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  Historical note: The launch of the first American space satellite, Explorer I, was originally scheduled for Wednesday 29 January, 1958. Late that

  evening, it was postponed to the following day. The reason given was the weather. Observers at Cape Canaveral were puzzled: it was a perfect, sunny Florida day. But the army said that a

  high-altitude wind called the jet stream was unfavourable.




  Next night, there was another postponement, and the same reason was given.




  The launch was finally attempted on Friday 31 January.




  







  ‘. . . from its beginning in 1947, the Central Intelligence Agency . . . has spent millions of dollars on a major program of research to find drugs and other esoteric methods to bring ordinary people, willing and unwilling alike, under complete control – to act, to talk, to reveal the most precious secrets, even to forget on command.’


  Thomas Powers, from the Introduction to
 The Search for the ‘Manchurian Candidate’:
 The CIA and Mind Control by John Marks


  






Nostalgia Isn’t What it Used to Be


I started by writing short stories. The first was a science-fiction effort, written in the summer of 1970. I was twenty-one, and temporarily working as a night security guard at a factory in Tottenham, so I had long, empty hours to fill. The story was not very good, and it has never been published.


That September I started my first real job, as a trainee reporter on the South Wales Echo, and in my spare time continued to write stories. None of them were published. I can see now that they read more like outlines. I knew how to plot, but I had not yet learned how to draw out the full emotional drama from the tense situations I was creating.


All my short stories were rejected, but I had better luck when I tried a novel. The greater length forced me to think more about characters and their feelings. I wrote a sexy, violent thriller about drug crime. Not many people bought it, but I had a real book to hold in my hand and show my friends, plus a cheque from the publisher for £200. This was 1973, and you could take the family to Majorca for two weeks on £200.


I was on my way. It didn’t take me long to figure out that there was no easy recipe for a good novel. The books people love, and remember for years, are usually good in every way: plot, character, prose, imagery, everything. The more I found out, the more it seemed I had to learn.


In the next four years I wrote nine more books, but the bestseller I longed for still eluded me. Slowly, I learned the lesson that car chases and bedroom high jinks aren’t exciting unless the reader cares passionately about the characters in the story. In Eye of the Needle I tried to create interesting and different characters instead of just inventing tense situations. That book was my first bestseller. It won the Edgar Award for Best Novel in 1979 and was made into a good low-budget movie starring Donald Sutherland. My career was launched.


In those days the USA accounted for two-thirds of my readers, the rest of the world one-third. Today the proportions are reversed, mainly because of increasing prosperity in Europe and elsewhere. I now have hundreds of thousands of readers in places where few people could afford books forty years ago: Brazil, China, Poland, Spain.


In some countries I’ve had the same publishers all this time: Lübbe in Germany, Mondadori in Italy. Thirty years ago Pan Macmillan became my British publisher with The Pillars of the Earth. Authors change publishers if they’re dissatisfied: when we find a good one we stay.


I’ve learned to love publishers who are fizzing with ideas for innovative ways to pique the interest of book lovers. Creating an air of eager anticipation for a new book is really important. The excitement starts in the office and spreads quickly to booksellers, the media, and readers. Good publishers know how to do this, and the best do it time and time again.


For this new edition, my publishers asked me to explain why I wrote Code to Zero, which is an amnesia story. I got the idea from a non-fiction book about a CIA research project, top secret of course, in which the agency tried to find drugs that would make people forget things. In Code to Zero, Luke, the hero who loses his memory, has to rediscover his entire life by detective work. I hope you enjoy it.


Ken Follett, January 2019








  PART 1




  







  5 A.M.




  The Jupiter C missile stands on the launch pad at Complex 26, Cape Canaveral. For secrecy, it is draped in vast canvas shrouds that hide everything but its tail, which is

  that of the Army’s familiar Redstone rocket. But the rest of it, under the concealing cloak, is quite unique . . . 




  He woke up scared.




  Worse than that: he was terrified. His heart was pounding, his breath came in gasps, and his body was taut. It was like a nightmare, except that waking brought no sense of relief. He felt that

  something dreadful had happened, but he did not know what it was.




  He opened his eyes. A faint light from another room dimly illuminated his surroundings, and he made out vague shapes, familiar but sinister. Somewhere nearby, water ran in a cistern.




  He tried to make himself calm. He swallowed, took regular breaths, and attempted to think straight. He was lying on a hard floor. He was cold, he hurt everywhere, and he had some kind of

  hangover, with a headache and a dry mouth and a feeling of nausea. He sat upright, shaking with fear. There was an unpleasant smell of damp floors washed with strong disinfectant. He recognized the

  outline of a row of washbasins.




  He was in a public toilet.




  He felt disgusted. He had been sleeping on the floor of a men’s room. What the hell had happened to him? He concentrated. He was fully dressed, wearing some kind of topcoat and heavy

  boots, though he had a feeling that these were not his clothes. His panic was subsiding, but in its place came a deeper fear, less hysterical but more rational. What had happened to him was very

  bad.




  He needed light.




  He got to his feet. He looked around, peering into the gloom, and guessed where the door might be. Holding his arms out in front of him in case of invisible obstacles, he made his way to a wall.

  Then he walked crabwise, his hands exploring. He found a cold glassy surface he guessed was a mirror, then there was a towel roller, then a metal box that might be a slot machine. At last his

  fingertips touched a switch, and he turned it on.




  Bright light flooded white-tiled walls, a concrete floor, and a line of toilets with open doors. In a corner was what looked like a bundle of old clothes. He asked himself how he got here. He

  concentrated hard. What had happened last night? He could not remember.




  The hysterical fear began to return as he realized he could not remember anything at all.




  He clenched his teeth to stop himself crying out. Yesterday . . . the day before . . . nothing. What was his name? He did not know.




  He turned toward the row of basins. Above them was a long mirror. In the glass he saw a filthy hobo, dressed in rags, with matted hair, a dirty face, and a crazy, pop-eyed stare. He looked at

  the hobo for a second, then he was hit by a terrible revelation. He started back, with a cry of shock, and the man in the mirror did the same. The hobo was himself.




  He could no longer hold back the tide of panic. He opened his mouth and, in a voice that shook with terror, he shouted: ‘Who am I?’




  

    * * *


  




  The bundle of old clothes moved. It rolled over, a face appeared, and a voice mumbled: ‘You’re a bum, Luke, pipe down.’




  His name was Luke.




  He was pathetically grateful for the knowledge. A name was not much, but it gave him a focus. He stared at his companion. The man wore a ripped tweed coat with a length of string around the

  waist for a belt. The grimy young face had a crafty look. The man rubbed his eyes and muttered: ‘My head hurts.’




  Luke said: ‘Who are you?’




  ‘I’m Pete, you retard, can’t you see?’




  ‘I can’t—’ Luke swallowed, holding down the panic. ‘I’ve lost my memory!’




  ‘I ain’t surprised. You drank most of a bottle of liquor yesterday. It’s a miracle you didn’t lose your entire mind.’ Pete licked his lips. ‘I didn’t

  get hardly any of that goddamn bourbon.’




  Bourbon would explain the hangover, Luke thought. ‘But why would I drink a whole bottle?’




  Pete laughed mockingly. ‘That’s about the dumbest question I ever heard. To get drunk, of course!’




  Luke was appalled. He was a drunken bum who slept in public toilets.




  He had a raging thirst. He bent over a washbasin, ran the cold water, and drank from the tap. It made him feel better. He wiped his mouth, then forced himself to look in the mirror again.




  The face was calmer now. The mad stare had gone, replaced by a look of bewilderment and dismay. The reflection showed a man in his late thirties, with dark hair and blue eyes. He had no beard or

  moustache, just a heavy growth of dark stubble.




  He turned back to his companion. ‘Luke what?’ he said. ‘What’s my last name?’




  ‘Luke . . . something, how the hell am I supposed to know?’




  ‘How did I get this way? How long has it been going on? Why did it happen?’




  Pete got to his feet. ‘I need some breakfast,’ he said.




  Luke realized he was hungry. He wondered if he had any money. He searched the pockets of his clothes: the raincoat, the jacket, the pants. All were empty. He had no money, no wallet, not even a

  handkerchief. No assets, no clues. ‘I think I’m broke,’ he said.




  ‘No kidding,’ Pete said sarcastically. ‘Come on.’ He stumbled through a doorway.




  Luke followed.




  When he emerged into the light, he suffered another shock. He was in a huge temple, empty and eerily silent. Mahogany benches stood in rows on the marble floor, like church pews waiting for a

  ghostly congregation. Around the vast room, on a high stone lintel atop rows of pillars, surreal stone warriors with helmets and shields stood guard over the holy place. Far above their heads was a

  vaulted ceiling richly decorated with gilded octagons. The insane thought crossed Luke’s mind that he had been the sacrificial victim in a weird rite that had left him with no memory.




  Awestruck, he said: ‘What is this place?’




  ‘Union Station, Washington, DC,’ said Pete.




  A relay closed in Luke’s mind, and the whole thing made sense. With relief he saw the grime on the walls, the chewing gum trodden into the marble floor, and the candy wrappers and

  cigarette packs in the corners, and he felt foolish. He was in a grandiose train station, early in the morning before it filled up with passengers. He had scared himself, like a child imagining

  monsters in a darkened bedroom.




  Pete headed for a triumphal arch marked ‘Exit’, and Luke hurried after him.




  An aggressive voice called: ‘Hey! Hey, you!’




  Pete said: ‘Oh-oh.’ He quickened his step.




  A stout man in a tight-fitting railroad uniform bore down on them, full of righteous indignation. ‘Where did you bums spring from?’




  Pete whined: ‘We’re leaving, we’re leaving.’




  Luke was humiliated to be chased out of a train station by a fat official.




  The man was not content just to get rid of them. ‘You been sleeping here, ain’t you?’ he protested, following hard on their heels. ‘You know that ain’t

  allowed.’




  It angered Luke to be lectured like a schoolboy, even though he guessed he deserved it. He had slept in the damn toilet. He suppressed a retort and walked faster.




  ‘This ain’t a flophouse,’ the man went on. ‘Damn bums, now scram!’ He shoved Luke’s shoulder.




  Luke turned suddenly and confronted the man. ‘Don’t touch me,’ he said. He was surprised by the quiet menace in his own voice. The official stopped short. ‘We’re

  leaving, so you don’t need to do or say anything more, is that clear?’




  The man took a big step backward, looking scared.




  Pete took Luke’s arm. ‘Let’s go.’




  Luke felt ashamed. The guy was an officious twerp, but Luke and Pete were vagrants, and a railroad employee had the right to throw them out. Luke had no business intimidating him.




  They passed through the majestic archway. It was dark outside. A few cars were parked around the traffic circle in front of the station, but the streets were quiet. The air was bitterly cold,

  and Luke drew his ragged clothes closer about him. It was winter, a frosty morning in Washington, maybe January or February.




  He wondered what year it was.




  Pete turned left, apparently sure where he was going. Luke followed. ‘Where are we headed?’ he asked.




  ‘I know a gospel shop on H Street where we can get free breakfast, so long as you don’t mind singing a hymn or two.’




  ‘I’m starving, I’ll sing a whole oratorio.’




  Pete confidently followed a zigzag route through a low-rent neighbourhood. The city was not yet awake. The houses were dark and the stores shuttered, the greasy spoons and the news-stands not

  yet open. Glancing at a bedroom window hung with cheap curtains, Luke imagined a man inside, fast asleep under a pile of blankets, his wife warm beside him; and he felt a pang of envy. It seemed

  that he belonged out here, in the pre-dawn community of men and women who ventured into the cold streets while ordinary people slept on: the man in work clothes shuffling to an early-morning job;

  the young bicycle rider muffled in scarf and gloves; the solitary woman smoking in the brightly lit interior of a bus.




  His mind seethed with anxious questions. How long had he been a drunk? Had he ever tried to dry out? Did he have any family who might help him? Where had he met Pete? Where did they get the

  booze? Where did they drink it? But Pete’s manner was taciturn, and Luke controlled his impatience, hoping Pete might be more forthcoming when he had some food inside him.




  They came to a small church standing defiantly between a cinema and a smoke shop. They entered by a side door and went down a flight of stairs to the basement. Luke found himself in a long room

  with a low ceiling – the crypt, he guessed. At one end he saw an upright piano and a small pulpit; at the other, a kitchen range. In between were three rows of trestle tables with benches.

  Three bums sat there, one at each table, staring patiently into space. At the kitchen end, a dumpy woman stirred a big pot. Beside her, a grey-bearded man wearing a clerical collar looked up from a

  coffee urn and smiled. ‘Come in, come in!’ he said cheerfully. ‘Come into the warm.’ Luke regarded him warily, wondering if he was for real.




  It was warm, stiflingly so after the wintry air outside. Luke unbuttoned his grubby trench coat. Pete said: ‘Morning, Pastor Lonegan.’




  The pastor said: ‘Have you been here before? I’ve forgotten your name.’




  ‘I’m Pete, he’s Luke.’




  ‘Two disciples!’ His bonhomie seemed genuine. ‘You’re a little early for breakfast, but there’s fresh coffee.’




  Luke wondered how Lonegan maintained his cheery disposition when he had to get up this early to serve breakfast to a roomful of catatonic deadbeats.




  The pastor poured coffee into thick mugs. ‘Milk and sugar?’




  Luke did not know whether he liked milk and sugar in his coffee. ‘Yes, thank you,’ he said, guessing. He accepted the mug and sipped the coffee. It tasted sickeningly creamy and

  sweet. He guessed he normally took it black. But it assuaged his hunger, and he drank it all quickly.




  ‘We’ll have a word of prayer in a few minutes,’ said the pastor. ‘By the time we’re done, Mrs Lonegan’s famous oatmeal should be cooked to

  perfection.’




  Luke decided his suspicion had been unworthy. Pastor Lonegan was what he seemed, a cheerful guy who liked to help people.




  Luke and Pete sat at the rough plank table, and Luke studied his companion. Until now, he had noticed only the dirty face and ragged clothes. Now he saw that Pete had none of the marks of a

  long-term drunk: no broken veins, no dry skin flaking off the face, no cuts or bruises. Perhaps he was too young – only about twenty-five, Luke guessed. But Pete was slightly disfigured. He

  had a dark red birthmark that ran from his right ear to his jawline. His teeth were uneven and discoloured. The dark moustache had probably been grown to distract attention from his bad teeth, back

  in the days when he cared about his appearance. Luke sensed suppressed anger in him. He guessed that Pete resented the world, maybe for making him ugly, maybe for some other reason. He probably had

  a theory that the country was being ruined by some group he hated: Chinese immigrants, or uppity Negroes, or a shadowy club of ten rich men who secretly controlled the stock market.




  ‘What are you staring at?’ Pete said.




  Luke shrugged and did not reply. On the table was a newspaper folded open at the crossword, and a stub of pencil. Luke glanced idly at the grid, picked up the pencil, and started to fill in the

  answers.




  More bums drifted in. Mrs Lonegan put out a stack of heavy bowls and a pile of spoons. Luke got all the crossword clues but one: ‘Small place in Denmark,’ six letters. Pastor Lonegan

  looked over his shoulder at the filled-out grid, raised his eyebrows in surprise, and said quietly to his wife: ‘Oh, what a noble mind is here o’erthrown!’




  Luke immediately got the last clue – Hamlet – and wrote it in. Then he thought: ‘How did I know that?’




  He unfolded the paper and looked at the front page for the date. It was Wednesday, 29 January 1958. His eye was caught by the headline U.S. MOON STAYS EARTHBOUND. He read on:




  

    

      

        Cape Canaveral, Tuesday: The U.S. Navy today abandoned a second attempt to launch its space rocket, Vanguard, after multiple technical problems.




        The decision comes two months after the first Vanguard launch ended in humiliating disaster when the rocket exploded two seconds after ignition.




        American hopes of launching a space satellite to rival the Soviet Sputnik now rest with the Army’s rival Jupiter missile.


      


    


  




  The piano sounded a strident chord, and Luke looked up. Mrs Lonegan was playing the introductory notes of a familiar hymn. She and her husband began to sing ‘What a Friend We Have in

  Jesus’, and Luke joined in, pleased he could remember it.




  Bourbon had a strange effect, he thought. He could do the crossword and sing a hymn from memory, but he did not know his mother’s name. Perhaps he had been drinking for years, and had

  damaged his brain. He wondered how he could have let such a thing happen.




  After the hymn, Pastor Lonegan read some Bible verses, then told them all that they could be saved. Here was a group that really needed saving, Luke thought. All the same, he was not tempted to

  put his faith in Jesus. First he needed to find out who he was.




  The pastor extemporized a prayer, they sang grace, then the men lined up and Mrs Lonegan served them hot oatmeal with syrup. Luke ate three bowls. Afterwards, he felt much better. His hangover

  was receding fast.




  Impatient to resume his questions, he approached the pastor. ‘Sir, have you seen me here before? I’ve lost my memory.’




  Lonegan looked hard at him. ‘You know, I don’t believe I have. But I meet hundreds of people every week, and I could be mistaken. How old are you?’




  ‘I don’t know,’ Luke said, feeling foolish.




  ‘Late thirties, I’d say. You haven’t been living rough very long. It takes its toll on a man. But you walk with a spring in your step, your skin is clear under the dirt, and

  you’re still alert enough to do a crossword puzzle. Quit drinking now, and you could lead a normal life again.’




  Luke wondered how many times the pastor had said that. ‘I’m going to try,’ he promised.




  ‘If you need help, just ask.’ A young man who appeared to be mentally handicapped was persistently patting Lonegan’s arm, and he turned to him with a patient smile.




  Luke spoke to Pete. ‘How long have you known me?’




  ‘I don’t know, you been around a while.’




  ‘Where did we spend the night before last?’




  ‘Relax, will you? Your memory will come back sooner or later.’




  ‘I have to find out where I’m from.’




  Pete hesitated. ‘What we need is a beer,’ he said. ‘Help us think straight.’ He turned for the door.




  Luke grabbed his arm. ‘I don’t want a beer,’ he said decisively. Pete did not want him to dig into his past, it seemed. Perhaps he was afraid of losing a companion. Well, that

  was too bad. Luke had more important things to do than keep Pete company. ‘In fact,’ he said, ‘I think I’d like to be alone for a while.’




  ‘What are you, Greta Garbo?’




  ‘I’m serious.’




  ‘You need me to look out for you. You can’t make it on your own. Hell, you can’t even remember how old you are.’




  Pete had a desperate look in his eyes, but Luke was unmoved. ‘I appreciate your concern, but you’re not helping me find out who I am.’




  After a moment Pete shrugged. ‘You got a right.’ He turned to the door again. ‘See you around, maybe.’




  ‘Maybe.’




  Pete went out. Luke shook Pastor Lonegan’s hand. ‘Thank you for everything,’ he said.




  ‘I hope you find what you’re looking for,’ said the pastor.




  Luke went up the stairs and out into the street. Pete was on the next block, speaking to a man in a green gaberdine raincoat with a matching cap – begging the price of a beer, Luke

  guessed. He walked in the opposite direction and turned around the first corner.




  It was still dark. Luke’s feet were cold, and he realized he was not wearing socks under his boots. As he hurried on, a light flurry of snow fell. After a few minutes, he eased his pace.

  He had no reason to rush. It made no difference whether he walked fast or slow. He stopped, and took shelter in a doorway.




  He had nowhere to go.




  







  6 A.M.




  The rocket is surrounded on three sides by a service gantry that holds it in a steel embrace. The gantry, actually a converted oilfield derrick, is mounted on two sets of

  wheels that run on wide-gauge rails. The entire service structure, bigger than a town house, will be rolled back three hundred feet before the launch.




  Elspeth woke up worrying about Luke.




  She lay in bed for a few moments, her heart heavy with concern for the man she loved. Then she switched on the bedside lamp and sat upright.




  Her motel room was decorated with a space-programme theme. The floor lamp was shaped like a rocket, and the pictures on the walls showed planets, crescent moons and orbital paths in a wildly

  unrealistic night sky. The Starlite was one of a cluster of new motels that had sprouted among the sand dunes in the area of Cocoa Beach, Florida, eight miles south of Cape Canaveral, to

  accommodate the influx of visitors. The decorator had obviously thought the outer-space theme appropriate, but it made Elspeth feel as if she were borrowing the bedroom of a ten-year-old boy.




  She picked up the bedside phone and dialled Anthony Carroll’s office in Washington, D.C. At the other end, the phone rang unanswered. She tried his home number with the same result. Had

  something gone wrong? She felt sick with fear. She told herself that Anthony must be on his way to the office. She would call again in half an hour. It could not take him longer than thirty minutes

  to drive to work.




  As she showered, she thought about Luke and Anthony when she had first known them. They were at Harvard when she was at Radcliffe, before the war. The boys were in the Harvard Glee Club: Luke

  had a nice baritone voice and Anthony a wonderful tenor. Elspeth had been the conductor of the Radcliffe Choral Society and had organized a joint concert with the Glee Club.




  Best friends, Luke and Anthony had made an odd couple. Both were tall and athletic, but there the resemblance ended. The Radcliffe girls had called them Beauty and the Beast. Luke was Beauty,

  with his wavy black hair and elegant clothes. Anthony was not handsome, with his big nose and long chin, and he always looked as if he were wearing someone else’s suit, but girls were

  attracted to his energy and enthusiasm.




  Elspeth showered quickly. In her bathrobe, she sat at the dressing table to do her make-up. She put her wristwatch beside the eyeliner so that she would know when thirty minutes was up.




  She had been sitting at a dressing table wearing a bathrobe the first time she ever spoke to Luke. It was during a panty raid. A group of Harvard boys, some drunk, had climbed into the dormitory

  building through a ground-floor window late one evening. Now, almost twenty years later, it seemed incredible to her that she and the other girls had feared nothing worse than having their

  underwear stolen. Had the world been more innocent then?




  By chance, Luke had come to her room. He was a math major, like her. Although he was wearing a mask, she recognized his clothes, a pale grey Irish tweed jacket with a red spotted cotton

  handkerchief in the breast pocket. Once alone with her, Luke had seemed embarrassed, as if it had just occurred to him that what he was doing was foolish. She had smiled, pointed to the closet, and

  said: ‘Top drawer.’ He had taken a pair of pretty white panties with a lace edging, and Elspeth felt a pang of regret – they had been expensive. But the next day he asked her for

  a date.




  She tried to concentrate on her make-up. The job was more difficult than usual this morning, because she had slept badly. Foundation smoothed her cheeks and salmon-pink lipstick brightened her

  mouth. She had a math degree from Radcliffe, but still she was expected to look like a mannequin at work.




  She brushed her hair. It was reddish brown, and cut in the fashionable style: chin-length and turned under at the back. She dressed quickly in a sleeveless shirtwaist dress of green-and-tan

  striped cotton with a wide dark brown patent-leather belt.




  Twenty-nine minutes had elapsed since she had tried to call Anthony.




  To pass the last minute, she thought about the number 29. It was a prime number – it could not be divided by any number except itself and 1 – but otherwise it was not very

  interesting. The only unusual thing about it was that 29 plus 2x2 was a prime number for every value of x up to 28. She calculated the series in her head: 29, 31, 37, 47, 61, 79, 101,

  127 . . . 




  She picked up the phone and dialled Anthony’s office again.




  There was no reply.




  







  1941




  Elspeth Twomey fell in love with Luke the first time he kissed her.




  Most Harvard boys had no idea how to kiss. They either bruised your lips with a brutal smackeroo, or opened their mouths so wide you felt like a dentist. When Luke kissed her, at five minutes to

  midnight in the shadows of the Radcliffe Dormitory Quad, he was passionate yet tender. His lips moved all the time, not just on her mouth but on her cheeks and her eyelids and her throat. The tip

  of his tongue probed gently between her lips, politely asking permission to come in, and she did not even pretend to hesitate. Afterwards, sitting in her room, she had looked into the mirror and

  whispered to her reflection: ‘I think I love him.’




  That had been six months ago, and the feeling had grown stronger since. Now she was seeing Luke almost every day. They were both in their senior year. Every day they either met for lunch or

  studied together for a couple of hours. Weekends they spent almost all their time together.




  It was not uncommon for Radcliffe girls to get engaged in their final year, to a Harvard boy or a young professor. They would marry in the summer, go on a long honeymoon, then move into an

  apartment when they returned. They would start work, and a year or so later have their first baby.




  But Luke had never spoken about marriage.




  She looked at him now, sitting in a booth at the back of Flanagan’s bar, arguing with Bern Rothsten, a tall graduate student with a bushy black moustache and a hardbitten look.

  Luke’s dark hair kept falling forward over his eyes, and he pushed it back with his left hand, a familiar gesture. When he was older, and had a responsible job, he would put goop on his hair

  to make it stay in place, and then he would not be quite so sexy, she thought.




  Bern was a communist, like many Harvard students and professors. ‘Your father’s a banker,’ he said to Luke with disdain. ‘You’ll be a banker, too. Of course you

  think capitalism is great.’




  Elspeth saw a flush rise at Luke’s throat. His father had recently been featured in a Time magazine article as one of ten men who had become millionaires since the Depression. However, she

  guessed he was blushing not because he was a rich kid, but because he was fond of his family, and resented the implied criticism of his father. She felt angry for him, and said indignantly:

  ‘We don’t judge people by their parents, Bern!’




  Luke said: ‘Anyway, banking is an honourable job. Bankers help people to start businesses and provide employment.’




  ‘Like they did in 1929.’




  ‘They make mistakes. Sometimes they help the wrong people. Soldiers make mistakes – they shoot the wrong people – but I don’t accuse you of being a murderer.’




  It was Bern’s turn to look wounded. He had fought in the Spanish Civil War – he was older than the rest of them by three or four years – and Elspeth now guessed he was

  remembering some tragic error.




  Luke added: ‘Anyway, I don’t aim to be a banker.’




  Bern’s dowdy girlfriend, Peg, leaned forward, interested. Like Bern, she was intense in her convictions, but she did not have his sarcastic tongue. ‘What, then?’




  ‘A scientist.’




  ‘What kind?’




  Luke pointed upward. ‘I want to explore beyond our planet.’




  Bern laughed scornfully. ‘Space rockets! A schoolboy fantasy.’




  Elspeth leaped to Luke’s defence again. ‘Knock it off, Bern, you don’t know what you’re talking about.’ Bern’s subject was French literature.




  However, Luke did not appear to have been stung by the sneer. Perhaps he was accustomed to having his dream laughed at. ‘I think it’s going to happen,’ he said. ‘And

  I’ll tell you something else. I believe science will do more than communism for ordinary people in our lifetime.’




  Elspeth winced. She loved Luke, but she felt he was naive about politics. ‘Too simple,’ she said to him. ‘The benefits of science are restricted to the privileged

  elite.’




  ‘That’s just not true,’ Luke said. ‘Steamships make life better for seamen as well as for transatlantic passengers.’




  Bern said: ‘Have you ever been in the engine room of an ocean liner?’




  ‘Yes, and no one was dying of scurvy.’




  A tall figure cast a shadow over the table. ‘Are you kids old enough to drink alcoholic liquor in public?’ It was Anthony Carroll, wearing a blue serge suit that looked as if he had

  slept in it. With him was someone so striking that Elspeth uttered an involuntary murmur of surprise. She was a small girl with a petite figure, fashionably dressed in a short red jacket and a

  loose black skirt, with curls of dark hair escaping from under a little red hat with a peak. ‘Meet Billie Josephson,’ said Anthony.




  Bern Rothsten said to her: ‘Are you Jewish?’




  She was startled to be asked so directly. ‘Yes.’




  ‘So you can marry Anthony, but you can’t join his country club.’




  Anthony protested: ‘I don’t belong to a country club.’




  ‘You will, Anthony, you will,’ said Bern.




  Luke stood up to shake hands, nudged the table with his thighs, and knocked over a glass. It was unusual for him to be clumsy, and Elspeth realized with a twinge of annoyance that he was

  instantly taken with Miss Josephson. ‘I’m surprised,’ he said, giving her his most charming smile. ‘When Anthony said his date was called Billie, I imagined someone six feet

  tall and built like a wrestler.’




  Billie laughed merrily and slid into the booth beside Luke. ‘My name is Bilhah,’ she said. ‘It’s biblical, she was the handmaiden of Rachel and the mother of Dan. But I

  was brought up in Dallas, where they called me Billie-Jo.’




  Anthony sat next to Elspeth and said quietly: ‘Isn’t she pretty?’




  Billie was not exactly pretty, Elspeth thought. She had a narrow face, with a sharp nose and large, intense, dark brown eyes. It was the whole package that was so stunning: the red lipstick, the

  angle of the hat, the Texas accent, and most of all her animation. While she talked to Luke, telling him some story about Texans now, she smiled, frowned, and pantomimed all kinds of emotion.

  ‘She’s cute,’ Elspeth said to Anthony. ‘I don’t know why I never noticed her before.’




  ‘She works all the time, doesn’t go to many parties.’




  ‘So how did you meet her?’




  ‘I noticed her in the Fogg Museum. She was wearing a green coat with brass buttons and a beret. I thought she looked like a toy soldier fresh out of the box.’




  Billie was not any kind of toy, Elspeth thought. She was more dangerous than that. Billie laughed at something Luke had said and swiped his arm in mock admonishment. The gesture was flirtatious,

  Elspeth thought. Irritated, she interrupted them and said to Billie: ‘Are you planning to beat the curfew tonight?’




  Radcliffe girls were supposed to be in their dormitories by ten o’clock. They could get permission to stay out later, but they had to put their name in a book, with details of where they

  planned to go and what time they would be back; and their return time was checked. However, they were clever women, and the complex rules only inspired them to ingenious deceptions. Billie said:

  ‘I’m supposed to be spending the night with a visiting aunt who has taken a suite at the Ritz. What’s your story?’




  ‘No story, just a ground-floor window that will be open all night.’




  Billie lowered her voice. ‘In fact, I’m staying with friends of Anthony’s in Fenway.’




  Anthony looked sheepish. ‘Some people my mother knows, who have a large apartment,’ he said to Elspeth. ‘Don’t give me that old-fashioned look, they’re terribly

  respectable.’




  ‘I should hope so,’ Elspeth said primly, and she had the satisfaction of seeing Billie blush. Turning to Luke, she said: ‘Honey, what time is the movie?’




  He looked at his wristwatch. ‘We’ve got to go,’ he said.




  Luke had borrowed a car for the weekend. It was a two-seater Ford Model A roadster, ten years old, its sit-up-and-beg shape looking antiquated beside the streamlined cars of the early

  forties.




  Luke handled the old car skilfully, obviously enjoying himself. They drove into Boston. Elspeth asked herself if she had been bitchy to Billie. Maybe, a little, she decided, but she was not

  going to shed any tears.




  They went to see Alfred Hitchcock’s latest film, Suspicion, at Loew’s State Theatre. In the darkness, Luke put his arm around Elspeth, and she laid her head on his shoulder.

  She felt it was a pity they had chosen a film about a disastrous marriage.




  Around midnight they returned to Cambridge and pulled off Memorial Drive to park facing the Charles River, next to the boathouse. The car had no heater, and Elspeth turned up the fur collar of

  her coat and leaned against Luke for warmth.




  They talked about the movie. Elspeth thought that in real life the Joan Fontaine character, a repressed girl brought up by stuffy parents, would never be attracted to the kind of

  ne’er-do-well Cary Grant had played. Luke said: ‘But that’s why she fell for him – because he was dangerous.’




  ‘Are dangerous people attractive?’




  ‘Absolutely.’




  Elspeth turned away from him and looked at the reflection of the moon on the restless surface of the water. Billie Josephson was dangerous, she thought.




  Luke sensed her annoyance and changed the subject. ‘This afternoon, Professor Davies told me I could do my master’s degree right here at Harvard if I want.’




  ‘What made him say that?’




  ‘I mentioned that I was hoping to go to Columbia. He said: “What for? Stay here!” I explained that my family’s in New York, and he said: “Family. Huh!” Like

  that. Like I couldn’t possibly be a serious mathematician if I cared about seeing my little sister.’




  Luke was the eldest of four children. His mother was French. His father had met her in Paris at the end of the First World War. Elspeth knew that Luke was fond of his two teenage brothers and

  doted on his eleven-year-old sister. ‘Professor Davies is a bachelor,’ she said. ‘He lives for his work.’




  ‘Have you thought about doing a master’s?’




  Elspeth’s heart missed a beat. ‘Should I?’ Was he asking her to go to Columbia with him?




  ‘You’re a better mathematician than most of the Harvard men.’




  ‘I’ve always wanted to work at the State Department.’




  ‘That would mean living in Washington.’




  Elspeth was sure Luke had not planned this conversation. He was just thinking aloud. It was typical of a man, to talk without a moment’s forethought about matters that affected their whole

  lives. But he seemed dismayed that they might move to different cities. The solution to the dilemma must be as obvious to him as it was to her, she thought happily.




  ‘Have you ever been in love?’ he said suddenly. Realizing he had been abrupt, he added: ‘It’s a very personal question, I don’t have any right to ask.’




  ‘That’s okay,’ she said. Any time he wanted to talk about love, it was fine with her. ‘As a matter of fact, I have been in love.’ She watched his face in the

  moonlight, and was gratified to see the shadow of displeasure flicker across his expression. ‘When I was seventeen, there was a steelworks dispute in Chicago. I was very political, in those

  days. I went to help, as a volunteer, carrying messages and making coffee. I worked for a young organizer called Jack Largo, and I fell in love with him.’




  ‘And he with you?’




  ‘Goodness, no. He was twenty-five, he thought of me as a kid. He was kind to me, and charming, but he was like that with everyone.’ She hesitated. ‘He kissed me once,

  though.’ She wondered whether she should be telling Luke this, but she felt the need to unburden herself. ‘We were alone in the back room, packing leaflets in boxes, and I said

  something that made him laugh, I don’t even remember what it was. “You’re a gem, Ellie,” he said – he was one of those men who shorten everyone’s name, he would

  have called you Lou for sure. Then he kissed me, right on the lips. I nearly died of joy. But he just went on packing leaflets as though nothing had changed.’




  ‘I think he did fall in love with you.’




  ‘Maybe.’




  ‘Are you still in touch with him?’




  She shook her head. ‘He died.’




  ‘So young!’




  ‘He was killed.’ She fought back sudden tears. The last thing she wanted was for Luke to think she was still in love with the memory of Jack. ‘Two off-duty policemen, hired by

  the steelworks, got him in an alley and beat him to death with iron bars.’




  ‘Jesus Christ!’ Luke stared at her.




  ‘Everyone in town knew who had done it, but nobody was arrested.’




  He took her hand. ‘I’ve read about that kind of stuff in the papers, but it never seemed real.’




  ‘It’s real. The mills must keep rolling. Anyone who gets in the way has to be rubbed out.’




  ‘You make it sound as if industry were no better than organized crime.’




  ‘I don’t see a big difference. But I don’t get involved any more. That was enough.’ Luke had started talking about love, but she had stupidly moved the conversation on to

  politics. She switched back. ‘What about you?’ she said. ‘Have you ever been in love?’




  ‘I’m not sure,’ he said hesitantly. ‘I don’t think I know what love is.’ It was a typical boy’s answer. Then he kissed her, and she relaxed.




  She liked to touch him with her fingertips while they kissed, stroking his ears and the line of his jaw, his hair and the back of his neck. Every now and again he stopped to look at her,

  studying her with the hint of a smile, making her think of Hamlet’s Ophelia saying: ‘He fell to such perusal of my face, as a would draw it.’ Then he would kiss her again.

  What made her feel so good was the thought that he liked her this much.




  After a while he drew away from her and sighed heavily. ‘I wonder how married people ever get bored,’ he said. ‘They never have to stop.’




  She liked this talk of marriage. ‘Their children stop them, I guess,’ she said with a laugh.




  ‘Do you want to have children, some day?’




  She felt her breath come faster. What was he asking her? ‘Of course I do.’




  ‘I’d like four.’




  The same as his parents. ‘Boys or girls?’




  ‘A mixture.’




  There was a pause. Elspeth was afraid to say anything. The silence stretched out. Eventually he turned to her with a serious look. ‘How would you feel about that? Having four

  children?’




  It was the cue she had been waiting for. She smiled happily. ‘If they were yours, I’d love it,’ she said.




  He kissed her again.




  Soon it became too cold to stay where they were, and reluctantly they drove back towards the Radcliffe dorms.




  As they were passing through Harvard Square, a figure waved to them from the side of the road. ‘Is that Anthony?’ Luke said incredulously.




  It was, Elspeth saw. Billie was with him.




  Luke pulled over, and Anthony came to the window. ‘I’m glad I spotted you,’ he said. ‘I need a favour.’




  Billie stood behind Anthony, shivering in the cold night air, looking furious. ‘What are you doing here?’ Elspeth asked Anthony.




  ‘There’s been a muddle. My friends in Fenway have gone away for the weekend – they must have got the dates mixed up. Billie has nowhere to go.’




  Billie had lied about where she was spending the night, Elspeth recalled. Now she could not return to her dorm without revealing her deception.




  ‘I took her to the House.’ He meant Cambridge House, where he and Luke lived. Harvard men’s dormitories were called ‘Houses’. ‘I thought she could sleep in

  our room, and Luke and I could spend the night in the library.’




  Elspeth said: ‘You’re crazy.’




  Luke put in: ‘It’s been done before. So what went wrong?’




  ‘We were seen.’




  ‘Oh, no!’ Elspeth said. For a girl to be found in a man’s room was a serious offence, especially at night. Both the man and the woman could be expelled from the university.




  Luke said: ‘Who saw you?’




  ‘Geoff Pidgeon and a whole bunch of men.’




  ‘Well, Geoff’s all right, but who was with him?’




  ‘I’m not sure. It was half dark and they were all drunk. I’ll talk to them in the morning.’




  Luke nodded. ‘What are you going to do now?’




  ‘Billie has a cousin who lives in Newport, Rhode Island,’ Anthony said. ‘Would you drive her there?’




  ‘What?’ said Elspeth. ‘But it’s fifty miles away!’




  ‘So it will take an hour or two,’ Anthony said dismissively. ‘What do you say, Luke?’




  ‘Of course,’ Luke said.




  Elspeth had known he would comply. It was a matter of honour for him to help out a friend, regardless of inconvenience. But she was angry all the same.




  ‘Hey, thanks,’ Anthony said lightly.




  ‘No problem,’ Luke said. ‘Well, there is a problem. This car is a two-seater.’




  Elspeth opened the door and got out. ‘Be my guest,’ she said sulkily. She felt ashamed of herself for being so bad-tempered. Luke was right to rescue a friend in trouble. But she

  hated the thought of him spending two hours in this little car with sexy Billie Josephson.




  Luke sensed her displeasure and said: ‘Elspeth, get back in, I’ll drive you home first.’




  She tried to be gracious. ‘No need,’ she said. ‘Anthony can walk me to the dorm. And Billie looks as if she might freeze to death.’




  ‘Okay, if you’re sure,’ Luke said.




  Elspeth wished he had not agreed quite so fast.




  Billie kissed Elspeth’s cheek. ‘I don’t know how to thank you,’ she said. She got into the car and closed the door without saying goodbye to Anthony.




  Luke waved and drove off.




  Anthony and Elspeth stood and watched the car recede into the darkness.




  ‘Hell,’ said Elspeth.




  







  6.30 A.M.




  Stencilled on the side of the white rocket is the designation ‘UE’ in huge black letters. This is a simple code –
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  – so UE is missile number 29. The purpose of the code is to avoid giving clues as to how many missiles have been produced.




  Daylight crept stealthily over the cold city. Men and women came out of the houses, narrowing their eyes and pursing their lips against the biting wind, and hurried through the

  grey streets, heading for the warmth and bright lights of the offices and stores, hotels and restaurants where they worked.




  Luke had no destination: one street was as good as another when none of them meant anything. Maybe, he thought, he would turn the next corner and know, in a flash of revelation, that he was some

  place familiar – the street where he was brought up, or a building where he had worked. But every corner disappointed him.




  As the light improved, he began to study the people he passed. One of these could be his father, his sister, even his son. He kept hoping that one of them would catch his eye, and stop, and

  embrace him, and say:




  ‘Luke, what happened to you? Come home with me, let me help you!’ But perhaps a relative would turn a cold face to him and pass by. He might have done something to offend his family.

  Or they might live in another town.




  He began to feel he was not going to be lucky. No passer-by would embrace him with glad cries, and he was not suddenly going to recognize the street where he lived. Simply walking around

  fantasizing about a lucky break was no kind of strategy. He needed a plan. There must be some way to discover his identity.




  Luke wondered if he might be a Missing Person. There was a list, he felt sure, of such people, with a description of each. Who kept the list? It had to be the police.




  He seemed to remember passing a precinct house a few minutes earlier. He turned abruptly to go back. As he did so, he bumped into a young man in an olive-coloured gaberdine raincoat and matching

  cap. He had a feeling he might have seen the man before. Their eyes met, and, for a hopeful moment, Luke thought he might have been recognized; but the man looked away, embarrassed, and walked

  on.




  Swallowing his disappointment, Luke tried to retrace his steps. It was difficult, because he had turned corners and crossed streets more or less at random. However, he had to come across a

  police station sooner or later.




  As he walked, he tried to deduce information about himself. He watched a tall man in a grey Homburg hat light a cigarette and take a long, satisfying drag, but he had no desire for tobacco. He

  guessed he did not smoke. Looking at cars, he knew that the racy, low-slung designs he found attractive were new. He decided he liked fast cars, and he was sure he could drive. He also knew the

  make and model names of most of the cars he saw. That was the kind of information he had retained, along with how to speak English.




  When he glimpsed his reflection in a shop window, what he saw was a bum of indeterminate years. But when he looked at passers-by, he could tell if they were in their twenties, thirties, or

  forties, or older. He also found he automatically classified people as older or younger than himself. Thinking about it, he realized that people in their twenties seemed younger than he, and people

  in their forties older; so he had to be somewhere in between.




  These trifling victories over his amnesia gave him an inordinate sense of triumph.




  But he had completely lost his way. He was on a tawdry street of cheap shops, he saw with distaste: clothing stores with windows full of bargains, used-furniture stores, pawnbrokers, and grocery

  stores that took food stamps. He stopped suddenly and looked back, wondering what to do. Thirty yards behind him, he saw the man in a green gaberdine raincoat and cap, watching the TV in a store

  window.




  Luke frowned, thinking: ‘Is he shadowing me?’




  A shadow was always alone, rarely carried a briefcase or shopping bag, and inevitably appeared to be loitering rather than walking with a set purpose. The man in the olive cap matched the

  specification.




  It was easy enough to check.




  Luke walked to the end of the block, crossed the street, and walked back along the side. When he reached the far end he stood at the kerb and looked both ways. The olive raincoat was thirty

  yards behind him. Luke crossed again. To allay suspicion, he studied doors, as if looking for a street number. He went all the way back to where he had started.




  The raincoat followed.




  Luke was mystified, but his heart leaped with hope. A man who was following him must know something about him – maybe even his identity.




  To be sure he was being followed, he needed to travel in a vehicle, forcing his shadow to do the same.




  Despite his excitement, a cool observer in the back of his mind was asking: ‘How come you know exactly how to check whether you’re being followed?’ The method had popped into

  his head immediately. Had he done some kind of clandestine work before he became a bum?




  He would think about that later. Now he needed bus fare. There was nothing in the pockets of his ragged clothes; he must have spent every last cent on booze. But that was no problem. There was

  cash everywhere: in people’s pockets, in the stores, in taxicabs and houses.




  He began to look at his surroundings with different eyes. He saw news-stands to be robbed, handbags that could be snatched, pockets ready to be picked. He glanced into a coffee shop where a man

  stood behind the counter and a waitress served the booths. The place would do as well as anything. He stepped inside.




  His eyes raked the tables, looking for change left as tips, but it was not going to be that easy. He approached the counter. A radio was playing the news. ‘Rocket experts claim America has

  one last chance of catching up with the Russians in the race to control outer space.’ The counterman was making espresso coffee, steam billowing from a gleaming machine, and a delicious

  fragrance made Luke’s nostrils flare.




  What would a bum say? ‘Any stale doughnuts?’ he asked.




  ‘Get out of here,’ the man said roughly. ‘And don’t come back.’




  Luke contemplated leaping the counter and opening the cash register, but it seemed extreme when all he wanted was bus fare. Then he saw what he needed. Beside the till, within easy reach, was a

  can with a slit in the top. Its label showed a picture of a child and the legend: ‘Remember Those Who Cannot See.’ Luke moved so that his body shielded the box from the customers and

  the waitress. Now he just had to distract the counterman.




  ‘Gimme a dime?’ he said.




  The man said: ‘Okay, that’s it, you get the bum’s rush.’ He put down a jug with a clatter and wiped his hands on his apron. He had to duck under the counter to get out,

  and for a second he could not see Luke.




  In that moment, Luke took the collection box and slipped it inside his coat. It was disappointingly light, but it gave a rattle, so it was not empty.




  The counterman grabbed Luke by the collar and propelled him rapidly across the café. Luke did not resist until, at the door, the man gave him a painful kick in the ass. Forgetting his

  act, Luke spun round, ready to fight. The man suddenly looked scared and backed inside.




  Luke asked himself what he had to be angry about. He had gone into the place begging, and had not left when asked to. Okay, the kick was unnecessary, but he deserved it – he had stolen the

  blind children’s money!




  All the same, it took an effort for him to swallow his pride, turn around, and slink away like a dog with its tail between its legs.




  He ducked into an alleyway, found a sharp stone, and attacked the can, venting his anger. He soon busted it open. The money inside, mostly pennies, amounted to two or three dollars, he guessed.

  He put it in his coat pocket and returned to the street. He thanked heaven for charity and made a silent promise to give three bucks to the blind if he ever got straight.




  All right, he thought, thirty bucks.




  The man in the olive raincoat was standing by a news-stand, reading a paper.




  A bus pulled up a few yards away. Luke had no idea where it went, but that did not matter. He boarded. The driver gave him a hard look, but did not throw him off. ‘I want to go three

  stops,’ Luke said.




  ‘Don’t matter where you want to go, the fare is seventeen cents, unless you got a token.’




  Luke paid with some of the change he had stolen.




  Maybe he was not being shadowed. As he walked towards the back of the bus, he looked anxiously out the window. The man in the raincoat was walking away with his newspaper tucked under his arm.

  Luke frowned. The man should have been trying to hail a taxicab. Maybe he was not a shadow, after all. Luke felt disappointed.




  The bus pulled away, and Luke took a seat.




  He wondered again how come he knew about all this stuff. He must have been trained in clandestine work. But what for? Was he a cop? Perhaps it was to do with the war. He knew there had been a

  war. America had fought against the Germans in Europe and the Japanese in the Pacific. But he could not remember whether he had been in it.




  At the third stop, he got off the bus with a handful of other passengers. He looked up and down the street. There were no taxicabs in sight, and no sign of the man in the olive raincoat. As he

  hesitated, he noticed that one of the passengers who had got off the bus with him had paused in a shop doorway and was fumbling in his pockets. As Luke watched, he lit a cigarette and took a long,

  satisfying drag.




  He was a tall man, wearing a grey Homburg hat.




  Luke realized he had seen him before.




  







  7 A.M.




  The launch pad is a simple steel table with four legs and a hole in the middle through which the rocket jet passes. A conical deflector beneath spreads the jet

  horizontally.




  Anthony Carroll drove along Constitution Avenue in a five-year-old Cadillac Eldorado that belonged to his mother. He had borrowed it a year ago, to drive to Washington from his

  parents’ place in Virginia, and had never gotten around to returning it. His mother had probably bought another car by now.




  He pulled into the parking lot of Q Building in Alphabet Row, a strip of barracks-like structures hastily erected, during the war, on parkland near the Lincoln Memorial. It was an eyesore, no

  question, but he liked the place, for he had spent much of the war here, working for the Office of Strategic Services, precursor of the CIA. Those were the good old days, when a clandestine agency

  could do more or less anything, and did not have to check with anyone but the President.




  The CIA was the fastest-growing bureaucracy in Washington, and a vast multimillion dollar headquarters was under construction across the Potomac River in Langley, Virginia. When it was

  completed, Alphabet Row would be demolished.




  Anthony had fought hard against the Langley development, and not merely because Q Building held fond memories. Right now the CIA had offices in thirty-one buildings in the government-dominated

  downtown neighbourhood known as Foggy Bottom. That was the way it should be, Anthony had argued vociferously. It was very difficult for foreign agents to figure out the size and power of the Agency

  when its premises were scattered and mixed up with other government offices. But when Langley opened, anyone would be able to estimate its resources, manpower, and even budget simply by driving

  past.




  He had lost that argument. The people in charge were determined to manage the CIA more tightly. Anthony believed that secret work was for daredevils and buccaneers. That was how it had been in

  the war. But nowadays it was dominated by pen-pushers and accountants.




  There was a parking slot reserved for him and marked: ‘Head of Technical Services’, but he ignored it and pulled up in front of the main door. Looking up at the ugly building, he

  wondered if its imminent demolition signified the end of an era. He was losing more of these bureaucratic battles nowadays. He was still a hugely powerful figure within the Agency. ‘Technical

  Services’ was the euphemistic name of the division responsible for burglary, phone tapping, drug testing and other illegal activities. Its nickname was Dirty Tricks. Anthony’s position

  was founded on his record as a war hero and a series of Cold War coups. But some people wanted to turn the CIA into what the public imagined it to be, a simple information-gathering agency.




  Over my dead body, he thought.




  However, he had enemies: superiors he had offended with his brash manners, weak and incompetent agents whose promotion he had opposed, pen-pushers who disliked the whole notion of the government

  doing secret operations. They were ready to destroy him as soon as he made a slip.




  And today his neck was stuck out farther than ever before.




  As he strode into the building, he deliberately put aside his general worries and focused on the problem of the day: Dr Claude Lucas, known as Luke, the most dangerous man in America, the one

  who threatened everything Anthony had lived for.




  He had been at the office most of the night, and had gone home only to shave and change his shirt. Now the guard in the lobby looked surprised and said: ‘Good morning, Mr Carroll –

  you back already?’




  ‘An angel appeared unto me in a dream and said: “Get back to work, you lazy son of a bitch.” Good morning.’
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