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To my brave and beautiful wife, Grazyna Maria, who died a few weeks after I finished this book.


 


 


Like truthless dreams, so are my joys expir’d


And past return are all my dandled days;


My love misled, and fancy quite retir’d


Of all which pass’d the sorrow only stays.


 


My lost delights, now clean from sight of land,


Have left me all alone in unknown ways;


My mind to woe, my life in fortune’s hand


Of all which pass’d the sorrow only stays


 


As in a country strange, without companion,


I only wail the wrong of death’s delays,


Whose sweet spring spent, whose summer well-nigh done


Of all which pass’d only the sorrow stays.


 


Whom care forewarns, ere age and winter cold,


To haste me hence to find my fortune’s fold.


 


Sir Walter Raleigh


 




I would remind you that extremism in the defence of liberty is no vice!


 


Barry Goldwater


 


Speech accepting the presidential nomination 17 July 1964




Chapter One


When the wooden structure had been made at the small workshop in San Antonio, Texas, it had been intended for use as a garden shed. But its fate was to end up as the interrogation room for US Army Intelligence at Inchon in North Korea. Inchon was the collecting point for US prisoners of war who had been released as part of the deal between Washington and the Democratic People’s Republic of North Korea. Most of the ex-prisoners were processed quickly and sent on to Pusan and home. But a few ended up in the wooden shed for more detailed interrogation.


There was a simple wooden table and several canvas chairs of the kind that film directors are supposed to favour. And there were three men. A US Army Intelligence lieutenant named Rosen, in clean and pressed tropical uniform despite the snow outside. A haggard-looking man sat opposite him, his mind obviously far away, the remnants of his uniform tattered and foul-smelling. The third man was in a chair in the far corner, listening and watching. Watching for any kind of response from the ex-prisoner with the far-away look.


Lieut. Rosen spoke slowly and carefully, with what in army terms would be considered a friendly tone of voice.


He had asked all the standard questions without a reply to any of them. But he was trained to be patient when interrogating. Especially when the subject was one of your own men.


He went through the litany of name, rank, unit. What happened to your dog tags? Is there anyone you’d like to contact? In the army or at home? And where was home?


He would have been disappointed to know that his subject didn’t even hear what he was saying and was not aware of where he was.


Released prisoner RP7094 was still back in the dark in the cage. Listening to the screams in the other cells. Trying to make out whether the angry curses were in Chinese or Korean. All his fingers had been broken during the dozens of interrogations, his jaw had been fractured and there were burns on his skeletal rib-cage. He prayed sometimes that it would be the Chinese not the Koreans who interrogated him next. Talking softly but not persuasively of the privileges he would have from simple cooperation. And the same litany of questions. Name, unit, rank but no question about his dog tags. They already had them and he still had the long, curving wound on his neck from where they’d ripped off the string that had held the tags.


Finally he had been led away gently by the third man to a small cubicle with a camp bed and an array of sandwiches and fruit drinks. When his escort came back to the interrogation room he sat himself down at the table, facing the lieutenant, waiting for the same old questions.


‘Anything new from the other ex-prisoners?’


‘No sir. They all say much the same. Our fellow was routinely beaten up and was finally in solitary. During the time he was in solitary he was handed over by the Koreans to the Chinese. Another thing was that they think our guy was not infantry but maybe signals.’


‘Has he talked to any of the others since they were released?’


‘No.’ He shrugged. ‘If a guy’s been handled by the Chinese they keep away from him. Classed him as a possible informer. But they said that the sessions he had with the Chinese lasted four or five hours at a time. He definitely got the full treatment.’ He paused. ‘I don’t think we’ll get any more from him. Four sessions and not a word from him. And he wasn’t with us at all. He’s a very sick guy.’


The three of them sat around the table in the US Army HQ in Seoul. Grimmett was in charge and was moving them briskly through the items that needed an immediate decision. He reached for the next folio from the small pile of papers to his right on the table.


‘RP7094.’ He looked around the others. ‘You both read it.’


When they both nodded Grimmett leaned back in his chair. ‘What do we do, Frank?’


‘As you see from the doctor’s report the guy will be physically OK in six months or so provided he gets food and rest. But right now he’s just a zombie. No responses to anything. Bearing in mind what we already know about what the Chinese got up to with prisoners, it’s my opinion that this guy has been hypnotised or brainwashed with drugs.’


‘So what’re you gonna do with him?’


‘I’ll hand him over to our medics who know about hypnosis and see how they go.’


‘And meantime, who is the poor bastard?’


‘He’s just RP7094.’


‘For Chrissake, Frank. He’s a soldier. What else can we do for him?’


For a few moments Frank was silent. ‘I’d better lay it on the line for you.’ He paused a long time as if he was working out how to say what he had to say. He looked across at Grimmett and said quietly. ‘This guy’s gone, Timmy. He’s left us.’ He paused again. ‘And in my humble opinion he ain’t ever coming back.’




Chapter Two


The Korean armistice was signed on July 27, 1953. After 37 months of bloodshed and 2,000,000 dead, 80 per cent of them civilians and 54,000 of them Americans, South Korea returned to more or less its original status. Syngman Rhee had gained 2,350 square miles of territory as against Kim Il Sing’s 850 square miles. The United Nations had not even succeeded in establishing a reliable inspection system to prevent the North Koreans from launching another attack.


A month after the signing of the armistice, PFC Joe Maguire was sitting in a three-ton truck with a canvas covering, with ten US soldiers who had been taken prisoner by the North Koreans and released as part of the armistice deal. He was in charge of the party, assisted by a driver, and he had found it strange that he had been ordered to be armed all the time. As the truck bounced and bumped on the journey to Seoul, he found his charges subdued and he knew that not one of them was capable of any kind of resistance. So why the hell should they be treated more like prisoners than US soldiers released from a prison-cage? But there was no rejoicing among his passengers. They barely spoke, and sat on the two long metal benches as inert as rag-dolls. When he spoke to them they didn’t respond, when he looked at them they closed their eyes, and when he offered them a drink or a Hershey bar they flinched from his outstretched hand as if he were about to strike them.


On arrival at the camp outside Seoul he had been angry to see the way the men were treated. When he complained he was told by an officer that a lot of returned prisoners had been indoctrinated by the N. Korean Communists and were not to be trusted. He was sufficiently incensed to ask for an interview with the Camp Commandant.


Captain Hagler looked at him as the orderly room sergeant stood him at ease and snatched his cap off and then the Captain pointed to the folding wooden chair.


‘I understand you’ve got a complaint. What is it?’


‘The returned prisoners in my charge are sick men and they’re treated like enemy prisoners. Why, sir?’


‘They’ll be sorted out in due course, soldier, when they’ve been interrogated. They problem is they won’t talk. We need to know why not. What are they hiding?’


‘I can tell you why they won’t talk, sir.’


‘OK. Tell me.’


‘Because they’ve been beaten up. They’ve got bruises all over them. They’re scared. When they talked they were beaten up.’


‘Good soldiers don’t get taken prisoner.’


‘Good leaders don’t send men to fight with their hands tied behind their backs.’


Capt. Hagler raised his eyebrows and nodded to the sergeant who said, ‘On your way, soldier. Move it.’


Capt. Hagler scribbled Maguire’s name, and number, on his field service pad. Later he sent a note to the unit’s security officer giving brief details of the interview and suggesting that PFC Maguire should be registered as a security risk for the future.


Maguire had been left to take his charges down to the port of Pusan from where they were being shipped back to the USA for interrogation. It was a long and tiring journey by army trucks and took several days. During the night-time stop-overs, Maguire treated his sad crew with the respect he genuinely felt for them as fellow soldiers who had been outgunned and outnumbered. He saw that they had full army rations and bought items they needed at the PK shacks on the route. A few of them actually responded but they were all too apprehensive to make any real contact. When they assembled on the quayside, waiting for Movement Control to assign them their berths on the troopship, Maguire had insisted that they had the same facilities and treatment as other troops. Another unfavourable report on PFC Maguire went back to his unit’s CO. It was filed without being read and six months later Joe Maguire was promoted to sergeant. He had been sent on a staff course and had done well and it was on that course that he was told to report to Room Number 390 in the Pentagon building. The plate on the door said Colonel Swenson. He’d knocked on the door and a voice told him to go in. The man at the desk in the large room nodded to the chair facing him.


‘Sit down, sergeant.’ He looked intently at Maguire and then said quietly, ‘I’ve been hoping to contact you for a long time.’ He shrugged. ‘But you already know how our paperwork on Korea was a complete mess.’ He paused. ‘Have you any idea why I wanted to contact you?’


‘No, sir. I’m afraid not.’


‘Before we talk about that, I’d like to ask you something.’ He paused. ‘What made you join the army, sergeant? You weren’t drafted according to the records.’


Maguire smiled. ‘I’ve often asked myself that.’ He shrugged. ‘To be honest I have to say I don’t know why. I guess it was a mixture of wanting to be away from my safe life at home. Wanting some adventure. And I saw it as giving me a kind of status.’


‘No political feelings?’


‘No. Politics doesn’t interest me.’


‘Why not?’


Maguire shrugged. ‘Politicians don’t do anything. My grandfather always used to say that put the whole of Congress together and between them they couldn’t make a henhouse. Farmers and manufacturers have to produce things people will buy. To me politicians just talk but take no risks and don’t produce a damn thing.’


For a few moments the colonel looked away towards the windows and then, turning to Maguire he said. ‘D’you remember the first group of released US PWs that you escorted down to Pusan?’


Maguire smiled. ‘I certainly do. I got a black mark on my file.’


‘Actually you got another black mark which you weren’t told about from Movement Control at Pusan.’ He paused. ‘I found out a lot about you before I was able to trace where you were.’ He paused and looked across at Maguire. ‘My son was one of those returned PWs and he told me a lot about you. He was eventually discharged from the army but not until the people who interrogated him had wiped out the last bit of his self-esteem and the last of his pride in being an American. But you and your attitude had been a shining example of the other face of the United States.’ He paused. ‘So let me say on his behalf and on behalf of my family how much we appreciate that you cared enough to try and give those young men a square deal.’


For a moment Maguire was silent and then he said, ‘Most soldiers would have had the same attitude as I had. But I’m very pleased if it helped your son adjust back to a more normal life. He shouldn’t have been in Korea. None of us should. It was politicians again. They just threw us on the scrap-heap.’


‘Are you going to stay in the army?’


‘I haven’t decided. I’m just not sure which way to go.’


‘I want to suggest that the army could use young men like you. They need people who have minds of their own.’ He paused. ‘I’ve discussed it with other senior officers and I want to suggest that you are promoted to second-lieutenant and go for a six-month course at a training school. After that we have several appointments that might suit you.’


‘I’m very flattered, sir, but are you sure that you aren’t seeing more in me than is really there?’


‘I’ll tell you something, sergeant. Whether you take my advice and suggestion or you go off back to civilian life, you’re going to be a success. Like it or not you’ve got qualities that this country is going to need more and more in the future.’


‘Can I think about it, sir?’


‘Of course. How long do you need?’


‘Can I contact you tomorrow?’


‘OK. Let’s say this time tomorrow.’ He paused. ‘And let me say again — thanks for sticking up for my son and the others.’




Chapter Three


Lieutenant-colonel Maguire stood in the embassy compound watching the helicopters lining up to land on the embassy roof. Despite the inevitability of what was happening he still found it unbelievable. People shoving and screaming as they reached for the chopper’s landing skids, trying to board the plane before it had landed. It was April 30, 1975, a Wednesday. There would only be four more transport flights and most of the passengers would be American civilians. The US Marines would see to that.


He felt a mixture of anger and shame, 40,000 American servicemen had died in Vietnam and more than 300,000 wounded. Nearly 200,000 South Vietnamese troops had died. For him the politicians were to blame. The United States had lost again. Lost not just an unnecessary war but had ended up by deserting an ally and leaving them to their fate.


The Jeep with his driver drove him to his pick-up point where the Sikorsky was taking on the last of the US embassy senior staff and the army and marine officers who were to be ferried to the aircraft carrier lying five miles out to sea.


It was a week later when President Ford made a speech declaring the end of the Vietnam Era and the termination of veterans’ benefits. Despite the torrent of politicians’ words, the stark facts excluded argument. Hundreds of thousands of Americans had been killed or maimed, seven million tons of bombs had been dropped and 141 billion dollars had been spent. When President Ford pleaded for national amnesia about Vietnam, only one public figure protested, saying ‘My brother-in-law wakes up every day without his legs. How can he forget?’


Maguire had stayed on in the army for another year before he decided that he’d had enough. With the approval of his father he took three years out to take a law degree. When he joined the family practice as a partner he had tended to specialise in acting for ex-servicemen who felt they had not had a fair deal from the army. There were a lot of them about. He saw Swenson from time to time when he had business in Washington so he wasn’t surprised when Swenson had phoned to ask if it was possible for him to come to Washington for a couple of days. All tabs would be picked up by the government. They had fixed a date and Swenson had booked him in to the Park Hyatt. Swenson had met him at Dulles and driven him to book in at the hotel. In the coffee room after the usual pleasantries, Swenson had said, ‘Would you mind if we worked on something this evening?’


Maguire shrugged. ‘Whatever you want suits me.’


‘We’ve got a problem, Joe. We’re hoping you could help us solve it.’


‘Who’s we?’


‘The army, the CIA, the Treasury and State.’


Maguire laughed. ‘And you think I could solve some problem that that lot can’t solve themselves?’


‘Part of the problem is that there are several solutions but none of the parties agree which one it should be.’


Maguire shrugged and smiled. ‘Tell me more.’


‘Before I do that I want you to have a look at some photographs and some film clips.’ He paused. ‘Are you ready to go?’


‘Yeah.’


As Swenson pulled into the car-park at the CIA’s Langley HQ, Maguire noticed that Swenson appeared to have his own parking slot with his initials on a white wooden board. Personal slots at Langley were few and far between. Especially for retired US Army generals.


They had ended up in an office on the fourth floor that adjoined a small projection room.


Swenson pointed to the chairs on one side of a long table. ‘Make yourself comfortable.’


When Maguire was seated Swenson took a photograph from a folder and slid it across for Maguire to look at.


It was just a face. The face of a man in his fifties. Bald at the front but shaggy eyebrows, deep folds from each side of the nose to the corner of the mouth, strange staring eyes and a mouth that looked grimly aggressive. The second photograph that Swenson shoved across was the same man but this time the eyes and the mouth were relaxed and smiling.


When Maguire had pushed the photographs aside, Swenson said, ‘Do you recognise that man?’


‘No. Should I?’


‘Well you’ve spent several days with him but it was a long time ago.’


‘What’s his name?’


‘Lampard. Hugo Lampard.’


‘What’s he do?’


‘Nothing full-time. He has to spend a lot of his time having medical treatment.’


‘For what?’


Swenson pursed his lips and frowned for a moment and then said, ‘We don’t rightly know but it goes under the heading of random mental instability.’ He paused. ‘We could be more specific when you’ve met him and seen a demonstration of the problem.’


‘Sounds very complicated. You said that I spent some time with him way back, when was this?’


For a few moments Swenson was silent and then he said quietly, ‘That man was one of the released US prisoners that you took down to Pusan. He’s the same age as you despite his appearance. Both photographs were taken on the same day. The smiling one was the normal one. The other shows the man under hypnosis.’


‘Why is he being hypnotised?’


‘He’d been hypnotised by the North Koreans while he was a prisoner and because he was returned with the others he was left in a kind of limbo. Under hypnosis but not knowing what he was supposed to be or to do. We’ve hypnotised him ourselves to try and get him free of the original hypnosis but it hasn’t worked. It seems to make him worse.’ He paused. ‘Seemingly quite randomly he reacts to the original hypnosis and it makes him violent and unstable. We have to keep him under permanent observation. When he’s normal he’s quite pleasant and we keep him occupied as a librarian. He’s kept in a medical centre in the country.’


‘You think he might remember me?’


‘No. I doubt it. The problem is that we have no legal grounds for holding him and no government department will take responsibility for his upkeep.’


‘So why not tell them the truth? Surely it’s the Pentagon’s responsibility to give him the help he needs.’


‘Unfortunately we can’t do that, because we are using hypnosis on people ourselves. It’s a CIA project that is top secret. The Pentagon choose not to believe our story and we’re not willing to show him to outsiders when he’s in one of his breakdowns.’


‘So where do I come in?’


‘We want to show you what he’s like when he’s unstable, so that you’ve actually seen it yourself. You’re an ex-officer. A much respected one. And you’re a lawyer who is experienced in making claims against the Pentagon on behalf of veterans who have been left incapacitated. We think that they might believe what you tell them, if necessary under oath, and with the veiled threat that you are considering bringing a case against them.’


‘Would the veiled threat be for real or just a bluff?’


‘That would be up to you. The Pentagon wouldn’t like it but the CIA can bring enough pressure on the Pentagon to make them go along with it. If that’s how they want to play it.’


‘So why don’t the CIA put pressure on the army without my involvement?’


‘They refuse to get involved in having to give evidence about hypnotism unless they’re forced to by a court.’ He paused. ‘They can’t afford to go public about our own mind-control operations.’


Maguire shook his head slowly. ‘Do we really have to mess around in that sort of thing?’ He paused. ‘And what sort of case in law could a lawyer make in these circumstances?’


‘I’ve had a short film put together to show you why the CIA are involved with mind-control. It takes about an hour. I could get us some sandwiches from the restaurant if you’re hungry.’


Maguire shrugged. ‘Let’s eat when I’ve seen the film.’


‘OK. I’ll lead the way. The projector is already set up. Take a chair by the projector and I’ll switch the lights out. I’ll use the remote control.’


What Swenson had described as a film was actually a series of single shots with comments from Swenson.


There were shots of four men playing cards. One of them was a large man in a grubby-looking singlet with every inch of his visible body covered with elaborate tattoos. The artwork varied from flying angels to naked girls and elaborate constructions of baskets of fruit and flowers.


‘The guy with the tattoos is the main drive of a group of crazies who get their kicks from destroying government buildings. He doesn’t know it but he keeps the CIA and the FBI informed on what they are currently up to.’


‘Why should he do that?’


‘He was having a course of dental treatment and one of the CIA groups fixed for him to be hypnotised when he was having an abscess removed. He’s been one of ours ever since.’ He paused. ‘Now this guy walking in the street towards the camera is a Hungarian with Press documentation. He’s in the hypnosis programme and he keeps us up to date on what Moscow and Budapest are looking for. He’s not aware of the hypnosis. He uses a sauna regularly and we do our bit there. Here’s a few shots of him with contacts.


‘Now this one is the current major item. He’s a senior CIA officer. He’s head of the Soviet section based in this building and he’s selling information to his Moscow friends for hard cash. We’re letting him go on his weary way until we’ve built up a picture of all his Washington contacts. He’s very time-consuming because we have to create a fair amount of phony information for him to pass on and keep the top secret stuff away from his office.’


‘Is he hypnotised?’


‘He had a benign brain tumour and went in dock for an operation. He’s got a very small gizmo planted in his head and we use that. I don’t know how but it’s worked for six months or so.’


Swenson switched on the room lights and turned to Maguire. ‘Tomorrow I’ll arrange for you to see our friend Lampard. Normal and under hypnosis.’ Swenson stood up and stretched his arms. ‘Let’s go back to your hotel and eat.’


When they had got to the coffee, Swenson said, ‘What happened with you and Carole?’


Maguire shrugged. ‘If I say that nothing happened, nobody would believe me. But that’s how it was.’ He paused. ‘We married too young and the timing was all wrong. I’d survived the shambles of Korea and I’d been promoted. Sounds pretty good. And it was. Until those bloody politicians got us into Vietnam. First of all we hardly saw one another. I was constantly away and when I was on leave it didn’t work. She was a good girl but she was the girl next-door and I didn’t like next-door any longer. What I was doing in the army seemed more pressing and more important than what was going on in Wichita Falls, Texas. When the chopper got me back to the aircraft carrier I got a bundle of mail and the divorce papers were among the mail. There was no ill-feeling on either side. We met and talked and it was obviously all over so far as she was concerned. And if I’m totally honest I didn’t feel involved.’ He shrugged. ‘I was just an observer. A couple of years later she married a local fellow – not a service guy. Decent chap. Nothing wrong with him and he was home by six every night.’ He sighed. ‘I guess I wasn’t cut out for married life.’ Maguire leaned back in his seat as if he’d just given evidence to a court.


‘You got anyone special these days?’


Maguire shook his head slowly. ‘If they’re bright and pretty they aren’t going to put up with my life. I may be a lawyer now but old habits die hard.’


‘How about I pick you up here tomorrow at nine?’


‘OK with me.’


‘Just to go over the situation again. This guy Lampard was hypnotised by the Koreans when he was a prisoner. It seems he was in hypnosis when they stuck him in with the others you took over. He was in a very depressed state but so were many of them. In ignorance of the background our people hypnotised him and it became obvious that we were putting one hypnosis on another. We had no way to cancel out the first hypnosis and from time to time he had mental crack-ups. Sometimes under our hypnosis these crack-ups are induced and he’s under the original hypnosis but with us not knowing how to get him back to his original state. What you’ll see tomorrow is Lampard normal, Lampard under our hypnosis and Lampard suffering a breakthrough of the Korean hypnosis. All we can do is get him back in our box before he completely succumbs.’


‘Any clues as to why he breaks down?’


‘No. They’ve checked and tried, but nothing. And our guys know more about mind-control than anyone in the field.’




Chapter Four


Swenson had introduced Maguire to the psychiatrist responsible for Lampard’s case. Dr Rudkin didn’t fit Maguire’s idea of what a psychiatrist would look like. He was dressed in a brown sweater, baggy chinos and scruffy trainers. But he was easy-going and obviously experienced.


‘I don’t know exactly how he’ll respond when he’s under tension but don’t panic if he gets aggressive. He calms down quickly. What you’ve got to remember is this, if he breaks down not under my control then it could be quite violent. And there’s no way he can be under hypnosis from me twenty-four hours a day.’ Rudkin looked at Swenson. ‘Shall I bring him in and we’ll see how it goes? Ask him about his library job and he’ll be quite normal.’


When Rudkin came back with Lampard the man seemed quite normal. Smiling as they were introduced and shook hands.


Dr Rudkin pointed at a chair at the table.


‘Sit down, Hugo. Smoke if you want to. We’re off-limits in here as you know.’


‘I’m OK, doc.’ He smiled at Swenson and Maguire. ‘It’s always the quacks who break the house rules.’


Maguire said, ‘Tell me about the library, Hugo.’


‘Ah yes. The library. You must come over and see it. Twenty thousand items at the last count but we’re going to put them on fiche or ROMs, they haven’t yet decided.’


‘What sort of categories do you cover?’


‘Mainly medical. Every aspect of medicine. Some quite rare and some extremely valuable that are kept under special air-conditioning.’


Rudkin looked across the table at Lampard and said quietly. ‘Let’s you and me dream, Hugo. I’ll count to five and then we dream.’


Lampard’s face had lost all its animation as he listened to Rudkin counting slowly to five.


‘Now dream, Hugo, until I count you back again and you’ll forget all about dreams. Yes?’


Lampard sat still and then he spoke slowly with a slur.


‘You never say what I’m to do … who is the one you call target … where can I find him …’


Then Lampard screamed, his head back, his mouth wide open, his tongue between his teeth.


‘Calm down, Hugo … calm …’


Lampard stood up unsteadily, his chair toppling back to the floor then staggered to the desk, his arms sweeping the pads, pens and telephones crashing to the floor. Rudkin stood up a few feet away and said, ‘We’re done now. Hugo. No more dreams. When I count to five we shall not remember the dreams.


‘One … two … three … four … five. That’s it, Hugo. Wake up slowly.’


Rudkin’s voice was soothing now and Lampard walked slowly back to his seat at the table but he didn’t sit down.


‘We’re going to computerise the register and the software people will install it.’ He looked white-faced at Rudkin. ‘I don’t feel too good, doc.’


Rudkin took his arm and looked at Maguire and Swenson as he led Lampard away.


‘I’ll just settle Hugo down and I’ll be back.’


Swenson had poured them all a coffee from a Thermos jug and as they sat around the table Maguire turned to Rudkin.


‘What we saw could happen without any hypnotism from you or anyone else?’


‘Yes. It’s totally unconnected and random.’


‘Have you tried any cures by drugs or surgery?’


‘We tried several drugs but they didn’t work and there’s no surgery that is suitable or effective.’


‘Will it ever go away gradually?’


‘No reason why it should. He’s under a kind of half-cocked but permanent hypnosis.’


‘Could he be employed somewhere else?’


‘He’d end up in prison or in a mental hospital.’


‘You’re absolutely certain that he’s not normally employable?’


‘Absolutely sure.’


‘Would you be prepared to give evidence in a court case for Lampard’s compensation?’


‘Not if I have to cover the CIA’s mind-control operations.’


‘What about testifying under security restrictions in front of a Pentagon committee?’


‘Maybe, but I’d want CIA cleared for any evidence I give that isn’t solely concerned with Lampard. He’s not one of our assets. Just an interesting accident.’


‘What do you mean when you say he’s not one of our assets? What’s an asset in this context?’


‘It’s the CIA’s description of a person who we have under mind-control conditions and who is used to carry out CIA orders without being aware of it.’


‘You mean they’re not volunteers?’


‘No. Not volunteers. Originally we used volunteers on drug tests but we realised that a volunteer wasn’t typical of an asset. An asset has zero knowledge of what he does under mind-control.’


Maguire turned to Swenson. ‘That’s all I need for the moment. You and I need to talk.’ He nodded to Rudkin. ‘Thanks for your help, Doctor Rudkin.’


When Rudkin had left, Swenson said, ‘What do you think?’


‘Well there’s no doubt that Lampard deserves heavy compensation. Just as much as if he’d lost a leg or was incapacitated in any other way because of his war service.’


‘But?’


‘The restrictions make a court case a loser. They’d have to be persuaded some other way, the Pentagon.’


‘You see the Pentagon as responsible?’


‘Yes. No doubt of it. But they’d say it was an unavoidable hazard of war.’


‘So what do we do?’


‘Let me think about it.’ He paused. ‘Can you or the CIA give me a “to whoever it may concern” letter that allows me to talk to anyone I need to?’


‘Yes. But not to investigate or discuss the CIA mind-control operation. That’s right off the record.’


‘Does their operation have a code name?’


‘Yes. It’s Operation MK Ultra.’


‘What’s the significance of the code name?’


‘None. It was just sort of stuck on for convenience.’


‘Does the operation have a structure?’


‘Yes. But it’s pretty loose because the kind of people who are used in the mind-control operation itself are mainly medics, not CIA or military. The assets are sometimes military and sometimes civilians.’


‘Why are they referred to as assets? Seems a pretty cold attitude.’


‘The mind-control is only the first phase. When an asset’s mind is under control then other people in the CIA can use them for various activities.’


‘Does it work?’


‘It works very well.’


‘Why are you involved in all this? You’re US army, not CIA.’


‘After Vietnam the CIA recruited me to act as a sort of top-level liaison with the Pentagon. Like you, I wanted a change so I accepted.’ He shrugged. ‘It has its problems but on the whole it works.’ He paused. ‘MK Ultra has its own budget, you can charge us your top rate.’


‘It won’t take long no matter which way it goes. I’d reckon about a week, but I’d have to stay in Washington most of the time.’


And it was then that Swenson was almost certain that Maguire would take the assignment.


‘How about I leave you to it and we’ll meet here again this evening?’


‘Give me your mobile number and I’ll call you when I’ve made a couple of calls and made up my mind one way or the other.’


‘That’s fine, Joe. If you need any help or information just call me. I’ll be around all day.’


Maguire had spent several years battling with Pentagon lawyers and accountants and he was well-liked. He didn’t behave as if he thought that Pentagon lawyers were trying to rob disabled ex-servicemen of their dues, but he was, all the same, a tough, competent negotiator. The man he needed to talk to was Kurt Heinz but he didn’t have his phone number and he knew he wasn’t in the telephone book. His number at the Pentagon was strictly private. Maguire sighed and phoned his office in Wichita Falls. He dialled the number they gave him. The phone was picked up on the third ring.


‘Yeah,’ the voice said noncommitally.
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