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     For Lisa, who has filled my universe with wonders
    

   



    
     
      
       The unleashed power of the atom has changed everything save our modes of thinking, and thus we drift toward unparalleled catastrophe.
      
     

     
      —ALBERT EINSTEIN
     

    

   



    
     
      
       Chapter One
      
     

    

    
     
      
       HANS WALTHER KLEINMAN, ONE OF THE GREAT THEORETICAL physicists of our time, was drowning in his bathtub. A stranger with long, sinewy arms had pinned Hans’s shoulders to the porcelain bottom.

     Although the water was only thirty centimeters deep, the pinioning arms kept Hans from raising his face to the surface. He clawed at the stranger’s hands, trying to loosen their grip, but the man was a shtarker, a young vicious brute, and Hans was a seventy-nine-year-old with arthritis and a weak heart. Flailing about, he kicked the sides of the tub, and the lukewarm water sloshed all around him. He couldn’t get a good look at his attacker—the man’s face was a shifting, watery blur. The shtarker must have slipped into the apartment through the open window by the fire escape, then rushed into the bathroom when he realized that Hans was inside.

     As Hans struggled, he felt the pressure building in his chest. It started in the center, right under his sternum, and quickly filled his whole rib cage. A negative pressure, pushing inward from all sides, constricting his lungs. Within seconds it rose to his neck, a hot choking tightness, and Hans opened his mouth, gagging. Lukewarm water rushed down his throat, and now Hans devolved into a creature of pure panic, a twisting, squirming primitive animal going into its final convulsions. No, no, no, no, no, no! Then he lay still, and as his vision faded he saw only the wavelets at the surface, rippling just a few centimeters above him. A Fourier series, he thought. And so beautiful.

     But it wasn’t the end, not yet. When Hans regained consciousness he was lying facedown on the cold tiled floor, coughing up bathwater. His eyes ached and his stomach lurched and each breath was an excruciating gasp. Coming back to life was actually more painful than dying. Then he felt a sharp blow to his back, right between his shoulder blades, and heard someone say in a jaunty voice, “Time to wake up!”

     The stranger grabbed him by the elbows and rolled him over. The back of Hans’s head banged against the wet tiles. Still breathing hard, he looked up at his attacker, who was kneeling on the bathroom rug. A huge man, a hundred kilograms at the least. Shoulder muscles bulging under his black T-shirt, camouflage pants tucked into black leather boots. A bald head, disproportionately small compared with his body, with black stubble on his cheeks and a gray scar on his jaw. Most likely a junkie, Hans guessed. After he kills me, he’ll tear the place apart, hunting for my valuables. Only then will the stupid putz realize I don’t have a goddamn cent.

     The shtarker stretched his thin lips into a smile. “Now we’ll have a little talk, yes? You can call me Simon, if you like.”

     The man’s voice had an unusual accent that Hans couldn’t place. His eyes were small and brown, his nose was crooked, and his skin was the color of a weathered brick. His features were ugly but indistinct—he could be Spanish, Russian, Turkish, almost anything. Hans tried to say, “What do you want?” but when he opened his mouth he only retched again.

     Simon looked amused. “Yes, yes, I’m so sorry about that. But I needed to show you that I’m serious. And better to do that right away, eh?”

     Oddly enough, Hans wasn’t afraid now. He’d already accepted the fact that this stranger was going to kill him. What disturbed him was the sheer impudence of the man, who kept smiling as Hans lay naked on the floor. It seemed clear what would happen next: Simon was going to order him to reveal the number of his ATM card. The same thing had happened to one of Hans’s neighbors, an eighty-two-year-old woman who’d been attacked in her apartment and beaten until she gave up the number. No, Hans wasn’t afraid—he was furious! He coughed the last drops of bathwater out of his throat and propped himself up on his elbows. “You made a mistake this time, you ganef. I have no money. I don’t even have a bank card.”

     “I don’t want your money, Dr. Kleinman. I’m interested in physics, not money. You’re familiar with the subject, I assume?”

     At first Hans simply grew more enraged. Was this putz making fun of him? Who did he think he was? After a moment, though, a more disturbing question occurred to him: How did this man find out my name? And how does he know I’m a physicist?

     Simon seemed to guess what Hans was thinking. “Don’t be so surprised, Professor. I’m not as ignorant as I look. I may not have any advanced degrees, but I’m a fast learner.”

     Hans had surmised by now that this man was no junkie. “Who are you? What are you doing here?”

     “Think of it as a research project. On a very challenging and esoteric topic.” His smile broadened. “I admit, some of the equations weren’t easy to understand. But I have some friends, you see, and they explained it very well.”

     “Friends? What do you mean, friends?”

     “Well, perhaps that’s the wrong word. Clients would probably be better. I have some very knowledgeable and well-financed clients. And they hired me to get some information from you.”

     “What are you talking about? Are you some kind of spy?”

     Simon chuckled. “No, no, nothing so grandiose. I’m an independent contractor. Let’s just leave it at that.”

     Hans’s mind was racing now. The shtarker was a spy, or maybe a terrorist. His exact affiliation was unclear—Iran? North Korea? Al-Qaeda?—but that didn’t matter. They were all after the same thing. What Hans didn’t understand was why the bastards had targeted him of all people. Like most nuclear physicists of his generation, Hans had done some classified work for the Defense Department in the fifties and sixties, but his specialty had been radioactivity studies. He’d never worked on bomb design or fabrication, and he’d spent most of his professional life doing theoretical research that was strictly nonmilitary. “I have some bad news for your clients, whoever they are,” Hans said. “They picked the wrong physicist.”

     Simon shook his head. “No, I don’t think so.”

     “What kind of information do you think I can give you? Uranium enrichment? I know nothing about that! And nothing about warhead design either. My field is particle physics, not nuclear engineering. All my research papers are available on the Internet, there’s nothing secret about them!”

     The stranger shrugged, unperturbed. “You’ve jumped to the wrong conclusion, I’m afraid. I don’t care about warheads and I don’t care about your papers. I’m interested in someone else’s work, not yours.”

     “Why are you in my apartment, then? Did you get the wrong address?”

     Simon’s face hardened. He pushed Hans down on his back and placed one hand flat on his rib cage, leaning forward so he could put his whole weight on it. “This person happens to be someone you knew. Your professor at Princeton fifty-five years ago? The wandering Jew from Bavaria? The man who wrote Zur Elektrodynamik bewegter Körper? Surely you haven’t forgotten him?”

     Hans struggled to breathe. The shtarker’s hand felt impossibly heavy. Mein Gott, he thought. This can’t be happening.

     Simon leaned over some more, bringing his face so close that Hans could see the black hairs inside his nostrils. “He admired you, Dr. Kleinman. He thought you were one of his most promising assistants. You worked together quite closely in his last few years, didn’t you?”

     Hans couldn’t have replied even if he’d wanted to. Simon was pushing down on him so hard he could feel his vertebrae grinding against the cold tiles.

     “Yes, he admired you. But more than that, he trusted you. He conferred with you about everything he worked on during those years. Including his Einheitliche Feldtheorie.”

     At just that moment one of Hans’s ribs snapped. On his left side, on the outer curve, where the tensile strain was greatest. The pain knifed through his chest and Hans opened his mouth to scream, but he couldn’t even draw enough breath to cry out. Oh Gott, Gott im Himmel! All at once his rational mind disintegrated, and he was afraid, he was terrified! Because he saw what this stranger wanted from him, and he knew that in the end he would be unable to resist.

     Simon finally eased off and removed his hand from Hans’s chest. Hans took a deep breath, and as the air whooshed in he felt the knife of pain again on his left side. His pleural membrane was torn, which meant that his left lung would soon collapse. He was weeping from the pain and shuddering with each breath. Simon stood over him with his hands on his hips, smiling contentedly, quite satisfied with his work. “So do we understand each other? Do you see what I’m looking for?”

     Hans nodded, then closed his eyes. I’m sorry, Herr Doktor, he thought. I’m going to betray you now. And in his mind’s eye he saw the professor again, saw him as clearly as if the great man were standing right there in the bathroom. But it was nothing like the pictures that everyone knew, the photographs of the unkempt genius with the wild white hair. What Hans remembered was the professor in the last months of his life. The drawn cheeks, the sunken eyes, the defeated grimace. The man who’d glimpsed the truth but, for the sake of the world, couldn’t speak it out loud.

     Hans felt a kick in his side, just below his broken rib. The pain ripped through his torso, and his eyes sprang open. One of Simon’s leather boots rested on Hans’s bare hip. “No time for sleeping,” he said. “We have work to do. I’m going to get some paper from your desk and you’re going to write everything down.” He turned around and walked out of the bathroom. “If there’s something I don’t understand, you’ll explain it to me. Like a seminar, yes? Who knows, you might even enjoy it.”

     Simon headed down the hallway toward Hans’s bedroom. A moment later Hans heard rummaging noises. With the stranger out of sight, some of Hans’s fear lifted and he was able to think again, at least until the bastard came back. And what he thought about were the shtarker’s boots, his shiny black storm-trooper boots. Hans felt a wave of disgust. The man was trying to look like a Nazi. In essence, that’s what he was, a Nazi, no different from the thugs in brown uniforms that Hans had seen marching down the streets of Frankfurt when he was seven years old. And the people Simon worked for, those nameless “clients”? Who were they if not Nazis?

     Simon returned holding a ballpoint pen in one hand and a legal pad in the other. “All right, from the beginning,” he said. “I want you to write the revised field equation.”

     He bent over, offering the pen and pad, but Hans didn’t take them. His lung was collapsing and each breath was a torture, but he wasn’t going to help this Nazi. “Go to hell,” he rasped.

     Simon gave him a mildly scolding look, the kind you’d give to a misbehaving five-year-old. “You know what I think, Dr. Kleinman? I think you need another bath.”

     In one swift motion he picked Hans up and plunged him into the water again. Once more Hans struggled to raise his face to the surface, bashing himself against the sides of the tub as he clawed at the shtarker’s arms. If anything, the second time was more terrifying than the first, because now Hans knew exactly what lay ahead—the tightening agony, the frantic twisting, the mindless descent into blackness.

     Hans fell deeper into unconsciousness this time. It took a tremendous effort to emerge from the abyss, and even after Hans opened his eyes he felt like he hadn’t fully awoken. His vision was fuzzy around the edges and he could take only shallow breaths.

     “Are you there, Dr. Kleinman? Can you hear me?”

     The voice sounded muffled now. When Hans looked up he saw the silhouette of the shtarker, but his body seemed to be surrounded by a penumbra of vibrating particles.

     “I really wish you’d be more reasonable, Dr. Kleinman. If you look at the situation in a logical way, you’ll realize that all this subterfuge is absurd. You can’t hide something like this forever.”

     Hans looked a little closer at the penumbra surrounding the man and saw that the particles weren’t actually vibrating—they were popping in and out of existence, pairs of particles and anti-particles appearing like magic from the quantum vacuum and then disappearing just as quickly. This is amazing, Hans thought. If only I had a camera!

     “Even if you don’t help us, my clients will get what they want. Perhaps you didn’t know this, but your professor had other confidants. He thought it would be clever to parcel the information among them. We’ve already contacted a few of these old gentlemen, and they’ve been most helpful. One way or another, we’ll get what we need. So why make this hard on yourself?”

     The evanescent particles seemed to grow larger as Hans stared at them. Upon closer inspection it became clear that they weren’t particles at all but infinitely thin strings stretching from one curtain of space to another. The strings shivered between the undulating curtains, which curled into tubes and cones and manifolds. And the whole elaborate dance was proceeding exactly as predicted, exactly as Herr Doktor had described!

     “I’m sorry, Dr. Kleinman, but my patience is wearing thin. I don’t enjoy doing this, but you leave me no choice.”

     The man kicked him three times in the left side of his chest, but Hans didn’t even feel it. The diaphanous curtains of space had folded around him. Hans could see them so clearly, like curving sheets of blown glass, brilliant and impenetrable, yet soft to the touch. But the other man obviously couldn’t see them. Who was this man, anyway? He looked so clownish standing there in his black leather boots. “Don’t you see them?” Hans whispered. “They’re right in front of your eyes!”

     The man let out a sigh. “I guess this will require a more vigorous kind of persuasion.” He retreated to the hallway and opened the door to the linen closet. “Let’s see what we have here.” After a moment he returned to the bathroom carrying a plastic bottle of rubbing alcohol and a steam iron. “Dr. Kleinman, could you tell me where the nearest electric outlet is?”

     Hans forgot about the man. He saw nothing but the lacy folds of the universe, curving around him like an infinitely soft blanket.

    

   



    
     
      
       Chapter Two
      
     

    

    
     
      
       DAVID SWIFT WAS IN AN UNUSUALLY GOOD MOOD. HE AND Jonah, his seven-year-old son, had just spent a marvelous afternoon in Central Park. To cap off the day, David had bought ice-cream cones from a pushcart at Seventy-second Street, and now father and son were strolling through the sultry June twilight toward David’s ex-wife’s apartment. Jonah was in a good mood, too, because in his right hand—his left hand held the ice-cream cone—he brandished a brand-new, triple-shot Super Soaker. As Jonah walked down the sidewalk he idly pointed the high-tech water gun at various random targets—windows, mailboxes, a few clusters of pigeons—but David wasn’t concerned. He’d emptied the gun’s reservoir before they’d left the park.

     Jonah somehow managed to lick his ice cream while sighting down the barrel of the Super Soaker. “So how does it work again? Why does the water come out so fast?”

     David had explained the process twice before, but he didn’t mind repeating it. He loved having this kind of conversation with his son. “When you move that red thing, the pump handle? That pushes the water from the big reservoir to the smaller one.”

     “Wait, where’s the smaller one?”

     David pointed at the back of the gun. “It’s right here. The smaller reservoir has some air in it, and when you pump water into the tank there’s less room for the air. The air molecules get squeezed together and start pushing on the water.”

     “I don’t get it. Why do they push the water?”

     “Because air molecules are always bouncing around, see? And when you squeeze them together, they bounce against the water more.”

     “Can I bring the gun to school for show-and-tell?”

     “Uh, I don’t know…”

     “Why not? It’s science, right?”

     “I don’t think they allow water guns in school. But you’re right, there’s definitely science in this thing. The guy who invented the Super Soaker was a scientist. A nuclear engineer who worked for NASA.”

     A bus lunged down Columbus Avenue and Jonah tracked it with his water gun. He seemed to be losing interest in the physics of Super Soakers. “Why didn’t you become a scientist, Dad?”

     David thought for a second before answering. “Well, not everyone can be a scientist. But I write books about the history of science and that’s also fun. I get to learn about famous people like Isaac Newton and Albert Einstein and teach courses about them.”

     “I don’t want to do that. I’m gonna be a real scientist. I’m gonna invent a spaceship that can fly to Pluto in five seconds.”

     It would’ve been amusing to talk about the Pluto spaceship, but now David was uncomfortable. He felt a strong need to improve his standing in his son’s eyes. “A long time ago, when I was in graduate school, I did some real science. And it was all about space.”

     Jonah turned away from the street and stared at him. “You mean spaceships?” he asked hopefully. “Spaceships that can go a billion miles per second?”

     “No, it was about the shape of space. What space would look like if there were only two dimensions instead of three.”

     “I don’t get it. What’s a dimension?”

     “A universe with two dimensions has length and width, but no depth. Like a giant sheet.” David held out his hands, palms down, as if he were smoothing an infinite sheet. “I had this teacher, Professor Kleinman? He’s one of the smartest scientists in the whole world. And we wrote a paper together about two-dimensional universes.”

     “A paper?” The excitement seemed to drain from Jonah’s face.

     “Yeah, that’s what scientists do, they write papers about their discoveries. So their colleagues can see what they’ve done.”

     Jonah turned back to watch the traffic. He was so bored, he didn’t even bother to ask what the word colleagues meant. “I’m gonna ask Mom if I can take the Super Soaker to show-and-tell.”

     A minute later they walked into the apartment building where Jonah and his mother lived. David had lived there, too, until two years ago, when he and Karen had separated. Now he had a small apartment of his own farther uptown, closer to his job at Columbia University. Every weekday he picked up Jonah from school at three o’clock and delivered him to his mother four hours later. The arrangement allowed them to avoid the considerable expense of hiring a nanny. But David’s heart always sank as he walked through the lobby of his old building and entered the sluggish elevator. He felt like an exile.

     When they finally reached the fourteenth floor, David saw Karen standing in the apartment’s doorway. She hadn’t changed out of her work clothes yet; she wore black pumps and a gray business suit, the standard uniform of a corporate lawyer. With her arms folded across her chest, she scrutinized her ex-husband, glancing with evident disapproval at the stubble on David’s face and his mud-caked jeans and the T-shirt emblazoned with the name of his softball team, the Hitless Historians. Then her eyes fixed on the Super Soaker. Sensing trouble, Jonah handed the gun to David and slipped past his mother into the apartment. “Gotta pee,” he yelled as he ran to the bathroom.

     Karen shook her head as she stared at the water gun. A stray lock of blond hair dangled beside her left cheek. She was still beautiful, David thought, but it was a cold beauty, cold and unyielding. She raised her hand to her face and whisked the blond lock to the side. “What the hell were you thinking?”

     David had prepared himself for this. “Look, I already told Jonah the rules. No shooting at people. We went to the park and shot at the rocks and trees. It was fun.”

     “You think a machine gun is an appropriate toy for a seven-year-old?”

     “It’s not a machine gun, all right? And the box said, ‘Ages seven and up.’”

     Karen narrowed her eyes and pursed her lips. It was an expression she often made in the heat of an argument, and David had always hated it. “You know what kids do with those Super Soakers?” she said. “There was a story about it on the news last night. A bunch of kids in Staten Island put gasoline in the gun instead of water so they could turn it into a flamethrower. They nearly burned down their whole neighborhood.”

     David took a deep breath. He didn’t want to fight with Karen anymore. That was why they’d split up—they were fighting all the time in front of Jonah. So it made no sense at all to continue this conversation. “Okay, okay, calm down. Just tell me what you want me to do.”

     “Take the gun home with you. You can let Jonah play with it when you’re watching him, but I don’t want that thing in my house.”

     Before David could respond, he heard the telephone ring inside the apartment. Then he heard Jonah call out, “I’ll get it!” Karen’s eyes swept sideways and for a moment it looked like she was going to make a dash for the phone, but instead she just cocked her ear to listen. David wondered if it was her new boyfriend. She’d started dating another lawyer, a hearty gray-haired gent with two former wives and a lot of money. David wasn’t jealous in the usual sense—he’d lost his passion for Karen a long time ago. What he couldn’t stand was the thought of that glad-handing coot getting chummy with Jonah.

     Jonah came to the doorway with the cordless phone in his hand. He stopped in his tracks, probably puzzled by the anxious looks on both his parents’ faces. Then he held the phone toward David. “It’s for you, Dad.”

     Karen’s face fell. She looked betrayed. “That’s strange. Why would anyone call you here? Don’t they have your new number?”

     Jonah shrugged. “The man on the phone said he’s with the police.”

      

     
      
       DAVID SAT IN THE BACKSEAT
       of a taxi speeding north toward St. Luke’s Hospital. It was getting dark now and all the eager Thursday-night couples were lining up outside the restaurants and bars on Amsterdam Avenue. As the taxi hurtled through the traffic, careening past the slow-moving buses and delivery trucks, David stared at the neon signs above the restaurants, the lurid orange letters flashing by.

     Attacked, the police detective said. Professor Kleinman had been attacked in his apartment on 127th Street. Now he was in critical condition at the emergency room of St. Luke’s. And he’d asked for David Swift. Whispered a phone number to the paramedics. You better hurry, the detective said. David asked, “Why? What’s wrong?” and the detective said, “Just hurry.”

     David squirmed with guilt. He hadn’t seen Professor Kleinman in over three years. The old man had become a recluse since he’d retired from Columbia’s physics department. Lived in a tiny apartment on the edge of West Harlem, gave all his money to Israel. No wife, no kids. His whole life had been physics.

     Twenty years earlier, when David was a grad student, Kleinman had been his adviser. David had liked him from the start. Neither aloof nor severe, he sprinkled Yiddish into his discourses on quantum theory. Once a week David went to Kleinman’s office to hear him elucidate the mysteries of wave functions and virtual particles. Unfortunately, all the patient explanations weren’t enough; after two years of frustration, David had to admit he was in over his head. He simply wasn’t smart enough to be a physicist. So he quit the graduate program and switched to the next best thing: a Ph.D. in the history of science.

     Kleinman was disappointed but understanding. Despite David’s failings as a physics student, the old man had grown fond of him. They stayed in touch over the next ten years, and when David began research for his book—a study of Albert Einstein’s collaborations with his various assistants—Kleinman offered his personal recollections of the man he called Herr Doktor. The book, On the Shoulders of Giants, was tremendously successful and made David’s reputation. He was now a full professor in Columbia’s History of Science program. But David knew it didn’t mean much. Compared with a genius like Kleinman, he’d accomplished nothing.

     The taxi screeched to a halt in front of the St. Luke’s emergency room. After paying the driver, David rushed through the automatic glass doors and immediately spied a trio of New York City police officers standing next to the intake desk. Two of them were in uniform: a middle-aged sergeant with a bulging gut and a tall, thin rookie who looked like he was barely out of high school. The third was a plainclothes detective, a handsome Latino man in a neatly pressed suit. That’s the man who called me, David thought. He remembered the detective’s name: Rodriguez.

     His heart pounding, David approached the officers. “Excuse me? I’m David Swift. Are you Detective Rodriguez?”

     The detective nodded soberly. The two patrolmen, though, seemed amused. The paunchy sergeant smiled at David. “Hey, you got a permit for that thing?”

     He pointed at the Super Soaker. David was so distracted he’d forgotten he was still holding Jonah’s water gun.

     Rodriguez frowned at the sergeant. He was all business. “Thank you for coming, Mr. Swift. Are you a relative of Mr. Kleinman?”

     “No, no, I’m just a friend. A former student, actually.”

     The detective looked puzzled. “He was your teacher?”

     “Yes, at Columbia. How is he? Is he badly hurt?”

     Rodriguez placed a hand on David’s shoulder. “Please, come with us. He’s conscious but not answering our questions. He insists on talking to you.”

     The detective led David down a corridor while the two patrolmen walked behind. They passed a pair of nurses who looked at them gravely. This was not a good sign. “What happened?” David asked. “You said he was attacked?”

     “We got a report of a burglary in progress,” Rodriguez said without emotion. “Someone across the street saw a man enter the apartment from the fire escape. When the officers arrived they found Mr. Kleinman in the bathroom, critically injured. That’s all we know at this time.”

     “What do you mean, critically injured?”

     The detective looked straight ahead. “Whoever did this was a very sick individual. Mr. Kleinman has third-degree burns on his face, chest, and genitals. He also has a collapsed lung and damage to his other organs. The doctors say his heart is failing now. I’m very sorry, Mr. Swift.”

     David’s throat tightened. “Can’t they operate?”

     Rodriguez shook his head. “He wouldn’t survive.”

     “Goddamn it,” David muttered. He felt more anger than grief. He clenched his fists as he thought of Dr. Hans Walther Kleinman, that kind and brilliant old man, being pummeled by some sadistic street punk.

     They came to a room marked TRAUMA CENTER. Through the doorway David saw two more nurses in green scrubs standing beside a bed that was surrounded by medical equipment—a cardiac monitor, a crash cart, a defibrillator, an IV pole. From the corridor David couldn’t see who was lying on the bed. He was about to step into the room when Detective Rodriguez grabbed his arm.

     “I know this will be difficult, Mr. Swift, but we need your help. I want you to ask Mr. Kleinman if he remembers anything from the attack. The paramedics said that while he was in the ambulance, he kept repeating a couple of names.” Rodriguez looked over his shoulder at the rookie patrolman. “What were those names again?”

     The boy cop flipped through the pages of his notebook. “Uh, hold on a second. They were German names, I remember that. Okay, here they are. Einhard Liggin and Feld Terry.”

     Rodriguez looked intently at David. “Do you know either of those people? Were they associates of Mr. Kleinman?”

     David repeated the names silently: Einhard Liggin, Feld Terry. They were unusual, even for German. And then it hit him.

     “They’re not names,” he said. “It’s two words in German. Einheitliche Feldtheorie.”

     “What does it mean?”

     “Unified field theory.”

     Rodriguez just stared at him. “And what the hell is that?”

     David decided to give the same explanation he would’ve given Jonah. “It’s a theory that would explain all the forces of nature. Everything from gravity to electricity to the nuclear forces. It’s the Holy Grail of physics. Researchers have been working on the problem for decades, but no one’s come up with the theory yet.”

     The paunchy sergeant chuckled. “Well, there’s our perp. The unified field theory. Should I put out an all-points?”

     Rodriguez frowned at the sergeant again, then turned back to David. “Just ask Mr. Kleinman what he remembers. Anything at all would be helpful.”

     David said, “All right, I’ll try,” but he was perplexed now. Why would Kleinman repeat those particular words? Unified field theory was a somewhat old-fashioned term. Most physicists now referred to it as string theory or M-theory or quantum gravity, which were the names of the more recent approaches to the problem. What’s more, Kleinman hadn’t been enthusiastic about any of these approaches. His fellow physicists were going about it all wrong, he’d said. Instead of trying to understand how the universe works, they were building gaudy towers of mathematical formulas.

     Rodriguez gave him an impatient look. He took the Super Soaker out of David’s hands and nudged him toward the Trauma Center. “You better go in now. He may not have long.”

     David nodded, then stepped into the room. As he approached the bed, the two nurses tactfully backed off and focused on the cardiac monitor.

     What he noticed first were the bandages, the thick gauze pad taped to the right side of Kleinman’s face and the blood-soaked wrappings across his chest. The dressings covered most of Kleinman’s body and yet they still didn’t conceal all his injuries. David could see patches of dried blood under the old man’s white hair and purple hand-shaped bruises on both of his shoulders. But the worst thing was the dark blue tinge to his skin. David was familiar enough with physiology to know what it meant: Kleinman’s heart could no longer pump the oxygenated blood from his lungs to the rest of his body. The doctors had strapped an oxygen mask to his face and put him in a sitting position to drain the fluid from his lungs, but these interventions weren’t having much effect. David felt a fullness in his own chest as he stared at Professor Kleinman. The old man already looked like a corpse.

     After a few seconds, though, the corpse began to move. Kleinman opened his eyes and slowly raised his left hand to his face. With curled fingers he tapped the clear plastic mask that covered his mouth and nose. David leaned over the bed. “Dr. Kleinman? It’s me, David. Can you hear me?”

     Although the professor’s eyes were watery and dull, they locked on David. Kleinman tapped his oxygen mask again and then grasped the vinyl air bag that hung below, filling and emptying like a third lung. After fumbling for a moment, he got a good grip on the thing and started tugging.

     David grew alarmed. “Is something wrong? Is the air not getting through?”

     Kleinman pulled harder at the bag, which twisted in his hand. His lips were moving behind the plastic mask. David leaned closer. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

     The old man shook his head. A drop of sweat ran down his brow. “Don’t you see it?” he whispered from behind the mask. “Don’t you see?”

     “See what?”

     Kleinman let go of the bag and held his hand up in the air, turning it around slowly as if he were displaying a prize. “So beautiful,” he whispered.

     David heard a moist rattle in Kleinman’s chest. It was the fluid backing up into his lungs. “Do you know where you are, Professor? You’re in the hospital.”

     Kleinman kept staring with wonder at his hand, or more specifically, at the empty space cupped in his palm. “Yes, yes,” he rasped.

     “Someone attacked you in your apartment. The police want to know if you remember anything.”

     The old man coughed, spraying pinkish spittle on the inside of his mask. But his eyes remained on the invisible prize in his hand. “He was right. Mein Gott, he was right!”

     David bit his lip. He knew now beyond a doubt that Kleinman was dying, because he’d witnessed a similar struggle once before. Ten years earlier he’d stood by his father’s hospital bed and watched him die of liver cancer. David’s father, John Swift, was a bus driver and former boxer who’d abandoned his family and drunk himself to death. At the end he didn’t even recognize his son. Instead he thrashed under the bedsheets and cursed the names of the once-famous welterweights who’d beaten him senseless thirty years before.

     David grasped Kleinman’s hand. It was soft and limp and very cold. “Professor, please listen. This is important.”

     The old man’s eyes locked on him again. They were the only part of him that still seemed alive. “Everyone thought…that he failed. But he succeeded. He succeeded!” Kleinman spoke in short bursts, taking shallow breaths in between. “But he couldn’t…publish it. Herr Doktor saw…the danger. Much worse…than a bomb. Destroyer…of worlds.”

     David stared at the old man. Herr Doktor? Destroyer of worlds? He clasped Kleinman’s hand a bit tighter. “Try to stay with me, okay? You need to tell me about the man who hurt you. Do you remember what he looked like?”

     The professor’s face was shiny with sweat now. “That’s why…the shtarker came. That’s why…he tortured me.”

     “Tortured?” David felt a sickening jolt.

     “Yes, yes. He wanted me…to write it down. But I didn’t. I didn’t!”

     “Write what down? What did he want?”

     Kleinman smiled behind the mask. “Einheitliche Feldtheorie,” he whispered. “Herr Doktor’s…last gift.”

     David was bewildered. The easiest explanation was that the professor was hallucinating. The trauma of the attack had dredged up memories from half a century ago, when Hans Kleinman was a young physicist at Princeton’s Institute for Advanced Study, hired to assist the legendary but ailing Albert Einstein. David had written about it in his book: the endless stream of calculations on the blackboard in Einstein’s office, the long futile search for a field equation that would encompass both gravity and electromagnetism. It was not unreasonable that Kleinman, in his final delirium, would think back to those days. And yet the old man didn’t seem delirious at that moment. His chest was wheezing and he was sweating profusely, but his face was calm.

     “I’m sorry, David,” he rasped. “Sorry I never…told you. Herr Doktor saw…the danger. But he couldn’t…he couldn’t…” Kleinman coughed again, and his whole body shuddered. “He couldn’t burn…his notebooks. The theory was…too beautiful.” He let out another violent cough and then he suddenly doubled over.

     One of the nurses rushed to the other side of Kleinman’s bed. Grabbing the professor by his bruised shoulders, she propped him back up to a sitting position. David, who was still holding Kleinman’s hand, saw that his oxygen mask was filled with pink froth.

     The nurse quickly removed the mask and cleaned out the sputum. But when she tried to put it back on, Kleinman shook his head. She grasped the back of his neck to hold him still, but he batted the mask away with his free hand. “No!” he croaked. “Stop it! Enough!”

     The nurse glared at him, then turned to her partner, who was still staring at the cardiac monitor. “Go get the resident,” she ordered. “We need to intubate.”

     Kleinman leaned against David, who put his arm around the old man to keep him from toppling. The gurgling in his chest seemed louder now and his eyes darted wildly. “I’m dying,” he rasped. “There’s not…much time.”

     David’s eyes began to sting. “It’s all right, Professor. You’re going to be all—”

     Kleinman raised his hand and gripped the collar of David’s shirt. “Listen…David. You must…be careful. Your paper…remember? The one we worked on…together? Remember?”

     It took David a moment to realize what the professor was referring to. “You mean back in grad school? ‘General Relativity in a Two-Dimensional Spacetime’? That paper?”

     He nodded. “Yes, yes…you were close…very close…to the truth. Once I’m gone…they might come after you.”

     David felt an uneasy prickle in his stomach. “Who are you talking about?”

     Kleinman tightened his grip on David’s collar. “I have…a key. Herr Doktor gave me…this gift. And now I give it…to you. Keep it…safe. Don’t let…them get it. Understand? No one!”

     “A key? What—”

     “No time…no time! Just listen!” With surprising strength, Kleinman pulled David close. The old man’s wet lips brushed his ear. “Remember…the numbers. Four, zero…two, six…three, six…seven, nine…five, six…four, four…seven, eight, zero, zero.”

     As soon as he spoke the last digit, the professor let go of David’s collar and slumped against his chest. “Now repeat…the sequence.”

     Despite his confusion, David did as he was told. He put his lips near Kleinman’s ear and repeated the sequence. Although David had never been able to master the equations of quantum physics, he had an aptitude for memorizing long strings of numbers. When he was done, the old man nodded.

     “Good boy,” he murmured against David’s shirt. “Good boy.”

     The nurse stood beside the crash cart, preparing for the intubation. David watched her pick up a silver, scythe-shaped instrument and a long plastic tube with black tick marks along its length. They’re going to slip that thing down the professor’s throat, he thought. And then David felt something warm against his stomach. He looked down and saw a rivulet of viscous pink fluid spilling out of Kleinman’s mouth and pouring down his chin. The old man’s eyes were closed and his chest had stopped gurgling.

      

     
      
       WHEN THE EMERGENCY-ROOM RESIDENT
       finally arrived, he kicked David out of the Trauma Center and called for reinforcements. Soon half a dozen doctors and nurses surrounded Kleinman’s bed, trying to resuscitate the professor. But David knew it was hopeless. Hans Kleinman was gone.

     Rodriguez and the two patrolmen intercepted him as he lurched down the corridor. The detective, still holding the Super Soaker, wore a sympathetic look. He handed the water gun back to David. “How did it go, Mr. Swift? Did he tell you anything?”

     David shook his head. “I’m sorry. He was going in and out. It didn’t make a lot of sense.”

     “Well, what did he say? Was it a robbery?”

     “No. He said he was tortured.”

     “Tortured? Why?”

     Before David could answer, someone down the hallway shouted, “Hey, you! Hold it right there!”

     It was a tall, ruddy, thick-necked man with a crew cut and wearing a gray suit. He was flanked by two more ex-linebackers who looked much the same. The three of them marched down the corridor at a brisk clip. When they reached the cops, the guy in the middle took his ID out of his jacket and flashed the badge. “Agent Hawley, FBI,” he announced. “Are you the officers working the Kleinman case?”

     The fat sergeant and the rookie patrolman stepped forward so that they stood shoulder to shoulder with Rodriguez. They sneered in unison at the federal agents. “Yeah, that’s our case,” Rodriguez replied.

     Agent Hawley gave a hand signal to one of his companions, who headed for the Trauma Center. Then Hawley reached into the pocket of his jacket again and pulled out a folded letter. “We’re taking over now,” he said, passing the letter to Rodriguez. “Here’s the authorization from the U.S. Attorney’s Office.”

     Rodriguez unfolded the letter. He scowled as he read it. “This is bullshit. You don’t have jurisdiction here.”

     Hawley’s face was expressionless. “If you have a complaint, you can take it up with the U.S. attorney.”

     David studied Agent Hawley, who was turning his blank face from left to right, surveying the hallway. Judging by his accent, he definitely wasn’t from New York. He sounded like an Oklahoma farm boy who’d picked up his conversational skills in the Marine Corps. David wondered why this no-nonsense FBI man was so interested in the murder of a retired physicist. He felt the prickle in his stomach again.

     As if sensing David’s discomfort, Agent Hawley pointed at him. “Who’s this guy?” he asked Rodriguez. “What’s he doing here?”

     The detective shrugged. “Kleinman asked for him. His name’s David Swift. They just finished talking and he—”

     “Son of a bitch! You let this guy talk to Kleinman?”

     David frowned. This agent was a real asshole. “I was trying to help,” he said. “If you’d shut up for a minute, the detective would explain it to you.”

     Hawley abruptly turned away from Rodriguez. He narrowed his eyes and stepped toward David. “Are you a physicist, Mr. Swift?”

     The agent loomed over him, but David kept his voice steady. “No, I’m a historian. And it’s Dr. Swift, if you don’t mind.”

     While Hawley tried to stare him down, the agent who’d gone to the Trauma Center returned. He sidled up to Hawley and whispered something in his ear. For a fraction of a second Hawley tightened his lips into a grimace. Then his face turned blank and hard again. “Kleinman’s dead, Mr. Swift. That means you’re coming with us.”

     David almost laughed. “Coming with you? I don’t think so.”

     But before the last words were out of his mouth, the third FBI agent had slipped behind him, yanked back his arms, and snapped a pair of handcuffs around his wrists. The Super Soaker clattered to the floor.

     “What the hell are you doing?” David yelled. “Am I under arrest?”

     Hawley didn’t bother to reply. He grabbed David’s arm just above the elbow and turned him around. The agent who’d handcuffed him picked up the Super Soaker, holding it at arm’s length as if it were a real weapon. Then all three FBI men escorted David down the corridor, moving swiftly past the dumbfounded doctors and nurses. David looked over his shoulder at Detective Rodriguez and the patrolmen, but the officers just stood there.

     One of the agents marched ahead and opened the door to a stairway. David was too scared to protest. As they hurried down the stairs toward the emergency exit, he remembered something Professor Kleinman had said just a few minutes before. It was part of a famous quote from J. Robert Oppenheimer, another great physicist who’d worked with Einstein. The words had run through Oppenheimer’s mind when he witnessed the first test of the atomic bomb.

     
      Now I am become Death, the destroyer of worlds.
     

    

   



    
     
      
       Chapter Three
      
     

    

    
     
      
       SIMON WAS PLAYING TETRIS IN THE DRIVER’S SEAT OF HIS
       Mercedes, keeping one eye on the electronic game that was running on his cell phone and the other on the entrance to St. Luke’s Hospital. Tetris was the perfect game for situations like this. It entertained you without taking your mind off the job. Jabbing the cell phone’s buttons, Simon could easily maneuver the Tetris blocks into place while observing the cars and taxis that pulled up to the emergency room. Relaxed yet watchful, he started looking at the vehicles on Amsterdam Avenue as if they were oversized Tetris blocks—squares and T-bars and zigzags and L-shapes—cruising down the darkening street.

     It’s all about flexibility, Simon thought. No matter what game you’re playing, you have to be willing to adjust your strategy. Just look at what happened with Hans Kleinman tonight. At first the job had seemed simple enough, but Kleinman’s mind went soft before Simon could get anything useful out of him. Then, to make matters worse, a pair of patrol cars pulled up in front of the professor’s apartment building. Simon was surprised, but he didn’t panic—he simply adjusted his strategy. First he evaded the police by climbing the fire escape to the roof and jumping to the warehouse next door. Then he got into his Mercedes and followed the ambulance taking Kleinman to St. Luke’s. He had a new plan: Wait until the police officers leave the emergency room, and then—if Kleinman was still alive—take another crack at getting the Einheitliche Feldtheorie out of him.

     Simon admired the professor, actually. He was a tough little bastard. He reminded Simon of his old commander in the Spetsnaz, Colonel Alexi Latypov. Alexi had been an officer in the Russian special forces for almost three decades. Quick, smart, and ruthless, he’d led Simon’s unit through the worst years of the war in Chechnya, teaching his men how to outwit and outfight the insurgents. And then, during a raid on one of the Chechen camps, a sniper shot Alexi’s brains out. A terrible thing, but not unexpected. Simon recalled something his commander had once said: Life is nothing but shit, and whatever comes afterward is probably worse.

     The Tetris blocks piled up at the bottom of the cell phone’s screen, forming a craggy mountain with a deep hole at the far left. Then a straight I-bar began to descend. Simon whipped it to the left and four rows of blocks vanished with a software-generated sigh. Very satisfying. Like slipping the knife in.

     A moment later Simon saw a black Chevrolet Suburban with tinted windows come down Amsterdam Avenue. The car slowed as it approached the hospital, then parked by the loading dock. Three large men in identical gray suits jumped out of the car and marched in formation toward the hospital’s service entrance, flashing their badges at the startled security guard. Even though they were almost thirty meters away, Simon recognized the men from their gait: ex-Marines and ex-Rangers assigned to headquarters duty, most likely with the FBI. American intelligence was apparently interested in Professor Kleinman, too. That explained why the police had arrived so quickly at his apartment. The federal agents must have planted a few listening devices in Kleinman’s walls, which would’ve picked up Simon’s conversation with the professor.

     The agents went inside the hospital, presumably to interview Kleinman before the old man expired. Simon wasn’t pleased by this development, but he wasn’t overly perturbed either. Although he had a healthy respect for American agents—they had good training, good discipline—he knew he could eliminate all three of them without much trouble. Simon had an edge: because he worked on his own, his instincts were keener. That was one of the two great advantages of a freelance career.

     The other advantage was the money. Since he’d left the Spetsnaz, Simon could earn more cash in one day than a whole platoon of Russian paratroopers could earn in a year. The trick was to find clients who were wealthy but desperate. A surprising number of people, corporations, and governments fell into this category. Some were desperate for power, others for respect. Some wanted missiles, others plutonium. Whatever the assignment, Simon had no qualms. It was all the same to him.

     As he waited for the FBI agents to return, Simon thought about contacting his current client. The mission had deviated quite a bit from the original plan, and his clients usually liked to be informed of such changes. But in the end he decided it wasn’t necessary. This client was perhaps more desperate than any he’d ever dealt with. The first time the man called, Simon had thought it was a joke; it seemed ridiculous, paying good money for a scientific theory. But as Simon learned more about the mission, he began to see the potential applications of this theory, both military and otherwise. And it dawned on him that this particular job could give him something infinitely better than money.

     Before he expected it to happen, the three agents emerged from one of the hospital’s emergency exits. They had a prisoner in tow. He was a bit shorter than the FBI men but trim and athletic, dressed in sneakers and jeans and one of those baseball-team T-shirts that Americans are so fond of. His hands were cuffed behind his back and he turned his head this way and that, like a frightened bird, as two of the agents pushed him toward the Suburban. The third agent was carrying a brightly colored toy gun. Simon chuckled—was the FBI field-testing water guns now? The whole scene was quite odd, and for a moment Simon wondered whether this arrest was related to Kleinman at all. Perhaps the prisoner was merely some eccentric New Yorker who’d threatened the doctors with his Super Soaker. But just before the agents shoved the prisoner into the car, they slipped a black hood over his head and cinched it below his chin. Okay, Simon thought. The prisoner isn’t a random madman. He’s someone the agents want to interrogate.

     The driver of the Suburban switched on his headlights and pulled away from the curb. Simon slunk low in his seat as the car passed by. He was going to let the FBI men get a couple of blocks ahead before following them. There was no point in sticking around the hospital any longer—the fact that the agents had left without Kleinman was a strong indication that the old man was dead. Luckily, though, the professor appeared to have shared some of his secrets with a younger colleague.

     Simon pressed the off button on his cell phone, ending the game of Tetris, but before the device shut down, it flashed a photograph on the screen, a photo that was programmed to appear whenever he turned the phone on or off. It was a stupid thing to do, saving a personal photo on a phone he used for business, yet he did it anyway. He didn’t want to forget their faces. Sergei with his corn-silk hair and bright blue eyes. Larissa in her blond curls, just a few weeks shy of her fourth birthday.

     The screen went black. Simon put the phone back in his pocket and shifted the Mercedes into gear.

      

     
      
       IT WAS A WOMAN’S VOICE
       with a thick southern accent. “All right, Hawley, you can take it off now.”

     David gasped for air as the hood came off. He felt nauseous from breathing for so long through the black cloth, which was damp with his own sweat. He squinted at first, his eyes painfully adjusting to the fluorescent light.

     He was seated at a gray table in a bare, windowless room. Standing beside his chair was Agent Hawley, who rolled up the black hood and stuffed it into his pocket. Hawley’s two partners were inspecting the Super Soaker, methodically opening the water gun’s reservoirs and peering into each hole. And sitting across the table was someone new, a broad-shouldered, big-bosomed, sixtyish woman with an impressive helmet of platinum-blond hair. “You all right, Mr. Swift?” she asked. “You look a little ragged.”

     David was not all right. He was scared and disoriented and still handcuffed. And now, to top things off, he was thoroughly confused. This woman didn’t look like an FBI agent. In her bright red jacket and loose-fitting white blouse, she looked like a grandmother dressed up for a bingo game. “Who are you?” he asked.

     “I’m Lucille, honey, Lucille Parker. But you can call me Lucy. Everyone does.” She reached for a pitcher of water and a couple of Dixie cups that were sitting on the table. “Hawley, take them cuffs off Mr. Swift.”

     Agent Hawley grudgingly unlocked the handcuffs. David rubbed his sore wrists and studied Lucille, who was pouring water into the paper cups. Her lipstick was the exact same color as her jacket. Her face was pleasantly creased, with plenty of laughter lines around the eyes, and she had a pair of reading glasses hanging from a beaded chain around her neck. But she also had a coiled wire running behind her left ear, the same radio headset that all the government agents used. “Am I under arrest?” David asked. “Because if I am, I want to speak to a lawyer.”

     Lucille smiled. “No, you ain’t under arrest. Sorry if we gave you that impression.”

     “Impression? Your agents handcuffed me and put a goddamn bag over my head!”

     “Let me try to explain, honey. This building is what we call a secure facility. And we have a standard procedure for bringing people inside. We can’t divulge the exact location, so we have to use the hood.”

     David stood up. “Well, if I’m not under arrest, I’m free to leave, right?”

     Agent Hawley gripped David’s shoulder. Still smiling, Lucille shook her head. “I’m afraid it’s a little more complicated than that.” She slid one of the Dixie cups toward him. “Sit down, Mr. Swift. Have a drink of water.”

     The hand on David’s shoulder grew heavier. He took the hint and sat down. “It’s Dr. Swift,” he said. “And I’m not thirsty.”

     “You want something stronger, maybe?” She winked at him in a disturbingly flirtatious way, then reached into her jacket and pulled a silver flask out of the inside pocket. “This here is genuine Texas white lightning, a hundred and eighty proof. A friend of mine down in Lubbock has a still. He got a special license from the ATF so he can do it legally. Care for a snort?”

     “No, thank you.”

     “That’s right, I forgot.” She put the flask back in her jacket. “You never touch the stuff, do you? Because of your daddy, right?”

     David stiffened in his chair. Some of his friends and colleagues knew that he’d sworn off drinking long ago, but only his ex-wife and a few of his oldest buddies knew why. And now Lucille had casually tossed it out. “What’s going on?” he demanded.

     “Calm down, honey. It’s in your file.” She reached into a bulky purse hanging from the back of her chair and pulled out two folders, one thick and one thin. She put on her reading glasses and opened the thin folder. “Let’s see, family history. Father’s name, John Swift. Professional boxer, 1968 to 1974. Nickname, the Two-fisted Terror. Hey, that’s a good one.”

     David didn’t respond. His father had never lived up to his nickname in the ring. The only people he’d ever successfully terrorized were the members of his own family.

     Lucille skimmed to the bottom of the page. “Overall record, four wins, sixteen losses. Hired as a bus driver for the Metropolitan Transit Authority, 1975. Terminated after arrest for driving while intoxicated, 1979. Sentenced to three years at Ossining after conviction for assault, 1981.” She closed the folder and looked David in the eye. “I’m sorry. It must’ve been awful.”

     Clever, he thought. It was probably a standard technique that the FBI taught at its academy. First show the subject that you already know his secrets. Then move in for the kill. “You have quite a research department here,” David observed. “Did you dig up all this stuff in the past half hour?”

     “No, we started your file a few days ago. We collected material on everyone who worked with Kleinman, and you were listed as a coauthor on one of his papers.” She picked up the thick folder. “This is the file for the late professor himself.” She opened the folder, shaking her head as she leafed through it. “Let me tell you, some of this physics is rough going. I mean, what the hell is the Kleinman-Gupta effect anyway? It’s mentioned half a dozen times in here but I can’t make heads or tails of it.”

     David examined her closely. He couldn’t tell whether she was sincerely ignorant or just playing dumb to get him to talk. “It’s a phenomenon that happens when certain unstable atoms decay. Dr. Kleinman discovered it with his colleague Amil Gupta in 1965.”

     “That’s where the radiation comes from, right? When the atoms decay?”

     He frowned. “Look, I’d be happy to tell you all about it, but I’m not going to do it here. Take me to my office and we can talk.”

     Lucille took off her reading glasses. “I can see you’re getting impatient, Mr. Swift, but you’ll have to bear with me. You see, Professor Kleinman had access to classified information, and we suspect there may have been a breach.”

     David looked askance. “What are you talking about? It’s been forty years since he worked for the government. He stopped doing military work after he finished his radiation studies.”

     “This ain’t the kind of thing he would’ve advertised. After Kleinman retired from Columbia, he participated in a Defense Department project.”

     “And you think that’s why he was attacked?”

     “All I can say is that Kleinman possessed some highly sensitive material and now we have to track it down. If he told you anything when you were in his hospital room, you need to let us know.”

     Lucille leaned toward him, her elbows on the table. She wasn’t smiling or calling him honey anymore; her face had turned dead serious. David had no trouble believing she was an FBI agent now. He just didn’t believe her story. “I’m sorry, but this doesn’t sound right. It doesn’t sound like Dr. Kleinman. He regretted the military work he did. He said it was immoral.”

     “Maybe you didn’t know him as well as you thought.”

     David shook his head. “No, it doesn’t make sense. He organized protests at Columbia. He persuaded every physicist there to sign a statement against nuclear weapons.”

     “I never said he was working on weapons. He approached the Defense Department after 9/11. He offered to help the counterterrorism effort.”

     David considered the possibility. It was far-fetched but not inconceivable. Kleinman was an expert on radioactive decay, particularly the decay of the uranium atoms used in nuclear warheads. That kind of knowledge could certainly be applied to counterterrorism. “So what was he working on?” David asked. “A new kind of radiation detector?”

     “I’m not at liberty to say. But I can show you something.” She picked up Kleinman’s folder again and riffled through its contents. After some searching, she pulled out a reprint of an old research paper and handed it to David. It was about ten pages long and slightly yellowed with age. “You can look at this. It’s one of the few things in his file that ain’t classified.”

     The paper had been published in Physical Review in 1975. The title was “Measurements of the Flux of Rho Mesons” and the author was H. W. Kleinman. David had never seen this paper before; the topic was fairly obscure, and he hadn’t studied it in graduate school. Worse, the article was loaded with fantastically complex equations.

     “This is why we brought you here, Mr. Swift. The first priority of a counterterrorism operation is to make sure the terrorists don’t know our defenses. So we have to find out what Kleinman might’ve told them about our work.”

     David scrutinized the article, trying his best to understand. Kleinman had apparently discovered that focusing a beam of radiation on uranium atoms could generate intense showers of particles called rho mesons. Although the article said nothing about the practical uses of the research, the implications seemed clear: this technology could detect the enriched uranium in a nuclear warhead, even if the bomb was enclosed in lead shielding. David thought again of his last conversation with Kleinman and began to wonder if he’d misinterpreted the professor’s final words. When Kleinman had warned about the “destroyer of worlds,” could he have been thinking of a nuclear weapon smuggled into the United States?

     “Was he working on an active scanning system?” David asked. “Something that could detect a warhead hidden in a truck or a shipping container?”

     “I can neither confirm nor deny,” Lucille answered. “But I think you see now why we’re taking this so seriously.”

     David was just about to look up from the paper when he noticed something on the last page. There was a table comparing the properties of the rho meson with those of its close cousins, the omega and phi mesons. The thing that caught David’s eye was the last column of the table, which listed the lifetimes of the particles. He stared at the numbers for several seconds.

     “So what did Kleinman say, Mr. Swift? What did he tell you?” Lucille gazed at him earnestly, acting like a doting grandmother again. But now David saw through it.

     “You’re lying,” he said. “Dr. Kleinman wasn’t working on a detector. He wasn’t working for the government at all.”

     Lucille put on a hurt, uncomprehending look, opening her mouth wide. “What? Are you…”

     David tapped his finger on the last page of Kleinman’s paper. “The lifetime of a rho meson is less than 10–23 second.”

     “So? What does that mean?”

     “It means your research department screwed up when they concocted this cover story. Even if a rho meson were moving at the speed of light, it would go less than a trillionth of an inch before it decayed. You couldn’t detect those particles coming from a nuclear warhead, so it would be impossible to build a scanning system based on this paper.”

     The hurt look remained on Lucille’s face, and for a moment David thought she was going to play innocent. After a couple of seconds, though, she closed her mouth, firmly pressing her lips together. The lines around her eyes deepened, but these weren’t laughter lines. Lucille was pissed.

     “Okay, let’s start over,” David said. “Why don’t you tell me the real reason why you’re so interested in Dr. Kleinman? It’s some kind of weapon, isn’t it? Some classified weapon that you won’t breathe a word about, but you’re spending billions of dollars on it anyway?”

     She didn’t reply. Instead she took off her jacket and draped it over the back of her chair. A shoulder holster rode against the side of her blouse, and in the holster was a sleek black pistol.

     As David stared at the gun, Lucille turned to the two agents who were still inspecting the Super Soaker. “You boys finished with that damn thing yet?”

     One of the agents came over and placed the water gun on the table. “It’s clean, ma’am,” he reported.

     “What a relief. Now contact logistics and tell ’em we’re gonna need transportation to the airport in ten minutes.”

     The agent retreated to the far end of the room and began muttering into the microphone hidden in his sleeve. Meanwhile, Lucille twisted around in her chair and reached into the pocket of her jacket again. This time she pulled out a pack of Marlboros and a Zippo lighter emblazoned with the Lone Star of Texas. She glared at David as she shook a cigarette out of the pack. “You’re a real pain in the ass, you know that?” She turned to Hawley, who was still standing beside David’s chair. “Ain’t this guy a pain in the ass, Hawley?”

     “Big-time,” he replied.

     Lucille stuck the cigarette in the corner of her mouth. “Just look at him. He probably don’t approve of smoking either. Probably thinks we should go outside if we want to light up.” With a flick of her wrist she opened the Zippo and lit her cigarette, blowing the first plume of smoke into David’s face. “Well, I got some news for you, Swift. We can do whatever the fuck we want.” She closed the Zippo and slipped it back in her jacket. “You understand?”

     While David wondered how to respond, Lucille gave Agent Hawley a nod. A moment later he smacked the side of David’s head. “You got a hearing problem?” he shouted. “Agent Parker asked you a question.”

     David gritted his teeth. It was a hard smack and it stung like hell, but in this case the insult was worse than the injury. His stomach churned with outrage as he looked up at Hawley. Only the presence of the semiautomatics in the agents’ holsters kept him in his seat.

     Lucille smiled. “I got another piece of news for you. Remember the nurse who was in Kleinman’s hospital room? Well, one of our agents talked to her.” She took a deep drag on her cigarette and blew out another plume of smoke. “She said the professor whispered some numbers in your ear.”

     Shit, David thought. The nurse.

     “A long string of numbers, she said. She don’t remember them, of course. But I bet you do.”

     He did. He saw the sequence of numbers in his mind’s eye, almost as if they were floating in the air in front of him. That was the way David’s memory worked. The digits crossed his field of view in the same order that Dr. Kleinman had gasped them.

     “You’re gonna tell us those numbers now,” Lucille said. She rolled up the left sleeve of her blouse, exposing an antique watch on a silver band. “I’m gonna give you thirty seconds.”

     While Lucille leaned back in her chair, Agent Hawley removed the black hood from his pocket. David’s throat tightened as he stared at the thing. Jesus, he thought, how the hell did this happen? These agents seemed to think it was perfectly within their rights to put a hood over his head and beat him to a pulp. And now the only sensible choice was to forget Dr. Kleinman’s warnings and tell them the numbers. For all David knew, the sequence could be meaningless anyway. And even if the numbers weren’t random, even if they were the key to something horrendous, why should he be responsible for keeping the secret? He hadn’t asked for this. All he’d done was write a research paper on relativity.

     He gripped the edge of the table to steady himself. He had five, maybe ten seconds left. Lucille’s eyes were fixed on her watch and Hawley was straightening out the black hood, and as David stared at them he realized that even if he revealed the numbers, the agents wouldn’t let him go. As long as the digits remained in his head, he was a security risk. His only hope was to make a deal, preferably with someone higher in the chain of command than Agents Parker and Hawley. “I need some assurances before I tell you anything,” he said. “I want to speak with someone higher up.”

     Lucille frowned. “What do you think this is, a department store? You think you can complain to the manager if you don’t like the service?”

     “I need to get some idea why you want the numbers. If you can’t tell me the reason, take me to someone who can.”

     Lucille let out a long sigh. She took the cigarette out of her mouth and drowned it in one of the Dixie cups. Then she pushed her chair back and stood up, wincing a bit as she straightened her knees. “All right, Mr. Swift, you’re gonna get your wish. We’re gonna take you to a place where you’ll have plenty of folks to chat with.”

     “Where? Washington?”

     She chuckled. “No, this place is a bit farther south. A lovely little spot called Guantánamo Bay.”

     Adrenaline flooded David’s body. “Wait a second! I’m a citizen! You can’t—”

     “Under the authorization of the Patriot Act, I’m declaring you an enemy combatant.” She turned to Hawley. “Put the cuffs back on him. We’ll do the shackles after we get in the car.”

     Hawley grabbed his arm and shouted, “Get up!” but David remained frozen in his seat, his heart pumping fast and his legs quivering. Hawley raised his voice still louder: “I said GET UP!” and he was just about to yank David to his feet when one of the other agents tapped him on the shoulder. It was the guy who was supposed to call logistics on the radio. He looked a little pale.

     “Uh, sir?” he whispered. “I think we have a problem.”

     Lucille overheard him. She butted between Hawley and his partner. “What is it? What’s the problem?”

     The pale agent was so flustered it took him a couple of seconds to find his voice. “I can’t raise logistics. I tried every frequency but there’s no response. There’s nothing but static on every channel.”

     Lucille gave him a skeptical look. “There’s something wrong with your radio.” She reached for the microphone that was clipped to the collar of her blouse and pressed the push-to-talk button. “Black One to logistics. Logistics, do you read?”

     But before she could get an answer, a deep percussive boom shook the walls.

      

     
      
       AS SIMON WALKED TOWARD THE
       garage where the black Suburban was parked, it occurred to him that if he ever wanted to switch careers he could always find work as a security consultant. After all, who could offer better advice on how to defend a government or corporate facility than someone who had some experience breaking into them?

     He could certainly give the FBI a few tips. Inside the guardhouse booth at the entrance to the garage there was only one agent, a stocky young grunt in an orange windbreaker and a New York Yankees cap, which was his not-so-convincing attempt to look like an ordinary parking attendant. Stationing one agent in the guardhouse instead of two was a mistake, Simon thought. You should never cut corners on perimeter defense, and most especially not on the night shift.

     Simon had changed into a stylish business suit and carried a leather briefcase now. When he knocked on the booth’s bulletproof glass, the agent looked him over, then opened the door a crack. “What is it?” he asked.

     “Sorry to bother you,” Simon said, “but I was wondering about the monthly rates for parking here.”

     “We don’t—”

     Simon wrenched the door open and slammed his shoulder into the agent’s gut, knocking him down on his back. There was only one surveillance camera in the booth and it was pointed so high it couldn’t view the floor. Another mistake. Lying on top of the agent, Simon thrust his combat knife into the man’s heart and kept him pinned to the floor until he stopped moving. It wasn’t really his fault, Simon thought. It was an institutional failure.

     When Simon stood up he was wearing the windbreaker and the Yankees cap. He’d also removed the Uzi and the field munitions from his briefcase. Hiding the submachine gun under the windbreaker, he exited the booth and walked down the long ramp to the garage.

     There were plenty of video cameras trained on him now, so he kept his head down. He turned a corner and saw half a dozen Suburbans parked near an unmarked steel door. When he was about ten meters away the door opened and an agitated man in a gray suit peered out. “Anderson!” he shouted. “What the hell are you—”

     Simon lifted his head and fired his Uzi at the same time. Conveniently, the agent fell facedown and his prostrate body kept the door from closing. Simon raced to the doorway, arriving just in time to cut down a third agent who’d rushed to his partner’s aid. This is atrocious, Simon thought. They’re making it too easy.

     Just past the doorway was the command-and-control room where the unfortunate agents had been stationed. Simon first disabled the radio transceiver, then scanned the bank of video monitors. He found his target on the screen marked SUB-3A, which showed one of the interrogation rooms on the sub-basement level. Simon was already familiar with the layout of the complex; over the years he’d developed several sources in American intelligence who’d revealed, for a small fee, a great deal about the workings of their agencies.

     Only one more barrier remained, a second steel door at the far end of the room. This door had an alphanumeric keypad controlling the lock. For a moment Simon regretted killing the agents so quickly—he should’ve kept at least one of them alive long enough to surrender the entry code. Luckily for him, the FBI had committed yet another foolish error, installing a single dead bolt on the door instead of a stronger locking mechanism.

     Simon removed half a kilogram of C-4 from his munitions bag. It took him eighty-three seconds to mold the explosive around the bolt, insert the blasting caps, and run the detonator cord across the control room. Crouched behind a pillar, Simon called out, “Na zdorovya!”—a traditional drinking toast, the Russian equivalent of “Cheers!” Then he detonated the charge.

      

     
      
       AS SOON AS THEY HEARD
       the blast, Lucille and Hawley and the two other agents pulled out their Glocks. There was no enemy in sight, but they took out their semiautomatics anyway and pointed them at the closed door of the interrogation room. For the first time in his life, David wished he had a gun, too.

     “Son of a bitch!” Hawley cried. “What the hell was that?”

     Lucille seemed a bit calmer. She gave her agents a hand signal, holding up her index and middle fingers. The three men slowly approached the door. Then Hawley grasped the knob and flung the door open, and his two partners dashed into the corridor. After an anxious second they both yelled, “Clear!”

     Lucille breathed a whoosh of relief. “All right, listen up. Hawley stays here to secure our detainee. The others come with me to identify the threat and reestablish communications.” She gathered the folders that were lying on the table and scooped them under her arm. Then she turned to David. “You’re gonna sit in that chair, Mr. Swift, and you ain’t gonna make a sound. Agent Hawley’s gonna be standing just outside that door. If you make so much as a peep, he’s gonna come back in here and shoot your sorry ass. Understand?”

     She didn’t wait for an answer, which was just as well—David was too terrified to speak. Instead she barreled into the corridor, brushing past Hawley, who still had his hand on the doorknob. “Uh, ma’am?” he asked. “What’s the fallback? What if I can’t hold the position?”

     “If it comes to that, you’re authorized to take the necessary steps.”

     Hawley went into the corridor and closed the door behind him. David heard the lock slide into place. Then the room became so quiet he could hear the hum of the fluorescent lights overhead.

     Necessary steps. The meaning of the phrase became apparent as David sat there. He had information that the FBI, for whatever reasons, considered valuable. So valuable, in fact, that the Bureau would go to great lengths to make sure it didn’t fall into the wrong hands. In all likelihood, they’d destroy the information before letting anyone else take it. Even if it meant destroying him. In his mind’s eye he saw Agent Hawley reenter the room, pointing his gun.

     David jumped to his feet. He couldn’t stay here, he had to get out! He looked around the room, searching wildly for some escape route, maybe a ceiling panel he could pry loose, an air duct he could crawl through. But the ceiling and walls were solid concrete, blank and white. There was nothing in the room except the chairs and the gray table, which held the pitcher of water, the Dixie cups, and the thoroughly inspected Super Soaker.

     Then he noticed something else. In her haste, Lucille had left her bright red jacket on the back of her chair. Tucked in its pockets were a Zippo lighter and a flask of alcohol. And David remembered what his ex-wife had said about the dangers of Super Soakers.

      

     
      
       SIMON HAD ONE GOOD THING
       to say about the security at the FBI complex: at least they hadn’t put the circuit breakers in an obvious place like the command-and-control room. He had to follow the twists and turns of the exposed cables before he found the utility closet. But his opinion of the agency plummeted once again when he saw that the closet was unlocked. He shook his head as he entered the small room and located the electrical panel. Incredible, he thought. If I were a taxpayer, I’d be outraged.

     With the flip of a switch, the complex went dark. Then Simon reached into his pocket and took out his new toy, a pair of thermal infrared goggles. He turned on the device and adjusted the head strap so the binocular scope fit snugly over his eyes. It was a much better technology than the U.S. Army’s night-vision scopes, which worked by intensifying faint visible light; the thermal goggles showed heat, not light, so they could operate in total darkness. On his display screen, the still-warm computers and monitors in the room glowed brightly while the cold steel door was jet-black. He could easily find his way to the staircase by following the cooling fluorescent lights that had just been shut off. Simon smiled in the darkness—he loved new technologies. Now he was ready to hunt down his quarry, the trim, athletic prisoner who’d reminded Simon of a frightened bird.

     He descended two flights of stairs before he heard footsteps. Very quietly, he backtracked up the steps to the landing and pointed his Uzi at the entrance to the stairway. After a few seconds he saw three separate flashlight beams lancing down the corridor. This was not exactly a mistake on the agents’ part; under the circumstances, they had little choice but to use their flashlights. Still, the result was the same. On the infrared display Simon saw a warm hand gripping a bright cylinder and a ghastly face that looked like it had been dipped in glow paint. Before the agent could aim the flashlight at him, Simon fired two rounds into his shining head.

     A gruff voice yelled, “Cut the lights!” and the two other flashlight beams disappeared. Without making a sound, Simon came down the stairs, stepped over the body of the dead agent, and peered around the corner. Two figures crouched in the corridor, one about ten meters away and the other a little farther behind. The closer agent was in a shooting stance, holding his pistol with both hands and rapidly sweeping it back and forth, looking for a target in the darkness. The infrared image was so precise that Simon could see gray trails of cooler sweat dripping down his white face. Simon picked off the poor bastard with one shot to the forehead, but before he could take out the third agent, a bullet whizzed by his right ear.

     Simon ducked around the corner as another bullet streaked past. The third agent was firing blindly in his direction. Not bad, he thought. At least this one has some spirit. He waited a few seconds, then peered down the corridor again to get a fix on his adversary. The agent had turned sideways to present a smaller target, and on the infrared screen Simon saw a thick, sturdy figure with trunk-like legs and a pair of massive breasts. He hesitated before raising his Uzi—the agent was a babushka! She could be Simon’s grandmother! And in that moment of hesitation she fired three more shots at him.

     He flattened himself against the wall. Jesus, that was close! He raised his gun and prepared to return fire, but the babushka turned tail and vanished around a corner.

     Simon was angry now. The old woman had humiliated him! He started to go after her, moving silently down the corridor. Before he got very far, though, he heard a muffled shout coming from somewhere behind him. He stopped in his tracks and spun around. He heard another shout, a distant but very loud male voice, so loud that it could be heard through the walls and across the complex: “Your heard me, Hawley! Open the goddamn door!”

     With great reluctance Simon abandoned his pursuit of the babushka. He’d take care of her later. Right now he had a job to do.

      

     
      
       THE LIGHTS WENT OUT JUST
       as David slipped his hand into Lucille’s jacket. He froze like a pickpocket caught in the act. Agent Hawley, standing guard outside the locked door, was equally surprised by the sudden blackout; David heard him cry, “Son of a—” before he stopped himself and went silent.

     David took a deep breath. Okay, he thought. This doesn’t change a thing. Whether the lights are on or off, I still have to get out of here. He pulled the silver flask out of the inside pocket of Lucille’s jacket and set it gently on the table, being careful not to make a sound. Then he dug a little deeper and removed Lucille’s Zippo. For a moment he considered lighting it so he could see what he was doing, but he knew that Hawley might notice the glow coming through the gap under the door. No, David had to do this blind. He put the lighter on the table, carefully memorizing its position. Then he reached for the Super Soaker.

     Luckily, he’d become fairly expert at handling the water gun. He’d filled and refilled the gun’s reservoir at least a dozen times when he was playing with Jonah just a few hours before, and now he could easily find the opening to the tank and take off the lid by touch. The memory of his afternoon with Jonah stopped him for a second, and his stomach clenched as he wondered if he’d ever see his son again. No, he told himself, don’t think about it. Just keep going.

     He grabbed the silver flask and unscrewed the cap. It held maybe seven or eight ounces of liquor, and as Lucille had promised, it was nearly pure alcohol—the fumes stung David’s eyes as he poured the stuff into the Super Soaker. But was it enough? He needed at least a pint or so to generate the shooting pressure in the gun’s second reservoir. Shit!

     Even though the room was pitch-black, he closed his eyes so he could think. Water. There were two Dixie cups of water somewhere on that table. And you could dilute alcohol up to 50 percent and it would still burn. After some careful groping, he found one of the Dixie cups, fished out the dead cigarette and poured about three ounces of water into the tank. Then he located the other cup and poured in three more ounces. That was as much as he could risk. He hoped to hell it was enough.

     David closed the gun’s tank and quietly pumped the handle. In the darkness he pictured the alcohol/water mix streaming into the second reservoir and putting pressure on the air molecules inside. When he’d pumped as much as he could, he rotated the gun’s nozzle until it was set on Wide Blast. The alcohol would burn more easily if it were scattered in droplets. Then he reached for the Zippo in its remembered spot, but just as he was about to grasp it he heard two sharp cracks echoing down the corridors of the complex. It was gunfire. Startled, he knocked the lighter off the table and it skittered into the darkness.

     The room seemed to tilt. David felt like he was drowning at the bottom of a black ocean. He stared helplessly at the abyss into which the Zippo had fallen, and then he got down on his hands and knees and began groping for it. He methodically covered the whole area from the table to the walls, sweeping his arms in wide arcs across the cold linoleum, but he couldn’t find the damn thing.

     More gunshots echoed down the corridor, closer this time. David frantically scoured the floor, jamming his fingers into every corner. Jesus God Christ! Where the hell is it? Then he banged his head against one of the chairs, and as he reached under the table he felt the Zippo.

     Trembling, he opened the lighter and spun the flint wheel. The flame arose like an angel, a small miracle from heaven. David leaped to his feet, grabbed the Super Soaker, and pointed it at the door. He heard a third burst of gunfire as he positioned the flame in front of the plastic nozzle, but he didn’t flinch this time. “Hawley!” he shouted. “Open the door! You gotta let me out!”

     A low voice hissed from the other side of the door. “Shut up, asshole!”

     Hawley obviously didn’t want to draw the attention of whoever was shooting nearby. But David had a feeling they were coming anyway. “You heard me, Hawley!” he bellowed. “Open the goddamn door!”

     Several seconds passed. He’s preparing himself, David thought. His position has become untenable and now he has to take the necessary steps. His only option is to kill me.

     Then the door opened and David pulled the trigger.

      

     
      
       SIMON CAME TO AN INTERSECTING
       corridor and saw yet another federal agent on the infrared screen. This one stood in front of a door, clutching the knob with one warm hand and holding a pistol in the other. Curious, Simon crept a little closer, keeping his Uzi trained on the man. The agent stood there for several seconds like a nervous suitor, muttering, “Son of a bitch, son of a bitch,” as if to calm himself. Then he opened the door wide and reached into his pocket for a flashlight. All at once, a brilliant white plume erupted from the doorway.

     Simon was blinded. The scorching plume expanded until it filled every corner of his screen, turning the display into a blank white rectangle. He tore off the useless goggles and ducked into a protective crouch, crossing his arms over his head. It was some sort of incendiary device, but it didn’t smell like gasoline or white phosphorus. Oddly, it smelled more like homemade vodka. The fireball dissipated after a couple of seconds, leaving a few small, bluish flames rising from a puddle on the floor. The FBI agent staggered backward, then began rolling on the floor like a log, trying to extinguish the fringe of blue fire on his jacket.

     Then Simon heard a quick series of rubbery squeaks. The noise was already moving past him by the time he realized what it was: the sneakers of the prisoner. Simon automatically raised his Uzi and pointed it in the direction of the rapid footsteps, but he didn’t dare take a shot. He wanted the man alive. So he scrambled to his feet and started chasing him down the pitch-black corridor. Simon was just a few strides from tackling the man when he heard something clatter to the floor, something plastic and hollow, and in the next instant he stepped on the thing and lost his balance. It’s that damn water gun, he realized as he tumbled backward. The base of his skull smacked against a door frame.

     He lay there in the dark, stunned, for maybe ten or fifteen seconds. When he opened his eyes, he saw the still-smoldering FBI agent run right past him, rushing after the escaped prisoner. A true American idiot, Simon thought. Dedicated but oblivious. After taking a deep breath to clear his head, Simon stood up and put the thermal goggles back on. The display system had reset itself and the screen was working normally again. Then he picked up his Uzi and sprinted down the corridor.

      

     
      
       DAVID PLUNGED INTO THE DARKNESS, thinking of nothing but escape. He heard a loud thud behind him after he dropped the Super Soaker, but he didn’t turn around, he just kept running. Without slowing down, he lit the Zippo again, and the flame illuminated a small circle around him. At first he saw nothing but blank walls on either side of the corridor, but then he spotted a gleaming red exit sign above a door to a stairway. He headed straight for it and rammed his shoulder against the door. To his dismay, it didn’t budge. He tried the knob, but it didn’t turn. Unbelievable! How could they lock an exit door? And as he stood there, fruitlessly jiggling the knob, he heard a distant roar—“Son of a bitch!”—and then the echoing footfalls of Agent Hawley.

     David started running again. He made a left and raced down a different corridor, desperately searching for another stairway, another exit. He was scanning both sides of the hall and running as fast as he could when he tripped over something that felt like a sack of laundry. David relit his Zippo and saw that he was sprawled on top of a corpse. It was one of Hawley’s gray-suited partners, with a pair of bloody holes in his forehead. Choking with horror, David leaped to his feet. Then he noticed that the body lay at the foot of a staircase.

     A moment later Hawley rounded the corner and appeared at the end of the corridor. He went into a shooting stance as soon as he saw the Zippo, so David doused the light and dashed up the stairway. He climbed in the darkness, madly grabbing the railing and barking his shins on the steps, with Hawley just a few seconds behind him. After ascending three flights, he spied a faint yellow glow coming through a jagged doorway. He ran through a room full of smashed video monitors, then hurtled over two more corpses without a second thought. He was in a parking garage now and he could smell the sweetly polluted New York air. He bolted up the ramp toward the glorious streetlight.

     But it was at least a hundred feet to the top of the ramp and there was nowhere to take cover, so he knew he was doomed when he looked over his shoulder and saw Hawley at the bottom of the slope. The agent had a big smile on his burned and blackened face. He slowly raised his Glock, taking careful aim. Then a shot rang out and Hawley crumpled to the ground.

     David stared at the agent’s body, which had collapsed into a fetal position. For a moment he thought someone was playing a joke on him. He was too confused to feel any relief and too scared to stop running. His legs carried him up the ramp and within seconds he stood on a deserted street overhung by office buildings. He read the sign on the corner: Liberty and Nassau streets. He was in Lower Manhattan, just three blocks north of the Stock Exchange. But he heard police sirens now, so he kept on moving, jogging west toward Broadway and the Hudson River.

      

     
      
       BY THE TIME SIMON FINISHED
       off the charred FBI agent and reached the top of the ramp, half a dozen patrol cars were coming down Liberty Street. The babushka, he thought. She must have radioed the NYPD for backup. He ducked behind a shuttered newsstand as the cars screeched to a halt and the cops rushed into the parking garage. The prisoner was just a block ahead, at the corner of Broadway and Liberty, but Simon couldn’t risk walking past all those police officers, not when he had an Uzi hidden under his windbreaker. So he slipped down Nassau Street instead and dashed one block north to Maiden Lane, hoping to intercept his quarry. When he reached Broadway, though, he saw no sign of the prisoner. Simon raced along the avenue, glancing down each of the side streets, but the man was nowhere in sight. “Yobany v’rot!” he cursed, smacking his thigh in frustration.

     But his fury lasted only a moment. It’s all about flexibility, he reminded himself. He just needed to adjust his strategy again.

     Standing on the street corner, panting like a dog, Simon thought about the prisoner. There were only so many places he could go, and they were all fairly predictable. The first step was to identify the man and determine his connection to Professor Kleinman. Then it was just a matter of tracking down his contacts. Sooner or later, Simon knew, this fellow in sneakers would lead him to the Einheitliche Feldtheorie.

     Simon caught his breath as he walked back to where he’d parked his Mercedes. He felt a grim satisfaction as he looked up at the skyscrapers on Broadway, the dark towers looming over the street. Very soon, he thought, all this will be gone.
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