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			For my father

		

	
		
			And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free.

			—JOHN 8:32

		

	
		
			And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free.

			—INSCRIPTION AT THE ENTRANCE TO CENTRAL INTELLIGENCE AGENCY HEADQUARTERS, LANGLEY, VIRGINIA

		

	
		
			ACROSS COUNTRY

			They drove west. Arlington to Charleston, West Virginia. Charleston to Lexington, Kentucky. Henry had purchased a new leather-bound ledger and in it he wrote the dates and distances traveled, what he and Ginnie spent on gas, meals, motel rooms. Seventy-six miles to Louisville. Eighty-one miles to Jasper, Indiana. Seven dollars at the Pine Needles Motel. Six dollars at the Apple Tree Lodge in Carmi, Illinois.

			The station wagon jostled along the imperfectly paved county routes, the local thoroughfares. A brown Chevrolet, their first new car in ten years, since just after Hannah was born. A pair of suitcases strapped to the top, the back filled to the ceiling with crates and boxes, all of the clothes and silverware and china that Ginnie hadn’t wanted to leave for the movers.

			In the rearview mirror Henry checked on Hannah and Thomas in the backseat. Thomas seemed content, for the most part; Hannah less so. She was unhappy about the move, having to leave school before the end of sixth grade, abandoning her friends, the house in Arlington, the high-ceilinged bedroom she loved. She sulked, watching her reflection in the windows, the landscape pulling across the length of the car, the ticking away of each town that took her farther from home.

			Carmi to St. Louis, St. Louis to Joplin. They celebrated Thomas’s seventh birthday in a roadside diner. Thomas moved along his invisible train tracks to a corner booth where they had hamburgers and milk shakes and a slice of chocolate cake with a line of striped flickering candles. Ginnie had warned the waitresses, but once the cake was presented it was as if they couldn’t help themselves, and they burst into a loud, wailing recital of “Happy Birthday.” Thomas’s hands flew to his ears, he shut his eyes tight, but the waitresses took this as a joke of some kind, a cue to sing louder, and then Thomas was flailing in the booth, swinging his arms, kicking, scattering plates and glasses, sending knives and forks sailing, tines out. Henry and Ginnie were able to grab his wrists and ankles, hold his hands away from the window, keep him immobile. Hannah pulled napkins from the dispenser and cleared glass from the table, out of Thomas’s reach. Ginnie whispered in his ear, singing softly. Henry held his son down in the booth, the boy so big, so strong for his age. Sweat from Henry’s hands sliding down to Thomas’s jackknifing wrists. Pressing into him until it passed, until Thomas had exhausted himself and they were able to carry him to the car and start out on the road again.

			In a camera shop in Fort Smith, Arkansas, Henry purchased a used Kodak Signet. He’d never owned a camera before. He told Ginnie it was to document their trip, so they could look back when they were old and forgetful. He took pictures of the scenery, the children in front of the scenery. Hannah pouting or sticking out her tongue. Thomas standing rigid, wary of his father’s new device, his hands at his sides, his face without expression, staring at the camera lens, through the camera lens.

			The surprise of this seeming indulgence delighted Ginnie. That Henry had finally found a hobby. It had only taken him forty years. It seemed to promise a more relaxed existence the farther they got from Washington. She watched him frame a shot, smiled at the way he approached his new interest, applying to this personal pursuit the same rigid precision he’d always brought to his work. Lifting the camera, leaning in, the lens of his glasses tapping the viewfinder. Taking half a breath, holding it in his chest. She wanted to tell him how happy this made her, but she was careful not to speak while the camera was in front of his face. He startled so easily these days.

			Henry recorded the specifics of each shot he took in the ledger, the type of film, the shutter speed and aperture, the lighting conditions. He kept the ledger in the glove box and every evening in the motel Ginnie read the page aloud, an account of their day in numbers and lists, clipped phrases.

			April 2, 1956. Monday. 96 miles. Partly sunny. No wind. Aperture, F3.5. Dinner, $1.90. Motel room, $6.49.

			*   *   *

			When Henry had come home with the news of his reassignment, Ginnie had taken it upon herself to devise the route west. She’d sat at the kitchen table in Arlington with the Rand McNally and a sharpened pencil, plotting points, connecting dots. She’d found the major cities first, then the smaller towns in between, what looked like a good day’s drive. Stretches of highway that a vacation guidebook said were particularly beautiful that time of year. Three weeks, coast to coast.

			Henry wasn’t convinced of the need for a family trip. He would have preferred to accomplish the move quickly and cleanly, driving alone, setting up their new lives in California before Ginnie and the children arrived. But Ginnie did not want him to travel by himself. A year ago, she might have considered it, but after the incident in Washington, she couldn’t let him go. She pictured him lost, adrift in the mountains, in the desert, and so she set about to convince him to decide otherwise.

			When she was finished with the route, she left the map out for him on the kitchen table, where he would find it in the morning. She knew he could be persuaded by a well-made plan.

			*   *   *

			There was a small identification tag hanging from the neck strap of the Signet, and while changing film in the car outside Baton Rouge, Hannah pointed out that she had written his name on the paper inside. Mr. Henry March. On the address line she had written Arlington, Virginia, then had crossed that out and written Oakland, California in smaller letters above. Henry thanked her, and then quietly, at their next stop, slipped the paper from the tag and flushed it in the filling-station restroom.

			Shreveport to Opelousas. Opelousas to Oklahoma City. Ginnie with the ledger on one of the twin beds in the motel room. Hannah in the other bed, Thomas on the floor with a sheet and a pillow, finally asleep after another bath-time breakdown. Henry with his coffee and cigarettes in the chair by the window. Kodak Tri-X, 400 speed. Ginnie’s voice in the room, her soft, southern lilt. Cloudy skies. Slight northwesterly breeze. 

			*   *   *

			They called him the Mutual Man, younger officers, older officers, after the featureless Mutual of Omaha adjusters who came to Washington periodically to investigate claims or explain benefits. Right-angled and exact in his manner, his movements. Nondescript in appearance, his suit the color of the sidewalk outside.

			Their jokes masked their uncertainty. Henry’s colleagues found him inscrutable. He was a grudging socializer, a rare participant in after-hours drinks or weekend cocktail parties. He had only a handful of friends in the organization, most kept at arm’s length. He did not have the same background, the social connections, the family money. He was a foreigner in class terms.

			He had never tried to be liked. The nature of his department’s work made this impossible. Finding leaks and weaknesses. Finding the unfaithful, the untrue. Finding those whose loyalty had lapsed, or was never there to begin with. His job was to distrust his colleagues, and so they distrusted him in return. There was only one man Henry had been allowed to trust, whom he had trusted for almost fifteen years, and that man had turned out to be the most faithless of them all.

			*   *   *

			They were sending him west to keep him away from the agency’s vital organs. Moving him to the periphery, the fingertip of the country. He had seen this happen before, to others. He had been the man to send others away. He knew the danger in keeping a damaged individual so close to the company’s heart.

			What had happened was not something they could look past. With another officer, possibly, but not with him. For Henry to be of value to the organization, his integrity had to be beyond reproach. If that was no longer the case, then all that was left was his sense of duty, his willingness to follow orders.

			Gallup, New Mexico, to Williams, Arizona. Henry used three rolls of film at the Grand Canyon. Shots of Hannah, annoyed and impatient, standing against a guardrail. Shots of Thomas, oblivious to the magnificent sight around him, more interested in the tourist train pulling into the station on the other side of the parking lot. Shots of Ginnie beside the Chevrolet with a demure smile, hands on her hips, her auburn curls standing in the wind.

			Ginnie held Henry’s hand while she slept, while he lay on his back and stared at what he could see of the ceiling, the dark room around him. He had never slept more than a few hours a night and now he slept even less. Back in Arlington he would have walked the house, the yard, smoked, fixed himself a cup of coffee, the day’s work still in his head, trying to untangle a personality, a web of connections. All of the documentation would be back in the safe in his office, but he never needed the paperwork once he’d read through it an initial time. He kept the facts in his head. The facts, the half facts, the outright deceptions. He walked the yard, he sat in the living room, assembling pieces, solving a riddle. Here though, in a motel room in Williams, in Oklahoma City, in Alamagordo, he stayed in bed, looked at the ceilings, the small dark rings of water damage, the bare patches where the paint came away in tiny chips. There was only one riddle now, but he did not know where to begin to untangle it.

			*   *   *

			At the end of the third week they reached Oakland, the house on the hill that had been rented for them. Three bedrooms and a small den where Ginnie could paint. Henry parked the Chevrolet in the driveway, and they all stepped out and stretched. Thomas chugged into the house along his imagined tracks. Hannah walked in the front door and burst into tears. Henry cleared out what remained in the car: sheaves of paper the children had filled with backseat drawings, the ledger, the Signet’s instruction manual, the box of exposed film. He set the drawings on the floor in the dining room, where the table would eventually sit. He placed the ledger and the box of film in his briefcase and set the locks.

			That first night, after Hannah and Thomas were in their sleeping bags in their new rooms, Henry looked for Ginnie in the dark, unfamiliar house. He finally found her outside, standing on the front lawn, looking down the hill to the bay and the bridge. Breathing deeply, her eyes heavy. The salt air was warm and light. She whispered his name, calling him to her. She took his hand and they stood and watched the black water, the lights of the city beyond.

			“This is where we begin,” she said. She squeezed his hand. “This is where we begin again.”

		

	
		
			PART ONE

			

			Telegraph Hill
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			San Francisco, Spring 1956

			The landlady opened the door and led him into the apartment he’d telephoned about, the rooms above the mechanics’ garage on Telegraph Hill. She stood to the side while Henry walked to the far end of the living room and looked out the windows through the last of the morning fog. Alcatraz to the north, the bridge and the bay and the black hills to the east. A beautiful corner view. He would need to cover it.

			He held his hat in one hand, his briefcase in the other. The brightness through the windows showed every imperfection in the room, the scuffed wood, the scratched baseboards. There was a nearly matching sofa and armchair, a vase of dusty plastic flowers on the coffee table, a wooden crate of LPs by the bedroom door. The landlady said that a pair of young women had lived there most recently, working girls, secretaries downtown, and that they had left the furniture when they vacated the apartment two months before. Henry asked if there was any chance that they would return for their belongings and the landlady assured him that there was none. The girls had sailed off to Asia with a pair of merchant marines.

			The landlady’s name was Mrs. Barberis. A widow, she said, God rest her husband’s soul. Henry asked her about the mechanics, and she told him that they had been renting the garage for as long as she’d owned the building. They kept to themselves, and so did she. She had moved out of the city after her husband passed and she rarely came back, preferring the rent be sent by mail, that the tenant handle any necessary maintenance or repair. She asked Henry if this was acceptable, that she would be an absentee landlord, and he told her that it was.

			The kitchen was to his left. There was a Formica-topped table with three vinyl-padded chairs, a stove and a white refrigerator that looked like the model Ginnie had bought for the house in Arlington. There was a pair of small windows above the sink and a larger, lower window that led out to a fire escape. Henry leaned out, looked down three floors to the alley. A Negro mechanic in a blue jumpsuit stood there, smoking a cigarette, the bald oval at the crown of his head shining in the midmorning sun.

			*   *   *

			He had spent his first week walking the streets of the city. Every morning after breakfast, he left the house and drove across the bridge into San Francisco. He walked in loops around the financial district, gradually widening his radius until he could form an accurate picture of each street, the connections between them. Ten, twenty blocks a day. Only then would he move farther. He had a map, but he rarely used it. He needed to know the place in his own way. He had been taught not to work within a landscape that he didn’t understand.

			He opened a bank account with the two letters of recommendation he’d been given before he left Washington. He had never heard of either of the recommending businessmen whose signatures closed the letters. He wasn’t sure if the men existed or if they existed only enough to open a bank account. Once it was open, he deposited the check he’d brought with him and sent the account number back east.

			His new name was printed at the top of the bank letters. He wrote the name in his ledger. He repeated the name to himself while he walked the city. He repeated it at night in the house in Oakland as he circled sleep, knowing that the last thing on his mind at the end of the day would be the first thought he woke to in the morning. Sitting up in bed with the name on his lips, surrounding himself with the name while he shaved and washed and dressed, while he kissed Ginnie and Hannah and Thomas good-bye, while he drove into the city and walked the unfamiliar streets.

			*   *   *

			The bedroom was small, dimly lit. There was a single window above the alleyway, two twin beds, a dresser standing against the south wall. Mrs. Barberis pulled the chain for the overhead light, the cord for the ceiling fan. The walls were painted mustard yellow, except for one which was covered with dark-patterned paper, tightly wound floral swirls framing the bathroom doorway.

			The toilet flushed and Mrs. Barberis gave a proud nod. She turned the taps over the sink to demonstrate the water pressure. Henry opened the medicine cabinet, empty except for a bottle of aspirin sitting alone on one of the glass shelves.

			*   *   *

			He knew no one in the city. Most days he didn’t speak to another person except for a brief exchange at a newsstand or a market. He could drive home in the evenings and count the number of words he’d spoken throughout the day.

			He repeated the new name as he walked, as he looked for apartments, drank coffee in an automat. He repeated it at the dinner table, silently, while asking Ginnie and Hannah about their days, while helping Thomas cut his meat. He practiced writing the name in the ledger. He let it enter his body, so that after a few days when he stepped onto the bustle of Market Street and passed his reflection in car windows, shop windows, the new name was the only one that identified the man he saw there.

			*   *   *

			They crossed the small vestibule and Mrs. Barberis showed him the south apartment, which was also available. The two apartments were mirror images of each other, she said, the only difference being that the southern rooms had views of the city, and the northern rooms had views of the bay. He could take his pick, whichever he preferred. She told him that the north apartment was two hundred dollars a month. He asked about the rent for the south apartment and she said that it was the same.

			They stepped into the south bedroom. Henry looked up at the molding along the ceiling, down at the baseboards. The rent was due on the first of the month, Mrs. Barberis said. No exceptions. All utilities were paid. He could make alterations to the apartment, within reason. New paint, new drapes, carpet, whatever he liked.

			He stood at the wall that was shared with the bedroom in the north apartment. He touched the paint with a fingertip, as if determining a place to hang a picture, and when Mrs. Barberis turned her head to clear her throat, he tapped the wall once, twice, to test its thickness.

			*   *   *

			At the end of that first week of walking he reached the Embarcadero. Sea level, suddenly. The fisherman’s wharves, rows of sailor’s bars and flophouses. He turned and looked at the city rising behind him. Off to the side, a concrete tower protruded from a thick grove of trees. He consulted his map. This was Telegraph Hill, high above the waterfront, standing apart, seemingly, from the rest of town. An isolated, private perch.

			The next morning he began looking for rooms to rent.

			*   *   *

			They stood in the vestibule between the two apartments, at the top of the stairs that led down to the front entrance. Henry opened his wallet and began unfolding the bills for the first month’s rent. He had two phone numbers on a slip of paper in his wallet. The first number belonged to an electrician and the second, he had been told, belonged to a cop. They had given him the new name and the letters for the bank and the paper with the phone numbers, with the instruction to call the numbers, in the order they were written, once he had secured a location.

			Mrs. Barberis produced a small note pad and asked his name and Henry told her and she wrote that on the page, Mr. Henry Gladwell. Then she asked him which apartment he would prefer, the north or the south. He passed her the money and told her that he would take both.
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			They were a small unit at the start of the war, a handpicked group of officers working under Arthur Weir, who was only five years Henry’s senior but had already established a near-mystical reputation as a genius of counterintelligence. The idea of an organized espionage unit was new to the military, so the group had been sent to London to learn tradecraft from the experts, before being dispatched to Rome to disrupt Mussolini’s homeland apparatus and encourage the small but committed underground.

			Henry had felt at home in that world immediately. He was surprised by how easily he moved through it. His natural stillness served him well. He could hear amid the noise of war. He could see. He could discern small gestures, whispers and glances, deciphering meaning, piecing together motives and personalities. The way people spoke and didn’t speak, this made sense to him. The things they did in secret, the ways in which those secrets could be uncovered and used.

			Weir took a special interest in Henry. They spent long evenings discussing their work, and the work yet to come. Weir was an evangelist. He did not see the war as the final word, merely as the end of one era and the beginning of the next. Already there was evidence of movement by the Russians, positioning for the future. Most of Henry’s colleagues couldn’t wait to get back to the States and resume their interrupted lives, but through Weir, Henry began to see what they were doing as the first clash in a much bigger battle.

			They discovered that they had poetry in common, both having studied it in college. To Weir, reading poetry was another way of looking for secrets, of deciphering code. It was proof that their work could be beautiful, an art in and of itself. Eventually, Henry showed Weir some of his own poems, verses no one but Ginnie had seen. For a few days he lived in fear of Weir’s judgment, until one morning Weir returned Henry’s pages, saying only that it seemed both men were wasting their talents on the U.S. government.

			When the war ended, the intelligence services were dissolved, despite Weir’s protestations. A few high-level officers were scattered to various military departments and the rest were sent home. Henry and Ginnie married and moved to Chicago, where Hannah was born, and Henry took an accounting job at a firm downtown. He rode the train every morning, feeling incompatible, a man out of place. Ill at ease, now, in civilian life. He kept in contact with Weir, who was still making the rounds in Washington, trying to convince politicians of what was happening on the other side of the world while their country slept. But there was no appetite for more conflict, and eventually Henry lost touch, resigned himself to tax codes and actuary tables in the West Loop.

			Five years later, Henry looked up from his newspaper on the morning train to see Weir standing at the opposite end of the car, a slight, sly smile pulling at his lips. They had coffee at a bar on Madison, only a few blocks from the office where Henry should have been at his desk. It was an entirely uncharacteristic shirking of responsibility, wholly thrilling to Henry, there with Weir while the workaday world went on as usual around them.

			Weir made his pitch, though it was really little more than a formality. People in power had finally listened, and they were creating the skeleton of a new organization. Henry would be Weir’s number two in a legitimate counterintelligence division. They would be late to the war, but, Weir said, still smiling, better late than never.

			They shook hands across the table. That afternoon Henry tendered his resignation at the accounting firm. By the middle of the week Ginnie was packed and Hannah was out of kindergarten and they were on a train to Arlington.

			It felt to Henry as if he was coming home.
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			There was a knock at the door of the north apartment. Henry opened it to find an adolescent boy standing at a lopsided attention, his head cocked to one side and most of his weight shifted to the other. He wore a cap with earflaps that reached almost to his chin, carried a small stepladder and a large leather tool bag. Without speaking, the boy set down his bag and rummaged in the pockets of his work pants, then in the pockets of his jacket and shirt, until he finally produced a business card and presented it to Henry. On the card was the name Salo Perelman, the electrician Henry had called from a pay phone, the first number on his slip of paper.

			The boy’s hand was still out, waiting to retrieve the card. Henry handed it back and the boy stepped through the doorway into the living room and unzipped his bag, pulling out a pair of work gloves and various sizes of pliers.

			Henry said, “Where’s Mr. Perelman?”

			The boy dug deeper into the bag, coming out with spools of electrical wire which he stacked beside his tools. Henry repeated himself, louder this time, and the boy finally turned.

			“Isaac,” the boy said. His voice was strangely bloated, the vowels overfull, the consonants imprecise. Henry realized he was deaf or close to it even before the boy pushed the flaps of his cap back, revealing large twin hearing aides.

			“Your name is Isaac?”

			The boy watched Henry’s mouth as he spoke, nodded.

			“Isaac Perelman?”

			The boy nodded again.

			“Is your father coming?”

			Isaac shook his head and returned to his work.

			Henry showed him the places where he wanted the wiring, beneath the molding and the baseboards, under the couch and beds, behind the toilet, alongside the ceiling fans. Isaac stood on his stepladder and drilled tiny holes in the walls, cut small compartments into the ceiling. He ran the wires, the strands eventually converging in the south wall of the bedroom, and then he drilled a larger, deeper hole and ran the wires into the adjacent bedroom in the south apartment. He worked in silence. The only sounds in the rooms throughout the day were that of the drill or some small grunts he made while guiding a wire through a wall.

			Later in the afternoon, Isaac pulled cans of paint from his bag and selected those with colors closest to the walls and ceilings, carefully masking his work. When the boy was finished, Henry walked through the apartment, looking from room to room, hard-pressed, with the day’s light almost gone, to see where anything had been done at all.

			*   *   *

			Henry sent a letter back east informing them that he had procured an appropriate location and requesting funds for what he thought he would need. He had the locks to the apartments changed, making certain that he had the only keys. He had the office furniture delivered and carried up the stairs to the vestibule. Once the deliverymen were gone, he dragged it all into the south bedroom. It was beginning to look like a proper office. He placed two desks side by side, facing the shared wall between the two apartments.

			He took a streetcar to a bookstore on Nob Hill and purchased books on photograph developing, the mechanics and chemistry involved. The Lazarushian mystery, raising an image from a glossy white square. He installed a blackout curtain over the window in the south apartment’s bathroom, changed the overhead bulb to a safelight he’d painted red. At a photographic supply shop he bought an enlarger and developing equipment, jars of the liquids and packets of the powders listed in the books.

			He read the books cover to cover before he attempted to develop a single frame. He kept notes in the ledger, important points he would need to reference. There had been a time when the ledger wouldn’t have been necessary, but he could no longer trust his memory.

			He practiced mixing, heating, cooling the chemicals. He trained himself to work without light. Placing the developing tank in the bathtub, pouring developer into the tank. Agitating the tank until it was time to remove the developer and pour in the stop bath. Agitating again until it was time to remove the stop bath and pour in the fixer. Reaching for jars without seeing them. When he dropped or bumped a jar, he cleaned up and started again. Working with the strips of film from the cross-country trip, St. Louis, Opelousas, the Grand Canyon. Working until he was able to move confidently, silently, until there were no accidents. Days of repetition, until he had mastered the room in the dark.

			1 Bell recorder, with headphones

			4 wood card files

			1 metal equipment rack

			1 Monroe calculator

			1 combination file

			1 safe

			2 office desks

			2 swivel chairs

			1 bookcase

			1 lot of electrical small parts including microphones, etc.

			2 Diebold cameras

			1 studio couch

			2 desk lamps

			2 Royal typewriters

			1 York air conditioner

			1 radio

			1 voice compressor

			1 polygraph

			*   *   *

			A few days later, Isaac Perelman returned, this time with his father, to install the mirror between the two apartments. Henry stood outside in the vestibule, smoking while they worked, watching down the stairwell for Mrs. Barberis or a curious mechanic, anyone who might be drawn to the noise of the Perelmans cutting through the wall.

			When they were finished, Henry stood with them in the office and looked through the new window into the darkened north bedroom. Then he stood in the north bedroom and looked at the new mirror that hung above the dresser. His own dim reflection. He cupped his hands and peered into the glass. He could just barely make out the shapes of the father and son standing on the other side. He motioned for them to turn out the overhead light and Salo Perelman reached up and pulled the chain and the room disappeared.

			*   *   *

			The paper rose to the top of the pan, breaking the surface of the developing liquid. A fuzzy image of a woman in the Grand Canyon parking lot, standing by the car next to their station wagon, a cigarette held between her lips while she stretched her arms behind her back. Henry had focused the camera on Ginnie, but at the last instant he’d moved and activated the shutter, photographing the stranger behind his wife.

			He lifted the picture from the pan, clothespinned it to dry on the line he’d strung overhead. His first successful print. An image he alone had witnessed and captured and documented. The woman unaware of being photographed, the negative and print seen only by him. An airtight process. A perfect secret.

			He placed the next square in the solution and let it sink.

			*   *   *

			A box with the cameras and audio equipment arrived. Henry spent a morning attaching it all to the wiring Isaac had threaded through the walls of the north apartment, positioning the microphones, placing the cameras into the small compartments the boy had cut into the ceiling.

			When he was finished, he stood in the south apartment office, looking through the new window, wearing the headphones and listening to the empty-room hiss of the north bedroom. He could hear the faint sound of honking horns from a few streets beyond the open window, and then, just barely, the ticking of his watch, which he had placed under one of the beds. He stopped the recorder, rewound the tape, listened again to the previous few seconds. The just-passed car honks, the old air in the room, the ticking of his watch. He replayed it again, to be sure. The captured moment.

			*   *   *

			He gave each of the children a photograph from the trip, which he told them he’d had developed and framed at a shop in the city. Thomas on the banks of the Mississippi with a riverboat paddling in the distance; Hannah blowing a gum bubble at a filling station in New Mexico. Hannah was particularly moved by her picture. She hung it on the wall beside her bed, fascinated with the photo, not so much because of the image but because she couldn’t remember Henry taking it. A recovered instant she hadn’t known she’d lost.

			He gave Ginnie a photo from the Grand Canyon, the image he’d taken after he’d snapped the picture of the other woman. Ginnie standing by the station wagon, hair blowing in the wind, hands clasped at her waist. She placed it on the mantel in the living room, proud of both how poised she looked in the photo and Henry’s skill in taking it. She jokingly called it her fashion shoot. Hannah asked her to re-create the pose and Ginnie obliged, lowering her hands to her waist and tossing her hair, eliciting an admiring smile from Hannah, much overly loud whooping and clapping from Thomas.

			And my photographer, she said, nodding to acknowledge Henry, who shook his head and raised his hands, waving off the renewed round of applause.

			*   *   *

			After dinner in the evenings, while Ginnie washed the dishes and Hannah retreated to her room and her homework, he sat at the table with Thomas and his transit maps and rail schedules. Henry removed his watch and set it on the table and called off times and Thomas pointed to the spot on the map where the train would be at that moment. Twelve-fifteen on the B Geary line and Thomas tracing a finger along the route, bringing it to rest at the correct station. Always the correct station.

			Most nights were like this, the two of them at the table until the fraught, complicated bath-time process, Thomas unclamping himself from his invisible railroad tracks and getting into the tub, Ginnie rushing to get him soaped and rinsed before he felt his fuel was completely depleted. If she spent too much time washing his hair or scrubbing his nails, Thomas flew into a frenzy, splashing and kicking, screaming, Henry running in to pull him from the tub, pin his arms to his sides, holding Thomas to his chest, both of their bodies straining, the tight embrace in the small room. Finally Thomas would grow tired enough that they could get him dry and dressed, get him back on his tracks to his room, where he plugged himself into the imagined outlet in his wall and lay down on the floor beside his bed.

			They would stand in the doorway, Henry and Ginnie, feeling the new bruises surfacing on their arms and chests, listening to Thomas’s deepening breath, so peaceful so suddenly. Ginnie’s weight leaning into Henry, her hand on his shoulder, on the back of his neck, squeezing, holding on.

			*   *   *

			The office was nearly dark but he’d left a light on in the north bedroom. He could see it glowing on the other side of the new window. Something caught his eye, some movement beyond the glass, a figure crossing the space.

			Henry looked up. The bedroom was empty. He could see the beds, the dresser, the lamp. He walked to the window, his face close, his breath fogging the glass. No one there. Just the room, waiting.

			He finished his cigarette and returned to his desk. He removed the slip of paper from his pocket, the two numbers. He drew a line through the first, the number belonging to the Perelmans. He looked again at the window, then lifted the receiver of the new phone.
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			Thomas on his tracks, moving through the front door, his head straight, his arms pumping, feet shuffling, the sound of his engine, the low, rhythmic rumble coming from deep within his chest. He continued into the living room, then down the hall, making a sharp turn into his bedroom. Ginnie followed to his doorway and watched him in the far corner. He expertly pantomimed the unclipping of an invisible electrical plug from his belt, then stretched the imaginary cord down to the power outlet at the base of the wall. He stood straight again, his eyes closing, his arms and hands relaxing. The machine at rest.

			She was careful as she left the doorway, stepping over the places in the hall where Thomas believed his tracks lay, mindful that he could be watching her leave, one eye open. She was back in the living room before she stopped walking on her toes, looking for rails to avoid. Sometimes she understood how easy it would be to slip into his world, to decide that if she couldn’t guide him back to this place then she could join him in his.

			She poured herself another cup of coffee and stood at the front windows, morning light warming her face, her hands. The roofs of the neighboring houses stretched down to the bay. Across the water, the top of the skyline was starting to surface through the rising fog. Henry was down in there, somewhere. Setting up his new office space, he’d told her. Trying to get the lay of the land.

			Hannah’s school was at the bottom of the hill, and once Henry had left for work, they’d made the walk, Ginnie holding Thomas’s hand and Hannah a few steps ahead, books under her arm, her gaze fixed forward, blocking out her mother and brother, refusing to acknowledge the surrounding houses of the new neighborhood, walking as if she were alone again on the route to her old school back in Arlington. They reached the front doors and Hannah disappeared inside without so much as a look back. Ginnie and Thomas made the return trip then, stopping at the train station to watch the departures and pick up some new schedules and maps. Thomas stood at the display of timetables, unfolding the pages quickly, absorbing new information, a change in an arrival time or a temporarily closed station. They had stayed until his excitement had turned to fatigue and then they had hurried home before an overtired breakdown.

			She unpacked while Thomas slept. The movers had come a few days after their arrival, and the furniture was in place, but the rooms were still ringed with boxes. She opened one and found the record player, a smaller box of LPs. She unwrapped picture frames, wiped the glass, arranged them on the mantel next to the photos Henry had taken on the trip, Thomas at the river and her own glamour shot. There were more in the box, wedding photos, Hannah’s school pictures, a photograph that a friend in Washington, Roy Pritchard, had taken of Thomas as a baby. In the picture, Thomas’s eyes were blue and clear as he looked up at the lens, smiling. Then another picture from Roy, taken just a year later. This one with the now-familiar closed book of Thomas’s expressionless face.

			She set the two pictures together on the mantel as she had in Arlington, though she knew it bothered Henry and Hannah. It was painful to be reminded of the Thomas they’d known in that first year. But Ginnie needed to see those pictures together, what the distance between them made plain. That she’d missed something, she’d let something slip past. He had gone somewhere, just like that. Somewhere in that space she had lost him.

			There was a box with the books she was using for Thomas’s lessons, as well as the books the doctors in Washington had given her. Folded within the pages of a behavioral journal she found the self-portrait Thomas had made during one of his sessions, the crayon drawing of how he saw himself: a small metal figure, with a silver head and arms and legs, wheels connected by rods where his feet should be, chugging along on tracks that stretched from one end of the page to the other.

			The Locomotive Boy. This was what one of the doctors in Washington had called him. This after all of the psychiatry sessions, the tests, the disastrous attempts at the special school. Ginnie sitting in the doctor’s office and the man telling her this as if it were a diagnosis of some kind, as if he’d solved the mystery. The Locomotive Boy. Ginnie kept her mouth shut and listened. She’d spent years keeping her mouth shut and listening. She imagined standing, pounding the arm of her chair, clearing the doctor’s desk with a sweep of her arm. She imagined shouting until she was heard by this man, by all of these men. Shaming them into silence. How dare you. This is my son.

			When the doctor had finished, Ginnie thanked him and rose from her seat and picked Thomas up from the playroom down the hall, knowing that this would be their last appointment.

			She did not want him pitied, treated as if he was sick. She was tired of being accused, blamed by specialists who spent as much time trying to analyze her as they did Thomas. She would teach her son at home. She would find ways in, subjects that interested him, that sparked something, inevitably becoming unshakable obsessions, but openings nonetheless. She would use these openings to help him learn about the world, even in the smallest terms. How to read a transit map, a train schedule. How to talk about these things. The doctors, the teachers at his school had seen his long, loud monologues as symptoms, further proof of his illness. Ginnie saw them as successes. Thomas able, finally, to communicate. She didn’t care how loud or for how long he spoke. He could shout about transit schedules until Kingdom Come as far as she was concerned.

			There was a door at the back of the kitchen, a staircase leading to the unfinished basement. She’d had the movers put Henry’s desk down there, his bookcases. She’d arranged his poetry books on the shelves in what she remembered as their order on the shelves of his study in Arlington, though only Henry would know for sure. Some of the books had been with him since college, coming along into their marriage. Springtime in Chicago, she remembered, those early months after the war, soft evenings, sitting in their apartment and Henry reading verses of past friends, schoolmates, and then some of the masters, Yeats, Eliot, Williams. Henry’s voice deep and rich, wondering at the lines, the beauty and the mystery. Ginnie sitting on the window seat in the living room, pregnant with Hannah, watching Henry smoke, watching him read, an accountant by day, his head full of mathematics, but this beautiful man at night, his mind buzzing with words, with lines that found voice only with her.

			Things had changed with the move to Washington, and Henry’s new position. He came home late in the evenings, his dinner waiting for him in the oven, the children in bed, and when Henry read it was the newspapers. After the incident, he had returned to his poetry books, but then he read them almost secretively, certain volumes over and over, making notes in the margins, marking pages, returning to the same passages as if he was looking for some clue. It seemed like work, now. A burden more than a joy.

			The incident. This was how she thought of what had happened, that day in December. Henry’s incident. She didn’t know how he thought of it, what word he used. It wasn’t something he wanted to discuss.

			There was a noise from Thomas’s room, the low hum of his engine warming up. She opened his door to find him in his sleeping spot, on the floor beside the bed, looking out the window at the cerulean sky. After a moment he sat up and crossed to the electrical outlet, where he unplugged his imagined cord and clipped it back onto his belt.

			She reminded herself to be careful again, where she walked. Thomas stood in his doorway, looking out into the rest of the house, studying his rails. Sometimes he believed that his tracks had been disturbed, kicked or moved by Hannah, by the postman coming up the front walk. Altering some part of his apparatus was the easiest way to send him into a tantrum. It took a half hour sometimes to calm him down, holding him while he wailed, a strange, alien threnody, a single note of deep frustration. A sound so lonely that Ginnie could hardly bear it. There was a sense in that noise that no one understood, including Thomas himself. It was something she heard long after the tantrum was over, while Thomas splashed in the bathtub or Henry read him a storybook beside his bed.

			She emptied another box in the living room while Thomas played with his toy trains on the sofa, pushing the cars over the cushions, making engine and bell noises. In the den, she set her easels and rolls of unstretched canvas against the wall. She hadn’t brought any of her paintings from Washington. She hadn’t painted since Henry’s incident, months ago now, but it may as well have been years. She unpacked the rest of her supplies. The brushes felt unfamiliar in her hands.

			The house began to dim. An orange afternoon. In the foyer she helped Thomas into his jacket, put on her own. They would go to the market, then pick Hannah up at school. Hopefully, Henry would be home soon after.

			It would take time to get used to this place, this house, the progress of sunlight across the walls, the way the day moved through the rooms. It would take time, but she was patient. She had learned to be patient.

			She opened the door and stepped outside, waiting for Thomas to see his tracks, to take her hand with a coupling click. Then they started down the hill in the cooling air, the whistle of the train in the distance, her heels clicking on the sidewalk and the sound of her boy’s engine thrumming along beside.

		

	
		
			5

			Washington, D.C., Winter 1955

			Weir had been unreachable for only a few hours before panic set in. The man had never missed a day of work, so when there was still no word from him by lunchtime, Security sealed Weir’s office and began a search.

			Henry stayed at his desk, close to the phone. Rumors twisted through the hallways, so he kept his door closed, waiting, hoping for some kind of misunderstanding, some miscommunication. Weir ice fishing at his favorite lake in West Virginia; Weir visiting his elderly mother in Bethesda. Unlikely scenarios, Henry knew, but he clung to them as he watched the phone, the clock. Every hour Roy Pritchard knocked and leaned in the doorway and shook his head. No word. The afternoon waned. Henry sat at his desk with the incomprehensible possibility. Almost hoping, despite himself, that they would find a body rather than the alternative.

			Rain began to fall, then freeze, tapping on the glass, coating the sidewalks, the leafless trees. The windows in Henry’s office went dark. He pictured Ginnie and the children at the dinner table, the light and warmth of the house in Arlington. He tried to imagine moving from this spot, moving in the world again, but it was unthinkable, the idea of being anywhere but behind his desk, waiting.

			Another knock. Henry started to speak but found that he had no voice. Roy opened the door, stood in the hallway staring at Henry’s desk, the windows behind.

			“He’s gone,” Roy said.

			*   *   *

			They were brought to Weir’s house to view the wreckage. There was an FBI man sitting in a car in the driveway, a few others still poking around in the living room, though the house had been turned numerous times by then. Paul Marist from Security led Henry and Roy into the familiar kitchen, then through a door and down a flight of stairs to the basement. Henry had never been below the house before. A line of bare bulbs were fixed to the joists in the low ceiling, burning away into the distance. A long, large space, empty except for a congregation of boxes at the far end.

			They walked across the basement in silence. Marist opened the lids on a few of the boxes. Memoranda and project files, personnel files, accounting sheets. Henry recognized his own signature on many of them, Weir’s on many more. There was a box of undeveloped microfilm, a box of audiotape spools. They turned to a small desk and some wireless encoding equipment that sat on top, still plugged into the electrical outlet on the wall. Marist flipped a switch on one of the machines. There was a low, rich hum as it warmed up.

			“We’ve already tested it,” Marist said. “Moscow on the other end.”

			Henry looked back the way they had come, the line of lights leading to the stairs and the doorway. Innumerable times, he had shared coffee in Weir’s den ten feet above, dinner in the dining room. Over drinks once at the kitchen table, Weir had nodded to the basement door and complained about the useless enormity of the space, how he was too intimidated to even attempt finishing it into usable rooms. Henry had repeated the remark to Ginnie in bed that night, and she had rolled her eyes and offered to trade houses with Henry’s childless, bachelor boss with too much space on his hands.

			Footsteps creaking above. The FBI men moving through rooms. Marist left Henry and Roy alone with the boxes and equipment, walked back across the basement toward the stairs. Roy seemed on the verge of saying something a number of times, but stopped himself, running his fingertips along the edges of the box lids. Henry stood motionless, looking at the keys of the encoder.

			Everything they had worked on, everything they had discussed, it had all been sent east into the mouth of the enemy. He wanted to set fire to the room, to the house. Even though the damage was done, even though what had been left behind was simply a message, a preening show of accomplishment. Henry pictured it all in flames, the papers, the boxes, the encoder, the house above. He wanted to burn the whole thing to the ground.

			Roy was speaking to him.

			“You should go home, Henry. Get some sleep. They’ll want to talk to you soon.”

			It took an hour to drive to Arlington, through the aftermath of the ice storm, the streets in sheets, lawns and roofs glistening in the moonlight, tree branches sagged and creaking. Not quite alone. He knew there’d be an FBI man in a car following somewhere behind. He was a suspect now.

			He sat in his driveway with the car lights off. In the living room window, he could see Hannah reading to Thomas on the sofa, Ginnie clearing the table in the kitchen beyond. This feeling was impossible to define. As if the structure on which he was made had been taken away, the armature pulled from his body. He had been trained to distrust everyone except Weir. Weir was the control. Weir was the truth against which all else was measured.

			He sat in the driveway and watched his house, his children. He pictured Weir loose in the world, a new man now, or something other than a man, intangible, flying east, his old clothes discarded, his name, his old face shed. A ghost in the night.
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			San Francisco, Spring 1956

			He introduced himself as Jimmy Dorn, the name as he said it sounding like a single word. He spoke in a distracted headlong rush, his eyes settling briefly on Henry before moving to the details in the background, the layout of the north apartment, the sight lines out the windows. A veteran cop’s sizing up of the premises.

			“Heyhowareya. Gladwell? Jimmydorn.”

			He was a great grappler of a man, possibly ten years Henry’s senior, thick in the neck and chest, his head bare and pink as a thumb. His brow was wet, the collar of his shirt dark with sweat from the climb up the stairs. He was breathing hard but that didn’t slow his forward momentum as he walked past Henry, immediately filling the space. His voice was low and loud, with the cigarette-and-booze roughness Henry had first heard during their brief phone conversation the day before.

			Dorn cracked a cough into his fist, pounded himself on the chest to jar something loose.

			“So show me around. This the bedroom in here?”

			Henry watched him, silent. Dorn wore a sharp blue suit, custom-cut. Not the kind of outfit easily afforded on a detective’s salary alone. He kept moving, briskly inspecting the kitchen, the closets, asking questions without waiting for answers.

			“Where’s the head? In here?”

			Henry waited in the living room. The toilet flushed once, twice.

			“Henry? Hank?”

			Dorn said the second name as if he had already decided on it. He returned to the living room, lifted the curtains away from the walls, poked the couch cushions with the toe of a wing tip.

			“Who did your decorating? The place looks like a Catholic girls’ dorm.”

			He stopped in the center of the room, finally catching his breath, then turned to look at Henry.

			“All right. Enough bullshit. Show me your setup, Hank. Let me see all the secret stuff.”

			*   *   *

			They had lunch at an automat on Powell. Henry sat at a table by the window with a cup of coffee, watching Dorn make his way down the line of lit compartments. With every plate he pulled, Dorn lowered his head and sniffed, recoiled and replaced the item. He finally settled on what looked like tuna salad and toast, sat down across from Henry.

			“Let’s not make a habit of coming here. I know a million great places where you don’t pull your lunch from a hole.” Dorn looked at his tuna salad without enthusiasm, then at Henry’s coffee. “Did you already eat or are you not eating?”

			“I’m fine with coffee.”

			“This is all I can have.” Dorn indicated the limp sandwich. “Half this. I’m trying to get back down to my fighting weight. Two-ten. Two-fifteen. My wife is on my back.” He took a bite. “Where you from, Hank? Originally.”

			“The Midwest.”

			“The Midwest.”

			“Chicago,” Henry said.

			Dorn flipped his tie back over his shoulder, tucked his napkin into his collar and spread it across the front of his shirt. “You married? Any kids?” On Henry’s look he waved off his own question, took another mouthful of tuna salad. “Forget I asked. Too personal. Won’t happen again.”

			“What do we need to get started?”

			Dorn wiped his mouth on his napkin. “We’ll need two girls. Maybe three, but no more than that. They chirp like housewives. I’m thinking a white girl and a Negro. A Negro would widen the net. That way you’re going to get Negro males, and white males who are into Negroes. We could have a Chinese, too. That could be number three. Then you’ve pretty much got the whole city open to you, except for the queers. The queers are a different story. I don’t know if you want to go that route or not.”

			“Let’s start with two.”

			“Two it is. No problem. You got any preference, Hank? Blondes, brunettes? I’m just joking. You look like a family man. I’m just pulling your leg.”

			“How are they paid?”

			“Cash at the end of the night. And a few favors. I can keep them out of trouble. The protection is what instills loyalty. It’ll keep them quiet. You look a little queasy, Hank. You sure you don’t want something to eat?” Dorn produced a pen and a small black datebook from his breast pocket. He touched the tip of the pen to his tongue and jotted a note on a fresh page.

			“All discussion of this type is off the record,” Henry said.

			“What record? There is no record.” Dorn finished his note, closed the book, and returned it to his pocket. “Don’t worry about any of this, Hank. I’ll take care of everything.”

		

	
		
			7

			Washington, D.C., Winter 1955

			Fifteen workdays in a windowless room with Paul Marist and Marist’s subordinates from the Office of Security. Questioned without rest, eight hours a day, except for a brief lunch when one of the officers brought in sandwiches. Marist and his men devouring the food while Henry consumed only coffee and cigarettes and thought back through the morning, what he had been asked, the answers he had given.

			He knew of Paul Marist. He knew of everyone. Marist was a veteran of the gung ho operations wing of the company, an energetic figure who strode the halls, smiling and shaking hands. Something in him that Henry distrusted, that Weir had distrusted. That clear-cut sense of confidence.

			Fifteen days. Henry knew that there was an element of revenge to this. These men had spent years in fear of Weir, of Henry, and now Henry was alone, stripped of his patron. They had been correct to distrust him, to distrust Weir, they had been proven right, and now they would take full advantage of the redistribution of power. He had no argument. He understood their anger, their sense of betrayal. He understood their fear, the savage uncertainty. He was trying to discover the answer to the same basic question they were asking. What he knew when.

			They recorded the interviews, took copious notes. They gave Henry a polygraph test every day for a week. They never told him the results, but they implied that he’d failed, which was common practice in these situations. He didn’t argue. Henry stated his story and answered their questions and corrected Marist when he tried to lead Henry down another path. This was Henry’s job. They were good, but this was Henry’s job. They tried every technique they knew. They questioned him one at a time, two at a time, a roomful of officers at a time, a Greek chorus of accusation. They made promises and threats, insinuations. Some of these men he had trained. Some of his very techniques turned against him. Like being interrogated by his own children.

			He said nothing to Ginnie for the first two weeks. The shock was too great, the shame. What he had unwittingly helped Weir accomplish. It was something he needed to contain within himself. When he was home, he moved as if sleepwalking, his head still in the room with Marist while he and Ginnie and the children ate dinner, shoveled the driveway and the walk.

			Finally, during the third week, he sat at the breakfast table and told her that Weir was gone, that he was being questioned. Ginnie stood at the counter with a stunned look, an oven mitt on her hand. What does that mean, she’d asked, and Henry had said that he didn’t know.

			*   *   *

			On the fifteenth day, he sat alone with Marist in the conference room. No polygraph, no notebooks, no papers on the table. Marist was relaxed, sitting back in his chair, looking at Henry as if they were two friends sharing a drink.

			Marist said that they had reached a conclusion. They were confident that Henry hadn’t been involved in the deception in any way. He would be returned to his normal duties. His office would be open to him again. Everything would be as it was.

			Marist stood and Henry stood. As Henry left the room, Marist stopped him, said that he had some good news for a change. That he, Marist, had been promoted. He was moving to Henry’s department. Starting that Monday, he said, he would be taking Arthur Weir’s place.
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			San Francisco, Spring 1956

			Henry thought that he had entered the wrong apartment. He stood in the living room, disoriented, almost dizzy. Heavy burgundy drapes covered the windows. A chenille sofa and chair sat where the secretaries’ furniture had been. Paintings hung on the walls, nude women reclining and bathing, white and Negro, Oriental couples in various sexual positions and combinations, all lit with small electric pin lights clipped to the wood of the overly ornate frames. The walls were still wet with paint, a dark, nearly blood red. Drop cloths covered the floor, color-stippled along the edges.

			In the bedroom, the twin beds had been replaced by a large four-poster covered in a gold spread, with an assortment of fringed velveteen pillows. The utilitarian dresser under the mirror had been replaced with something massive and baroque.

			“Don’t worry, I didn’t screw up any of your stuff.” Dorn stood in the doorway, dressed in spattered painter’s overalls, holding a paint roller in one hand and a martini glass in the other. “You should give me a key, it’ll make it easier to get in.”

			“Who else was here?”

			“You don’t think I’m capable of doing this? I have an eye for this stuff.”

			“Who else was here?”

			“I already told you, Hank. Nobody.”

			Henry walked back through the living room, crossed the vestibule, and unlocked the south door.

			Dorn followed at a distance. “You don’t trust me?”

			“I don’t know you.”

			Henry went through the office. All seemed to be in order. The recorder, the shutter controls for the cameras. He unlocked the top drawer of his desk. The ledger was still in its place.

			“Nothing else changes,” Henry said. “Nothing else comes into the apartments without my approval.”

			Dorn raised an eyebrow, nodded.

			Henry said, “Understood?”

			“Aye-aye, Captain.”

			Henry backed out of the south apartment, locked the door, brushed past Dorn on his way to the stairs.

			“Don’t start worrying already.” Dorn sipped his drink, called down over the railing. “We haven’t done anything yet.”
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			On her way home, Hannah tried to remember the same walk in Arlington, the long stands of birch and ash trees, the familiar houses, the neighbors’ cars in welcoming colors, but all she could see was the new town, its paint-peeling weathered ugliness, and then back over her shoulder the imagined crash and glow, the city in flames across the bay.

			They’d shown a civil defense film at school, footage of atomic bomb tests cut together with a projected aftermath, images from the San Francisco earthquake standing in for the next great destruction. Hollow shells of buildings, piles of brick and glass, smoke rising to the sky. A narrator warned of the dangers in the city after the bomb: radiation in the air, in the water; desperate criminal activity; still-falling masonry.

			She couldn’t get the movie out of her head. She could picture her father at work in the city, the building in which he sat crumbling from under him, his desk and chair tipping, other desks tipping, men in suits grabbing for their hats as they fell. She reached the house, their new house, tried to imagine it as the house in Arlington, but the light from the explosions across the bay flickered in the windows.

			She didn’t want to talk to her mother. Her mother wouldn’t understand. Her mother would say what she always said, that it wasn’t worth thinking about the bad things. As if that made them go away. She wouldn’t let Hannah walk to school alone again after a scene like this, coming home in tears. Hannah would be forced back into the ridiculous parade of those first weeks here, she and her mother and Thomas ambling down the hill.

			She would wait for her father. He had always been the one to take her fears seriously. He was different now, she knew this, something had happened that had made them move, something had happened to him, he was further away somehow, but he was still the one she went to when she was afraid.

			Inside the house she marched straight to her room, ignoring her mother’s questions, closing the door and crying until the light outside dimmed and she heard the front door open, her father’s footsteps in the hall. It was the only thing she had really learned about this new place. She could tell the sound of him in the house.

			When he opened her door she ran to him, clinging to his waist, blubbering about the movie, embarrassing herself but unable to stop, tears and snot on the belly of his shirt, the tail of his tie, gulping air from hiccuping sobs, pleading with him not to go back into the city. He sat with her on the bed, listened to her recount the story of the film. He didn’t try to convince her that what she had seen wasn’t real. He considered everything she said. She could see him working it over in his head, so when he told her, finally, that she didn’t need to be afraid of this, she knew she could believe him, that there was some truth there, something to hold on to. Exhausted, she lay back onto the bed and he covered her with the blanket, her hand in his, her breathing slowing, deepening.

			When she woke it was dark in the house. She was still in her school clothes, though her shoes were off and her hair was down, had been brushed. She sat up and thought she could see explosions again out the black window, fire across the water, but then her father’s hand squeezed hers and she lay back down beside him, closing her eyes in the safety of his arms.
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			The girl leaned across the bed, tapped her cigarette against the wall to pack the tobacco. She found a box of matches in her purse and lit the tip, inhaling, blowing smoke in a long steady stream. It was part of some kind of show, Henry knew. She was establishing her character for him. A hard-edged woman of the world.

			She was twenty, maybe, skinny and pale and angular. Her hair was blond, showing dark at the roots. She wore a thin blue dress that matched her eyes. There were bruises on her knees, and one on her thigh that Henry could see when she crossed her legs.

			She said her name was Elizabeth. The first time she had buzzed at the front door he had turned her away. She’d had his name wrong, had asked for Mr. Stonewell. An hour later she returned with the correct name and he let her in, followed her up the stairs to the north apartment.

			“What has he told you?” Henry passed her an ashtray, stood back by the dresser while she sat back on the bed.

			“About what?”

			“About this.”

			She looked around the room, caught her reflection in the mirror, pushed her hair behind her ears. “That I’ll be bringing men here a couple times a week.”

			“And then what?”

			“Slipping them something, maybe. In their drink.”

			“How long have you known him?”

			“Jimmy?”

			“Yes.”

			“A couple of years.”

			“How long have you been doing this?”

			“A couple of years.” She looked to the mirror again, then back at Henry. “There’s going to be someone else? Another girl?”

			“Possibly.”

			“Will we be working together?”

			“How do you mean?”

			“I mean will we be working together.”

			“That’s yet to be determined,” Henry said. “What did he tell you about me?”

			“He didn’t tell me anything. Just your name: Mr. Gladwell.” She gave a smart-aleck smile, getting the name right.

			“Nothing else?” Henry said.

			Elizabeth leaned across the bed again, tapped the end of her cigarette into the ashtray. She looked back at Henry. “He said that you’re someone who likes to watch.”
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			At night, he sat at his desk in the basement of the house in Oakland and worked on the biography. He believed he had been away from Washington long enough to think clearly, that there had been enough time since Weir’s betrayal and what happened after.

			During the interrogation he was so unsettled that he couldn’t remember everything. What he could remember, he didn’t want to give to them until he’d had time to go through it himself. If it were anyone else involved, he would have been the one asking questions, and he saw no reason why things should be different in this case. During the weeks of questioning he came home every night and spent hours writing, making sense of the memories their questions had triggered. Then there was the thing that happened, the indiscretion at the Christmas party, and after the indiscretion he went back to those notes and realized that they made no sense. Some of the memories were obviously false; some were confused amalgamations of unrelated events and discussions. It wasn’t until he was away from Washington that he was able to try again.

			There were nearly ten years to recount—the years during the war and then the years in Washington, with Chicago in between. He started to tell the story in chronological order, but found himself remembering things in no particular sequence. He wrote on loose paper so that he could physically move memories around, changing the shape of the whole. He asked himself questions, letting the answers lead to other recollections. Hours spent this way at the desk in the basement. The small window high on the cement wall, ground level outside, moonlight on the grass. The quiet house a soft weight above.

			They had discussed everything. Weir was a voracious consumer of gossip, eager to hear what was said at the rare cocktail party he missed, what was whispered out in the secretarial pool. His favorite spectator sport. Henry learned early on that there was more than a prurient interest, that even the most mundane-seeming quarrel or liaison was information to be filed away, whether true or not. Rumor carried its own currency, had its own uses.

			Weir had given him many books over the years, poetry and poetry journals, most with Weir’s comments and opinions scrawled along the perimeters of the pages. Henry read through the books again at the desk in the basement. Auden, Pound, Cummings. Lesser-known poets in hand-sewn chapbooks. Student work from university journals that Weir found promising or laughably pretentious. Clippings from poems that surfaced in popular magazines. Weir’s notes often longer than the poems themselves. Smudges of cigarette ash on the pages, coffee drips and rings. His own or Weir’s, impossible to tell.

			He’d thought that he had known Weir’s thinking inside and out, but he had been wrong, so he spent hours with the books, reading and rereading poems he had memorized long ago, forcing himself to see them stripped of his long-held interpretations. Reading Weir’s comments as if the man was sitting beside him, as if they had resumed their daily conversations, but this time with Henry aware of the truth, or part of the truth, Weir’s double life, and looking for clues to the deception.

			Weir pored over Eastern Bloc poetry, Soviet poetry. Much of it was by-the-numbers propaganda, but there was almost always something deeper to find. It’s hard to write a poem and not include some truth, Weir would say. Look for what slips through. Weir with his cigarettes and coffee and stack of Russian verse, saying, I’ll take a bad poem over a good newspaper any day.

			First light at the window. A thin, golden glow. Henry reshuffled the papers. Conversations from six years ago, eight years ago. Weir’s words and then Henry’s words. He heard footsteps from above, the creaking of floorboards. Ginnie waking, the house coming to life. There was no telling how long this would take. Weeks, months. No one back east was waiting for this, no one was expecting it. It was his alone, a project of one.

			He reshuffled the papers. There were ten years to analyze, looking for what he had missed.
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			There were three or four bars in the neighborhood where girls hooked johns, Dorn said. He gave his briefing in the north living room, walking a slow perimeter as he spoke. Elizabeth watched from the window seat, smoking. Henry sat on the burgundy sofa, looking at the heavy matching drapes, the boudoir paintings. The apartment looked like the movie set of a low-rent Parisian bordello.

			The girls also met men on the street, Dorn said, but these encounters were less desirable than the bar meetings. There was more danger on the street. The possibility of being pushed into an alley, pulled into a doorway.

			Elizabeth finished her cigarette, stood and crossed the room. She was wearing another short, loose cotton dress. She walked barefoot across the rug, arching up on her toes with each step, betraying a dancer’s grace, maybe, somewhere years ago, a previous life.

			Some of the girls were skilled at slipping mickeys into johns’ drinks, Dorn said. It was a lucrative side business, almost foolproof. Most johns wouldn’t go running to the cops when they came to and found they’d been rolled.

			Elizabeth stood in front of the couch and Henry handed her a cigarette. She leaned in for a light, giving him a clear look down her dress, the absence of undergarments, and then she straightened and walked to the record player by the bedroom doorway. She began flipping through the secretaries’ abandoned crate of LPs, Glenn Miller and Lester Brown and Frank Sinatra.

			Dorn lit his own cigarette, watched Elizabeth’s behind as she bent over the crate.

			“You ever see a magician?” Dorn said. “Whadotheycallem? Street magicians. Close-up magicians.” He smiled at the retrieval of the proper term. “They can find a canary in your pocket or a nickel behind your ear. That kind of shit. Prestidigitation. Some of these girls are like magicians.”

			Henry lifted his cup to his lips. He stopped, just shy of a sip, looked at his coffee, now shot through with a faint white swirl, the new liquid rapidly disappearing into the old.
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