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PROLOGUE

The Chinook came beating up into a blood-red sky. It shuddered in the perilous crosscurrents, banking through the thin air. A web of clouds, backlit by the failing sun, streamed by like smoke from a flaming aircraft.

Martin Lindros stared intently out of the military copter carrying him upward into the highest elevations of the Semien mountain range. While it was true that he hadn’t been in the field since the Old Man had appointed him to the position of deputy director of Central Intelligence four years ago, he’d made sure that he’d never lost his animal edge. He trained three mornings a week at the CI field agent obstacle course outside Quantico, and every Thursday night at ten he washed away the tedium of vetting electronic intel reports and signing action orders by spending ninety minutes at the firing range, reacquainting himself with every manner of firearm, old, current, and new. Manufacturing action of his own served to assuage his frustration at not being more relevant. All that changed, however, when the Old Man approved his operations proposal for Typhon.

A thin keening knifed through the interior of the CI-MODIFIED Chinook. Anders, the commander of Skorpion One, the five-man squad of crack field operatives, nudged him, and he turned. Peering out the window at the shredding clouds, he saw the wind-ravaged north slope of Ras Dejen. There was something distinctly ominous about the forty-five-hundred-meter mountain, tallest in the Simien range.  Perhaps that was because Lindros remembered the local lore: legends of spirits, ancient and evil, who supposedly dwelled on its upper reaches.

The sound of the wind rose to a scream, as if the mountain were trying to tear itself from its roots.

It was time.

Lindros nodded and moved forward to where the pilot sat strapped securely into his seat. The deputy director was in his late thirties, a tall, sandy-haired graduate of Brown who had been recruited into CI during his doctorate in foreign studies at Georgetown. He was whip-smart and as dedicated a general as the DCI could ask for. Bending low so he could be heard over the noise, Lindros gave the pilot the final coordinates, which security dictated he keep to himself until the last possible moment.

He had been in the field just over three weeks. In that time, he’d lost two men. A terrible price to pay. Acceptable losses, the Old Man would say, and he had to retrain himself to think that way if he was to have success in the field. But what price do you put on human life? This was a question that he and Jason Bourne had often debated, without an acceptable answer being reached. Privately, Lindros believed there were some questions to which there was no acceptable answer.

Still, when agents were in the field, that was another matter altogether. ‘Acceptable losses’ had to be accepted. There was no other way. So, yes, the deaths of those two men were acceptable, because in the course of his mission he had ascertained the veracity of the report that a terrorist organization had gotten its hands on a case of triggered spark gaps somewhere in the Horn of Africa. TSGs were small, ultra-high-energy switches, used to turn on and off enormous levels of voltage: high-tech escape valves to protect electronic components such as microwave tubes and medical testing devices. They were also used to trigger nuclear bombs.

Starting in Cape Town, Lindros had followed a twisting trail that led from Botswana, to Zambia, through Uganda, to Ambikwa, a tiny agricultural village - no more than a fistful of buildings, a church and a bar among them — amid alpine pastureland on the slope of Ras Dejen. There he had obtained one of the TSGs, which he had immediately sent back to the Old Man via secure courier.

But then something happened, something extraordinary, something horrifying. In the beaten-down bar with a floor of dung and dried blood, he had heard a rumor that the terrorist organization was transshipping more than TSGs out of Ethiopia. If the rumor was true, it had terrifying implications not only for America, but for the entire world, because it meant the terrorists had in their possession the instrument to plunge the globe into nightmare.

Seven minutes later, the Chinook settled into the eye of a dust storm. The small plateau was entirely deserted. Just ahead was an ancient stone wall - a gateway, so the local legends went, to the fearsome home of the demons that dwelled here. Through a gap in the crumbling wall, Lindros knew, lay the almost vertical path to the giant rock buttresses that guarded the summit of Ras Dejen.

Lindros and the men of Skorpion One hit the ground in a crouch. The pilot remained in his chair, keeping the engine revved, the rotors turning. The men wore goggles to protect them from the swirling dust and hail of small pebbles churned up by their transportation, and tiny wireless mikes and ear-pieces that curled into their ears, facilitating communication over the roar of the rotors. Each was armed with an XM8 Lightweight Assault Rifle capable of firing a blistering 750 rounds per minute.

Lindros led the way across the rough-hewn plateau. Opposite the stone wall was a forbidding cliff face in which  there appeared the black, yawning mouth of a cave. All else was dun-colored, ocher, dull red, the blasted landscape of another planet, the road to hell.

Anders deployed his men in standard fashion, sending them first to check obvious hiding places, then to form a secure perimeter. Two of them went to the stone wall to check out its far side. The other two were assigned to the cave, one to stand at the mouth, the other to make certain the interior was clear.

The wind, rising over the high butte that towered over them, whipped across the bare ground, penetrating their uniforms. Where the rock face didn’t drop off precipitously, it towered over them, ominous, muscular, its bare skull magnified in the thin air. Lindros paused at the remnants of a campfire, his attention shifting.

At his side, Anders, like any good commander, was taking readings of the area perimeter from his men. No one lurked behind the stone wall. He listened intently to his second team.

‘There’s a body in the cave,’ the commander reported. ‘Took a bullet to the brain. Stone-dead. Otherwise the site’s clean.’

Lindros heard Anders’s voice in his ear. ‘This is where we start,’ he said, pointing. ‘The only sign of life in this godforsaken place.’

They squatted down. Anders stirred the charcoal with gloved fingers.

‘There’s a shallow pit here.’ The commander scooped out the cindered debris. ‘See? The bottom is fire-hardened. Means someone’s lit not just one fire but many over the last months, maybe as long as a year.’

Lindros nodded, gave the thumbs-up sign. ‘Looks like we might be in the right place.’ Anxiety lanced through him. It appeared more and more likely that the rumor he’d heard was true. He’d been hoping against hope that it was just that, a  rumor; that he’d get up here and find nothing. Because any other outcome was unthinkable.

Unhooking two devices from his webbed belt, he turned them on, played them over the fire pit. One was an alpha radiation detector, the other a Geiger counter. What he was looking for, what he was hoping not to find, was a combination of alpha and gamma radiation.

There was no reading from either device at the fire site.

He kept going. Using the fire pit as a central point, he moved in concentric circles, his eyes glued to the meters. He was on his third pass, perhaps a hundred meters from the fire pit, when the alpha detector activated.

‘Shit,’ he said under his breath.

‘Find something?’ Anders asked.

Lindros moved off axis and the alpha detector fell silent. Nothing on the Geiger. Well, that was something. An alpha reading, at this level, could come from anything, even, possibly, the mountain itself.

He returned to where the detector had picked up the alpha radiation. Looking up, he saw that he was directly in line with the cave. Slowly, he began walking toward it. The reading on the radiation detector remained constant. Then, perhaps twenty meters from the cave mouth, it ramped up. Lindros paused for a moment to wipe beads of sweat off his upper lip. Christ, he was being forced to acknowledge another nail in the world’s coffin. Still - No gamma yet, he told himself. That was something. He held on to that hope for twelve more meters. Then the Geiger counter started up.

Oh, God, gamma radiation in conjunction with alpha. Precisely the signature he was hoping not to find. He felt a line of perspiration trickle down his spine. Cold sweat. He hadn’t experienced anything like that since he’d had to make his first kill in the field. Hand-to-hand, desperation and determination on his face and on that of the man trying his best to kill him. Self-preservation.

‘Lights.’ Lindros had to force out the word through a mouth full of mortal terror. ‘I need to see that corpse.’

Anders nodded and gave orders to Brick, the man who had made the first foray into the cave. Brick switched on a xenon torch. The three men entered the gloom.

There were no dead leaves or other organic materials to leaven the sharp mineral reek. They could feel the deadweight of the rock massif above them. Lindros was reminded of the feeling of near suffocation he had experienced when he’d first entered the tombs of the pharaohs down in the depths of Cairo’s pyramids.

The bright xenon beam played over the rock walls. In this bleak setting, the male corpse did not look altogether out of place. Shadows fled across it as Brick moved the light. The xenon beam drained it of any color it might have had, making it seem less than human — a zombie out of a horror film. Its position was one of repose, of utter peace, belied by the neat bullet hole in the center of its forehead. The face was turned away, as if it wished to remain in darkness.

‘Wasn’t a suicide, that’s for sure,’ Anders said, which had been the starting point of Lindros’s own train of thought. ‘Suicides go for something easy - the mouth is a prime example. This man was murdered by a professional.’

‘But why?’ Lindros’s voice was distracted.

The commander shrugged. ‘With these people it could be any of a thousand — ’

‘Get the hell back!’

Lindros shouted so hard into his mike that Brick, who had been circling toward the corpse, leapt back.

‘Sorry, sir,’ Brick said. ‘I just wanted to show you something odd.’

‘Use the light,’ Lindros instructed him. But he already knew what was coming. The moment they had stepped inside the cave both the rad detector and the Geiger counter had beat a terrifying rat-tat-tat against his eyes.


Christ, he thought. Oh, Christ.


The corpse was exceedingly thin, and shockingly young, not out of its teens, surely. Did he have the Semitic features of an Arab? He thought not, but it was nearly impossible to tell because —

‘Holy Mother of God!’

Anders saw it then. The corpse had no nose. The center of his face had been eaten away. The ugly pit was black with curdled blood that foamed slowly out as if the body were still alive. As if something were feasting on it from the inside out.


Which, Lindros thought with a wave of nausea, is precisely what is happening.


‘What the hell could do that?’ Anders said thickly. ‘Tissue toxin? Virus?’

Lindros turned to Brick. ‘Did you touch it? Tell me, did you touch the corpse?’

‘No, I — ’ Brick was taken aback. ‘Am I contaminated?’

‘Deputy Director, begging your pardon, sir, what the hell have you gotten us into. I’m used to being in the dark on black-ops missions, but this has crossed another boundary altogether.’

Lindros, on one knee, uncapped a small metal canister and used his gloved finger to gather some of the dirt near the body. Sealing the container tightly, he rose.

‘We need to get out of here.’ He stared directly into Anders’s face.

‘Deputy Director — ’

‘Don’t worry, Brick. You’ll be all right,’ he said with the voice of authority. ‘No more talk. Let’s go.’

When they reached the cave mouth and the glare of the blasted, blood-red landscape, Lindros said into his mike, ‘Anders, as of now that cave is off limits to you and your men. Not even to take a leak. Got it?’

The commander hesitated an instant, his anger, his  concern for his men evident on his face. Then it seemed he shrugged mentally. ‘Yessir.’

Lindros spent the next ten minutes scouring the plateau with his rad detector and Geiger counter. He very much wanted to know how the contamination had gotten up here - which route had the men carrying it taken? There was no point in looking for the way they had gone. The fact that the man without a nose had been shot to death told him that the group members had discovered in the most horrifying way that they had a radiation leak. They would surely have sealed it before venturing on. But he had no luck now. Away from the cave, both the alpha and gamma radiation vanished completely. Not a hint of a trace remained for him to determine its path.

Finally, he turned back from the perimeter.

‘Evacuate the site, Commander.’

‘You heard the man,’ Anders shouted as he trotted toward the waiting copter. ‘Let’s saddle up, boys!’


‘Wa’i,’ Fadi said. He knows.

‘Surely not.’ Abbud ibn Aziz stirred his position beside Fadi. Crouched behind the high butte three hundred meters above the plateau, they served as advance guard for a cadre of perhaps twenty armed men lying low against the rocky ground behind them.

‘With these I can see everything. There was a leak.’

‘Why weren’t we informed?’

There was no reply. None was needed. They had not been informed because of naked fear. Fadi, had he known, would have killed them all — every last one of the Ethiopian transporters. Such were the wages of absolute intimidation.

Fadi, peering through powerful 12x50 Russian military binoculars, scanned to his right to keep Martin Lindros in his sights. The 12x50s provided a dizzyingly small field of view  but more than made up for it in their detail. He had seen that the leader of the group - the deputy director of CI — was using both a rad detector and a Geiger counter. This American knew what he was about.

Fadi, a tall, broad-shouldered man, possessed a decidedly charismatic demeanor. When he spoke, everyone in his presence fell silent. He had a handsome, powerful face, the color of his skin deepened further by desert sun and mountain wind. His beard and hair were long and curling, the inky color of a starless midnight. His lips were full and wide. When he smiled the sun seemed to have come down from its place in the heavens to shine directly on his disciples. For Fadi’s avowed mission was messianic in nature: to bring hope where there was no hope, to slaughter the thousands that made up the Saudi royal family, to wipe their abomination off the face of the earth, to free his people, to distribute the obscene wealth of the despots, to restore the rightful order to his beloved Arabia. To begin, he knew, he must delink the symbiotic relationship between the Saudi royal family and the government of the United States of America. And to do that he must strike at America, to make a clear statement that was as lasting as it was indelible.

What he must not do was underestimate the capacity of Americans to endure pain. This was a common mistake among his extremist comrades, this is what got them into trouble with their own people, this more than anything else was the source of a life lived without hope.

Fadi was no fool. He had studied the history of the world. Better, he had learned from it. When Nikita Khrushchev had said to America, ‘We will bury you!’ he had meant it in his heart as well as in his soul. But who was it that had been buried? The USSR.

When his extremist comrades said, ‘We have many lifetimes to bury America,’ they were referring to the endless supply of young men who gained their majority each year,  from whom they could choose the martyrs to die in battle. But they gave no thought whatsoever to the deaths of these young men. Why should they? Paradise lay waiting with open arms for the martyrs. Yet what, really, had been gained? Was America living without hope? No. Did these acts push America toward a life without hope? Again, no. So what was the answer?

Fadi believed with all his heart and his soul — and most especially with his formidable intellect — that he had found it.

Keeping track of the deputy director through his 12x50s, he saw that the man seemed reluctant to leave. He felt like a bird of prey as he gazed down on the target site. The arrogant American soldiers had climbed into the helicopter, but their commander — Fadi’s intel did not extend to his name - would not allow his leader to remain on the plateau unguarded. He was a canny man. Perhaps his nose smelled something his eyes could not see; perhaps he was only adhering to well-taught discipline. In any case, as the two men stood side by side talking, Fadi knew he would not get a better chance.

‘Begin,’ he said softly to Abbud ibn Aziz without taking his eyes from the lenses.

Beside him, Abbud ibn Aziz took up the Soviet-made RPG-7 shoulder launcher. He was a stocky man, moon-faced with a cast in his left eye, there since birth. Swiftly and surely, he inserted the tapered, finned warhead into the rocket propulsion tube. The fins on the rotating grenade provided stability, assurance that it would hit its target with a high degree of accuracy. When he depressed the trigger, the primary system would launch the grenade at 117 meters per second. That ferocious burst of energy would, in turn, ignite the rocket propulsion system within the trailing tube, boosting the warhead speed to 294 meters per second.

Abbud ibn Aziz put his right eye against the optical sight, mounted just behind the trigger. He found the Chinook,  thought fleetingly that it was a pity to lose this magnificent war machine. But such an object of desire was not for him. In any event, everything had been meticulously planned by Fadi’s brother, down to the trail of clues that had compelled the deputy director of CI out of his office and into the field, that led him a tortuous route to northwestern Ethiopia, thence here to the upper reaches of Ras Dejen.

Abbud ibn Aziz positioned the RPG-7 so that it was aimed at the helicopter’s front rotor assembly. He was now one with the weapon, one with the goal of his cadre. He could feel the absolute resolve of his comrades flowing through him like a tide, a wave about to crash onto the enemy shore.

‘Remember,’ Fadi said.

But Abbud ibn Aziz, a highly skilled armorist, trained by Fadi’s brilliant brother in modern war machinery, needed no reminder. The one drawback of the RPG was that upon firing, it emitted a telltale trail of smoke. They would immediately become visible to the enemy. This, too, had been accounted for.

He felt the tap of Fadi’s forefinger on his shoulder, which meant their target was in position. His finger curled around the trigger. He took a deep breath, slowly exhaled.

There came the recoil, a hurricane of superheated air. Then the flash-and-boom of the explosion itself, the plume of smoke, the twisted rotor blades rising together from the opposite camps. Thunderous echoes, like the dull ache in Abbud ibn Aziz’s shoulder, were still resounding when Fadi’s men rose as one and rushed to the butte, a hundred meters east of where he and Abbud ibn Aziz had been perched and were now scrambling away, where the telltale smoke plume rose. As the cadre had been taught, it fired a massed fusillade of shots, the expressed rage of the faithful.


Al-Hamdu lil-Allah! Allah be praised! The attack had begun.

One moment Lindros had been telling Anders why he wanted two more minutes on site, the next he felt as if his skull had been crushed by a pile driver. It took him some moments to realize that he was flat on the ground, his mouth filled with dirt. He lifted his head. Burning debris swung crazily through the smoky air, but there was no sound, nothing at all but a peculiar pressure on his eardrums, an inner whooshing, as if a lazy wind had started up inside his head. Blood ran down his cheeks, hot as tears. The sharp, choking odor of burned rubber and plastics filled his nostrils, but there was something else as well: the heavy underscent of roasting meat.

It was when he tried to roll over that he discovered Anders half lying atop him. The commander had taken the brunt of the blast in an effort to protect him. His face and bared shoulder, where his uniform was burned away, were crisped and smoking. All the hair on his head had been burned off, leaving little more than a skull. Lindros gagged, with a convulsive shudder pushed the corpse off him. He gagged again as he rose to his knees.

A kind of whirring came to him then, strangely muted, as if heard from a great distance. Turning, he saw the members of Skorpion One piling out of the wreckage of the Chinook, firing their semiautomatics as they came.

One of them went down under the withering hail of machine-gun fire. Lindros’s next move was instinctual. On his belly, he crawled to the dead man, snatched up his XM8, and began firing.

The battle-hardened men of Skorpion One were both courageous and well trained. They knew when to take their shots and when to take refuge. Nevertheless, as the crossfire started up they were totally unprepared, so concentrated were they on the enemy in front of them. One by one they were shot, most multiple times.

Lindros soldiered on, even after he was the last man standing. Curiously, no one shot at him; not one bullet even came  close. He had just begun to wonder about this when his XM8 ran out of ammo. He stood with the smoking assault rifle in his hand, watching the enemy coming down from the butte above him.

They were silent, thin as the ravaged man inside the cave, with the hollow eyes of men who had seen too much blood spilled. Two broke off from the pack and slipped into the smoldering carcass of the Chinook.

Lindros jerked as he heard shots being fired. One of the cadre spun through the open door of the blackened Chinook, but a moment later the other man dragged the bloody pilot out by his collar.

Was he dead or merely unconscious? Lindros longed to know, but the others had enclosed him in a circle. He saw in their faces the peculiar light of the fanatic, a sickly yellow, a flame that could be extinguished only by their own death.

He dropped his useless weapon and they took him, pulling his hands hard behind his back. Men took up the bodies on the ground and dumped them into the Chinook. In their wake, two others advanced with flamethrowers. With unnerving precision, they proceeded to incinerate the helicopter and the dead and wounded men inside it.

Lindros, groggy and bleeding from a number of superficial cuts, watched the supremely coordinated maneuvers. He was surprised and impressed. He was also frightened. Whoever had planned this clever ambush, whoever had trained this cadre was no ordinary terrorist. Out of sight of his captors, he worked the ring he wore off his finger and dropped it into the rocky scree, taking a step to cover it with his shoe. Whoever came after him needed to know that he’d been here, that he hadn’t been killed with the rest.

At that moment, the knot of men around him parted and he saw striding toward him a tall, powerful-looking Arab with a bold, desert-chiseled face and large, piercing eyes. Unlike the other terrorists Lindros had interrogated, this one had  the mark of civilization on him. The First World had touched him; he had drunk from its technological cup.

Lindros stared into the Arab’s dark eyes as they stood, confronting each other.

‘Good afternoon, Mr. Lindros,’ the terrorist leader said in Arabic.

Lindros continued to stare at him, unblinking.

‘Silent American, where is your bluster now?’ Smiling, he added: ‘It’s no use pretending. I know you speak Arabic.’ He relieved Lindros of both radiation detector and Geiger counter. ‘I must assume you found what you were looking for.’ Feeling through Lindros’s pockets, he produced the metal canister. ‘Ah, yes.’ He opened it and poured out the contents between Lindros’s boots. ‘Pity for you the real evidence is long gone. Wouldn’t you like to know its destination.’ This last was said as a mocking statement, not as a question.

‘Your intel is first-rate,’ Lindros said in impeccable Arabic, causing a considerable stir among everyone in the cadre, save two men: the leader himself and a stocky man whom Lindros took to be the second in command.

There came the leader’s smile again. ‘I return the compliment.’

Silence.

Without warning, the leader hit Lindros so hard across the face his teeth snapped together. ‘My name is Fadi, the redeemer, Martin. You don’t mind if I call you Martin? Just as well, as we’re going to become intimates over the next several weeks.’

‘I don’t intend to tell you anything,’ Lindros said, abruptly switching to English.

‘What you intend and what you will do are two separate things,’ Fadi said in equally precise English. He inclined his head. Lindros winced as he felt the wrench on his arms, so savage it threatened to dislocate his shoulders.

‘You have chosen to pass on this round.’ Fadi’s  disappointment appeared genuine. ‘How arrogant of you, how truly unwise. But then, after all, you are American. Americans are nothing if they are not arrogant, eh, Martin. And, truly, unwise.’

Again the thought arose that this was no ordinary terrorist: Fadi knew his name. Through the mounting pain shooting up his arms, Lindros fought to keep his face impassive. Why wasn’t he equipped with a cyanide capsule in his mouth disguised as a tooth, like agents in spy novels? Sooner or later, he suspected, he’d wish he had one. Still, he’d keep up this front for as long as he was able.

‘Yes, hide behind your stereotypes,’ he said. ‘You accuse us of not understanding you, but you understand us even less. You don’t know me at all.’

‘Ah, in this, as in most things, you’re wrong, Martin. In point of fact I know you quite well. For some time I have — how do American students put it? - ah, yes, I have made you my major. Anthropological studies or realpolitik?’ He shrugged as if they were two colleagues drinking together. ‘A matter of semantics.’

His smile broadened as he kissed Lindros on each cheek. ‘So now we move on to round two.’ When he pulled away, there was blood on his lips.

‘For three weeks, you have been looking for me; instead, I have found you.’

He did not wipe away Lindros’s blood. Instead, he licked it off.


BOOK ONE


ONE

‘When did this particular flashback begin, Mr. Bourne?’ Dr. Sunderland asked.

Jason Bourne, unable to sit still, walked about the comfortable, homey space that seemed more like a study in a private home than a doctor’s office. Cream walls, mahogany wainscoting, a vintage dark-wood desk with claw feet, two chairs, and a small sofa. The wall behind Dr. Sunderland’s desk was covered with his many diplomas and an impressive series of international awards for breakthrough therapy protocols in both psychology and psychopharmacology related to his specialty: memory. Bourne studied them closely, then saw the photo in a silver frame on the doctor’s desk.

‘What’s her name?’ Bourne said. ‘Your wife.’

‘Katya,’ Dr. Sunderland said after a slight hesitation.

Psychiatrists always resisted giving out any personal information about themselves and their family. But in this case, Bourne thought ...

Katya was in a ski suit. A striped knit cap was on her head, a pom-pom at its top. She was blond and very beautiful. Something about her suggested that she was comfortable in front of the camera. She was smiling into the camera, the sun in her eyes. The crinkles at their outside corners made her seem peculiarly vulnerable.

Bourne felt tears coming. Once he would have said that they were David Webb’s tears. But the two warring personalities - David Webb and Jason Bourne, the day and night of  his soul - had finally fused. While it was true that David Webb, sometime professor of linguistics at Georgetown University, was sinking deeper into shadow, it was just as true that Webb had softened Bourne’s most paranoid and antisocial edges. Bourne couldn’t live in Webb’s world of normalcy, just as Webb couldn’t survive in Bourne’s vicious shadow world.

Dr. Sunderland’s voice intruded on his thoughts. ‘Please sit down, Mr. Bourne.’

Bourne did so. There was a kind of relief in letting go of the photo.

Dr. Sunderland’s face settled into an expression of heart-felt sympathy. ‘The flashbacks, Mr. Bourne, they began following your wife’s death, I imagine. Such a shock would — ’

‘Not then, no,’ Jason Bourne said quickly. But that was a lie. The memory shards had resurfaced the night he had seen Marie. They had woken him out of sleep - nightmares made manifest, even in the brilliance of the lights he had turned on.

Blood. Blood on his hands, blood covering his chest. Blood on the face of the woman he is carrying. Marie! No, not Marie! Someone else, the tender planes of her neck pale through the streams of blood. Her life leaking all over him, dripping onto the cobbled street as he runs. Panting through the chill night. Where is he? Why is he running? Dear God, who is she?

He had bolted up, and though it was the dead of the night he’d dressed and slipped out, running full-out through the Canadian countryside until his sides ached. The bone-white moonlight had followed him like the bloody shards of memory. He’d been unable to outrun either.

Now he was lying to this doctor. Well, why not? He didn’t trust him, even though Martin Lindros — the DDCI and Bourne’s friend - had recommended him, showed Bourne his impressive credentials. Lindros had gotten Sunderland’s name from a list provided by the DCI’s office. He didn’t have to ask his friend about that: Anne Held’s name on the bottom  of each page of the document verified his hypothesis. Anne Held was the DCI’s assistant, stern right hand.

‘Mr. Bourne?’ Dr. Sunderland prompted him.

Not that it mattered. He saw Marie’s face, pale and lifeless, felt Lindros’s presence beside him as he took in the coroner’s French-Canadian-accented English: ‘The viral pneumonia had spread too far, we couldn’t save her. You can take comfort in the fact that she didn’t suffer. She went to sleep and never woke up.’ The coroner had looked from the dead woman to her grief-stricken husband and his friend. ‘If only she’d come back from the skiing trip sonner.’


Bourne had bitten his lip. ‘She was taking care of our children. Jamiehad turned an ankle on his last run. Alison was terribly frightened.’


‘She didn’t seek a doctor? Suppose the ankle was sprained - or broken.’


‘You don’t understand. My wife - her entire family are outdoors people, ranchers, hardy stock. Marie was trained from an early age to take care of herself in the wilderness. She had no fear of it what-soever .’


‘Sometimes,’ the coroner had said, ‘a little fear is a good thing.’



‘You have no right to judge her!’ Bourne had cried out in anger and grief.


‘You’ve spent too muchtime with the dead,’ Lindros had berated the coroner. ‘You need to work on yourpeople skills.’


‘My apologies.’

Bourne had caught his breath and, turning to Lindros, said, ‘She phoned me, she thought it was just a cold.’



‘A natural enough conclusion,’ his friend had said. ‘In any event, her mind was clearly on her son and daughter.’


‘So, Mr. Bourne, when did the memory flashes begin?’ There was the distinct tinge of a Romanian accent to Dr. Sunderland’s English. Here was a man, with his high, wide forehead, strong-lined jaw, and prominent nose, that one  could easily have confidence in, confide in. He wore steel-rimmed glasses and his hair was slicked back in a curious, old-fashioned style. No PDA for him, no text-messaging on the run. Above all, no multitasking. He wore a three-piece suit of heavy Harris tweed, a red-and-white polka-dot bow tie.

‘Come, come.’ Dr. Sunderland cocked his large head, which made him look like an owl. ‘You’ll forgive me, but I feel quite sure you’re - how shall I put it — hiding the truth.’

At once, Bourne was on the alert. ‘Hiding ... ?’

Dr. Sunderland produced a beautiful crocodile-skin wallet, from which he slipped a hundred-dollar bill. Holding it up, he said, ‘I’ll wager that the memory flashes began just after you laid your wife to rest. However, this wager will be invalid if you elect not to tell the truth.’

‘What are you, a human lie detector?’

Dr. Sunderland wisely kept his own counsel.

‘Put your money away,’ Bourne said at length. He sighed. ‘You’re right, of course. The memory flashes began the day I saw Marie for the last time.’

‘What form did they take?’

Bourne hesitated. ‘I was looking down at her — in the funeral home. Her sister and father had already identified her and had her transferred from the coroner’s. I looked down at her and — I didn’t see her at all ...’

‘What did you see, Mr. Bourne?’ Dr. Sunderland’s voice was soft, detached.

‘Blood. I saw blood.’

‘And?’

‘Well, there was no blood. Not really. It was the memory surfacing - without warning - without ...’

‘That’s the way it always happens, isn’t it?’

Bourne nodded. ‘The blood ... it was fresh, glistening, made bluish by street lamps. The blood covered this face ...’ 

‘Whose face?’

‘I don’t know ... a woman ... but it wasn’t Marie. It was ... someone else.’

‘Can you describe this woman?’ Dr. Sunderland asked.

‘That’s the thing. I can’t. I don’t know ... And yet, I know her. I know I do.’

There was a small silence, into which Dr. Sunderland interjected another seemingly unrelated question. ‘Tell me, Mr. Bourne, what is today’s date?’

‘That’s not the kind of memory problem I have.’

Dr. Sunderland ducked his head. ‘Indulge me, please.’

‘Tuesday, February third.’

‘Four months since the funeral, since your memory problem began. Why did you wait so long to seek help?’

For a time, there was another silence. ‘Something happened last week,’ Bourne said at length. ‘I saw - I saw an old friend of mine.’ Alex Conklin, walking down the street in Alexandria’s Old Town where he’d taken Jamie and Alison for the last outing he’d have with them for a long time. They had just come out of a Baskin-Robbins, the two of them loaded with ice-cream cones, and there was Conklin big as life. Alex Conklin: his mentor, the mastermind behind the Jason Bourne identity. Without Conklin, it was impossible to imagine where he’d be today.

Dr. Sunderland cocked his head. ‘I don’t understand.’

‘This friend died three years ago.’

‘Yet you saw him.’

Bourne nodded. ‘I called his name, and when he turned around he was holding something in his arms — someone, actually. A woman. A bloody woman.’


‘Your bloody woman.’

‘Yes. At that moment I thought I was losing my mind.’

That was when he’d decided to ship the kids off. Alison and Jamie were with Marie’s sister and father in Canada, where the family maintained their enormous ranch. It was  better for them, though Bourne missed them terribly. It would not be good for them to see him now.

Since then, how many times had he dreamed of the moments he dreaded most: seeing Marie’s pale face; picking up her effects at the hospital; standing in the darkened room of the funeral home with the director beside him, staring down at Marie’s body, her face still, waxen, made up in a way Marie never would have done herself. He had leaned over, his hand reaching out, and the director had offered a handkerchief, which Bourne had used to wipe the lipstick and rouge off her face. He had kissed her then, the coldness of her lips running right through him like an electric shock:  She’s dead, she’s dead. That’s it, my life with her is over. With a small sound, he’d lowered the casket lid. Turning to the funeral director, he’d said, ‘I’ve changed my mind. No open casket. I don’t want anyone to see her like this, especially the children. ’

‘Nevertheless you went after him,’ Dr. Sunderland persisted. ‘Most fascinating. Given your history, your amnesia, the trauma of your wife’s untimely death set off a particular memory flashback. Can you think in what way your deceased friend is connected with the bloody woman?’

‘No.’ But of course that was a lie. He suspected that he was reliving an old mission — one that Alex Conklin had sent him on years ago.

Dr. Sunderland steepled his fingers together. ‘Your memory flashes can be triggered by anything providing it’s vivid enough: something you saw, smelled, touched, like a dream resurfacing. Except for you these “dreams” are real. They’re your memories; they actually happened.’ He took up a gold fountain pen. ‘There’s no doubt that a trauma such as you’ve suffered would be at the top of that list. And then to believe you’ve seen someone you know to be dead - it’s hardly surprising the flashbacks have become more numerous.’

True enough, but the escalation of the flashbacks made his  mental state that much more unbearable. On that afternoon in Georgetown, he’d left his children. It was only for a moment, but ... He’d been horrified; he still was.

Marie was gone, in a terrible, senseless moment. And now it wasn’t only the memory of Marie that haunted him, but those ancient silent streets, leering at him, streets that possessed knowledge he didn’t, that knew something about him, something he couldn’t even guess at. His nightmare went like this: The memory flashes would come and he’d be bathed in cold sweat. He’d lie in the darkness, absolutely certain he’d never fall asleep. Inevitably he did — a heavy, almost drugged sleep. And when he rose from that abyss, he’d turn, still in the grip of slumber, searching as he always did for Marie’s warm, delicious body. Then it would hit him all over again, a freight train slamming him full in the chest.

Marie is dead. Dead and gone forever ...

The dry, rhythmic sound of Dr. Sunderland writing in his notebook brought Bourne back from his black oblivion.

‘These memory flashes are literally driving me crazy.’

‘Hardly surprising. Your desire to uncover your past is all-consuming. Some might even term it obsessive - I certainly would. An obsession often deprives those suffering with it of the ability to live what might be termed a normal life - though I detest that term and use it infrequently. In any event, I think I can help.’

Dr. Sunderland spread his hands, which were large and callused. ‘Let me begin by explaining to you the nature of your disability. Memories are made when electrical impulses cause synapses in the brain to release neurotransmitters so that the synapses fire, as we say. This creates a temporary memory. To make this permanent a process called consolidation needs to occur. I won’t bore you by detailing it. Suffice it to say that consolidation requires the synthesis of new proteins, hence it takes many hours. Along the way the process can be blocked or altered by any number of things — severe  trauma, for instance, or unconsciousness. This is what happened to you. While you were unconscious, your abnormal brain activity turned your permanent memories into temporary ones. The proteins that create temporary memories degrade very quickly. Within hours, or even minutes, those temporary memories disappear.’

‘But my memories occasionally do surface.’

‘That’s because trauma - physical, emotional, or a combination of the two — can very quickly flood certain synapses with neurotransmitters, thus resurrecting, shall we say, memories previously lost.’

Dr. Sunderland smiled. ‘All this is to prepare you. The idea of full memory erasure, though closer than ever before, is still the stuff of science fiction. However, the very latest procedures are at my disposal, and I can confidently say that I can get your memory to surface completely. But you must give me two weeks.’

‘I’m giving you today, Doctor.’

‘I highly recommend — ’

‘Today,’ Bourne said more firmly.

Dr. Sunderland studied him for some time, tapping his gold pen contemplatively against his lower lip. ‘Under those circumstances ... I believe I can suppress the memory. That’s not the same as erasing it.’

‘I understand.’

‘All right.’ Dr. Sunderland slapped his thighs. ‘Come into the examination room and I’ll do my best to help you.’ He lifted a long, cautionary forefinger. ‘I suppose I needn’t remind you that memory is a terribly slippery creature.’

‘No need at all,’ Bourne said as another glimmer of foreboding eeled its way through him.

‘So you understand there are no guarantees. The chances are excellent that my procedure will work, but for how long ...’ He shrugged.

Bourne nodded as he rose and followed Dr. Sunderland  into the next room. This was somewhat larger than the consultation room. The floor was doctor’s standard-issue speckled linoleum, the walls lined with stainless-steel equipment, counter, and cabinets. A small sink took up one corner, below which was a red plastic receptacle with a BIOHAZARD label prominently affixed to it. The center of the room was taken up by what looked like a particularly plush and futuristic dentist chair. Several articulated arms depended from the ceiling in a tight circle around it. There were two medical devices of unknown origin set on carts with rubber wheels. All in all, the room had the efficient, sterile look of an operating theater.

Bourne sat on the chair and waited while Dr. Sunderland adjusted its height and inclination to his satisfaction. From one of the rolling carts, the doctor then affixed eight electronic leads to different areas of Bourne’s head.

‘I’m going to perform two series of tests of your brain waves, one when you’re conscious, one when you’re unconscious. It’s crucial that I be able to evaluate both states of your brain activity.’

‘And then what?’

‘It depends on what I find,’ Dr. Sunderland said. ‘But the treatment will involve stimulating certain synapses in the brain with specific complex proteins.’ He peered down at Bourne. ‘Miniaturization is the key, you see. That’s one of my specialties. You cannot work with proteins, on that minuscule level, without being an expert in miniaturization. You’ve heard of nanotechnology?’

Bourne nodded. ‘Manufactured electronic bits of microscopic size. In effect, tiny computers.’

‘Precisely.’ Dr. Sunderland’s eyes gleamed. He appeared very pleased by the scope of his patient’s knowledge. ‘These complex proteins - these neurotransmitters — act just like nanosites, binding and strengthening synapses in areas of your brain to which I will direct them, to block or make memories.’

All at once Bourne ripped off the electronic leads, rose, and, without a word, bolted out of the office. He half ran down the marble-clad hall, his shoes making small clicking sounds as if a many-legged animal were pursuing him. What was he doing, allowing someone to tinker with his brain?

The two bathroom doors stood side by side. Hauling open the door that said MEN, he rushed inside, stood with his arms rigid on either side of the white porcelain sink. There was his face, pallid, ghostly in the mirror. He saw reflected the tiles behind him, so like those in the funeral home. He saw Marie - lying still, hands crossed on her flat, athlete’s belly. She floated as if on a barge, as if on a swift river, taking her away from him.

He pressed his forehead against the mirror. The flood-gates opened, tears welled up in his eyes, rolled freely down his cheeks. He remembered Marie as she had been, her hair floating in the wind, the skin at the nape of her neck like satin; when they’d whitewater-rafted down the Snake River, her strong, sun-browned arms digging the paddle into the churning water, the big Western sky reflected in her eyes; when he’d asked her to marry him, on the stolid granite grounds of Georgetown University, she in a black spaghetti-strap dress beneath a Canadian shearling coat, holding hands, laughing on the way to a faculty Christmas party; when they’d said their vows, the sun sliding behind the jagged snowcapped peaks of the Canadian Rockies, their newly ringed hands linked, their lips pressed together, their hearts beating as one. He remembered when she’d given birth to Alison. Two days before Halloween, she was sitting at the sewing machine, making a ghost pirate costume for Jamie, when her water broke. Alison’s birth was hard and long. At the end, Marie had begun to bleed. He’d almost lost her then, holding on tight, willing her not to leave him. Now he had lost her forever ...

He found himself sobbing, unable to stop.

And then, like a ghoul haunting him, the unknown woman’s bloody face once again rose from the depths of his memory to blot out his beloved Marie. Blood dripped. Her eyes stared sightlessly up at him. What did she want? Why was she haunting him? He gripped his temples in despair and moaned. He desperately wanted to leave this floor, this building, but he knew he couldn’t. Not like this, not being assaulted by his own brain.

Dr. Sunderland was waiting with pursed lips, patient as stone, in his office. ‘Shall I?’

Bourne, the bloody face still clogging his senses, took a breath and nodded. ‘Go ahead.’

He sat in the chair, and Dr. Sunderland reattached the leads. He flipped a switch on the movable cart and began to ramp up dials, some quickly, others slowly, almost gingerly.

‘Don’t be apprehensive,’ Dr. Sunderland said gently. ‘You will feel nothing at all.’

Bourne didn’t.

When Dr. Sunderland was satisfied, he threw another switch and a long sheet of paper much like the one used in a EEG machine came rolling out of a slot. The doctor peered at the printout of Bourne’s waking brain waves.

He made no notations on the printout but nodded to himself, his brow roiled like an oncoming thunderhead. Bourne could not tell whether any of this was a good sign or a bad one.

‘All right then,’ Dr. Sunderland said at length. He switched off the machine, rolled the cart away, and replaced it with the second one.

From a tray on its gleaming metal top he picked up a syringe. Bourne could see that it was already loaded with a clear liquid.

Dr. Sunderland turned to Bourne. ‘The shot won’t put  you all the way out, just into a deep sleep - delta waves, the slowest brain waves.’ In response to the practiced movement of the doctor’s thumb, a bit of the liquid squirted out the end of the needle. ‘I need to see if there are any unusual breaks in your delta wave patterns.’

Bourne nodded, and awoke as if no time had passed.

‘How do you feel?’ Dr. Sunderland asked.

‘Better, I think,’ Bourne said.

‘Good.’ Dr. Sunderland showed him a printout. ‘As I suspected, there was an anomaly in your delta wave pattern.’ He pointed. ‘Here, you see? And again here.’ He handed Bourne a second printout. ‘Now here is your delta wave pattern after the treatment. The anomaly is vastly diminished. Judging by the evidence, it is reasonable to assume that your flashbacks will disappear altogether over the course of the next ten or so days. Though I have to warn you there’s a good chance they might get worse over the next forty-eight hours, the time it takes for your synapses to adjust to the treatment.’

The short winter twilight was skidding toward night when Bourne exited the doctor’s building, a large Greek Revival limestone structure on K Street. An icy wind off the Potomac, smelling of phosphorus and rot, whipped the flaps of his overcoat around his shins.

Turning away from a bitter swirl of dust and grit, he saw his reflection in a flower shop window, a bright spray of flowers displayed behind the glass, so like the flowers at Marie’s funeral.

Then, just to his right, the brass-clad door to the shop opened and someone exited, a gaily wrapped bouquet in her arms. He smelled ... what was it, wafting out from the bouquet? Gardenias, yes. That was a spray of gardenias carefully wrapped against winter’s chill.

Now, in his mind’s eye, he carried the woman from his unknown past in his arms, felt her blood warm and pulsing on his forearms. She was younger than he had assumed, in her early twenties, no more. Her lips moved, sending a shiver down his spine. She was still alive! Her eyes sought his. Blood leaked out of her half-open mouth. And words, clotted, distorted. He strained to hear her. What was she saying? Was she trying to tell him something? Who was she?

With another gust of gritty wind, he returned to the chill Washington twilight. The horrific image had vanished. Had the scent of the gardenias summoned her from inside him? Was there a connection?

He turned around, about to go back to Dr. Sunderland, even though he had been warned that in the short run he might still be tormented. His cell phone buzzed. For a moment, he considered ignoring it. Then he flipped open the phone, put it to his ear.

He was surprised to discover that it was Anne Held, the DCI’s assistant. He formed a mental picture of a tall, slim brunette in her middle twenties, with classic features, rose-bud lips, and icy gray eyes.

‘Hello, Mr. Bourne. The DCI wishes to see you.’ Her accent was Middle Atlantic, meaning that it lay somewhere between her British birthplace and her adopted American home.

‘I have no wish to see him,’ Bourne responded coldly.

Anne Held sighed, clearly steeling herself. ‘Mr. Bourne, next to Martin Lindros himself nobody knows your antagonistic relationship with the Old Man — with CI in general — better than I do. God knows you have ample cause: They’ve used you countless times as a stalking horse, and then they were sure you’d turned rogue on them. But you really must come in now.’

‘Eloquently said. But all the eloquence in the world won’t sway me. If the DCI has something to say to me, he can do it through Martin.’

‘It’s Martin Lindros the Old Man needs to talk to you about.’

Bourne realized he was holding the phone with a death grip. His voice was ice cold when he said: ‘What about Martin?’

‘That’s just it. I don’t know. No one knows but the Old Man. He’s been closeted in Signals since before lunchtime. Even I haven’t seen him. Three minutes ago, he called me and ordered me to have you brought in.’

‘That’s how he put it?’

‘His precise words were, “I know how close Bourne and Lindros are. That’s why I need him.” Mr. Bourne, I implore you, come in. It’s Code Mesa here.’

Code Mesa was CI-speak for a Level One emergency.

While Bourne waited for the taxi he’d called, he had time to think about Martin Lindros.

How many times in the past three years had he spoken of the intimate, often painful subject of his memory loss with Martin. Lindros, the deputy director of CI — the least likely confidant. Who would have expected him to become Jason Bourne’s friend? Not Bourne himself, who had found his suspicion and paranoia coming to the fore when Lindros had shown up at Webb’s campus office nearly three years ago. Surely, Bourne had figured, he was there to once more try to recruit Bourne into CI. It wasn’t such an odd notion. After all, Lindros was using his newfound power to reshape CI into a leaner, cleaner organization with the expertise to take on the worldwide threats that radical, fundamentalist Islam presented.

Such a change would have been all but unthinkable five years ago, when the Old Man ruled CI with an iron hand. But now the DCI truly was an old man - in reality as well as in name. Rumors swirled that he was losing his grip; that it was  time for him to retire honorably before he was fired. Bourne would wish this were so, but chances were that these particular rumors had been started by the Old Man himself to flush out the enemies he knew were hiding in the Beltway brush. He was a wily old bastard, better connected to the old-boy network that was the bedrock of Washington than anyone else Bourne had ever come across.

The red-and-white taxi pulled to a halt at the curb; Bourne got in and gave an address to the driver. Settling himself into the backseat, his thoughts returned inward.

To his complete surprise, the subject of recruitment had never come up in the conversation. Over dinner, Bourne began to get to know Lindros in an entirely different way from their time in the field together. The very fact of his changing CI from the inside had turned him into a loner within his own organization. He had the absolute, unshakable trust of the Old Man, who saw in Lindros something of his own younger self, but the head of the seven directorates feared him because he held their futures in the palm of his hand.

Lindros had a girlfriend named Moira, but otherwise had no one close to him. And he had a particular empathy for Bourne’s situation. ‘You can’t remember your life,’ he had said over that first of many dinners. ‘I have no life to remenzber ...’


Perhaps what drew them unconsciously was the deep, abiding damage each of them had suffered. From their mutual incompleteness came friendship and trust.

Finally, a week ago, he’d taken a medical leave from Georgetown. He’d called Lindros, but his friend was unavailable. No one would tell him where Lindros was. Bourne missed his friend’s careful, rational analysis of Bourne’s increasingly irrational state of mind. And now his friend was at the center of a mystery that had caused CI to go into emergency lockdown mode.

The moment Costin Veintrop - the man who called himself Dr. Sunderland — received confirmation that Jason Bourne had, indeed, left the building, he neatly and rapidly packed his equipment into the gusseted outside compartment of a black leather briefcase. From one of the two main sections he produced a laptop computer, which he fired up. This was no ordinary laptop; Veintrop, a specialist in miniaturization, an adjunct to his study of human memory, had customized it himself. Plugging a high-definition digital camera into the Firewire port, he brought up four photo enlargements of the laboratory room taken from different angles. Comparing them with the scene in front of him, he went about ensuring that every item was as he had found it when he’d entered the office fifteen minutes before Bourne had arrived. When he was through, he turned off the lights and went into the consult room.

Veintrop took down the photos he’d put up, giving a lingering look at the woman he’d identified as his wife. She was indeed Katya, his Baltic Katya, his wife. His ingenuous sincerity had helped him sell himself to Bourne. Veintrop was a man who believed in verisimilitude. This was why he’d used a photo of his wife and not a woman unknown to him. When taking on a legend — a new identity - he felt it crucial to mix in bits of things he himself believed. Especially with a man of Jason Bourne’s expertise. In any event, Katya’s photo had had the desired effect on Bourne. Unfortunately, it had also served to remind Veintrop of where she was and why he could not see her. Briefly, his fingers curled, making fists so tight his knuckles went pale.

Abruptly he shook himself. Enough of this morbid self-pity; he had work to do. Placing the laptop on the corner of the real Dr. Sunderland’s desk, he brought up enlargements of the digital photos he’d made of this room. As before, he was meticulous in his scrutiny, assuring himself that every single detail of the consult room was as he had found it. It was  essential that no trace of his presence remain after he’d left.

His quad-band GSM cell phone buzzed, and he put it to his ear.

‘It’s done,’ Veintrop said in Romanian. He could have used Arabic, his employer’s native language, but it had been mutually decided that Romanian would be less obtrusive.

‘To your satisfaction?’ It was a different voice, somewhat deeper and coarser than the compelling voice of the man who’d hired him, belonging to someone who was used to exhorting rabid followers.

‘Most certainly. I have honed and perfected the procedure on the test subjects you provided for me. Everything contracted for is in place.’

‘The proof of it will occur shortly.’ The dominant note of impatience was soured by a faint undertone of anxiety.

‘Have faith, my friend,’ Veintrop said, and broke the connection.

Returning to his work, he packed away his laptop, digital camera, and Firewire connector, then slipped on his tweed overcoat and felt fedora. Grasping his briefcase in one hand, he took one final look around with exacting finality. There was no place for error in the highly specialized work he did.

Satisfied, he flipped the light switch and, in utter darkness, slipped out of the office. In the hallway he glanced at his watch: 4:46 PM. Three minutes over, still well within the time-frame tolerance allotted to him by his employer. It was Tuesday, February 3, as Bourne had said. On Tuesday, Dr. Sunderland had no office hours.


TWO

CI headquarters, located on 23rd Street NW, was identified on maps of the city as belonging to the Department of Agriculture. To reinforce the illusion, it was surrounded by perfectly manicured lawns, dotted here and there with ornamental shade trees, divided by snaking gravel paths. The building itself was as nondescript as was possible in a city devoted to the grandeur of monumental Federal architecture. It was bounded to the north by huge structures that housed the State Department and the Navy Bureau of Medicine and Surgery, and on the east by the National Academy of Sciences. The DCI’s office had a sobering view of the Vietnam Veterans Memorial, as well as a slice of the shining, white Lincoln Memorial.

Anne Held hadn’t been exaggerating. Bourne had to go through no less than three separate security checkpoints before he gained admittance to the inner lobby. They took place in the bomb- and fireproof public lobby, which was, in effect, a bunker. Hidden behind decorative marble slabs and columns were half-meter-thick meta-concrete blast walls, reinforced with a mesh of steel rods and Kevlar webbing. There was no glass to shatter, and the lighting and electrical circuits were heavily shielded. The first checkpoint required him to repeat a code phrase that changed three times a day; at the second he had to submit to a fingerprint scanner. At the third, he put his right eye to the lens of a sinister-looking matte-black machine, which took a photo of his retina and  digitally compared it with the photo already on file. This added layer of high-tech security was crucial since it was now possible to fake fingerprints with silicone patches affixed to the pads of the fingers. Bourne ought to know: He’d done it several times.

There was another security check just before the elevator bank, and still another - a jury-rigged affair as per Code Mesa regs — just outside the DCI’s suite of offices on the fifth floor.

Once through the thick, steel-plated, rosewood-clad door he saw Anne Held. Uncharacteristically, she was accompanied by a whey-faced man with muscles rippling beneath his suit jacket.

She gave him a small, tight smile. ‘I saw the DCI a few moments ago. He looks like he’s aged ten years.’

‘I’m not here for him,’ Bourne said. ‘Martin Lindros is the only man in CI I care about and trust. Where is he?’

‘He’s been in the field for the last three weeks, doing God alone knows what.’ Anne was dressed in her usual impeccable fashion in a charcoal-gray Armani suit, a fire-red silk blouse, and Manolo Blahniks with three-inch heels. ‘But I’ll wager high money that whatever signals the DCI has received today are what’s caused the extraordinary flap around here.’

The whey-faced man escorted them wordlessly down one corridor after another - a deliberately bewildering labyrinth through which visitors were led via a different route every time - until they arrived at the door to the DCI’s sanctum sanctorum. There his escort stood aside, but did not leave. Another marker of Code Mesa, Bourne thought as he smiled thinly up at the tiny eye of the security camera.

A moment later, he heard the electronic lock clicking open remotely.

The DCI stood at the far end of an office as large as a football field. He held a file in one hand, a lit cigarette in the other,  defying the building’s federally mandated ban. When did he start smoking again? Bourne wondered. Standing beside him was another man — tall, beefy, with a long scowling face, light brush-cut hair, and a dangerous stillness about him.

‘Ah, you’ve come at last.’ The Old Man strode toward Bourne, the heels of his handmade shoes clicking across the polished wood floor. His shoulders were up around his ears, hunched as if against heavy weather. As he approached, the floodlights from outside illuminated him, the moving images of his past exploits written like soft white explosions across his face.

He looked old and tired, his cheeks fissured like a mountainside, his eyes sunken into their sockets, the flesh beneath them puddled and yellow, a candle burned too low. He jammed the cigarette between his liver-colored lips, underscoring the fact that he would not offer to shake hands.

The other man followed, clearly and deliberately at his own pace.

‘Bourne, this is Matthew Lerner, my new deputy director. Lerner, Bourne.’

The two men shook hands briefly.

‘I thought Martin was DDCI,’ Bourne said to Lerner, puzzled.

‘It’s complicated. We — ’

‘Lerner will brief you following this interview,’ the Old Man interrupted.

‘If there is to be a briefing after this.’ Bourne frowned, abruptly uneasy. ‘What about Martin?’

DCI hesitated. The old antipathy was still there - it would never disappear. Bourne knew that and accepted it as gospel. Clearly the current situation was dire enough for the Old Man to do something he’d sworn never to do: ask for Jason Bourne’s help. On the other hand, the DCI was the ultimate pragmatist. He’d have to be to keep the director’s job for so long. He had become immune to the slings and arrows of  difficult and, often, morally ambiguous compromise. This was, simply, the world in which he existed. He needed Bourne now, and he was furious about it.

‘Martin Lindros has been missing for almost seven days.’ All at once the DCI seemed smaller, as if his suit were about to fall off him.

Bourne stood stock-still. No wonder he hadn’t heard from Martin. ‘What the hell happened?’

The Old Man lit another cigarette from the glowing end of the first, grinding out the butt in a cut-crystal ashtray. His hand shook slightly. ‘Martin was on a mission to Ethiopia.’

‘What was he doing in the field?’ Bourne asked.

‘I asked the same question,’ Lerner said. ‘But this was his baby.’

‘Martin’s people have gotten a sudden increase in chatter on particular terrorist frequencies.’ The DCI pulled smoke deep into his lungs, let it out in a soft hiss. ‘His analysts are expert at differentiating the real stuff from the disinformation that has counterterrorist divisions at other agencies chasing their tails and crying wolf.’

His eyes locked with Bourne’s. ‘He’s provided us with credible evidence that the chatter is real, that an attack against one of three major cities in the United States — D.C., New York, L.A. - is imminent. Worse still, this attack involves a nuclear bomb.’

The DCI took a package off a nearby sideboard and handed it to Bourne.

Bourne opened it. Inside was a small, oblong metallic object.

‘Know what that is?’ Lerner spoke as if issuing a challenge.

‘It’s a triggered spark gap. It’s used in industry to switch on tremendously powerful engines.’ Bourne looked up. ‘It’s also used to trigger nuclear weapons.’

‘That’s right. Especially this one.’ The DCI’s face was  grim as he handed Bourne a file marked DEO — Director’s Eyes Only. It contained a highly detailed spec sheet on this particular device. ‘Usually triggered spark gaps use gases — air, argon, oxygen, SF6, or a combination of these - to carry the current. This one uses a solid material.’

‘It’s designed to be used once and once only.’

‘Correct. That rules out an industrial application.’ Bourne rolled the TSG between his fingers. ‘The only possible use, then, would be in a nuclear device.’

‘A nuclear device in the hands of terrorists,’ Lerner said with a dark look.

The DCI took the TSG from Bourne, tapped it with a gnarled forefinger. ‘Martin was following the trail of an illicit shipment of these TSGs, which led to the mountains of northwestern Ethiopia where he believed they were being transshipped by a terrorist cadre.’

‘Destination?’

‘Unknown,’ the DCI said.

Bourne was deeply disturbed, but he chose to keep the feeling to himself. ‘All right. Let’s hear the details.’

‘At 17:32 local time, six days ago, Martin and the five-man team of Skorpion One choppered onto the upper reaches of the northern slope of Ras Dejen.’ Lerner passed over a sheet of onionskin. ‘Here are the exact coordinates.’

The DCI said, ‘Ras Dejen is the highest peak in the Semien Range. You’ve been there. Better yet, you speak the language of the local tribespeople.’

Lerner continued. ‘At 18:04 local time, we lost radio contact with Skorpion One. At 10:06 AM Eastern Standard Time, I ordered Skorpion Two to those coordinates.’ He took the sheet of onionskin back from Bourne. ‘At 10:46 EST today, we got a signal from Ken Jeffries, the commander of Skorpion Two. The unit found the burned-out wreckage of the Chinook on a small plateau at the correct coordinates.’

‘That was the last communication we had from Skorpion  Two,’ the DCI said. ‘Since then, nothing from Lindros or anyone else in the party.’

‘Skorpion Three is stationed in Djibouti and ready to go,’ Lerner said, neatly sidestepping the Old Man’s look of disgust.

But Bourne, ignoring Lerner, was turning over possibilities in his mind, which helped him put aside his anxiety regarding his friend’s fate. ‘One of two things has happened,’ he said firmly. ‘Either Martin is dead or he’s been captured and is undergoing articulated interrogation. Clearly, a team is not the way.’

‘The Skorpion units are made up of some of our best and brightest field agents - battle-hardened in Somalia, Afghanistan, and Iraq,’ Lerner pointed out. ‘You’ll need their firepower, believe me.’

‘The firepower of two Skorpion units couldn’t handle the situation on Ras Dejen. I go in alone, or not at all.’

His point was clear, but the new DDCI wasn’t buying it.

‘Where you see “flexibility,” Bourne, the organization sees irresponsibility, unacceptable danger to those around you.’

‘Listen, you called me in here. You’re asking a favor of me.’

‘Fine, forget Skorpion Three,’ the Old Man said. ‘I know you work alone.’

Lerner closed the file. ‘In return, you’ll get all the intel, all the transportation and support you need.’

The DCI took a step toward Bourne. ‘I know you won’t pass up the chance to go after your friend.’

‘In that you’re right.’ Bourne walked calmly to the door. ‘Do whatever the hell you want with the people you command. For myself, I’m going after Martin without your help.’

‘Wait.’ The Old Man’s voice rang out in the huge office. There was a note to it like a whistle on a train passing through a dark and deserted landscape. Sadness and cynicism  venomously mixed. ‘Wait, you bastard.’

Bourne took his time turning around.

The DCI glared at him with a bitter enmity. ‘How Martin gets along with you is a goddamn mystery.’ Hands clenched behind his back, he strode in full military fashion to the window, stood staring out at the immaculate lawn and, beyond, the Vietnam Veterans Memorial. He turned back and fixed Bourne in his implacable gaze. ‘Your arrogance disgusts me.’

Bourne met his gaze mutely.

‘All right, no leash,’ the DCI snapped. He was shaking with barely suppressed rage. ‘Lerner will see that you have everything you need. But I’m telling you, you’d damn well better bring Martin Lindros home.’


THREE

Lerner led Bourne out of the DCI’s suite, down the hall, into his own office. Lerner sat down behind his desk. When he realized that Bourne had chosen to stand, he leaned back.

‘What I’m about to tell you cannot under any circumstances leave this room. The Old Man has named Martin director of a black-ops agency code-named Typhon, dealing exclusively with countering Muslim extremist terrorist groups.’

Bourne recalled that Typhon was a name out of Greek mythology: the fearsome hundred-headed father of the deadly Hydra. ‘We already have a Counterterrorist Center.’

‘CTC knows nothing about Typhon,’ Lerner said. ‘In fact, even inside CI, knowledge of it is on a strict need-to-know basis.’

‘So Typhon is a double-blind black op.’

Lerner nodded. ‘I know what you’re thinking: that we haven’t had anything like this since Treadstone. But there are compelling reasons. Aspects of Typhon are — shall we say — extremely controversial, so far as powerful reactionary elements within the administration and Congress are concerned.’

He pursed his lips. ‘I’ll cut to the chase. Lindros has constructed Typhon from the ground up. It’s not a division, it’s an agency unto itself. Lindros insisted that he be free of administrative red tape. Also, it’s by necessity worldwide — he’s already staffed up in London, Paris, Istanbul, Dubai,  Saudi Arabia, and three locations in the Horn of Africa. And it’s Martin’s intention to infiltrate terrorist cells in order to destroy the networks from the inside out.’

‘Infiltration,’ Bourne said. So that’s what Martin had meant when he’d told Bourne that save for the director, he was completely alone inside CI. ‘That’s the holy grail of counterterrorism, but so far no one’s been able to even come close.’

‘Because they have few Muslims and even fewer Arabists working for them. In all of the FBI, only thirty-three out of twelve thousand have even a limited proficiency in Arabic, and none of those works in the sections of the bureau that investigate terrorism within our borders. With good reason. Leading members of the administration are still reluctant to use Muslims and Western Arabists — they’re simply not trusted.’

‘Stupid and shortsighted,’ Bourne said.

‘But these people exist, and Lindros has been quietly recruiting them.’ Lerner stood up. ‘So much for orientation. Your next stop, I believe, will be Typhon ops itself.’

Because it was a double-blind counterterrorist agency, Typhon was down in the depths. The CI building sub-basement had been recast and remodeled by a construction firm whose every worker had been extensively vetted even before they had been made to sign a confidentiality agreement that would assure them a twenty-year term in a federal maximum-security facility if they were foolish or greedy enough to break their silence. The supplies that had been filling up the sub-basement had been exiled to an annex.

On his way out of the DCI’s office, Bourne briefly stopped by Anne Held’s domain. Armed with the names of the two case officers who had eavesdropped on the conversation that had sent Martin Lindros halfway around the world on the  trail of transshipped TSGs, he took the private elevator that shuttled between the DCI’s floor and the sub-basement.

As the elevator sighed to a stop, an LCD panel on the left-hand door activated, an electronic eye scanning the shiny black octagon Anne had affixed to the lapel of his jacket. It was encoded with a number invisible save to the scanner. Only then did the steel doors slide open.

Martin Lindros had reimagined the sub-basement as, basically, one gigantic space filled with mobile workstations, each with a braid of electronic leads spiraling up to the ceiling. The braids were on tracks so they could move with the workstations and the personnel as they relocated from assignment to assignment. At the far end, Bourne saw, was a series of conference rooms, separated from the main space by alternating frosted-glass and steel panels.

As befitted an agency named after a monster with two hundred eyes, the Typhon office was filled with monitors. In fact, the walls were a mosaic of flat-panel plasma screens on which a dizzying array of digital images were displayed: satellite chartings, closed-circuit television pictures of public spaces, transportation hubs such as airports, bus depots, train stations, street corners, cross sections of snaking highways and suburban rail lines, metropolitan underground platforms worldwide — Bourne recognized metros in New York, London, Paris, Moscow. People of all shapes, sizes, religions, ethnicities walking, milling mindlessly, standing undecided, lounging, smoking, getting on and off conveyances, talking to one another, ignoring one another, plugged into iPods, shopping, eating on the run, kissing, cuddling, exchanging bitter words, oblivious, cell phones slapped to their ears, accessing e-mail or porno, slouched, hunched, drunk, stoned, fights breaking out, first-date embarrassments, skulking, mumbling to themselves. A chaos of unedited video from which the analysts were required to find specific patterns, digital omens, electronic warning signs.

Lerner must have alerted the case officers to his arrival, because he saw a striking young woman whom he judged to be in her midthirties detach herself from a view screen and come toward him. He at once knew that she was or had been, at any rate, a field agent. Her stride was not too long, not too short, not too fast, not too slow. It was, to sum it up in one word, anonymous. Because an individual’s stride was as distinctive as his fingerprints, it was one of the best ways to cull an adversary out of a swarming pack of pedestrians, even one whose disguise was otherwise first-rate.

She had a face that was both strong and proud, the chiseled prow of a sleek ship knifing through seas that would capsize inferior vessels. The large, deep blue eyes were set like jewels in the cinnamon dusk of her Arabian face.

‘You must be Soraya Moore,’ he said, ‘the senior case officer.’

Her smile showed for a moment, then was quickly hidden behind a cloud of confusion and abrupt coolness. ‘That’s right, Mr. Bourne. This way.’

She led him down the length of the vast, teeming space to the second conference room from the left. Opening the frosted-glass door, she watched him pass with that same odd curiosity. But then considering his often adversarial relationship with CI, perhaps it wasn’t odd after all.

There was a man inside, younger than Soraya by at least several years. He was of middling height, athletic, with sandy hair and a fair complexion. He was sitting at an oval glass conference table working on a laptop. The screen was filled with what looked to be an exceptionally difficult crossword puzzle.

He glanced up only when Soraya cleared her throat.

‘Tim Hytner,’ he said without rising,

When Bourne took a seat between the two case officers, he discovered that the crossword Hytner was trying to solve was, in fact, a cipher — and quite a sophisticated one at that. 

‘I have just over five hours until my flight to London departs,’ Bourne said. ‘Triggered spark gaps — tell me what I need to know.’

‘Along with fissionable material, TSGs are among the most highly restricted items in the world,’ Hytner began. ‘To be precise, they’re number two thousand six hundred forty-one on the government’s controlled list.’

‘So the tip that got Lindros so excited he couldn’t help going into the field himself concerned a transshipment of TSGs.’

Hytner was back to trying to crack the cipher, so Soraya took over. ‘The whole thing began in South Africa. Cape Town, to be exact.’

‘Why Cape Town?’ Bourne asked.

‘During the apartheid era, the country became a haven for smugglers, mostly by necessity.’ Soraya spoke quickly, efficiently, but with an unmistakable detachment. ‘Now that South Africa is on our “white list,” it’s okay for American manufacturers to export TSGs there.’

‘Then they get “lost,”’ Hytner chimed in without lifting his head from the letters on the screen.

‘Lost is right.’ Soraya nodded. ‘Smugglers are more difficult to eradicate than roaches. As you can imagine, there’s still a network of them operating out of Cape Town, and these days they’re highly sophisticated.’

‘And the tip came from where?’ Bourne said.

Without looking at him, Soraya passed over sheets of computer printouts. ‘The smugglers communicate by cell phone. They use “burners,” cheap phones available in any convenience store on pay-as-you-go plans. They use them for anywhere from a day to, maybe, a week, if they can get their hands on another SIM card. Then they throw them away and use another.’

‘Virtually impossible to trace, you wouldn’t believe.’ Hytner’s body was tense. He was putting all he had into breaking the cipher. ‘But there is a way.’

‘There’s always a way,’ Bourne said.

‘Especially if your uncle works in the phone company.’ Hytner shot a quick grin at Soraya.

She maintained her icy demeanor. ‘Uncle Kingsley emigrated to Cape Town thirty years ago. London was too grim for him, he said. He needed a place that was still full of promise.’ She shrugged. ‘Anyway, we got lucky. We caught a conversation regarding this particular shipment — the transcript is on the second sheet. He’s telling one of his people the cargo can’t go through the usual channels.’

Bourne noticed Hytner looking at him curiously. ‘And what was special about this “lost” shipment,’ Bourne said, ‘was that it coincided with the specific threat to the U.S.’

‘That and the fact that we have the smuggler in custody,’ Hytner said.

Bourne ran his finger down the second page of the transcript. ‘Was it wise to bring him in? Chances are you’ll alert his customer.’

Soraya shook her head. ‘Not likely. These people use a source once, then they move on.’

‘So you know who bought the TSGs.’

‘Let’s say we have a strong suspicion. That’s why Lindros went into the field himself.’

‘Have you heard of Dujja?’ Hytner said.

Bourne accessed the memory. ‘Dujja has been credited with at least a dozen attacks in Jordan and Saudi Arabia, the most recent being last month’s bombing that killed ninety-five people at the Grand Mosque in Khanaqin, 144 kilometers northeast of Baghdad. If I remember right, it was also allegedly responsible for the assassinations of two members of the Saudi royal family, the Jordanian foreign minister, and the Iraqi chief of internal security.’

Soraya took back the transcript. ‘It sounds implausible, doesn’t it, that one cadre could be responsible for so many  attacks? But it’s true. One thing links them all: the Saudis. There was a secret business meeting going on in the mosque that included high-level Saudi emissaries. The Jordanian foreign minister was a personal friend of the royal family; the Iraqi security chief was a vocal supporter of the United States.’

‘I’m familiar with the classified debrief material,’ Bourne said. ‘Those were all sophisticated, highly engineered attacks. Most of them didn’t include suicide bombers, and none of the perpetrators has been caught. Who’s the leader of Dujja?’

Soraya put the transcript back in its folder. ‘His name is Fadi.’

‘Fadi. The redeemer, in Arabic,’ Bourne said. ‘A name he must have taken.’

‘The truth is we don’t know anything else about him, not even his real name,’ Hytner said sourly.

‘But we do know some things,’ Bourne said. ‘For one, Dujja’s attacks are so well coordinated and sophisticated, it’s safe to assume that Fadi either has been educated in the West or has had considerable contact with it. For another, the cadre is unusually well armed with modern-day weaponry not normally associated with Arab or Muslim fundamentalist terror groups.’

Soraya nodded. ‘We’re all over that angle. Dujja is one of the new generation of cadres that has joined forces with organized crime, drug traffickers out of South Asia and Latin America.’

‘If you ask me,’ Hytner chipped in, ‘the reason Deputy Director Lindros got the Old Man to approve Typhon so quickly was that he told him our first directive is to find out who Fadi is, flush him out, and terminate him.’ He glanced up. ‘Each year, Dujja’s become stronger and more influential among Muslim extremists. Our intel indicates that they’re flocking to Fadi in unprecedented numbers.’

‘Still, as of today no agency has been able to get to first base, not even us,’ Soraya said.

‘But then, we’ve only recently been organized,’ Hytner added.

‘Have you contacted the Saudi secret service?’ Bourne asked.

Soraya gave him a bitter laugh. ‘One of our informants swears the Saudi secret service is pursuing a lead on Dujja. The Saudis deny it.’

Hytner looked up. ‘They also deny their oil reserves are drying up.’

Soraya closed her files, stacked them neatly. ‘I know there are people in the field who call you the Chameleon because of your legendary skill at disguising yourself. But Fadi — whoever he is — is a true chameleon. Though we have corroborating intel that he not only plans the attacks but is also actively involved in many of them, we have no photo of him.’

‘Not even an Identi-Kit drawing,’ Hytner said with evident disgust.

Bourne frowned. ‘What makes you think Dujja bought the TSGs from the supplier?’

‘We know he’s holding back vital information.’ Hytner pointed to the screen of his laptop. ‘We found this cipher on one of the buttons of his shirt. Dujja is the only terrorist cadre we know of that uses ciphers of this level of sophistication.’

‘I want to interrogate him.’

‘Soraya’s the AIC — the agent in charge,’ Hytner said. ‘You’ll have to ask her.’

Bourne turned to her.

Soraya hesitated only a moment. Then she stood and gestured toward the door. ‘Shall we?’

Bourne rose. ‘Tim, make a hard copy of the cipher, give us fifteen, then come find us.’

Hytner glanced up, squinting as if Bourne were in a glare.  ‘I won’t be near finished in fifteen minutes.’ ‘Yes, you will.’ Bourne opened the door. ‘At least, you’ll sell it that way.’

The holding cells were accessed via a short, steep flight of perforated steel stairs. In stark contrast with Typhon’s light-drenched ops room, the space here was small, dark, cramped, as if the bedrock of Washington itself were reluctant to give up any more of its domain.

Bourne stopped her at the bottom of the stairs. ‘Have I done something to offend you?’

Soraya stared at him for a moment as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. ‘His name is Hiram Cevik,’ she said, pointedly ignoring Bourne’s question. ‘Fifty-one, married, three children. He’s of Turkish descent, moved to Ukraine when he was eighteen. He’s been in Cape Town for the last twenty-three years. Owns an import-export firm. For the most part, the business is legit, but every once in a while, it seems, Mr. Cevik gets a whole other thing going.’ She shrugged. ‘Maybe his mistress has a taste for diamonds, maybe it’s his Internet gambling.’

‘It’s so hard to make ends meet these days,’ Bourne said.

Soraya looked like she wanted to laugh, but didn’t.

‘I rarely do things by the book,’ he said. ‘But whatever I do, whatever I say, goes. Is that clear?’

For a moment she stared deep into his eyes. What was she looking for? he wondered. What was the matter with her?

‘I’m familiar with your methods,’ she said in an icy tone.

Cevik was leaning against one wall of his cage, smoking a cigarette. When he saw Bourne approaching with Soraya, he blew out a cloud of smoke and said, ‘You the cavalry or the inquisitor?’

Bourne watched him as Soraya unlocked the cage door.

‘Inquisitor, then.’ Cevik dropped the cigarette butt and ground it beneath his heel. ‘I should tell you that my wife knows all about my gambling — and about my mistress.’

‘I’m not here to blackmail you.’ Bourne stepped into the cage. He could feel Soraya behind him as if she were a part of him. His scalp began to tingle. She had a weapon and was prepared to use it on the prisoner before the situation got out of hand. She was a perfectionist, Bourne sensed that about her.

Cevik came off the wall and stood with his hands at his side, fingers slightly curled. He was tall, with the wide shoulders of a former rugby player and gold cat’s eyes. ‘Judging by your extreme fitness, it’s to be physical coercion, then.’

Bourne looked around the cage, getting a feel for what it was like to be pent up in it. A flare of something half remembered, a feeling of sickness in the pit of his stomach. ‘That would get me nowhere.’ He used the words to bring himself out of it.

‘Too true.’

It wasn’t a boast. The simple statement of fact told him more about Cevik than an hour of vigorous interrogation. Bourne’s gaze resettled on the South African.

‘How to resolve this dilemma?’ Bourne spread his hands. ‘You need to get out of here. I need information. It’s as simple as that.’

Cevik let a thin laugh escape his lips. ‘If it were that simple, my friend, I’d be long gone.’

‘My name is Jason Bourne. You’re talking to me now. I’m neither your jailor nor your adversary.’ Bourne paused. ‘Unless you wish it.’

‘I doubt I’d care for that,’ Cevik said. ‘I’ve heard of you.’

Bourne gestured with his head. ‘Walk with me.’

‘That’s not a good idea.’ Soraya planted herself between them and the outside world.

Bourne gave her a curt hand signal.

She pointedly ignored him. ‘This is a gross breach of security.’

‘I went out of my way to warn you,’ he said. ‘Step aside.’

She had her cell phone to her ear as he and Cevik went past. But it was Tim Hytner she was calling, not the Old Man.

Though it was night, the floodlights turned the lawn and its paths into silver oases amid the many-armed shadows of the leafless trees. Bourne walked beside Cevik. Soraya Moore followed five paces behind them, like a dutiful duenna, a look of disapproval on her face, a hand on her bolstered gun.

Down in the depths, Bourne had been gripped by a sudden compulsion, fired by the lick of a memory — an interrogation technique used on subjects who were particularly resistant to the standard techniques of torture and sensory deprivation. Bourne was suddenly quite certain that if Cevik tasted the open air, experienced the space after being holed up in the cage for days, it would bring home to him all he had to gain from answering Bourne’s questions truthfully. And all he had to lose.

‘Who did you sell the TSGs to?’ Bourne asked.

‘I’ve already told this one behind us. I don’t know. It was just a voice on the telephone.’

Bourne was skeptical. ‘Do you normally sell TSGs over the phone?’

‘For five mil, I do.’

Believable, but was it the truth?

‘Man or woman?’ Bourne said.

‘Man.’

‘Accent?’

‘British, like I told them.’

‘Do better.’

‘What, you don’t believe me?’

‘I’m asking you to think again, I’m asking you to think harder. Take a moment, then tell me what you remember.’

‘Nothing, I ...’ Cevik paused in the crisscross shadows of an Adams flowering crab apple. ‘Hang on. Maybe, just maybe, there was a hint of something else, something more exotic, maybe Eastern European.’

‘You lived for a number of years in Ukraine, didn’t you?’

‘You have me.’ Cevik screwed up his face. ‘I want to say possibly he was Slavic. There was a touch ... maybe southern Ukraine. In Odessa, on the northern Black Sea coast, where I’ve spent time, the dialect is somewhat different, you know.’

Bourne, of course, did know, but he said nothing. In his mind, he was on a countdown to the moment when Tim Hytner would arrive with the ‘decoded’ cipher.

‘You’re still lying to me,’ Bourne said. ‘You must’ve seen your buyer when he picked up the TSGs.’

‘And yet I didn’t. The deal was done through a dead drop.’

‘From a voice on the phone? Come on, Cevik.’

‘It’s the truth. He gave me a specific time and a specific place. I left half the shipment and I returned an hour later for half the five mil. The next day, we completed the deal. I saw no one, and believe me when I tell you I didn’t want to.’

Again, plausible — and a clever arrangement, Bourne thought. If it was true.

‘Human beings are born curious.’

‘That may be so,’ Cevik said with a nod. ‘But I have no desire to die. This man ... his people were watching the dead drop. They would have shot me on sight. You know that, Bourne. This situation is familiar to you.’

Cevik shook out a cigarette, offered Bourne one, then took one himself. He lit it with a book of matches that was  almost empty. Seeing the direction of Bourne’s gaze, he said, ‘Nothing to burn in the hole so they let me keep it.’

Bourne heard an echo in his mind, as if a voice were speaking to him from a great distance. ‘That was then, this is now,’ he said, taking the matchbook from Cevik.

Cevik, having made no move to resist, pulled the smoke into his lungs, let it out with a soft hiss, the sound of the cars rolling by beyond the moat of grass.


Nothing to burn in the hole. The words bounced around in Bourne’s head as if his brain were a pinball machine.

‘Tell me, Mr. Bourne, have you ever been incarcerated?’


Nothing to burn in the hole. The sentence, once evoked, kept repeating, blocking out thought and reason.

With a grunt almost of pain, Bourne pushed Cevik on and they resumed walking; Bourne wanted him in the light. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Tim Hytner hurrying their way.

‘Do you know what it means to have your freedom taken from you?’ Cevik flicked a bit of tobacco off his under-lip. ‘All your life to live in poverty. Being poor is like watching pornography: Once you start, there’s no way out. It’s addictive, d’you see, this life without hope. Don’t you agree?’

Bourne’s head was hurting now, each repetition of each word falling like a hammer blow on the inside of his skull. It was with extreme difficulty that he realized Cevik was merely trying to regain a measure of control. It was a basic rule of the interrogator never to answer a question. Once he did, he lost his absolute power.

Bourne frowned. He wanted to say something; what was it? ‘Make no mistake. We have you where we want you.’

‘I?’ Cevik’s eyebrows lifted. ‘I’m nothing, a conduit, that’s all. It’s my buyer you need to find. What do you want with me?’

‘We know you can lead us to the buyer.’
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