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			PART ONE

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Berlin Blue

			He had made it into the spring – three months longer than they gave him. And here he was, out on the peninsula in the early-morning light, feeling okay and in some ways happier than he’d ever been, though, of course, it was not Robert Harland’s custom to examine his state of mind too closely. He was alive and painting – that was enough. And a kilometre away, on this crooked finger of land that pointed north into the Baltic, his wife, Ulrike, was at their cabin, by now tucked into her spot between the porch and timbered wall, sheltered from the wind. She’d have a book in her hands and a shawl around her and she’d be looking out to sea, sometimes peering at the insects that were blown round the porch and came to rest beside her on the bench.

			In a moment he’d sit in the camp chair and maybe smoke one of the three cigarettes in the breast pocket of the old field-coat he wore, ignoring her strictures without much thought. For there was work to be done to the small oil sketch in front of him, which, like the others in the series, had been executed rapidly with some of the basic colours of the seascape mixed the night before. He looked up. The continent of cloud suspended over the ocean was about to deliver shafts of light that would reflect from the sea and spread through the spray-mist above the waves. With a brush clamped between his teeth and more brushes and a palette in his hands, the old spy waited, looking and looking, hardly breathing.

			 

			Ulrike would never know what made her open her eyes at that moment. She was plunged in the terrible finality of their time together, these days of being alone when, if Bobby was feeling strong, he would go out early with his paraphernalia loaded on to the light handcart that he was so pleased with, returning only when he was too tired to carry on, or he’d finished the painting. In the evenings, they were together. She’d cook – not much, because his appetite had gone – and he’d sit with a whisky looking at the day’s painting and peering intently across the scrub to the sea. Later, they’d lie in bed, mesmerised by the dancing shadows thrown by an oil lamp, the smell of which filled the cabin. Sometimes they’d go back to events three decades before in Leipzig and Berlin and, later, in Tallinn – the cities that marked chapters in their lives – and to the people they’d known and lost, and occasionally murmuring their love for each other. When he slept, she kept watch, wondering what she’d do when he was gone; what it would it be like without him beside her. Before dropping off the night before, he’d muttered, almost angrily, ‘I’m sorry, I had no idea this would be so ghastly for you!’ And, grazing her forehead with his lips, ‘You know that no one is more loved than you? You know that, don’t you?’

			‘Yes,’ she said eventually, and, using the German for her usual reply, ‘Ja, und ich liebe dich auch,’ – and I love you, too – then she asked, ‘Are you happy out here? You don’t want to be doing anything else? Go home?’ She worried he was pressuring himself, because he was so short-tempered in the mornings.

			‘The work’s got to be done.’ He’d been promised an exhibition in late May and he knew that was what kept him going. He needed twenty-four decent canvases to add to the works on paper that were already framed at the gallery in Tallinn. She reckoned he had nineteen, maybe twenty-two at a push. He wasn’t so sure.

			He slept, but she did not, so now she dozed in her spot, smelling the resin in the wood heating up when the sun came out. The only sound came from a lark suspended in the sky, way off to her right, and the wind nudging the porch door. What made her start she could not say. But she sat up, filled with alarm. She shielded her eyes against the light and looked around. A figure was moving purposefully along the track by the shore; hard to make out because of the dark rocks, but occasionally a silhouette flashed against the breaking waves. She stepped inside and unhooked the binoculars they’d inherited with the cabin and trained them through the kitchen window. This individual, certainly a man, was carrying something, but not fishing gear, not a hiker’s backpack, not even the wildfowler’s shotgun under his arm; more like a case slung over his shoulder. She lost then found him again and, without thinking, pulled her phone off the charging lead, went outside and dialled her husband’s number. The call didn’t go through. She moved to a rise a few metres away and phoned again. This time the call was successfull but he didn’t answer. She waited a few moments, because there wasn’t anywhere with better coverage, and searched the shoreline with the binoculars, but saw nothing. She dialled and this time got through but was cut off. Then she dialled again.

			 

			He felt the vibration in his pocket but didn’t answer. The clouds had spilled a pool of light and he had caught it because he was waiting and the few brushstrokes applied automatically were so certain. To respond to nature in real time, almost as quickly as film, was what he was still alive for and, when he got it absolutely right, it was thrilling. The second call came and he put the palette and brushes down on the collapsible table – another piece of equipment that gave him huge satisfaction – and fished out his phone, smearing the screen with the paint on his fingers. He could hear her moving and called out her name – maybe she had dialled him by mistake. But she spoke, breathless. He couldn’t hear her because of the noise of boots in the dead grass. He waited and implored her to stand still – Goddammit! – and speak to him. He heard the crunch of the hard-core track beneath her boots then she said something. ‘What?’ he bellowed. ‘I can’t hear you.’

			‘Someone’s out there with you. I don’t like the look of him, Bobby. Where are you?’

			‘Just beyond the wreck.’ He pushed up his blue tam-o’-shanter, looked around and saw nothing, except the light-fall from the clouds, which now had the faintest yellow tinge and made the spray glow. He caught his breath. It was too late to change his painting and, anyway, that was then; this was now. He grappled with the phone to take a photograph, hoping that he wouldn’t lose Ulrike. He took several because the scene was developing every second. Then he returned the phone to his ear: she had gone, so he called her back. ‘I can’t see anyone.’ But at that moment he spotted a man moving by the rocks at the water’s edge, right in line with an illuminated patch of sea. ‘Ah, I’ve got him!’ he exclaimed. The figure hesitated then moved off to the right to take the track to the lighthouse that ran across the peninsula between him and Ulrike. ‘He’s going the other way,’ he said, letting himself down into the camp chair. ‘Let’s have a brew-up! Come and join me. I want you to see what I’ve been doing. I think it’s rather good . . . well, it’s not bad.’ He was never sure what he felt about his work. Elation was often followed by a crash in spirits. She hung up and he reckoned he’d got about ten minutes to get the water boiling and smoke a cigarette. He leaned forward and yanked a camping stove from his bag, lit it and placed a small whistling kettle on the flame. There was just one enamel mug for them, but he had tea, milk and a silver-and-glass hip flask that he had inherited from his father, together with the taste for a dash of whisky in his tea. They often shared a mug beneath the Baltic sky, Ulrike making a rather too penetrating appraisal of his latest. She could go easy on him, he reflected, but that wasn’t her. He sat back and ran an eye over his work, an unlit cigarette in his hand. Some sketchiness in the foreground, where the paint was thin, worried him, but he decided he liked the effect, and he was glad he hadn’t done any more to the light on the sea. She’d stopped him overworking the scene.

			The roar of the camp stove obliterated all other sound, so he would not hear her call out, which she always did with a wave when she reached the brow. He looked to his right and lit the cigarette discreetly, inhaled and let the smoke dribble from the corner of his mouth. It was stupid to pretend he didn’t smoke. What bloody harm could it do now? But it made her very angry indeed, because she quit her tiny ration of smokes when he received the diagnosis. He took another drag and leaned forward to remove the kettle, which was beginning to tremble on top of the stove. As he did so, something very powerful hit the aluminium frame of his chair and threw him on to the grass to his right. He rolled on to his front. A man was moving towards him, marching robotically, with the scope of a rifle pressed to his eye. A second shot hit the table and Harland thought, fucking amateur. But he had nothing to defend himself with, and nowhere to go and, besides, he wasn’t up to running, not over this ground, not with his lungs, not with his aching bones. All he hoped was that Ulrike wouldn’t witness this. He rolled again to search for his phone. He needed desperately to speak to her, to say he loved her, because this was it: they’d found him and, however incompetent the assassin, he would certainly take what little life remained to him.

			The third shot tore across the back of his left calf. He writhed in the grass, as much from anger as pain, and at the same time realised the prescribed morphine was suppressing the effect. He’d started the course, without telling Ulrike, three days before when a deep internal pain made it hard to concentrate. He reached for his sketchbook, the pages of which were fluttering in the breeze, and, half noticing that the burner was on its side and scorching the grass very close to the turpentine container, he scrawled ‘Berlin Blue’ on the back of the pad, ringed the words, then wrote in block capitals ‘LOVE YOU’.

			An idea flickered in his mind. He seized the turpentine bottle, unscrewed the top as he rolled on to his left side, which caused the pain from his leg to surge upwards. He didn’t yell out. Not now. Not after a life of fear and pain and self-control – he just waited. The man was twenty paces away: black beanie, an unexceptional, fleshy, mid-thirty-year-old face, gloves and dark brown lace-up military boots. He lowered the rifle. Why? To enjoy the moment, or make sure his rotten aim wouldn’t fail him again? Harland flung the bottle. It Catherine-wheeled through the air, spraying turps, and hit the man in the groin. He followed that with the burner, which fell short but did its job of lighting the turps on the ground around the man, and instantly his legs and midriff caught fire. Harland groaned an expletive and collapsed on to his back and looked at the sky. The heightened awareness that came from concentrating on nature, which always remained for an hour or so after stopping, was still with him, and the sky at that moment seemed impossibly beautiful. Four shots were loosed off chaotically, one of which entered his heart.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			GreenState

			Paul Samson was familiar with her routine. Before leaving the sixties block on the fringes of Westminster, where GreenState’s campaign headquarters were housed, Zoe Freemantle would go over to the water cooler and fill her flask. She’d return to her desk, then work her phone and slip her laptop into her shoulder bag. After checking her phone a few times, she would get up without saying anything to those around her and head for the stairwell, which she used in preference to the lift. All this gave Samson a head start, and by the time she pushed through the double doors on to the street he was wearing his helmet and had started the bike. He was sure she hadn’t been trained in counter-surveillance, yet she was good. She would walk for about half a mile with her big stride and air of imperturbable self-possession until she suddenly stopped and got into the ride she’d hailed twenty minutes before. She never used the same rendezvous and always chose a spot where the driver could slip into what was for London relatively fast-moving traffic. She usually included a dry-cleaning move in the route and twice Samson had lost her because he couldn’t follow her on the bike, although without it there was little hope of keeping up with her. On this occasion, she walked along the Embankment and at the last moment jogged up the steps and into the main entrance of the Tate Gallery. Samson turned right and stopped on the street corner so he could watch the front and side entrances of the gallery simultaneously. Ten minutes later, he caught sight of her long suede coat ascending the steps at the far end of the side entrance. He followed her through Pimlico, past Victoria Station, to a small triangular park, which she crossed, and, on the far side, climbed into a silver Prius hybrid.

			She retraced her route to Westminster. The car crawled through Parliament Square and headed east along the Embankment, towards the City of London. But just as it reached the intersection near Embankment station, he saw the rear door open and Zoe hop out and plunge into the crowds converging on the Underground station. It was a smart move. There was access to Charing Cross main-line station and two lines ran through the Underground station. He parked the bike and locked his helmet in the seat box, but it was already hopeless. There was no guarantee he would find her, or that she wouldn’t walk straight through the main-line station and exit towards Trafalgar Square. There was, as he had discovered when losing her twice before, little point following her on to the Tube. He would have to guess at her eventual destination, which a couple of times had been the Edgar Coach and Engineering Works, a large industrial building on an intersection known as the Junction, north of the City of London. She was probably headed there, so he would go there, too. And if she had given him the slip again, well, that was on her.

			It was less than ninety seconds before he mounted his bike. He didn’t take particular note of a much more powerful bike that roared up with a pillion passenger and lingered under the rail bridge, but he would remember it later.

			He arrived at the Junction twenty-five minutes later, stood the bike in a cobbled passageway called Cooper’s Court and entered the Lina Café and Bakery, diagonally across the intersection from the Edgar Building, which he had used on the two previous occasions. He certainly wondered what went on inside, but it wasn’t his task to investigate Zoe, or find out the reason she was at GreenState. He was employed to watch for any threat against her, report back and make sure she didn’t get hurt. He hardly saw himself as that kind of muscle and, in truth, the job was rather below him, but Macy Harp, head of the private-intelligence firm Hendricks Harp that he often worked for, said it required brains and a keen eye. Besides, he’d negotiated a very good rate with the individual who wanted to keep Zoe Freemantle alive. He stressed over and over that it was a question of life and death, although he couldn’t, or wouldn’t, say what the threat was.

			Samson found her on social media under her cover name, Ingrid Cole. As far as he could see, Zoe Freemantle had no presence whatever. Ingrid, however, was on three big platforms, a dedicated environmentalist, animal lover and climate-change activist who frequently linked to her own website. This consisted mostly of photographs of her work, dating back several years – he admired the care she’d taken in pushing back the history of her legend – and some deadly-dull screeds about big tech, poverty and media ownership. Photographs of her were few, except those in which she was wearing round dark glasses or her face was partially hidden by her long brown hair, which, at work, she wore in a knot, or rather haphazardly clipped. Her wardrobe was unvarying – light brown, calf-length suede coat, or a navy-blue blouson with the GreenState bird logo hot-pressed above her left breast. She favoured well-cut trousers, never jeans, and ankle boots, which pushed her height an inch over six feet, or black trainers, which he came to recognise were a sign that she’d leave the office at some point during the day.

			He had no contact with her at GreenState – his was a lowly volunteer’s job replying to questions on the campaign website with a set of standard responses that were designed to elicit money – but he was in a position to observe her most of the day, and he was pretty certain that she had not yet noticed him. She was self-contained and never involved herself with office politics. Her colleagues were wary of her because of her sharp tongue and she was no respecter of status or the conventional NGO politesse where everyone’s opinion is indulged, however empty or lacking in evidence. He heard her murmur to GreenState’s director of campaigns, a man named Desmond who Samson heartily disliked, ‘We’re doing good work, but that doesn’t mean I’m not going to call you out when you’re talking crap.’

			Her behaviour was tolerated because she was good at what she did. She had fluent French and German and often appeared in the morning having completed, overnight, the work that would take others a couple of days. She wrote video scripts, advertising briefs and focused on GreenState’s messaging, for which reason she often took meetings outside the office with agencies providing their services free. No one asked where she was going, or why. Not even the ridiculous busybody Desmond.

			Samson resigned himself to a fruitless wait and let his gaze travel the breadth of the five-street intersection. The regulars on the street were beginning to be familiar to him – addicts, with sleeping bags round their necks, scrambling for deals beneath the rail bridge, north of the Edgar Building; an abandoned young man handing out religious leaflets on the traffic island; two glacially moving homeless men; and the team of Roma beggars who looked as though they might all be related. The Junction was a twenty-minute walk from the vast wealth of the City of London, but a different universe. No one made much money here: the buildings were tired, rubbish was piled everywhere, and people struggled. But for all that, it had a palpable life force that Samson admired. It reminded him of the Middle East – his native Lebanon.

			The thin drizzle outside turned into rain, but it was lunch hour and the streets weren’t any less busy. His phone went. It was one of Macy’s assistants, asking him for a meeting, or conference call, at 7 p.m. Samson opted for the meeting. He wanted to be in the room for the call with the States.

			‘What’s going on, Imogen?’

			She ignored him. ‘Seven p.m. prompt, Paul, so if you have any concern about not being here, I’ll send you the dial-in.’

			Samson glanced at his watch – it was 1.30 p.m. – and he assured her he’d make it. ‘And you can tell Macy that we’ll need to review the current job,’ he added.

			As he hung up, a big, freakish fellow wearing a black leather kilt, panel leggings and a filthy American sports blouson, appeared outside the café and looked through the window, trying to see past his reflection. His face was broad – vaguely Slavic. Samson noted a missing upper-left tooth and a pierced nose. The man turned away and, with a kind of jig, began thrusting a crumpled cup at passers-by, who had absolutely no problem ignoring him.

			‘The state of that!’ said a woman behind the counter. ‘He was someone’s sweet little baby once. Imagine!’

			Samson wasn’t interested. Something had made him straighten in his chair.

			No conscious process in him asked: am I watching a surveillance operation here? But the conviction that he was arrived fully formed in his mind. Two men, across the street, one with his hand in an empty knapsack, kept glancing at the Edgar Building then looking away. An Asian couple on his side of the street pretended to talk but were surely communicating with others – both wore microphone earbuds. A fourth and maybe a fifth were separately threading their way through the stalled traffic towards the gates of Mo’s Tyre and Body Shop, which lay between the Edgar Building and a rail bridge to the north. The whole thing could be accidental, but the choreography looked right, and the operation seemed to be focused on the Edgar Building. He paid up without removing his eyes from the street then walked to the door. Still inside the café, he craned to see north and south of the Junction, wondered if either of the illegally parked vans was part of the surveillance team and whether the operation had been mounted by the police, MI5, or was a joint endeavour. There were at least eight watchers around the Junction and he even considered the beggar capering a few paces away might be part of the team.

			The thought that he didn’t want Zoe walking into this situation arrived a few moments before a cab pulled up awkwardly at the mouth of Cooper’s Court, by which time he had taken out two phones, copied the number for Zoe that he had acquired at campaign headquarters from his personal phone into the field of a new text message on a burner phone and written, ‘Do NOT enter the Edgar. Leave the area now!’ As he looked up, the cab came to a halt and he saw someone paying. A flash of the suede coat inside the cab – it was Zoe. He sent the text. She got out and looked around in preparation to cross over to the Edgar Building. Samson decided he would have to break cover and get her away from the building – some change in the barometric pressure around the Junction, which maybe only a former intelligence officer would be aware of, told him that the team was ready to make a move. He stepped out of the café and went three paces, but saw that she had pulled out her phone and was reading as she walked. She stopped suddenly on the pedestrian crossing, looked around and turned to head back to Samson’s side of the road. He moved back. At the moment she reached the curb, as yet apparently without recognizing Samson, who was no more than a few metres away, he became aware of a blurred movement in his right field. The beggar was on the move and coming towards them fast. His hood was raised against the rain; both arms were bared and he now wore gloves. In his right hand, held low, there was a blade about six inches long.

			Samson’s basic knowledge of self-defence came from a course taken as an SIS officer. He’d only made use of it properly once – in Syria, a man came at him with a knife when he was carrying cash to help trace and free the Kurdish-American doctor Aysel Hisami. Samson had seen that attack coming and had had time to step outside the thrust of the knife, seize the man’s wrist with his right hand and go to work on his face, clawing at his eyes with his left. It had proved remarkably effective and he’d quickly disarmed and knocked out the young fighter, a member of his escort into ISIS-held territory who had been looking for an opportunity to get Samson alone for the previous twenty-four hours. Now Samson had less warning and he had no idea which way the man planned to go. He instinctively blocked the way to Zoe, on his left, and shouted for her to run, but that meant he was still inside the line of thrust. Someone screamed. Samson moved to his right, grabbing the man’s upper arm, forcing it away and, at the same time, delivering a punch to his Adam’s apple, then several rapid upward blows to his chin with the heel of his hand. He was much stronger than Samson and he easily wrestled his arm free. Samson moved back. The man came at him again and Samson aimed a kick at his groin and, taking hold of his upper arm for a second time, headbutted him in the face. These two blows did something to stall the attack, but he was aware that his back was against the café’s window and he had nowhere to go. People had scattered from the pavement and there was now no sign of Zoe. He ducked to his left, but the man pursued him with a boxer’s dance, jabbing the air with the knife. Samson was aware of two new sounds – a woman behind him shouting for the man to drop the knife and the roar of a motorbike that had mounted the pavement and skidded in a 180-degree turn to face away from him. He looked round to see one of the watchers aiming a gun at the beggar, feet splayed and both hands holding the gun. She was a police officer and knew what she was doing. He looked back for the man’s reaction. He simply shrugged and began to back away, smiling with the certainty that the officer could not possibly take a shot at him with so many people about. The beggar leapt on to the back of the bike, took the helmet handed to him by the driver and they sped along the pavement, cleaved a path in the lunchtime crowds then darted through a gap in the traffic and went south.

			It was the same motorbike Samson had seen waiting in the tunnel by Embankment station, a ten-year-old Suzuki with the maker’s blue-and-white livery beneath the grime – as old and unremarkable as his own lowly Honda. He had obviously been followed, because the knifeman had arrived outside the café before Zoe. This interested him, for at no stage on his journey from Embankment station had he seen the bike in his mirrors, which led him to one conclusion – his Honda must have been fitted with a tracking device. This thought was followed by a more arresting one – unless they were using him to lead them to Zoe, which was, at least, a possibility, he was the target. But this made no sense whatsoever. What mattered was that Zoe Freemantle had got away from the vicinity of the Edgar Building unharmed and unidentified by the police. That was what he was paid for.

			The woman officer who had drawn her gun was anxious to get back to her operation and hurriedly took down his name and address and said someone would be along to talk to him about the ‘incident’. Samson gave her false details and, as soon as she had left, went to his bike, unlocked the helmet box and placed the key in the ignition. Whatever the police presence around the Junction, it wouldn’t be long before the bike, together with the tracker, was stolen from Cooper’s Court. He checked that no police had gone back to the café then left the area, noticing that the minor matter of a knife attack at the scene had not disrupted the surveillance operation.

			 

			He went straight back to Westminster because he needed to check whether the GreenState building was being watched and he also wanted to know Zoe’s reaction to finding him at the Junction. She may not have recognised him immediately, but he had shouted her name during the attack, so she was bound to have spotted him and it would be immediately obvious that he’d been shadowing her. That meant this particular job was over, which was a relief to him, yet there were questions he wanted answered. She took care with anti-surveillance routines, but was she aware of regular attempts to follow her? Had she ever seen the man in the black leather kilt before? And what was going on in the Edgar Building that interested the police so much?

			There was no sign of any surveillance outside the building, so Samson entered and went back to his desk in the volunteer room, which also served as an overflow for the digital department, and returned to where he’d left off addressing inquiries to the organisation’s main site. GreenState’s purpose was to advocate a revolutionary new deal, zero-growth economy and a transformation of the way people live and consume. In reality, it was a number of different campaigns all housed in the same building – there were the GreenState Economics Foundation, GreenState Water, GreenState Climate Research, GS-STOP, which campaigned for a total ban on trophy hunting, and GSMedical, which sniped at big pharma. The organisation, Samson realised, was very large, given its humble origins as an NGO limited to activism in the state of California, very rich and also all rather opaque. But in its private mission, GreenState was unwaveringly clear. As a likeable volunteer organiser named Rob had explained during Samson’s first week, GreenState only gave a damn about three things: data, getting things for free and looking after its own image. Rob cheerfully admitted that the climate emergency and mass extinction of species probably came fairly low down the list of the organisation’s priorities because, well, it was like all campaigns – the success of the organisation rather than the crusade mattered most to the senior people.

			GreenState had a thirst for data, for which reason Samson’s job this past three weeks had been to answer every incoming email with a customised appeal for money, followed by a request, delivered in the most unctuous and manipulative language, for the correspondent to complete a questionnaire on their lifestyle, beliefs, income, social-media engagement and environmental activism that would allow GreenState ‘to better serve the planet and its people’. It was surprising how many of those who turned down the request for an immediate donation were happy to complete the detailed survey. ‘If we don’t get them to donate now, we get them later,’ Rob told him while going through the procedures for replying to emails and Web enquiries. ‘Whenever there are floods, wildfires, news stories about the unprecedented release of methane from the tundra, etcetera, we bang out appeals to different groups of respondents based on the data they’ve given us in the questionnaire. It’s pretty goddamn effective.’ In the guileless responses, which included mobile numbers, private email addresses and income, and at times ready donations, Samson saw Rob was right. GreenState was a cash cow with a lot of political power that could be deployed internationally, nationally, or at constituency level, although it never actually caused much trouble to the government. ‘We work on the inside to reform,’ said Rob.

			The operation intrigued Samson and when he was waiting for Zoe to make a move he researched the company structure. He used to do this in his brief career as a banker before being recruited by SIS, and he was surprised to find that there were no annual reports because GreenState was now owned by a series of private companies, the original evangelicals having long since been removed. The whole was controlled by an American parent company called GreenSpace Dynamics US Inc., which in turn was run by a tiny board of business figures, about whom there was also very little public information. GreenState made a lot of noise about the good it was doing but was remarkably silent about its own affairs.

			Late in the afternoon, Zoe appeared in the office, looking stricken. Samson wasn’t close enough to see if she had been crying, but thought she might have been – maybe she had been shocked by the attack in the street and thought that she was the target, but that didn’t seem in keeping with the character he’d observed. Instead of removing her coat, she strode down the aisle of the open-plan campaign centre with her bag slung over her shoulder. A few minutes later she came back and went straight to the exit without stopping. He couldn’t follow without making it obvious and, besides, she seemed too upset to have the conversation he wanted.

			A minute or two later, Desmond appeared. ‘A word with you, Mr Ash, if you wouldn’t mind.’ He signalled to the two youths from Digital, who made themselves scarce, and checked his reflection in the glass partition. He sucked the ends of his reading glasses, toyed with one of the grey curls that framed his face then regretfully left his reflection to its own devices. ‘We have had a complaint, Mr Ash. I’m afraid I have no alternative, as Director of Campaigns, but to ask you to leave.’

			Samson said nothing.

			‘Did you hear what I said?’

			‘Yes, that’s fine – I’ll leave.’

			‘You don’t want to hear the nature of the complaint?’

			Samson shook his head, got up and hooked his jacket over his shoulder.

			The Director of Campaigns was not going to be deprived of the pleasure. ‘I’ll tell you anyway. We’ve had a complaint from a member of staff – a much-valued and trusted member of staff – that you have been stalking her during your time here and that, further, she believes you volunteered at GreenState in order to carry out your campaign of harassment. It will be obvious to you that we cannot allow this situation to continue. I will inform Security that if you try to gain entry to these offices, or are seen loitering in the vicinity, they should call the police. Is that clear?’

			Samson shrugged and smiled.

			‘Have you nothing to say?’

			‘Nope,’ said Samson, brushing past him.

			‘There’s one other thing. We’re aware that you have used your time here to investigate the organisation – Web searches are recorded, as I’m sure you know. We had you marked down as an undesirable and you would, in any case, have been told we no longer required your services at the end of the week. GreenState will defend itself, Mr Ash. Do not trifle with us.’

			Desmond’s neck was flushed and his Adam’s apple was working furiously. Samson smiled from the doorway. ‘You look like you need a rest, Desmond. Have a good evening.’

			As he left the building, the burner phone in his pocket pinged with a message from Zoe. ‘Now please fuck off, whoever you are, and leave this to me.’

			He replied, ‘Thanks for that. Whatever you’re doing in the Edgar, you’re being watched. Stay safe.’

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			Survivors of the Bridge

			It was still raining when he arrived in Mayfair. The bookings for his restaurant, Cedar, were not good for that evening and it seemed unlikely that there would be any change, unless there was late trade from the Curzon Cinema nearby. Ivan, who had worked for Samson’s parents before him, and without whom he couldn’t run what was described as Mayfair’s premier Leba­nese restaurant, appeared five minutes later and hovered at the door to the office as Samson began to go through the day’s invoices. ‘What is it, my friend?’

			‘Mr Nyman is downstairs. He’s been waiting half an hour. I have served him coffee.’

			‘Jesus, that’s all I need. Let’s make him wait a bit longer.’

			‘He knows you’re here.’

			‘Tell him I’m busy. I don’t want him thinking he can drop in any time.’

			‘He’s booked a table for later. He is to be joined by a lady friend.’

			‘Nyman with a woman! It can only be his sidekick, Sonia Fell. Make sure they order the ’89 Musar. That should deter him from coming again.’ The materialisation in his life of Peter Nyman, now of indeterminate status at SIS but always capable of making trouble, was never good news. After being shot or, rather, winged in a street in Tallinn, Nyman and his colleagues had tried to put the blame on Samson and have him arrested by the Estonian authorities. The last time Samson saw him, he was cowering in the street outside the club when Adam Crane – aka Aleksis Chumak – was lifted two years before.

			He looked down at the message notifications accumulated on his phone. ‘Give me a quarter of an hour, Ivan. Thanks.’

			There were two texts from Macy Harp and one from Macy’s assistant, Imogen, all of which told him that Macy’s and his conference call with Denis would now take place at nine that evening, and several texts on an encrypted app from Detective Inspector Hayes, Samson’s friend in the Met and occasional lover. ‘Call me!’ they all instructed.

			He dialled Hayes’s number. She was busy and said she would call back, which she did in under a minute.

			‘Samson, were you in north London this afternoon?’

			‘Why?’

			‘I bloody knew it was you.’

			‘What’re you saying?’

			‘You wrestling with a lunatic in a skirt and with a bloody great knife.’ She paused to wait for a response, which wasn’t forthcoming. ‘Look at your email – there’s one from my private address.’

			He opened his laptop, found the email and clicked on the attachment, film taken with a phone camera. Someone outside the café had caught part of the fight and had evidently moved to get a better shot of the incident, although it was jerky footage and Samson was unrecognisable. There was much more screaming than he remembered and his assailant looked bigger. The man’s escape was filmed, too. And the number of the Suzuki was clearly visible.

			‘You watching it?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘I knew it was you because of that jacket I gave you.’

			‘Ah.’

			‘Well, at least you’re wearing it. I thought you didn’t like it.’ He didn’t, but had worn it to GreenState because it was so unlike anything he would choose for himself. ‘You’re the anonymous hero of social media – the man who saved lunchtime crowds from a knife-wielding crazy. The Met wants to interview you – this is a serious incident, Samson.’

			‘Have you said it was me?’

			‘No, because I know you are up to no fucking good. What were you doing?’

			‘Waiting for someone.’

			‘Right!’

			‘Why do they need me? They’ve got the bike’s registration.’

			‘And they know who he is.’

			‘Who is he?’

			‘You’re not getting that information so easily, Samson. I want to know what you were doing at the Junction before I tell you any more. There’s a lot of interest in that particular location and I guess that’s actually why they want to interview you. I’ll see you at your place later.’

			‘I’ve got something on . . .’

			‘I mean, later. I’ll stay the night so you have time to tell me what the hell you’re up to. That okay with you?’

			‘Yes – I guess.’ This was characteristic of their relationship. It wasn’t love, by any means, but a friendly arrangement that suited them both and was the best distraction he had from his perpetual yet now diminished ache for Anastasia Christakos, who had returned to America and her marriage to Denis Hisami after the ordeal of her kidnap and violent release. On the bridge at Narva they had been injured by the same bullet and after that they spent two agonised, blissful weeks of recuperation together. Jo Hayes was smart and uncomplicated company. He admired and liked her a lot, but there was no question of love. There never could be with anyone else.

			‘And Samson,’ she said with a note of admonishment.

			‘Yes?’

			‘This man isn’t your ordinary crazy. He’s a really bad’un. Not good. Look after yourself. I’ll see you about eleven thirty.’

			He buzzed down and told Ivan to send Peter Nyman up.

			Nyman had been to his office twice before and each time his appearance augured disruption in Samson’s life. It was Nyman who hired him to find a young Syrian refugee named Naji Touma on the migrant trail through the Balkans, and then, three years later, he blundered into Anastasia’s kidnap by Russian hoods. There was one thing you could say about Peter Nyman; whatever his failure to understand the thing that was staring him in the face, he never lost an unreal self-belief.

			Samson didn’t get up when he entered but gestured to the chair Nyman used before, where he let himself down with his customary disregard, causing the whole thing to groan and the cushion to wheeze.

			‘New suit?’

			‘As a matter of fact, yes,’ Nyman replied. ‘I got it in the sales and have only just come to like it.’

			‘I can well understand it took time,’ said Samson with a straight face.

			‘Well, I think it works quite well,’ said Nyman. His eyes went to the floor. ‘I don’t suppose you have a drink available? I believe we are both going to need it.’

			‘What do you want?’ Samson swung round in his chair and went to a small inlaid drinks cabinet that his father had bought in Istanbul twenty years before. ‘Scotch? Gin? Cognac? We can get the mixers sent up from downstairs.’

			‘Brandy – I’ll have it on its own.’

			Samson handed him the drink.

			‘You will need one, too, Samson.’

			‘Too early for me.’

			Nyman filled his mouth and held it there with his cheeks slightly inflated before swallowing. ‘Robert Harland was killed this morning, shot dead by an assassin in Estonia. He was alone with his wife at some sort of country retreat, a cabin apparently, and the gunman killed him when he was outside, painting.’ He stopped and took another mouthful. ‘Good painter, Bobby.’

			Samson took a moment to respond. He was genuinely shocked. ‘Any idea why he was killed?’

			‘There are theories.’

			‘Does Macy Harp know? They were friends for over forty years.’

			‘Yes, he must do. As you say, they were in our service together for many years. In some ways, they were a vintage generation – end of the Cold War, beginning of the modern era of espionage. Everyone is very upset . . . very troubled. Bobby was a hero to us all, as you know. As intelligence officers go, Bobby was the gold standard. The best.’

			‘Gold standard? I don’t remember you being very flattering about him in Tallinn,’ said Samson.

			‘Operational tensions – all part of the life we chose.’

			‘What are the theories?’

			Nyman put his glass down and pulled out a handkerchief to dab his nose then clean his glasses vigorously. ‘The theory is that this is just one of the hits planned against all the survivors of the bridge.’

			‘By which you mean?’

			‘The people who had anything to do with freeing your friend Anastasia and the death of Adam Crane – their top man, Aleksis Chumak, so, that would be Harland, yourself, Denis Hisami, and your young Syrian friend Touma; in fact, anyone who was on or near the bridge at Narva. That may include your friend Anastasia Hisami, I’m afraid.’

			Estonia had been a disaster for Nyman – he had been wrong at every turn and paid for it with his position in SIS, though, somehow, he had managed to hang on to an unspecified but reduced role. Against Harland, Nyman was unimaginative and mediocre, which contributed to Samson’s suspicion that Nyman felt some kind of perverted vindication in reporting Harland’s death. ‘What’s your evidence, Peter?’

			‘Chatter. We knew they were mightily put out by what had happened, especially about the money and the release of all the names of far-right activists.’

			‘They weren’t activists – they were white supremacists and anti-Semites and all were potential terrorists, Peter. Let’s not sanitise what they stood for. They were genocidal killers in the making.’

			‘That’s as maybe, but it doesn’t stop them being extremely annoyed and, well, they want to teach us a lesson and the first part of that lesson was killing one of the most talented spies of the last half-century. They are sending a message. Robert Harland’s death is proof that they can do these things with impunity.’ He took up his glass and studied Samson. ‘You haven’t had any trouble of that sort, have you, Samson?’

			He shook his head. ‘Running a restaurant doesn’t expose you to a lot of risk.’

			‘But you’re someone who likes risk. It’s no secret that you’ve had a bad run at the tables and are, in consequence, forced to take on menial work to pay off your debts. You know how people will gossip about these things.’

			Samson smiled. There had been an episode and he had lost big time – exactly £74,500. But that was a year back, when the ache for Anastasia was much stronger and the pain of losing – the counterintuitive thrill of it – made him forget. He couldn’t say whether he had lost intentionally, whether his subconscious had pushed him to defeat in the high-rolling backgammon games that had been a disaster for his father, too, but he understood that the prospect of selling the restaurant and losing much else besides had made him snap out of this funk. ‘You don’t need to worry about me, Peter, although I know you’ve always had my best interests at heart. Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to call Macy. It will be very hard for him.’

			Nyman showed no sign of taking the hint, so Samson rose. ‘Oh, I’m forgetting, how rude of me.’ He sat down again and leaned forward. ‘You never come up here without wanting something. What is it?’

			‘Harland knew he was in danger and was, in effect, hiding out on that lonely stretch of land where they hunted him down and ended his life. We want to know why. Was he threatened? Did he have intelligence? There is evidence that he was working on something. You were close to him, Samson – in many ways, you were very alike – and it has occurred to our people that you were aware of the danger he faced, and perhaps had some intimation of a threat to yourself, as well as the other survivors of the bridge. We would like to catch these people. We can’t let them think that Britain is so weak that they can continue to murder our citizens at will. We have to put them on trial.’

			‘You don’t seem to have had much success with that so far and, anyway, Harland was an Estonian national. He renounced British citizenship. He didn’t like this country; thought it was ludicrous and posturing.’

			Nyman looked around and sipped his brandy. His eyes came to rest on the photographs of Samson’s father and mother as newly-weds and the gap where he’d removed the little framed picture of himself and Anastasia in Venice, the one he had forwarded from the phone he found near a deserted track in Italy where she had been abducted. ‘I get it,’ said Samson, heading off Nyman’s question about the gap or his usual observations about his parents’ life in Beirut half a century before. ‘You want to use me as bait.’

			‘I wouldn’t go that far, but you’re the one they’re likely to come after next, and we’d like to monitor you and prevent that attack.’

			Samson got up and walked to the door. ‘Peter, you can tell your people to stay away from me. I’m not bloody playing. Now please leave.’

			Nyman got up regretfully, knocked back the brandy and came towards him. ‘Nevertheless, we’ll keep an eye out for you.’ He searched for Samson’s hand, but, not finding it, tapped him lightly on the chest. ‘No harm in that, is there? I’ll be downstairs in the restaurant, should you want to talk further.’

			  

			Now that Nyman had gone, he’d have that Scotch. He poured the drink and tipped his chair back. Robert Harland’s murder appalled him, not because an attempt had been made on his own life, which added weight to Nyman’s theory, but because he liked Harland and in their two meetings since Narva, once during the summer in Estonia and another in Berlin when the German government marked the thirtieth anniversary of the fall of the Wall – poorly, in Harland’s view – he had come to see that the old spy’s life added up to something heroic and steadfast, which was rare in their business. He hadn’t clung to the job beyond the end of his personal mission, or his usefulness. He didn’t need SIS, or his country. He’d found another life in another country, as well as a deep love with Ulrike. He’d become an artist, reclaimed his freedom, lived on his own terms. He wasn’t someone who told you much about his inner life, but on the Berlin trip Samson noticed how often he used the word ‘freedom’. That was what Harland fought for – his and other people’s freedom.

			He held the glass up to the desk light and pondered the glow in the liquid. Out loud to the room, he said, ‘To you, Bobby. I’m so very sorry.’

			Then he pulled his laptop towards him and searched for the live stream from the Congressional Committee on Foreign Affairs in Washington DC. It was the second day of hearings on America’s relations with the Kurds in northern Syria and, in particular, allegations that the Kurdish-American billionaire and Anastasia’s husband, Denis Hisami, was helping to finance military action against US forces and their Turkish allies. Hisami had been caught out by the sudden change in US policy on the Kurds. They were no longer America’s ally in the region and Hisami’s donations had become the subject of outrage in the White House and hysterical attacks on websites. Hisami maintained that the money had been donated before the administration’s abandonment of the Kurds and in any case was being used for humanitarian purposes, such as the rescue and rehabilitation of women enslaved by ISIS. Samson had watched for half an hour the day before and had glimpsed Anastasia sitting with Hisami’s aide, Jim Tulliver, behind Hisami as he was cross-examined by an aggressive congressman from the South. She was as beautiful and composed as ever, but the strain of the last few years was showing and he thought she’d lost too much weight and maybe that the humour had left her eyes.

			They hadn’t seen each other in two years. They’d talked and emailed frequently after her return to the States, but then she seemed to suffer a precipitate collapse, not surprising, given what she had endured at the hands of her tormentor, the man she knew as Kirill but who was in fact a sadistic Russian brute named Nikita Bukov. She called Samson one night, distraught and quite unlike herself, and said it would be better if they didn’t speak for a while: she needed to straighten things out in her head; she couldn’t sleep or focus on her work. She told him she’d been traumatised by the events in Macedonia when she, Samson and Naji Touma were all nearly killed, but this was far worse. There were moments when she had no orientation with the real world whatsoever, like when she was imprisoned in a container on the ship, then a metal box. That confinement and the terror were always with her. She couldn’t rid her mind of them.

			This exchange was extraordinarily painful for Samson. They loved each other, but there was absolutely nothing he could do, and she wasn’t strong enough to deal with being so frequently in touch yet also separated by five thousand miles. Her husband, now free of the particular round of persecution by the US authorities, had got her the professional help she needed – a new treatment, she implied – and was caring for her with all the love in the world. She said it would be for just a few weeks, but they hadn’t spoken since. The only news he had of her was when she returned to Lesbos, the Greek island where they had met and where the Aysel Hisami Foundation, under her supervision, was trying to deal with the scale of mental-health problems of the people who’d been in the camp for over five years. He had toyed with the idea of flying out to see her, but she hadn’t told him she would be there – he’d just seen her quoted in a story on the CNN news site.

			His eyes went to the gap in the photographs on the wall. He’d removed the picture of them on the evening he’d agonised about going to Lesbos. Eventually he’d told himself that if Anastasia was well enough to return to work yet had not contacted him to say she was in Europe, there was no future for them, and he certainly wasn’t going to embarrass them both by dropping in unannounced. He took the photograph down and put it in a drawer and, from that moment, the pain had begun to leave him.

			Something had moved in him when he caught sight of her in the proceedings the day before, but now he simply wanted to check she was all right. He found the stream from Congress on C-Span. However, although it was past two o’clock in DC, there was no sign of the session starting. Staffers were milling around the committee room as if they didn’t expect the hearing to restart soon. There was no sign of Hisami and Anastasia, and no commentary to say what was going on.

			He turned the sound down, took out his phone and composed a text message to Jim Tulliver. ‘Robert Harland is dead. Maybe a threat to others involved with the Narva affair. Call me urgently – Samson.’

			Then he finished his drink and dialled Harland’s greatest friend, Macy Harp. This wasn’t going to be easy.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			Room 2172

			Among members of Congress, the offices in the Cannon Building, on the south side of Independence Avenue, had the reputation of being the worst on Capitol Hill, and those on the fifth floor of that 120-year-old building were known as ‘Siberia’. Originally attic storage space, the fifth floor had been converted to offices to accommodate the newer representatives, and this is where Shera Ricard, the freshman member for California’s 14th District, ended up after winning her election. The offices were cramped, generally had a poor view and were several minutes’ walk from Room 2172 in the Rayburn Building, where the House Foreign Affairs Committee held its hearings. The Cannon was the only office space not served by the Capitol’s underground railway, and a seemingly endless programme of renovation meant that the thud of jackhammers and drills was transmitted through much of the structure’s fabric.

			But for all this, Shera Ricard, one of the youngest members of the new intake, remained upbeat and smiling, and she was more than happy to play host while one of the major donors to her campaign, Denis Hisami, was appearing in front of the committee, of which she was a member. She had helped plan his evidence, which had now lasted four hours, and the responses to questions, but the afternoon session, delayed by half an hour already, was going to be the toughest for Hisami.

			There were seven in the young congresswoman’s offices – Anastasia, Hisami, Jim Tulliver, a lawyer named Stewart Steen, Ricard and two members of her team. Anastasia said nothing, though occasionally nodded to her husband when he glanced at her to see if she agreed. She was worried for him. After investigations and court appearances lasting two years, he had become gloomy and defensive in his manner, and he wasn’t coming over at all well on TV.

			‘You have a lot to talk about with the foundation’s work,’ said the congresswoman brightly, ‘a proven record of humanitarian care. I guess you need to refer to Anastasia’s background and the projects in the Mediterranean and then you call these fucking guys out. They’re mostly lawyers and they’ve done damn all to help their fellow human beings.’

			It was at this point that Jim Tulliver, who was sitting next to Anastasia, withdrew the phone from his inside pocket to read a text. Anastasia couldn’t help but see Samson’s name and the brief message about Robert Harland’s death. She touched Tulliver discreetly on the arm and shook her head to tell him not to show her husband then shrugged helplessly to apologise for reading over his shoulder. He nodded and returned the phone to his pocket. The news was indeed bad – she was fond of Harland and Ulrike and he, of course, was partly responsible for saving her life – but why did Tulliver look so devastated? As far as she knew, he’d never met Harland.

			The planning went on for a few minutes more before one of her staff appeared to say that the session was due to commence in ten minutes. ‘Okay, so we better get our asses over to the Rayburn,’ said the congresswoman. ‘Remember, there’s no elevator from this floor.’ She glanced at the lawyer, who was still looking put out at her remarks about his profession. ‘Come along, Mr Steen – we all know the world needs lawyers, just fewer Southern trial lawyers and the ones that defend the coal industry.’ She dived into her desk. ‘You people go ahead and I’ll see you in 2172.’ She straightened and gave Hisami a brief hug. ‘That’s on the taxpayer. You’ll be fine, Denis.’

			Four of them hurried along the endless corridors towards the northern foot tunnel, the southern one being closed as part of the renovation works. When they reached it, the Capitol Police told them there was a demonstration – climate-emergency protestors had positioned themselves at the far end of the tunnel – so it was going to take a lot longer to reach the Rayburn. Tulliver explained that they were in a hurry and an officer led the way, breaking through the line of demonstrators, who were in the process of gluing themselves fast to the walls, the railings and each other. When they emerged in the hygienic sixties splendour of the Rayburn and started to push through the media scrum, they were already several minutes late.

			Anastasia caught hold of Tulliver’s arm. ‘What’s going on, Jim? They weren’t here this morning.’

			‘Maybe they’ve been tipped off about questions we haven’t anticipated. I’ll talk to Denis.’

			‘And what was that about Harland?’

			‘Later,’ he said.

			Hisami had gone ahead with Steen, forging through the crowd of reporters with the help of the officer, nodding but refusing to answer questions hurled at him about his past as a military leader in Iraq. She saw him stop as a thickset man in a suit and tie blocked his way and thrust a bundle of papers into his hands, as though he were delivering a subpoena. Hisami glanced at the papers, shook his head with irritation and looked up to try to find the man, who had retreated into the crowd. He passed the bundle to Steen, who clamped it under his briefcase arm and pointed ahead to the committee-room door.

			The hearing started sedately enough, with the chair of the committee, an old Democratic congressman from New York named Harry Lucas, making a short opening statement about the delay caused by protestors all over the Capitol. Hisami sat alone at the table with a few papers in front of him. Anastasia and Steen were a little to his right, while Tulliver took the chair immediately behind Hisami. As Lucas consulted a member of his staff, he leaned forward and whispered to Hisami, who listened without turning round.

			It was the turn of Ranking Member Warren Speight, the representative for the First Congressional District of Louisiana. He had an easy, pleasant manner, but the day before had twice caught Denis out and made him look evasive.

			‘Mr Hisami, you told us this morning that you and your wife have spent millions of dollars in the provision of psychological and therapeutic care, is that right? Speight did not look up to see Denis nod. ‘And this foundation of yours was set up in the memory of your sister, Dr Aysel Hisami, correct? Would you care to tell us a little more about her, Mr Hisami?’

			‘Yes, she was a dedicated doctor. She worked with children undergoing treatment for cancer. In 2014 she returned to our homeland in northern Iraq to help treat the huge number of battlefield casualties in the war against Islamic State. She was taken prisoner and died in captivity. We don’t know exactly when that was, but her death was eventually confirmed by women who were held with her. My wife and I wanted to keep her memory alive so we set up the Aysel centres to deal with the trauma experienced by refugees – from torture, the loss of loved ones, and the hardship of leaving everything they know behind. My wife is a psychologist and was an aid worker in Greece, and this was an area where we knew we could make a real difference.’

			‘And you have started working on the border with Mexico. That’s much more controversial territory. You have come up against ICE – Immigration and Customs Enforcement – right?’

			‘It’s a pilot programme. We’re working through the issues with ICE.’

			‘Tell me about your sister. You were close?’

			‘We went through a lot together. We were also once refugees.’

			‘When you were defending yourself against allegations made by ICE, in effect the Department of Homeland Security, in New York two years ago, the court heard evidence about your past as a commander in the PUK – the Patriotic Union of Kurdistan. That was when you were known by your birth name, Karim Qasim, is that correct? Your sister changed her name, too.’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Because she was also a fighter with the PUK, a front-line combatant.’

			‘Yes, for a short while.’

			Anastasia saw the way this was going. Speight was drawing a picture of two fanatical young Kurds who had laundered their reputation in the States but remained committed to the armed struggle for Kurdish independence. The mention of the tiny operation on the Mexican border, which had been her project, was only meant to stoke opposition to her husband. She glanced at Steen, who shook his head and then did something odd. He got up, stretched to the witness desk and grabbed the water carafe that was set in front of the empty chair beside Denis. Harry Lucas looked over his glasses disapprovingly but let it go because Steen looked like he really needed it.

			‘And there were photographs shown to the court of you at the scene of a war crime,’ continued Speight, ‘where scores of Iraqi soldiers had been massacred.’

			‘Yes, I was in the company of the CIA officer named Bob Baker, who’s in the photographs and gave evidence in court. That was at a time when the United States and the PUK worked closely together. We were allies. Regrettably, on that occasion, we were too late to save those men from being murdered.’

			‘It is fair to say that you are a fighting man. You were a successful commander – you’re someone who knows how to handle himself in a war setting.’

			‘That was true, yes. But not today . . .’

			‘Yet you believe there are times when only aggression – that is to say, military action – will get the job done.’

			‘I suppose so, yes.’

			‘Like the time when you avenged your sister by killing the men whom you believed imprisoned her. That was in Macedonia, sometime in 2015, right?’

			‘There were reports, but they were inaccurate in almost every respect.’

			That at least was true, thought Anastasia. The one site that eventually reported the events in the remote farm in northern Macedonia had got almost everything wrong, except Denis’s presence.

			A point of order came from the congressman sitting next to Ricard to the effect that this was not relevant to the matter in hand – namely the allegation that Mr Hisami was supporting the military effort in Iraq against America’s allies. The chair overruled him, but the intervention gave Hisami time to pour a glass of water and compose himself. Anastasia saw his face was ashen and one hand was shaking where it rested on his leg.

			‘Whether the reports go to the point that Mr Hisami is a man of action,’ said Speight, ‘he has undeniably donated large sums to humanitarian causes. He has used this as a cover to supply money to buy weapons for the Kurdish forces within the last few months.’ He reached down and retrieved some papers. ‘I have documentation here, which I enter in the record, that shows in excess of $50 million of transfers to accounts known to be operated by the Kurds. All I ask Mr Hisami now, is where are the medical centres and hospitals? Where are the scores of doctors and nurses? Where is the life-saving equipment which that kind of money buys?’

			This is what the reporters had been waiting for. A murmur ran through Room 2172. Photographers jumped up to catch Hisami’s expression, but he had his head in his hands and was looking down. Anastasia moved forward, but before she could do anything Stewart Steen made a helpless flapping motion, thrust his legs out and lay back rigid in his chair. His eyes were staring at the ceiling and his mouth foamed at the corners. ‘We need help here!’ she yelled. ‘Get a doctor!’

			Then it was Hisami’s turn. He pushed his chair back, kicked out his legs and waved his arms about wildly. His eyes searched the room with a total lack of comprehension and then he seemed propelled backwards by some unseen force, which caused him to fall over the back of his chair. His most trusted aide was unable to prevent him falling to the ground, where he lay rigid with a sound of gurgling in his throat.

			‘Clear the room and get a doctor in here now!’ shouted the Chair. ‘Call 911. I said clear the room, goddammit.’

			But a louder voice, that of Warren Speight, prevailed. ‘Don’t touch them!’ he commanded. Then, leaning forward, he called to Tulliver, who was crouched over Hisami. ‘Sir, sir, do not move. They’ve likely been poisoned. Step away from him now, sir! Do as I say, please.’

			The word ‘poisoned’ was all that was needed to clear the room. Over seventy people filed out instantly, only a few of them daring to look back. Very soon, the periphery of 2172 was swarming with Capitol Police, and not long afterwards came men in biohazard suits, trained for precisely this emergency. Anastasia and Tulliver stood rooted to the spot, looking down at the two men, who, in their agony, were completely unrecognisable.

		

	
		
			Chapter 5

			Bulletin

			Samson waited over an hour in his office before he spoke to Macy Harp, time he filled with Cedar’s accounts and invoices that needed attention. A text had arrived from Imogen postponing the conference call at Macy’s office– clearly everything had been upended by Harland’s death. Macy eventually phoned at 8.25 p.m.

			‘I’m sorry,’ said Samson. ‘I know what Bobby meant to you, Macy.’

			There was a brief silence at the other end. ‘He only had a few months left and the fucking bastards robbed him of that.’ His voice faltered. ‘He had cancer, but kept going.’ He stopped, overcome with grief. ‘He was a great man and as reliable and brave as hell. I loved him dearly.’

			‘Of course you did, Macy. I’m sorry – I’m bloody useless at this. Never know what to say.’

			‘What can anyone say?’

			‘Any idea who’s responsible? I had Nyman round here. He told me about it, but he hadn’t got any details.’

			‘Yes, I guess the Office will be getting worked up, though Bobby thought they were a bunch of clowns latterly. Our conference call – the one I wanted you in on – has been delayed and I don’t want to talk about this on the phone. Let’s have a bite.’

			‘Not here. Nyman’s having dinner with a woman – probably Sonia Fell – and he said that I am going to be monitored from now on because of that business in Narva. He thinks there’s a connection with Bobby.’

			‘Well, you know how to avoid them. There’s an Italian restaurant off Shepherd’s Market – Corfinio. I’ll see you there in ten minutes.’

			Samson put on a clean shirt and changed jackets then left through the kitchen and down an alley where Cedar’s bins were lined up. Not many minutes later he found Macy in the restaurant with a bottle of red wine and the menu.

			‘We’ll order then talk,’ he said. He was flushed and distraught, and angrier than Samson had ever seen him.

			‘I met Bobby when I was twenty-seven, you know. I was a lad, just joined MI6 and didn’t know shit from sawdust. Bobby was my senior by five years and he taught me everything. We worked on a lot of the same operations. Good judgement! Really had a nose for it. Almost second sight. And he never, ever fucking played games.’

			They ordered and were silent for a few minutes. Harp slung back a glass of wine and poured another with a fierce look.

			‘Did you talk to Ulrike?’

			‘Not yet – she’ll be devastated. Of course, she was preparing for his death. He was in the final stretch. I pray he had the sense to tell her how much he loved her, because he did! She was the love of his life, you know.’ He stopped. There were tears in his ears. ‘It’s absolutely bloody, the whole thing.’

			Samson looked down. ‘I know.’

			‘We have to find these fuckers and deal with them.’ Macy gripped his hand. ‘Deal with them. That’s what he would have done. That’s what he did. He dealt with the people who killed Ulrike’s husband. He sorted out some bastards in Bosnia and the Czech Republic. This was a man who was tortured, blown up in a fucking plane, and he never, ever buckled. He fought the good fight is what he did.’ He raised his glass. Samson did likewise and for the second time that evening he drank to the memory of Robert Harland.

			Presently, Samson asked, ‘What do you think about Nyman’s theory? He says it’s the Russians avenging the deaths of Chumak and Bukov. All those who were at Narva are now targeted. That’s me, Anastasia, Naji Touma, and, I guess, my friend Vuk Divjak.

			‘The Serb rascal?’

			‘The same.’

			Macy looked away and frowned. ‘Why now? Why not a couple of years back? And who were Chumak and Bukov? They were nothing. You don’t go assassinating a man like Bobby Harland because of a couple of dead grease monkeys. It doesn’t add up.’

			‘They had a go at me today,’ said Samson, and Macy looked up from his glass. ‘I thought he was going to attack Zoe Freemantle, but there’s no doubt he was after me, though he was about as useless an assassin as ever lived. I believe they put a tracker on my bike.’ He told him the whole story.

			‘Well, that does change things. Did you tell Nyman?’

			Samson shook his head.

			‘Good.’

			The food arrived and Macy ordered another bottle of wine.

			‘I thought we had a conference call later.’

			‘We do, and it’s important but, frankly, I need this.’ He stopped, pushed the veal around his plate, ate a potato then put his knife and fork down. ‘So Nyman put surveillance on you without knowing about this attack on you. He will have got the security services involved, and they wouldn’t be up for that unless they thought there would be success at the end of it. So what’s he told them? What does he know that he hasn’t told you?’ Macy may have been feverishly trying to forget his grief, but what he said made sense.

			Samson thought for a few moments. ‘My rule with Nyman is that the thing he tells you is usually dead opposite of the truth, so I’m working on the assumption that it has nothing to do with Narva. Oh, by the way, I got sacked from GreenState. Zoe eyeballed me at the Junction and had me fired for stalking her, so I guess that’s the end of that job. And another thing, I had to lose the motorbike.’

			‘You’ve had a busy day. That’s a pity, but it couldn’t be avoided. You had to defend yourself.’ He paused and considered his uneaten meal. ‘Actually, the conference call is all to do with her.’ He put his hand up. ‘Don’t ask! Denis will fill you in.’

			‘Hisami! What’s he got to do with this?’

			‘He’s paying the bills. That’s why you were getting two grand a day, Samson.’

			‘Why’s he protecting a young environmentalist in London?’

			‘You can ask him yourself shortly.’ He checked his watch. ‘I told him you needed more information and that you were likely to get bored and chuck in the towel unless he told you more.’

			As Samson would remember it, Imogen phoned a few moments later. In fact, Macy and he talked for twenty minutes about Berlin and how Harland had extracted firstly an Arab terrorist and, on the night when the Wall came down, brought two agents over, the art historian Rudi Rosenharte and the woman who was known as Kafka – Ulrike Klaar – whom Harland eventually married. Both had been working for Bobby.

			When Imogen’s call came, Macy listened intently then exclaimed, ‘Jesus Christ! Is he alive?’ Without looking at Samson, he asked, ‘What about his wife, Anastasia? She’s okay – good.’ He listened a few more seconds, then hung up and searched for a text from Imogen with the link she’d mentioned.

			‘What the hell’s happened?’

			‘Hisami was poisoned in Congress. He’s still alive. A lawyer is dead. It’s all on CNN.’

			Macy found it on his phone and held it so Samson could see the screen. The clip started with a reporter in the hallway of the Rayburn Building explaining that a Foreign Affairs hearing had been cleared because a witness and his lawyer had fallen ill at a dramatic moment in the proceedings. The voice of the reporter continued as footage from inside Room 2172 was shown. The Ranking Member, Congressman Speight, was seen flourishing evidence of money transfers to Kurd-controlled accounts. The cameras turned to the lawyer, who was gripped by some sort of spasm. Samson saw Anastasia jump up and call for help. At that moment, Denis fell over the back of his chair and collapsed at the feet of Jim Tulliver. There followed random footage from the media cameras in the room, as well as from people’s phones, which did a better job of capturing the chaos of the situation. The report cut from a close-up of Denis Hisami’s body on the floor to a shot of the lawyer, who already looked dead but was said to have survived another thirty minutes, then to the chair of the committee waving people out of the room and Speight shouting at someone and gesticulating.

			‘At this time,’ said the reporter to camera, ‘the FBI has confirmed that Mr Hisami and Mr Steen were poisoned, but there is no information as yet about the substance used. Samples have been taken from Room 2172 where the hearing was taking place and freshman congresswoman Shera Ricard’s office, where a meeting was held before the hearing, attended by Hisami and Steen. The Agency has confirmed that tests are being conducted on the others at that meeting. These include Congresswoman Ricard and Denis Hisami’s wife, Anastasia. No trace of the substance has yet been found in the Cannon Building. It will likely be compared with those collected when a nerve agent called Novichok was used in the case of a Russian father and daughter in Salisbury, England, in 2018. In the past, the FBI has been unwilling to reveal such details. They are examining footage from the media taken immediately before the hearing and the Bureau is appealing to any members of the public who may have useful footage on their phones. At the time of the hearing, a group protesting against climate change were demonstrating in the network of tunnels under the Capitol. An FBI spokesperson stressed that the Agency does not believe the protestors had anything to do with the incident, but they may have recorded valuable evidence in filming the protest. We will bring you updates on Mr Hisami’s condition and any further developments as we have them.’
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