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  Tuesday




  







  PROLOGUE




  Minnesota, USA – 11.15 p.m. CST




  The bullet that had pierced his lung remained lodged in his chest, but the old man no longer felt its pain. That pain had become focus, even as the edges of his vision

  began to blur.




  This had been expected. Arno Holmstrand had known they were coming – the events of the past week had left little room for doubt. He was ready. He had had to rush the preparations, but they

  were now done. The stage was set and he had accomplished what was required. All that remained was to complete this final task, and then pray his efforts did not fail.




  He collapsed into the rough leather chair behind his desk. The mahogany surface before him seemed to glimmer, reflecting a dim lamplight through the dark office – an odd beauty, in such a

  moment.




  He reached his hands out to the book laid open on the wooden surface, and for an instant the searing pain in his chest returned. If it was needed, it served as a final reminder: there was no way

  out – only to finish. He concentrated his attention, set his gaze on the volume and counted off three pages. With all the energy he could muster, he tore them from the book.




  Footsteps sounded in the corridor, bringing renewed focus. Arno took up a gilded silver lighter, a gift from his service as best man at a student’s wedding many years ago, and produced a

  flame. Holding the pages over a small wastebasket at his feet, he nudged the flame to the paper. A moment later it was alight. Releasing the pages into the bin, watching them crumple and yield to

  the orange flames, he drew back into his chair.




  The final act was accomplished. Arno folded his hands together, interlaced his fingers and watched as the door to his office burst open. The man that faced him held a steeled expression, devoid

  of recognizable emotion. Smoothing a black leather jacket that traced the contours of a muscular physique, he quickly surveyed the room, glanced at the small fire in the bin and aimed a pistol

  squarely at the elderly man behind the desk.




  Arno looked up, bringing his eyes directly to his adversary’s.




  ‘I have been expecting you.’ His words were calm, tinged with a reassuring sense of authority. In the doorway, the man with the gun did not flinch. Though seconds ago he had been

  running, his breathing steadied now into a metered rhythm.




  Arno removed the mock familiarity from his voice, now fully business.




  ‘You have found me. That is more than most. But it ends here.’




  The younger man gazed at Arno curiously, his pace momentarily halted. The old man’s self-assurance was not expected, not in this moment. This moment was his defeat. Yet there he sat,

  discomfortingly calm.




  The intruder took a steady, deep breath. Then, without blinking, he fired two shots in quick succession, both into Arno’s chest.




  The darkness of the room swelled. Arno Holmstrand watched as the intruder’s form faded and swirled, and then seemed to retreat. The darkness grew.




  And then there was nothing.




  

    14 minutes later – Oxford, England




    Wednesday morning, 5.29 a.m. GMT


  




  The ancient church’s clock tower loomed over the city, which in typical routine was beginning to come to life below. A few lights dotted the rooms of the colleges

  surrounding the square, and delivery vans manoeuvred the High Street, feeding its shops for the business of the day ahead. The moon sat low in the sky, the sun’s first light still hidden by

  the night.




  At precisely 5.30, the immense iron hand of the clock clicked forward to its mark. Behind the metal faceplate, a small wooden dowel, deliberately inserted into the ancient gears, snapped in two.

  The cord to which it was tied lost its tension, and the package it had held suspended high above the tower’s base began its carefully coordinated fall.




  One hundred and twenty-four spiralling stone steps below, at the foot of the thirteenth-century tower, the package slammed into its thick, stone foundations. The blasting cap mounted on its

  outer edge buckled at the jolt, producing its precisely directed ignition charge. Before it had fully caught its colour, the bundle of C4 burst to life, exploding with an unrestrained fury.




  In an immense ball of fire, the ancient church crumbled.




  







  Wednesday




  







  CHAPTER 1




  Minnesota – 9.05 a.m. CST




  The day that would change Professor Emily Wess’s life began unassumingly enough. There had been no signs of tragedy, no particular notes of urgency, in the way she

  had begun the same morning routine she kept every day during term time. She had taken her morning run, taught her morning class, bought her morning coffee; and yet, even as the same heavy autumnal

  air she breathed each morning on the Carleton College campus filled her nostrils, something felt amiss. Something shivered at the surface of her skin as she walked from classroom to office, even

  before it could be fully defined. The day had an abnormal shape, an unusual feel that she could not quite pinpoint.




  ‘Good morning, everyone.’ She turned out of the central corridor of Leighton Hall’s third-floor complex, home of the Department of Religion, through the door leading into her

  office. Hers was one of a group of offices collected together around a small, common space through an otherwise unassuming door – a ‘pod’, as the Minnesotan dialect insisted on

  having it. Four others had offices in the pod, and they, together with another colleague, stood in one of its corners as Emily entered.




  She smiled, but the small company was entirely absorbed in a hushed conversation. A ‘hello’ emerged back from somewhere in their huddle an unusually long moment after her greeting,

  but no face turned to greet Emily. It was in that moment that she became conscious of an odd atmosphere present throughout the morning, which until then hadn’t grabbed her full attention

  – a strange quiet in the halls, diverted gazes and concerned expressions on the faces of her colleagues.




  Fishing her keys from her bag, Emily stopped at a row of mailboxes and emptied the contents of her own into the crook of her arm: the junk mail of two weeks, which she’d wilfully allowed

  to accumulate. Taken in every day, the dross was simply too much to bear.




  Behind her, the muffled voices of her colleagues continued. She glanced over her shoulder as she fitted a small key into her office door.




  ‘One of the janitors found him this morning.’ Emily picked up a soft voice, deliberately hushed.




  ‘It just doesn’t seem possible,’ came another. ‘I had coffee with him only yesterday.’




  Maggie Larson, the Christian Ethics professor from whom the last remark had come, had a sober look on her face.




  No, Emily thought to herself, looking closer. She looks upset. Her curiosity piqued when she realized even this wasn’t the right word. No, she looks frightened.




  Emily stopped her key mid-rotation in the lock and turned fully back toward her colleagues. Something was absorbing their focus – something that didn’t look, or sound, good.




  ‘Sorry, I don’t meant to be rude, but what’s going on?’ she said as she took a step towards them. The strange tension in the air increased with each word, but Emily was

  unsure how otherwise to interject herself into their conversation without knowing any of its details. Or even its focus.




  The others, however, didn’t intend to keep her wondering. ‘You must not have heard,’ one colleague answered. Aileen Merrin was full professor in New Testament. She’d also

  been a member of the appointments committee that had hired Emily when she had applied for her post nearly two years ago, and Emily had retained an in-built fondness for her ever since. She hoped

  that, when the day came, she looked as good in silver hair as Aileen.




  ‘Evidently not.’ Emily took a sip from a paper cup filled with cold coffee. Over an hour old, it was no longer pleasant to drink, but the act of raising the cup to her lips helped to

  break up the awkwardness of the moment with something a bit more normal. ‘Heard what?’




  ‘You know Arno Holmstrand, in History?’




  ‘Of course,’ Emily answered. The history department’s flagship professor was known to everyone. Even if Emily hadn’t been a dual-departmental appointment, serving in both

  history and religion, she still would have known of the college’s most eminent and famous scholar. ‘Has he discovered another lost manuscript? Or been expelled from another Middle

  Eastern country for breaking the rules of his archaeological dig?’ It seemed that every time Emily heard Holmstrand’s name mentioned, it was in the context of some major discovery or

  academic adventure. ‘He hasn’t bankrupted the college on one of his trips, has he?’




  ‘No, he hasn’t.’ Aileen suddenly looked uncomfortable. Her voice shifted to a whisper. ‘He’s dead.’




  ‘Dead!’ Emily brought herself fully into the huddled group with a small shove, jolted by the news. ‘What are you talking about? When? How?’




  ‘Last night. They think he was killed, here on campus.’




  ‘They don’t think, they know,’ Jim Reynolds, a Protestant Reformation specialist, interjected. ‘He was murdered. Three gunshots, centre-mass – that’s what I

  heard. Right at his desk. Like some professional job.’




  The odd shivers formerly running down Emily’s skin were now replaced by fully fledged goosebumps. A murder on the Carleton College campus was unheard of. But the murder of a colleague . .

  . the news had the effect of blending shock with genuine fear.




  ‘He was chased down the hallway,’ Aileen added. ‘There’s blood outside his office. I haven’t seen inside.’ Her voice faltered. She looked at Emily.

  ‘Haven’t you noticed the police around campus?’




  Emily was numbed by the news. She had seen police cruisers when she had parked her car before her morning lecture, but had not given them much thought. Law enforcement was not an entirely

  unusual presence on a college campus.




  ‘I – I had no idea what it was about.’ Emily paused. ‘Why Arno?’ She couldn’t fathom what else to ask.




  ‘That’s not the question that worries me.’ The voice this time, timid and fearful, came from Emily’s fellow religious historian, Emma Ericksen.




  ‘Then what is?’ Emily asked her.




  ‘The question that worries me is, if one of our colleagues has been attacked and killed right here on campus, then who’s next?’




  







  CHAPTER 2




  Washington DC – 9.06 a.m. EST




  Outside the conference room marked ‘26H’, D. Burton Gifford passed his leather briefcase to a lackey and gave him a look that made it clear he wanted to be

  alone following the conclusion of their morning meeting. Standing aside as the other men filtered out of the room and down the corridor to the exit, he ignored the numerous ‘No Smoking’

  signs, extracted an unfiltered Pall Mall from a case in his breast pocket and lit up. He had worked on the president’s foreign policy advisory committee for the two years that the great man

  had been in power, a loyal supporter of the president’s work in the Middle East, even if the man in charge didn’t share his desire to be more aggressive, more of a dealer, in the

  postwar reconstruction work there. He had become one of the commander-in-chief’s most influential advisors, shaping policy as well as ensuring the president always knew his friends from his

  enemies. Gifford’s background was in business, and business was nothing if not a world of networks. He liked to think that the president was connected, or not connected, due to his wisdom and

  influence. And he was not entirely wrong. He was the man with the connections; the president was the moral voice that only chose the right ones.




  In the shadows, a man called Cole stood motionless, his unseen face bearing an expression of loathing toward the portly, arrogant power-broker, who lived up to every stereotype of the fat cat,

  domineering man of influence. Bloated physically as well as in his arrogance, Gifford was oblivious to everything that he did not deem relevant to his own designs.




  It was a flaw for which he would pay, today.




  Gifford took a long drag from his cigarette in the empty corridor, the half-smoked butt dangling from his lips as he used his hands to straighten his jacket. Taking advantage of this distraction

  as well as his vulnerable body position, Cole chose that moment to step out of the office across the hall, and in a single, smooth motion grabbed the fat man by his wrists and forced him back into

  the conference room.




  ‘What the hell are you doing?’ Gifford demanded, taken aback, the cigarette falling from his lips.




  ‘Be silent, and this will all go more easily,’ Cole answered. He kept Gifford in an arm lock with his left hand while he eased closed the door behind him with his right. ‘Now

  sit down.’ He thrust the man into one of the recently vacated leather chairs surrounding the long conference table.




  Gifford was indignant. The insubordinate man had not only manhandled him, but also twisted his wrist in the process. He pulled his hands before his chest, fuming as he rubbed away the soreness.

  He was already ranting as he began to swivel his chair towards his attacker. ‘I’ll have you know, young man, that I’m not an individual who sits back and idly accepts this kind

  of—’




  He cut off his rant mid-sentence as his chair completed its turn and his eyes came to rest on Cole’s hands. Calmly turning the silencer the final few twists to fasten it to his .357 SIG

  Glock 32, Cole replied without so much as looking up.




  ‘I know precisely who you are, Mr Gifford. Who you are is why I am here.’




  Gifford’s condescending rage was now gone, entirely replaced by helpless terror. His eyes would not move from the gun. ‘What . . . what do you want?’




  ‘This moment,’ Cole answered, clicking the silencer into its locked position and switching off the safety from the Glock’s trigger. ‘This moment is exactly what I

  want.’




  ‘I don’t understand,’ Gifford spat, horrified, instinctively pushing back into his chair as if hoping to find there some retreat from the threat before him. ‘What do you

  want from me?’




  ‘That’s just it,’ Cole replied. ‘I don’t want anything. This is not an interrogation, or a kidnapping.’




  ‘Then what is it?!’




  Cole finally looked up, squarely into D. Burton Gifford’s wide, terrified eyes. ‘It is the end.’




  ‘I . . . don’t understand.’




  ‘No,’ Cole answered. ‘I don’t imagine you do.’




  Any further conversation was cut short by the three bullets he fired into Gifford’s heart, his right shoulder comfortably absorbing the familiar report of the small gun’s discharge

  and the long room only slightly echoing the soft ‘pings’ muffled by the silencer.




  Gifford gaped in disbelief at the slight whiff of smoke drifting up from the gun barrel that had just delivered its charge through his upper body. As the blood poured out of his heart and seeped

  from the wounds in his chest and back, he fell into the chair.




  Cole watched as the man breathed his last and slumped forward into the darkness.




  







  CHAPTER 3




  9.20 a.m. CST




  ‘Do they know who shot him?’ The hesitating pull of Emily’s words betrayed her own discomfort. She still could not fathom why anyone would want to kill

  Arno Holmstrand. The man was without question the college’s most famous public face, but he was also ancient, from Emily’s perspective – well into his seventies. Essentially a

  quiet, if eccentric, old man. Emily didn’t know him well. They had met a few times, and Arno had occasionally muttered strange comments about Emily’s research – the expected right

  of any old professor to balk at the work of his juniors – but that had been the extent of their relationship. They were associates, not friends.




  This, however, did little to ease the shock. A death on campus, much less a murder, was no ordinary news. And Emily couldn’t help but feel a certain attachment to Holmstrand, even if it

  was largely through reputation and professional appreciation rather than personal interaction.




  ‘No idea,’ Jim Reynolds answered. ‘The investigators are in his building now. Whole wing’s blocked off. Will be all day.’




  Emily impulsively took another sip from her coffee, but this time the gesture of bringing the cup to her mouth felt forced and obvious, almost disrespectful, as if utterly too normal an act to

  be done in the face of such news.




  ‘I can’t believe this has happened here.’ Maggie Larson’s fear still showed. ‘If someone was willing to go after him . . .’ She allowed her words to trail

  off. Her unspoken statement was made for them all: with a colleague murdered, everyone felt unsafe.




  A long silence fell over the group, brought to an end only by the ringing of the office bell sounding behind their heads. The day’s next session of classes was about to begin and worried

  glances passed between them as they departed for their classrooms and obligations. As they made to go their separate ways, Emily felt an uncomfortable compunction. Was it acceptable just to leave,

  to go about business as usual after a conversation about a dead colleague? Surely, something needed to be said, something at least to acknowledge the emotion of the situation.




  ‘I’m, well . . . I’m sorry to hear about Arno.’ It was all she could come up with. She was surprised at the degree of loss she felt. The emotional reaction she was

  experiencing would have been more expected in response to the death of a close friend – something Arno Holmstrand had never been.




  Aileen gave her a soft smile and departed the pod. Emily, struggling with her shock, walked back to her office, unlocked the door and entered the tiny room. It was amazing how quickly the focus

  of a day could change, how consuming a tragic act could be. Until the moment she had heard about Arno’s death, her focus had been on another realm entirely – on visions of an impending

  reunion with the man she loved. The final Wednesday before an extended Thanksgiving weekend meant only a single lecture, first thing in the morning. The remainder of the day, if Emily had her way,

  would be spent in the successive steps of a much anticipated journey that led from Minneapolis to Chicago and a holiday weekend with her fiancé, Michael. They had met four years ago, on

  Thanksgiving itself – he an English man studying on his home turf, she an over-eager Master’s student doing research abroad, attempting to share the significance of the great American

  tradition with the old colonial overlords – and the day had remained theirs ever since.




  But that blissful detachment had met a sudden end. Emily’s heart was now racing, her adrenaline on the increase since she’d learned news of the death in her halls.




  Still, she forced down her discomfort and switched on the computer at her desk. The work of the day could not halt entirely, whatever the shock. Unbending her arm, Emily allowed the mail

  she’d gathered from her box to fall onto the surface of the desk.




  Her mind still swimming with thoughts of murder and loss, she did not at first notice the small yellow envelope nestled between two brightly coloured flyers. Her eyes did not catch the elegant,

  strange penmanship on its exterior, or the lack of postage, or the absence of a return address. It slipped, unnoticed, past her gaze and into the mix of all the rest.




  







  CHAPTER 4




  9.30 a.m. CST




  Two small holes pierced the leather of the old chair, marking the fatal shots that had taken Arno Holmstrand’s life. They were centre-mass, no more than an inch

  apart: tell-tale signs of a professional. The body now removed, the detective was able to ascertain trajectory from the distinct tunnels the bullets had left in the chair’s padding. The

  assassin had stood in the doorway, no more than five foot seven in height. The victim had been seated, facing his assailant.




  Detective Al Johnson watched as the crime scene unit went about its work. A thin pair of tweezers, grasped deftly in the latex-gloved hands of hands of a man who had obviously done this before,

  extracted a bullet from one of the holes in the chair. Perhaps a .38, Al considered, though he was hardly prepared to insist on the point. That was the territory of the techies in ballistics.

  Enough for him that it was clearly a handgun, clearly an assassination, clearly a professional job.




  Things he had seen before.




  The body had been taken to the morgue earlier in the morning. Three gunshot wounds in total, with the hole in the elderly man’s right side having come first, likely outside the office.

  Johnson peered at the trail of blood leading into the room. The coroner suspected the first wound would have been fatal on its own, but the victim had lived long enough to stumble through the door

  – the detective raised himself from his crouch, moved to retrace the hypothetical steps – through the door and to the desk. For what? There was a phone on the desk, but no sign that it

  had been touched, and 911 had received no call until the next morning, when a janitor had discovered the scene.




  Another evidence technician dusted for prints on the doorframe. A third mirrored his partner’s activities at the desk. Two uniforms were taking photos, Johnson’s partner interviewed

  night staff in the hallway, and at least six other people milled about the room. Not for the first time, Al marvelled at just how bustling with life a murder scene could be. It was one of the

  strange paradoxes of the job.




  Al stepped closer to the desk. It looked like he imagined an old professor’s desk should look: green-shaded lamp, brass pen holder, faded paper blotter, and a computer that appeared as if

  it had been out of date since the day it was built. A leather tray contained old letters, each opened meticulously with an ivory letter opener, since laid across them.




  Ivory opener, ivory tower . . . there was the making of a cultural statement here.




  At the centre of the desk was a large, hardcover book, filled with photographs. It lay open, somewhere near its middle. The detective moved closer, and lightly ran his gloved hand over the

  surface pages. Beneath the powdered latex, his calloused fingers stopped at the touch of unexpectedly rough edges. The binding at the book’s centre concealed a small ruffle of jagged

  remnants, where a number of pages had evidently been torn out.




  A flash caught his attention as a young member of the Crime Scene Unit snapped a photograph of the book, together with Al’s hand.




  Al imagined the scene: A man, shot in the chest, scrambles back to his office, to tear a few pages out of a book. It made little sense. But then, murders rarely did.




  Another photo, the camera this time aimed at his feet. Al looked down at a wastebasket, filled with blackened remains. Kneeling next to it, a slick younger man in a tailored suit flicked through

  the charred remnants.




  A nice suit, Al mused, his annoyance immediate. An agency boy – just what we need.




  He wasn’t one for Hollywood blockbusters, but the one thing the movies always got right was the hassle that arose any time multiple law enforcement agencies vied for jurisdiction over a

  case. And detectives in the local squads never wore nice suits. He didn’t know where the younger man was from, but whatever the answer to that question was, it was going to be damned

  frustrating.




  ‘Do history professors always burn their trash?’ the younger man asked, without looking up.




  ‘You got me, kid.’




  The suit flinched visibly at this last word, evidently displeased at being reminded of his youth. He rose slowly, forcing himself to reclaim his composure.




  ‘It’s not much. Just a few pages curled together. Burned in one go, I would guess.’




  Al motioned to the open book on the desk.




  ‘Some pages were torn out here.’ He indicated the tattered edges that remained in the volume. ‘From the page numbers before and after, it looks like three are

  missing.’




  ‘That’s about what we’ve got here,’ confirmed the younger man, indicating the charred sheets in the bin.




  ‘I don’t get it,’ Al said. ‘The old man is shot in the hallway, but manages to stumble his way back into his office, to his desk. There’s a phone right in front of

  him, but he doesn’t pick it up. Doesn’t call for help. Paper and pens all around, but he doesn’t jot down a note. Instead, he opens up some picture book, rips out a few pages, and

  burns them. It doesn’t fit.’




  The younger man did not reply. Picking up the book, he examined it with an intensity that went beyond the frustration Al was feeling. He looked – angry.




  ‘Look, kid,’ Al said, ‘I didn’t get your name. I haven’t seen you around before. You been in the Cities long?’ Most detectives in the Twin Cities of

  Minneapolis and St Paul, the hub of local law enforcement for the southern part of the state, had at least a passing familiarity with one another.




  ‘I’m not local.’ The words came as a complete statement. The young man offered nothing further, nor did he give any sign of wishing to continue with such professional

  pleasantries. The book turned over again in his hands, and his eyes rested on the blackened paper in the bin.




  Al was not quite as ready to let the matter rest.




  ‘Not local? You State? What’s State doing here?’ This is clearly a local case. Damned State Police.




  The younger man did not answer, ignoring Al’s persistence, but at last set the book back on the desk. Straightening his suit, he turned to the detective with an air of office efficiency.

  For the first time in their conversation, he looked directly into Al’s eyes.




  ‘I’m sorry. I’ve got enough for my report. Nice to have met you, Detective.’




  ‘Your report?’ The dismissive remark was almost too much. A book and a bit of burnt paper were materially significant, but hardly enough for a report. Al looked around the room at

  the flutter of activity – sampling fingerprints, bloodstains, spatter patterns, footprints. All that would make a report. And yet the younger man had seemed to ignore it all, his

  attention solely on the desk and the charred paper in the wastebasket. As if the rest of the crime scene was nonexistent.




  It wasn’t normal investigative behaviour, even for a state squad.




  He turned back to the unknown agent, a sarcastic rebuff at the ready, but found himself standing alone.




  







  CHAPTER 5




  9.35 a.m. CST




  ‘The question that worries me is, if one of our colleagues has been attacked and killed right here on campus, then who’s next?’




  Her colleagues having gone off to teach their classes, Emily was left alone in her office to ponder the strange contours of their conversation. Emma Ericksen’s words lingered in

  Emily’s mind. It was not just the unanswerable questions associated with Arno Holmstrand’s murder that contributed to the uncomfortable fear she felt – it was also the ominous

  presence of death itself. There had been a murder, of a peer, mere yards from her own office. Was there a wider danger? Were they all at risk?




  Am I? Even as it came, Emily pushed away the thought. Making the situation personal was irrational and would only feed her fear. She would have to fight her wandering mind with activity:

  work, and the few tasks that remained to be done before she could depart the campus for her trip to Michael’s.




  She looked down to the pile of mail she’d retrieved from her box – at present, the most immediate distraction from her troubling thoughts. Junk, junk, junk. Emily had developed a

  reputation for being bad at collecting her mail, and this was why. Nearly two weeks’ worth in hand, and almost all of it garbage. An envelope from a publisher, advertising a book she almost

  certainly would never read. A circular about animal rights awareness – an exact copy of the circular she’d received on the subject the week before, and the week before that. A memo

  indicating that she’d been given a new code for the departmental copy machine, which the office secretary announced with the same air of impending seriousness and importance that might

  accompany being given launch codes to the nation’s nuclear reserve. An academic’s life might be intellectually engaging, but filled with raw excitement it was not. Emily flicked the

  memo, along with the other papers, into the bin.




  Beneath it lay a single yellow envelope, crafted of textured, clearly expensive paper. Emily’s name was neatly written on the front, and there was no return address or postage.




  Something about it caught Emily’s eye. She noted the elegant handwriting in which her name was penned. The flowing lettering was in brown ink, bearing the unmistakable wells and arcs of

  having been delivered from a fountain pen. Emily turned the envelope over and paused at the blank surface. No postage, no indication of a sender. Someone had dropped this into her box by hand.

  Perhaps it was an invitation to some party or event, though from the look of the envelope it would be of a slightly higher class than she was used to.




  She finessed her little finger through the flap to pry the envelope open, and a single sheet of paper, folded once over the middle, fell into her lap.




  She unfolded the page. If first impressions set a stage, Emily thought, this note wished it to be an extravagant set. The paper was fine, obviously expensive, a soft cream in colour, and –

  if she wasn’t mistaken – scented slightly with cedar wood.




  What she saw at the top of the page caused her stomach to tighten. In embossed type, raised smartly above the sheen of the page, ran a clear letterhead:




  

    FROM THE DESK OF PROFESSOR ARNO HOLMSTRAND, BA, MA, D.PHIL, PH.D., OBE


  




  Arno Holmstrand, the man murdered the night before. The great professor.




  The dead professor.




  What came next snapped her to full attention.




  ‘Dear Emily,’ the note began, written in the same elegant script, with the same brown ink as the envelope. ‘My death has surely preceded this letter.’




  







  CHAPTER 6




  

    

      Dear Emily,




      My death has surely preceded this letter. I write it in full knowledge that this is coming, and in the yet surer knowledge that you will play an important role in what comes next.




      There is something I must leave you to discover, Emily. Something that puts all my other work in a shadow, into the dustbin of insignificance.




      I know the location of a library. Of The Library. The Library built by a king familiar to your own research, Emily. The Library of Alexandria.




      It exists, as does the Society that accompanies it. Neither is lost.




      There is far more at stake than just an archaeological curiosity. When you receive this, I will have been killed for it.




      This knowledge cannot be abandoned, Emily. Your help is now required. There is a telephone number printed on the back of this page. Finish reading, and dial it. I promise you, things will

      become clearer soon.




      We did not know each other well, Emily. I regret that fact. But you must be certain that I write you in sincerity and urgency.




      Respectfully,




      Arno


    


  




  







  CHAPTER 7




  New York – 10.35 a.m. EST (9.35 a.m. CST)




  The Secretary picked up the phone before it had completed its first ring.




  ‘Yes?’




  ‘It’s done. Just as you instructed.’ The voice on the other end of the line spoke in straight, cold tones.




  ‘The Keeper is dead?’




  ‘I saw to it myself. Last night. The police found him today.’




  The Secretary sat back in his chair. A sense of satisfaction and power swept over him. A noble aim had been met, and the future of their project preserved. Few men in history had attempted what

  they were attempting. Fewer had met their aims. But they would succeed, and as the progress of the last week showed, there were none who would be able to stand in their way. The Secretary ran his

  fingers through his silver hair.




  ‘He knew we were coming,’ the other man voiced.




  That was to be expected. Termination of the Assistant the week before had been a public affair. It had been impossible to avoid. A Washington DC patents clerk isn’t shot in his office

  without the media catching wind. But then, the Council’s aim had not been to conceal the termination. Such murders would simply be reported as murders to most, but to the people their moves

  were targeting, they would be seen as messages. Warnings.




  ‘That is irrelevant,’ the Secretary responded, ‘as long as you’ve done your work. Apart from the source, whom you’ll deal with shortly, he was the last man who had

  access to the list.’




  The leak of the list had been inexcusable. Everything they had worked to bring together had been put at risk by something as unassuming as a list of names. A list that included names that no one

  could know. On that secrecy – that anonymity – their whole plan rested. Yet somehow the list had been compromised. The only response had been to act and eradicate those who had seen it.

  The Keeper and his Assistant were men whose lives had an undeniable value to him, but that value was outweighed by the risks.




  The Secretary had become so absorbed in his thoughts that at first he didn’t notice the silence that met him from the other end of the line. All at once, however, it set off an alarm.

  Snapping out of his reverie, he leaned forward.




  ‘What is it? What went wrong?’




  ‘The fact that he knew we were coming – it might be more relevant than you think.’




  The Secretary winced. He was not a man who enjoyed surprises. He leaned forward further, pressing the receiver into his cheek.




  ‘Do tell.’




  ‘He got to his office before I could finish him off. Something struck me as not quite right at the time, but I couldn’t linger. When I went back this morning to follow up, my

  suspicion was confirmed.’




  ‘Continue,’ the Secretary demanded, retaining a practised calm. He had decades of experience in receiving bad news. Composure in difficulty, he had always known, was important. A

  good leader was at his most ferocious, his most fearful, when he was most at calm.




  ‘There was a book on his desk,’ the Friend said. ‘Three of the pages were gone – torn out. I found them burnt in the trash next to his chair.’ He paused, allowing

  the Secretary to digest the details. He did not expect or await a response. That was not how their relationship worked. He was expected to say what was required. If more was wanted, the Secretary

  would ask.




  The older man mulled over the strange report. So, there was something the Keeper didn’t want his assassin to see. Even in death, he was determined to foil them.




  The Secretary spoke his next words as much as a threat as a question.




  ‘Did you get details on the book?’




  ‘Of course, sir.’




  He forced his shoulder muscles to relax. The Friend was trained well.




  ‘I want details on my desk in half an hour. Get them to me on your way to Washington.’ The chase was not going to end like this. ‘And get me a copy of that book.’




  







  CHAPTER 8




  Washington DC – 10.45 a.m. EST (9.45 a.m. CST)




  The news contained in the red file folder in his hands was disturbing, but hardly more thorough than what the blonde woman behind the scrolling ticker-tape feed at the CNN

  news desk was reporting on the television across his office. He’d muted the television a few minutes ago, before his aide had entered the room. The anchorwoman had said her piece on the

  explosion in the United Kingdom, and a circling helicopter kept an aerial video feed of the wreckage live on the screen, but apart from the time of the explosion and a visual survey of the extent

  of the damage, little else was known at this stage in the investigation. A great old church, a landmark of English heritage, had been destroyed in a bomb blast in the early morning. There were no

  reported casualties, save for sentimentalism and historical legacies.




  ‘Has anyone claimed responsibility?’ he asked.




  ‘No, Mr Hines,’ replied his aide.




  Jefferson clenched his jaw at the young man’s lack of deference. The failure to refer to him by his office was, he knew, entirely intentional.




  ‘The CIA is following the British SIS in trolling sources, but so far, not even the usual crazies are scrambling for the credit.’




  Hines took in the information, or, rather, the lack of information. Terrorist bombings were usually followed by torrential streams of groups claiming responsibility and seeking the

  publicity that came from an attack on the Great Western Beast. There were exceptions, of course, and they were frequent enough to keep the lack of claims on the present case from sounding too many

  alarm bells, but it was still an interesting silence.




  ‘Has there been any formal response from the British government?’




  ‘Only that they are shocked and horrified, working with due diligence, intending to bring the culprits of this heinous crime to justice, et cetera, et cetera.’ Mitch Forrester

  fluttered his fingers in a gesture indicating the essential meaninglessness of such standard responses. He had worked in Hines’s office only six months, yet he passed along the comments with

  an air of having heard all this before.




  Hines suddenly couldn’t stop himself from asking the question.




  ‘How old are you, Mitch?’




  The question caught his aide off guard.




  ‘Excuse me?’




  ‘Your age. How old are you?’




  The younger Forrester looked at him strangely, his usual veiled contempt combined with a puzzled confusion. Had they been alone, he might have responded with an open display of the loathing he

  was feeling, but he was only too aware of the presence of another man in Hines’s office – someone who sat in the corner, silently. Someone he did not wish to see his full

  impertinence.




  ‘Twenty-six,’ he finally answered.




  ‘Twenty-six,’ Hines repeated. He let out a sigh at the depressingly low number. Had he been so headstrong when he was that age? He’d had more than that many years again since,

  and he had always been an ambitious man, but he couldn’t believe he’d ever been as impetuous as the youth that stood before him.




  ‘I’m not sure I see why that’s releva—’




  ‘It isn’t, it isn’t,’ Hines cut him off, waving his hand to dismiss the tangent. He paused a moment. ‘Is there anything else?’




  ‘Nothing yet,’ Forrester answered curtly. ‘As soon as we receive anything, I’ll let you know. Sir.’ He let the pause before his final word accentuate his

  unhappiness with the way he had been treated. Yet, with all the egotism of youth, he still stood, waiting for acknowledgement. Hines, however, simply gazed past him at the video feed on the

  television. Realizing at last that he was getting nothing else, the aide turned and left the room.




  Hines waited a full thirty seconds in silence before he turned his head to the man sat in the far corner of his office. Though he had long since reconciled himself with the service that these

  men did for the organization, he still felt a tinge of nervousness whenever he was actually alone with one of them. His role in the organization had always been diplomatic, professional. He had

  never been one of the wet men – those who did the necessary dirty work. It was a vile dimension of their cause, but essential. Though many in the world would consider him to be an individual

  of great influence, Jefferson Hines knew that the man sat a few feet from his desk represented a power far greater than any he would ever possess.




  ‘Do you think it’s connected?’ he finally asked, motioning towards the file on his desk and then to the muted television display. ‘Connected to the mission?’




  ‘Of course.’ Both men knew not to speak of the plan in any other terms than simply ‘the mission’. In this city, and in this office, the walls most certainly had ears.

  ‘But do not let it sway you. We will stay the course.’




  Hines wasn’t satisfied.




  ‘This was never discussed. Marlake, Gifford . . . the rest – that was the plan. What the hell is going on in England?’




  The other man sat upright as Hines spoke. He cast him a glare that allowed no room for doubt as to his meaning: shut up. Names were not to be mentioned.




  Hines took in the glance and its message, rattling his fingers across his desk, half in annoyance, half out of nervousness.




  ‘Tell me we were anticipating responses like this,’ he said. ‘Tell me this doesn’t come as a surprise.’




  If the other man felt any hesitation before his response, he did not show it. He bore the air of a man who wished to exude confidence, and who wanted his interlocutor to remain strong and

  steadfast.




  ‘Our plans are secure. So let us deal with our side of the business, and you deal with yours. Then, we all win.’ He gave his words a moment to linger in the heavy air between them.

  ‘Don’t lose sight of where you’re going.’




  Despite his innate fear of the man, Hines took comfort from his apparent certainty. Exhaling a long breath, he straightened his composure. Statesmen were meant to be strong, and he would rise to

  the task.




  ‘Good. Then I suppose I’ll speak to you tomorrow?’




  The other man nodded, rising from his chair.




  ‘Indeed you will, Mr Vice President.’




  







  CHAPTER 9




  Minnesota – 9.45 a.m. CST




  Emily stared at the letter in her hands. It shook, and she became aware of her trembling. She re-read it a second, a third, a fourth time. And then again. Only minutes

  before, she had learned that Arno Holmstrand had been killed, and now she held in her hands a letter penned by the very man. Penned before his death. Knowing he was going to die.




  More than that, Emily thought. Knowing he was going to be murdered. That fact made a sizeable difference.




  In that knowledge, Arno Holmstrand had written to Emily Wess. A giant, writing to a peon, in the last moments of life. She could not fathom why. Whatever Holmstrand may have found, why was he

  involving her? It was a question made all the more pressing by the direct connection of the letter and its author’s death. It seemed entirely within the realm of possibility that the

  knowledge to which the letter referred had led to Holmstrand’s murder. He suggested as much in his own hand. It did not seem at all unlikely, then, that in possessing it now, Emily’s

  own life was suddenly at risk. Her stomach turned at the thought, and at the reality of what she held in her hands.




  She turned over the letter, and her eyes passed quickly to the telephone number penned there, written in clear numerals in the centre of the page. The letter instructed that Emily was to call

  the number, though it gave no indication of who might answer. Yet as her eyes scanned the number, her body froze. She stared in shock and confusion at the ten digits written in brown ink on the

  dead man’s stationery.




  It was a number she knew only too well.




  Though she normally dialled it through a pre-set contact setting on her phone, she still recognized the digits for what they were. There was no way she could not.




  Picking up her office phone, Emily dialled each number on the sheet in slow succession. Maybe I’m wrong, she thought to herself, knowing she wasn’t. I’m just

  flustered. My thoughts are confused from the shock of the news. But she knew it was a lie.




  Her breath tensed as the line rang. She knew inside that the moment it connected, the morning’s events were going to take on a whole new tone.




  An instant later, that moment came. As the line connected, a familiar intake of breath on the other end served as the preamble for a greeting, coming from a voice who already knew who was

  calling.




  ‘Em!’




  The British lilt to Michael Torrance’s voice was unmissable. With an exuberance to match her confusion, Emily Wess’s fiancé greeted the love of his life.




  







  CHAPTER 10




  9.52 a.m. CST




  ‘Mike?’ Emily answered, her heart thumping. Their connection by phone, having its source in Arno Holmstrand’s cryptic letter, heaped confusion on

  confusion.




  ‘Where are you?’ Michael’s voice was filled with energy.




  ‘I’m still in my office,’ Emily responded. ‘I haven’t left for the airport.’ She wasn’t sure how to carry on with the only thought on her mind.

  Bluntness, she at last decided, was the best approach. ‘Something’s happened here on campus.’




  Michael was suddenly serious, the transition instantaneous.




  ‘What do you mean? Is it serious? Are you okay?’ His tone betrayed a protective panic, and Emily realized she had begun badly.




  ‘No, no, it’s nothing like that. I’m fine.’ She heard a sigh of relief from Michael’s end of the phone. Though they were both formidable characters, Michael’s

  protective impulse was strong. ‘But something really strange is going on over here. You wouldn’t believe it if I told you.’




  ‘Try me,’ he offered.




  ‘A man died here last night,’ Emily continued. ‘Do you remember the famous professor, here on campus? Arno Holmstrand?’




  ‘The one you didn’t stop talking about for a year? Yes, Em, I remember him.’ Following their habit of communicating largely by teasing, he had made a sport of goading Emily for

  what he had called the ‘school-girlish infatuation’ she had developed when the legendary figure had come to her campus. He’d confessed later that if her star-struck enthusiasm

  hadn’t been so endearing, he might have thought she had eyes for another man.




  ‘That’s the one.’ She swallowed. ‘He was killed yesterday.’




  ‘Killed?’




  ‘In his office. Shot three times.’ She paused, unconsciously adding to the dramatic note of her words.




  ‘My God, Emily, I’m so sorry.’ Michael’s consoling words were compassionate, but there was something hesitating in them. Something more than masculine, protective worry

  pulled at his attention.




  ‘It’s not like I really knew him,’ Emily replied. There was a touch of the disingenuous about her response. She hadn’t known Arno, but she had known of him, had

  admired him, had followed him. And she felt his loss, however she portrayed it across the phone.




  ‘Still, even so. ’ Michael’s mind raced ahead. ‘Who shot him?’




  ‘No one knows. The investigation is going on now. There are police all over campus. They say it looked like a professional job. It sounds almost like an assassination.’ Emily took a

  long breath and swallowed hard. ‘And the whole thing gets stranger.’ She waited a moment for Michael to probe, to question, but he remained silent, so she continued. ‘This

  morning, I found a letter in my office. Hand-written, hand-delivered. From Arno Holmstrand.’ Emily steadied her voice. ‘The letter, Mike . . . it’s about his death. He wrote it

  before he was killed, knowing that he would be.’




  Silence continued to meet her from the other end of the line.




  ‘And here’s the part you’re really not going to believe. His letter gave me instructions to dial a phone number he’d written on the back, with no name attached to it. I

  did. And here I am, talking to you.’




  At last, Michael spoke.




  ‘Actually, Em, I find everything you’ve just said entirely believable.’




  She started. ‘Really?’




  ‘Really. Because I got in from my morning run twenty minutes ago, and inside my door was an envelope. It’s yellow and has my name written on it in brown ink.’




  Emily froze, unsure of how to make sense out of what she was hearing.




  ‘It can’t be.’




  ‘It is,’ Michael interjected. ‘And the letter inside is from Arno Holmstrand.’




  Emily’s disbelief was now almost uncontained.




  ‘What does it say?’




  ‘Not a great deal,’ Michael answered. She could hear him flick open a sheet of paper as he made to read the letter. ‘Dear Michael, Emily will call this morning. Wait by the

  phone. Open the second envelope and read it to her when she rings.’




  ‘Second envelope?’ The confusion of the morning’s events was mounting by the second.




  ‘Inside the first, with this little letter, there’s a second envelope. With your name written on it,’ Michael confirmed. ‘Why is he writing to you? And via me? How are we

  involved in his life?’




  ‘I have no idea, Mike. I’m still trying to work that out.’ She paused. ‘The second envelope . . . did you open it?’ Emily was wholly on edge at her desk.




  ‘Of course I opened it!’ he answered. ‘Do you think I was just going to twiddle my thumbs and sit on it?’ Despite the tension of the moment, Emily couldn’t resist a

  slight smile. Michael’s usual exuberance hadn’t been erased by the strange events.




  ‘And?’




  ‘And you may not be coming to Chicago.’ He paused, and this time the dramatic silence was entirely intentional. ‘There’s a printout of an e-ticket inside. Holmstrand has

  booked you on a flight to London. Tonight.’




  Emily was dumbfounded.




  ‘London?’




  Michael’s mental stride was now sweeping. He moved past her confusion.




  ‘What’s your office fax number, Em?’




  She blinked her eyes to bring herself back into the moment, and rattled off the number for the fax machine in the departmental office.




  ‘Why do you want it?’ she finally asked.




  ‘Because in this second envelope, apart from the ticket, there are also two sheets of paper. My scanner’s broken so I can’t email you a copy. But you’re definitely going

  to want to see what he’s left waiting for you.’




  







  CHAPTER 11




  10.02 a.m. CST




  Ten minutes later, Emily stood anxiously next to the fax machine in the office of the Religion Department, a few doors down from her own office. The dedicated fax line

  didn’t have an audible ring, so she stood near the machine, waiting for it to spring to life and deliver digital copies of the two pages Michael had promised he would send in the next few

  minutes.




  Seated across a worktable were two fellow religion professors. Predictably, they were discussing Holmstrand.




  ‘No, it’s three,’ Bill Preslin, one of the faculty’s Hebrew scholars, corrected the other man. ‘You forgot Saudi Arabia.’




  ‘Really? I had no idea.’ The other man was David Welsh, the department’s specialist in South American religions. Emily moved to the table and sat down. She could watch the fax

  machine from there.




  ‘Do you mind if I join you?’ she asked. ‘I assume you’re talking about Arno. I still can’t believe it.’




  ‘Neither can we,’ Preslin answered with a welcoming nod. ‘But dramatic events are hardly foreign to Arno Holmstrand. He’s the only academic I know who’s been placed

  on terrorist watch lists in three countries based on the amount of time he spent in the Middle East. America, Great Britain and Saudi Arabia all consider him a “person of

  interest”.’




  ‘And the Dean’s office got a nice little phone call from the Department of Homeland Security when he came here, wanting to know whether we knew about his “interesting

  background”,’ Welsh added.




  ‘We told them we did,’ continued Preslin, who had served two terms in the bureaucratic wing of the college before being returned to a predominantly teaching role. ‘But we added

  that the man had received honorary citizenship in five countries, an OBE from the Queen of England and honorary degrees from seven different universities.’




  Emily rattled off in her mind the names she knew from the immense publicity that had surrounded Holmstrand’s appointment. The degrees lining his office walls came from Stanford, Notre

  Dame, Cambridge, Oxford, Edinburgh, the Sorbonne and the University of Egypt. And those were only the ones Holmstrand had mentioned when asked. There was likely a litany of others.




  ‘But the government didn’t seem to think that mattered,’ Preslin continued. ‘And no matter how many times we told them his work in the Middle East was archaeological,

  they kept coming back to the point. You’d think “archaeological dig” was code for “terrorist camp” in government vocabulary.’




  ‘Hey, maybe it is,’ Welsh added. The two men shared a dark chuckle.




  ‘How did we ever get him to come here?’ Emily asked, interrupting the temporary frivolity. She was still a little too struck by the news to be light-hearted, even if it was in

  friendly tribute.




  ‘We didn’t,’ Welsh answered. ‘We may be a top tier institution, but nobody’s on Holmstrand’s playing field. He came because he wanted to come. It was his own

  proposal. Said he wanted some peace and calm after all his adventures, and to get back to his small-town roots. Carleton appealed, and he wrote to us. Even offered to take a bottom-rung salary, as

  he obviously wasn’t in it for the money.’




  ‘No, I wouldn’t have thought so,’ Emily said. She allowed a moment of silence to pass. The contents of Arno’s letter wouldn’t leave her mind.




  ‘Do you know if Holmstrand ever had anything to do with the Library of Alexandria?’ she finally asked, unable to contain her pressing curiosity.




  The looks that came back from her two colleagues were puzzled. It was not a direction either had expected the conversation to take.




  ‘The ancient one? The lost library? What do you mean?’




  ‘I’m not sure. I know he was heavily involved in all things Egyptian. But did he research the Library of Alexandria in particular? Study it? Write about it?’




  Preslin rubbed his chin. ‘Not that I know of,’ he replied. ‘But the man did publish almost thirty books. Who knows? Maybe he did.’




  As he spoke, the fax machine sprang into activity with an abrupt collection of whirs and clicks. Emily stood up from her seat and walked over to the small table on which it sat.




  ‘One thing I do know,’ Welsh noted. ‘He discovered things wherever he went. And as you say, he spent a lot of time in Egypt. So maybe there’s some connection, if

  you’re interested to look into it. But whatever his interests were, they’re sure finished now.’ It wasn’t quite top-shelf dark humour, but it was accurate.




  A moment later, a sheet of paper began to pulse through the fax machine’s tray. As a second sheet drew into the feeder, Emily pulled the first from the slowly spinning roller and drew it

  up to eye level.




  Though the quality was rough and the background of the letter slightly grey due to the fax machine’s black and white scanning of what Emily suspected was the yellowish colouring of the

  original letter, its contents were still clearly legible. As Emily read, her whole body tensed.




  

    

      Dear Emily,




      You’ve come this far, now you must go further. What I wrote before, what I revealed to you, I wrote in deadly seriousness. The Library exists, together with the Society that guards

      and keeps it, but with my death that existence is threatened. Let my death be your warning: what I have had, what you must find, is something others want, and for which they are willing to do

      anything.




      There is little time. My death marks the beginning of the journey you must now make. Enclosed is a ticket. You must go to Oxford at once, and alone. What you must find, I cannot write

      here. Despite all my efforts, I cannot be certain you will find this information before they do. Use that historical mind of yours, Emily. I’m certain you will put the pieces

      together.




      You must. There is more at stake than you can yet possibly know. You must find our library.




      God keep you, Emily.




      Respectfully,




      Arno


    


  




  







  CHAPTER 12




  The tension with which Emily held the page was almost enough to tear it.




  She picked up the second sheet of paper as it emerged from the fax. Her mind puzzled over the strange collection of materials it contained. A single line of text was followed by a strange and

  unfamiliar crest. Below it, three phrases, showing no obvious relation to one another, were listed.




  

  

    

  

    

  

    

      Two for Oxford, and one thereafter.




      

        [image: ]


      




      University’s Church, oldest of them all




      To pray, between two Queens




      Fifteen, if by morning


    


  


    


  


      


  


  


  Emily stared at the cryptic sheet, utterly baffled. It looked for all the world like a set of . . . clues.




  Her silent confusion over the strange page was broken only when she heard Welsh approach. He had observed Emily’s intense gaze as the papers emerged from the fax, and had decided to see

  what was attracting her attention so completely. As Emily heard him draw near, she clutched the papers to her chest.




  ‘Come on, what’s with the sudden shift in your attention?’ he asked. ‘What have you got? Is everything okay?’




  ‘It’s nothing,’ Emily repeated. ‘I don’t know.’ The last comment, at least, was entirely truthful. Feeling her pulse continue to rise, Emily felt suddenly

  uncomfortable in the presence of her colleagues. Should their eyes see this? Without knowing quite why, she craved privacy.




  ‘Sorry, I’ve got to go.’ Without making eye contact or waiting for a response Emily folded the pages into her hand and left the office, the door slamming shut behind her.




  







  CHAPTER 13




  The Outskirts of Cairo, Egypt




  The parcel was wrapped, as always, in plain paper with no markings.




  The Librarian held it under his robe as he descended the steps. The corridor below was dark, but he knew the way well. For years this exchange had been carried out in the same way. Always in

  silence, always in darkness.




  He stepped softly over the old stone flooring, covered in a scattered layer of desert sand and dust. The corridor angled sharply left, descending. He braced himself against the wall,

  reinforcing his footing. His legs were no longer strengthened by the nimbleness of youth, as they had been when he had first made this descent. He took practised care, now, coming to the end of the

  corridor, walled off unknown centuries before.




  Feeling his way along the rough facade in the blackness, his fingers caressed the familiar spot. Two limestone blocks met at an awkward angle, creating a small fissure of empty space. Taking

  the parcel from the folds of his robe, he slid it carefully into the nook, pushing it as far back as the space would allow.




  The scraping of paper against stone echoed through the silence of the space.




  The deposit completed, he turned and retraced his steps upward. The month’s collection and compilation had gone well, and the next month’s had already begun, all in the same,

  ancient cycle by which it had been run for thousands of years, though with history’s most consistent mark – change – firmly imprinted upon it.




  It was a never-ceasing source of amazement, this routine – even all these years on. Such a simple, quiet act, and yet behind it, upholding it, was an unseen structure he could not

  comprehend and would never fully know.




  Turning the final corner and crouching through the low stone entrance, the old questions still burning just as brightly in his mind, the Librarian emerged into the bright light of the

  Egyptian sun.




  







  CHAPTER 14




  Washington DC – 11.30 a.m. EST (10.30 a.m. CST)




  Jason watched as the man exited the Eisenhower Executive Office Building, carrying an expensive briefcase and walking with confident strides. He matched perfectly the

  photo Jason held in his hand, down to the ridiculously pinstriped suit and overly coiffed hairdo. A man, Jason thought, who thinks far too much and far too highly of himself. That

  fact alone meant Jason would enjoy what was to come, quite apart from the righteousness of the cause and the need for the act. He’d only flown in from the Midwest a half hour earlier, en

  route to New York, but Jason didn’t mind the scheduled detour. Arrogant upstarts like this deserved what came to them.




  As the man rounded a corner on to West Executive Avenue, Jason got up from his park bench, pocketed the photograph and folded his newspaper beneath his left arm. Sauntering nonchalantly, he

  followed two blocks behind his target as the young man passed down H Street and turned left onto I Street. Exactly as Jason knew he would.




  The surveillance of Mitch Forrester had been ongoing for months. Another Friend, Cole, was assigned to the vice president and had planted himself in the heart of both men’s professional

  environment with ease. His intelligence was thorough. Forrester’s habits at the end of the workday repeated like clockwork: he didn’t own a car and, rather than take the metro or bus,

  preferred to walk the 14 blocks from his office to his apartment. Jason imagined that this, too, was a vanity, aimed to keep himself fit and allow himself to be seen by as many people as

  possible.

OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/image3.jpg
Central Oxforc

England






OEBPS/html/docimages/image2.jpg
LOST

LIBRARY

A. M. DEAN





OEBPS/html/docimages/image5.jpg
Istanbul, Turkey Sea of Marmara

~%






OEBPS/html/docimages/image4.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/image6.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
1B

S,
e is power and

can kill . . .

A.M.DEAN





