Foyle was convinced he had to guard against a disorganised streak in his character. Since his first murder inquiry twenty years before, when he had neglected a crucial piece of evidence at an early stage, he’d made it a rule to note down all the questions that had to be answered. He kept a smaller pad by his bed because his most creative period came in his first conscious moments of the day. These inspirational seconds had stopped about the time June left and nowadays he found he had to work harder at a problem.


He turned on the car reading light and wrote: ‘If accidental detonation, what was intended target? If not, why blow up bus? Why this bus? Why large amount of explosives? Why both brothers at scene? Why carrying ID?’ He then wrote, ‘Who – Real IRA or other group?’ and underlined the words so that the ballpoint broke through the paper.


He looked out of the window as the car crossed Wandsworth Common. The first overnight flights from America had turned over Essex and were now making their final approach to Heathrow, their lights dancing in the mauve-grey dawn. In a matter of minutes south London would be rudely dragged from sleep.


He returned to his notes and began to tease out the inconsistencies in what he knew so far. There had been no warning before the explosion and no admission of responsibility. It could be anyone – a renegade IRA group, the INLA, Ulster loyalists, Iraqis – bloody well anyone. And yet they were holding two Catholic Irishmen. But those were not grounds any longer. Besides, their behaviour didn’t suggest that they were trying to conceal their presence. The ID on both of them gave the lie to that. So perhaps the bomb had gone off accidentally while being transferred from one brother to the other for use at a later date? But that didn’t make sense either: if the slightly injured man had expected to take delivery of a bomb and an explosion occurred, the first person he would assume to have been hurt was the carrier – in other words, his brother. Moreover, the explosives section said they thought it was a professionally made bomb and was unlikely to have detonated by itself. He wrote again: ‘Trigger mechanism? Origin of explosives? Background of brothers? Intelligence re R-IRA and OTHER groups.’


They were approaching Chelsea Bridge when Alex slowed down. ‘Do you fancy some coffee and a sandwich from the cab stand, sir? It won’t take more than a few minutes.’


‘Good idea,’ said Foyle, laying down the pad beside him.


Alex scampered over the road, holding his jacket together with one hand, and jumped the line of cab drivers who were waiting at the hatch. Foyle smiled as he saw him put up his hands in mock surrender and shout over their heads. He returned with a bacon sandwich and a Styrofoam beaker of coffee. ‘A few late nights this week, I expect, sir?’ he said. ‘Unless those two were the ones that did it. But that seems too simple, doesn’t it, sir? Too easy, if you know what I mean.’


‘Yes, it does,’ said Foyle, sinking his teeth into the sandwich. Alex had been on the beat himself once and had worked in various capacities for the Met for thirty-five years. As a driver, he picked up a good deal over the course of a day and acted as an information exchange between senior officers. Foyle had learned long ago not to talk detail with him, but it never deterred Alex, who’d already heard that a suspect was about to be lifted and taken to Paddington Green nick.


‘Is that so?’ said Foyle between mouthfuls. ‘Promise to tell me when you’ve got the rest of the case sewn up.’


*


At the front entrance to New Scotland Yard, Foyle marched through the security barrier, took the lift to the eighth floor where the Anti-terrorist Unit was quartered, and presented himself impatiently at the security door where his credentials were checked. From there he moved swiftly to the general office, which acted as a kind of traffic control, communications post and secretariat for SO 13. Seven officers were there, including two women. Three were dressed shabbily and had obviously been on a surveillance operation. They had come in at the end of their shift to make their reports and hear about the Clarence Street explosion. The other four were manning computers and telephones.


‘Forbes?’ shouted Foyle. ‘Where’s Forbes?’


‘He’s just having a wash and shave, sir. He hasn’t been home,’ replied one of the women officers.


‘Fine. Tell him I want him now. There’ll be a briefing at seven thirty sharp. I want everyone there. I want reports on the suspects, their backgrounds, explosives and any intelligence we’ve got – the lot.’


He set off down the corridor towards his office, but before reaching it caught sight of two officers sitting with their door open. ‘Kepple, Hardwood, what are you doing? Has anyone checked the cars in the area of the bomb? No? Right, well, let’s start with the most inconspicuous models, blue or grey mid-range saloon cars, made from 1989 onwards. See if there were any parked in the vicinity of Clarence Street last night. Check the area around Eamonn Lindow’s address. Ask about lock-ups in the area. And while you’re about it, get me a plan of the bus route with a list of the places where the bus would have stopped before the explosion and where it would have gone on to. We also need to know the places where different bus routes intersect with ours. Got it?’


Foyle turned and saw Forbes standing by the open door of his office, tucking the excess material of a crisp white shirt into his waistband. ‘There’s something very reassuring about you, Graham,’ said Foyle. ‘How do you do it?’


‘Army training, sir, as you well know, and a spare set of clothes in my locker.’


Foyle looked down at the gleam of Forbes’s black shoes, shook his head and let out a whistle of admiration. ‘What have you got for me?’


‘I’ve set up the video next door. We’ve got some footage from the street. And there’s a slim chance there may be something from the bus.’


‘There was a camera on board?’


‘Three. One at the back of the bus above the bomb, which was totally destroyed, but there were another two – one just in front of the stairway to the upper deck and another above the driver’s head. The lab say it will be some time before they get the film. Possibly Friday. They have no idea what state it’s in. There may be nothing at all.’


‘Good. Let’s see the other footage, shall we?’


Foyle threw his raincoat on to the sofa, skimmed his message book, placed his notes from the car journey under a glass paperweight and moved to the adjoining room where three officers stood waiting for him. He grunted a good morning.


The officer with the video remote control spoke first. ‘This film comes from a camera belonging to Reeves and Cuddy, the store that occupies the building on the south side of Clarence Street, sir.’


‘Which way was it pointing?’ asked Foyle.


‘It was positioned on the apex of the outer arch of the arcade, facing westwards. It was very close to the explosion, but was sheltered from the main force of the blast by the arches. We’ve got as much tape as we want up until that moment. The relevant material comes in the last fifteen minutes or so, but we’ll be going over the rest again more thoroughly.’


The tape was played. At the bottom of the screen a digital clock gave the date and counted the minutes and seconds. It read 23.10 – 19:17:23. Foyle saw a smudged grey street scene that could have been anywhere in London, except that it was identified as CLAR ST at the top of the screen. On the left-hand side, about a third of the way up, he could make out the entrance to a tube station and a newspaper stand. People walked briskly in and out of the camera’s field. Opposite the newspaper stand a cab pulled up and a man got out.


‘That’s one of the Lindows,’ said Forbes, freezing the image. ‘Inspector Bostock, who’s at St Luke’s now, identified him about twenty minutes ago. He says the jacket that Lindow has with him at the hospital is a match. There’s a good shot of his face coming up.’


Foyle watched as the man walked a few paces to the tube station then withdrew to look into a shop window. A girl came on the scene. Other people passed. The lights of the oncoming traffic flared in the right of the camera’s lens. A group of tourists emerged from the tube station, gathered round a tour leader and set off in the direction of the camera. It was 19:25. Three people ran to the tube entrance, a man chained his mountain bike to the railings on the left-hand corner of the screen and began fiddling with the rear wheel. Nothing happened for a minute or so. Lindow looked up and down the street then towards the tube station. It was obvious he was waiting for someone. He glanced at the girl who was standing by the entrance. Foyle noted how good her figure was and wondered if they’d talk, but then she moved away. Lindow kept watching her until her dress billowed upwards, then he averted his eyes and strolled in the direction of the camera. Now Foyle saw him clearly – a good-looking, slender man just under six feet tall. He wore trousers, not jeans, a V-neck sweater and an expensive-looking jacket. He paused, spun on his heels and walked back towards the tube station.


It was 19:35. Nothing moved in the camera’s field. The street waited. The man looked to his right for a few seconds then down to his watch. That’s when it happened. The picture shook, objects and people were propelled out of the top of the screen as it filled with a cloud of dense smoke. Foyle gasped. It reminded him of a film he’d once seen of an atomic test, which had been shot from a military bunker. There was the same ferocious blast wind. In Clarence Street the girl and Lindow had disappeared instantly, as if they’d been vaporised. Then the picture went blank.


‘The cables from the camera were cut by falling masonry, sir,’ said one of the officers. ‘But it’s a helluva picture up till then, sir.’


Foyle sat in silence for a few moments, his mind running through the evidence in the film. It told him several things about Lindow. The first was that he took care of his appearance. If he was a terrorist, he was a damned well-dressed one. More important, the man he’d seen wasn’t acting at all suspiciously and hadn’t tried to hide his face from the camera. This was in contrast to the usual behaviour of terrorist bombers, who were alert to the threat of security cameras and went about their business hooded and wearing sunglasses. Plainly, this man hadn’t expected a bomb to go off. Furthermore, when he was taken to hospital it seemed that he had not even considered the possibility that his brother might have been one of the injured. This suggested to Foyle one of two things: innocence or a superb acting ability. But what did it say about the injured man?


Obviously, Eamonn Lindow hadn’t planned to blow himself up. Perhaps he had stowed the bomb on the bus, setting a short time fuse in preparation for getting off at the next stop. But the danger of something going wrong was too great. A terrorist never took that sort of risk, not when even a basic alarm clock could be adapted to give him twelve hours to get away.


There was something else that Foyle noticed. Lindow spent most of the time with his back to the traffic, watching the entrance to the tube. Only once did he look at the road in the direction of the bus. Foyle was certain that he had been expecting his brother to come by underground.


‘Where are the brothers now?’ he asked.


‘Eamonn Lindow is still unconscious, but Constantine – Con – is being processed at Paddington Green,’ said Forbes, looking at his watch.


‘What about the search of Eamonn’s place?’


‘Nothing yet – no lists of targets, no trace of any bomb manufacture, no signs of any operational paraphernalia. Just a lot of books and videos. They’re going through them at the moment. An officer is coming back with a tape, but that’s all.’


‘What sort of tape?’


‘An audio-cassette, sir. From Eamonn Lindow’s answering-machine.’ Foyle got up. ‘Bring the video from the street to the briefing. I want them all to see it. I’ll be along in a couple of minutes.’


He returned to his office, took a notebook from his desk and revised the questions he had asked himself in the car and added those that had just occurred to him. He reached for the phone to call Martin Scarratt, assistant commissioner in charge of Specialist Operations, whose duties included overall responsibility for counter-terrorism. Then he thought better of it. He’d prefer to conduct this particular briefing without Scarratt breathing down his neck. For one thing, the assistant commissioner always had fixed ideas about the way an inquiry ought to proceed; for another, his looming presence at the back of the room tended to inhibit the flow of ideas.


Foyle gathered the reports of the explosion from his desk and made his way along the green-tiled corridor to the briefing room where some forty officers had gathered. There was a low murmur when he entered – none of the usual banter. At one end of the room was a map of the Metropolitan area, a large white Nobo board, a screen that could be pulled down from the ceiling and a TV and video player. Foyle glanced out of the windows: they were coated with one-way reflective material and hung with Venetian blinds in the belief that the slats confused the vibrations that are picked up by bouncing a laser beam from a window.


The officers sat about in groups, more or less reflecting the different disciplines of the Anti-terrorist Unit – surveillance, computing, explosives, weapons, intelligence and records. Special Branch was there in force, as well as two forensics officers.
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