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PROLOGUE-NICK

THEY WOULD BE watching the airport. Couldn't go back there.
Try Amirak? The bus depots? | stepped out of the grubby phone
booth and tried to collect my thoughts

They had Vaerie. The man who picked up the phone told me so,
in Russian. That wasfast work. A good thing I'd had the cab let me off
here, severd blocks from home.

They won't hurt her. Not until they can get some mileage out of it.

Theair was crigp and smelled clean for Boston, traffic staying
home with November'sfirst snowfdl waiting heavy in the sarless ky.
Using my hand to occult astreetlamp, | could just see afew flakes
darting in thelight breeze.

Driving would be hazardous. They say thefirst snowfal'sabitch
evenif it'sjust aflurry. And me not having driven in snow since lowa,
twenty years ago.

Maybe | should takethe T up to South Station and get on the first
train to anywhere. No. They might have had timeto cover it. They
might have had time to figure things out. So they could be frightened
enough to kill me on sight. Which might be best for al concerned.
Might might might. | would find acar.

| could just flag down the next cab and have him take me afew
hundred miles. Too conspicuous, though, ahired cab on the interstate
at this hour. The KGB couldn't mohilize the Massachusetts Highway
Patrol, but it wasn't just the KGB | was worried about. A nice
anonymous car would be best. | remembered there was alarge parking
lot behind the grocery store here on Central Square, and headed
toward it.

Therewas abar douching next to the parking lot, not the kind of



place | normaly frequent, but the broken flickering eats sgn made my
somach growl. 1'd only picked at the excellent mea on the Concorde,
jetlagged and nervous, and had been running hard since it landed at
Dulles. Nobody would be looking for me here, not yet. | could sparea
few minutes for abeer and a snack.

Theair in the bar was hot and rich with cooking smells-Greek
amells, onion and garlic fried in olive ail. The bar had seen better days,
probably when Hoover was president. The only remaining sign of
elegance past was the long bar of dark oak, expensive detailing dowly
eroding under the bartender's cloth. Otherwise the placewas all aged
Formicaand linoleum, dull under the muted glow of plagtic
pseudo-Tiffany lamps advertising cheap beer. | sat down ontheend
stool. The brassfoatrail had holesworninit from ahaf century of
cuffing.

The woman behind the bar shuffled, over and leaned heavily
toward me. "What'll it be, honey?" she asked, instantly endearing
hersdlf tome. | ordered some pretzels and abeer and, on impulse, a
ghot of ouzo. There were several brands behind the bar, Greek
neighborhood; | picked the one whose name was hardest to
pronounce. | said it with a perfect accent and she nodded, unimpressed.

| watched thirty seconds of Gilligan and hisidand while she drew
the beer and selected the proper package of pretzels. She poured a
generous shot of ouzo and did it over. "Y ou're a prfessor, right?"

"It'sthat obvious?'

"Educated guess." Shelaughed.

| touched the watch and stared at her. "Tdl mewhy."

"You, th, you said 'please’ and, well, you look like the kind of guy
who don't go to placeslikethis. You know, tieand dl. Likeyou're, like
you're dumming?' She looked confused and moved to the other end of
the bar.

| knocked back the shot of ouzo in one hard stab of licoricefire,
and shuddered. One brandy after dinner doesn't train you for this sort
of thing.

"Swf'll grow hair on your throat,” the other man at the bar said.



Late twenties, unshaven, swarthy, wearing arumpled army-surplusfield
jacket and incongruous sunglasses.

"Celebrate thefirst snow," | said, shrugging off my overcoat.

"Teach a Harvard?'

"MIT," | sad.

"No, psychology. Mechanics of language acquisition. Through
semiotics.” That should encourage conversation.

"Sem-me-autics," he said, sounding it out "What's so dangerous
about semiotics?!

"What do you mean?" | said, knowing what he meant.

"How come a psychology professor carriesagun?' He had the
sort of "directed whisper™ that British men cultivate, though his accent

was coastal South Cardina. | could hear him clearly from eight feet
away, but | was sure no one else could.

"That'sannoying,” | said softly. "Thetailor charged me agreat
dedl. He clamed that only ared pro could spot it."

“Thereyou go," he said with asmall proud smirk. "Come on.
What'syour real racket?'

"Psychology,” | said. 'Teaching and writing, some consultant
work." | actudly did publish a paper or two every year on language
acquisition and semiotics, but that was a smoke screen, or protective
coloration. The Ingtitute would not approve of my maost important
work, since they have apolicy againgt conducting secret research in
defense matters-even if the country you are defending isthe United
States. In my case, it was not.

"Sure, psychology. If you say so, Doc." He carefully poured beer
right up to therim of hisglass.

| stared at him. "And what line of work would you bein? To know
about such matters?' He laughed sardonicaly. "No, redly,” | said, and
kept staring.

He laughed again, nervoudy thistime. " I-thisiscrazy.”



"Yes" | said, and didn't blink.

"l... 1 dolotsof things." Dots of sweat appeared on hisforehead
and upper lip. "I deal dope. Heroin and coke, mostly. Got three girls
down in the Zone. Used to do some wet work there. Y ou know."

"l don't know. Tell me about it."

“I-I messed up some peoplefor the, for the loca, you know. The
Family. Killed one, piece acake. Piece a fuckin' cake. Back athe
head, one shot, pow. From across the room, one shot.”

"That's good," | whispered. "Do you have agun with you now?"

"Sure. Inthisbusiness"

"Giveittome"

"Hey. | couldn't."”

"Walk over here and dip it to me under the bar, where no one can
see." He shook his head hard, then eased off the barstool, sdled over,
and passed me asmal bright-blue automati €. | never took my eyes off
him. It works better that way. "Now. Do you have any heroin?'

"Y eah, five bags primo."

"Do you havethe meansfor injecting it?'

"Theworks, yeah."

"Good. | want you to go into the men'sroom and inject al of it
into yoursdf."

"Hey. | couldn't take that much even when | wasonit. Kill afuckin’
horse™

"Neverthdess, you will doit. Inject it into avein. Inthe men's
room. Now."

He shook hishead but his eyes returned to mine. Then he went
back to where his beer was and looked at it, but didn't get back on the
gool. "Now!" | whispered sharply. He shuffled back toward the men's
room.

An unusua degree of resistance. Probably an approach-retreat
confusion dueto being an ex-addict. Like | fed about cigarettes

| gave him afew minutes, finishing my beer. A man stood up and



headed for the john; | quickly followed him. | got therejust intimeto
block the entrance as he came backing out. He touched me and spun
around, agitated. "Hey-therésaguy-"

| put afinger to my lips. "Shh, | know. Theré'saman throwing up
inthetoilet. That'swhat you saw. Disgudting, isnt it?"

He nodded dowly. "Y eah. Guys oughtalearn how much they can
hendle.”

"Y ou are going to leave and never come back to this place.”
"Y egh. Right."

"Don't forget your coat. Don't forget to pay.” Y ou have to cover
detailslikethat.

"Sure." | watched him retrieve his coat and reach for hiswallet and
then turned my attention to the men'sroom. It was an ugly place, thick
purple paint rolled over walls and partitions, the porcelain gppliances
yellowed and cracked. Smell of old pissand too little cheap
disnfectant. | used the urinal from asafe distance.

He was dumped on the toilet with his head between his knees,
knuckles on the grimy floor. The hypodermic was still stuck in his
forearm, itsreservoir full of blood, and athin trickle of blood ran down
to pool inhispam. | put afinger to hiscarotid artery. The pulse was
shdlow andirregular.

It stopped. | shoved the body back into amore upright posture,
so it wouldn't be discovered right away. Like hauling on abag of grain,
hard work for aman my age. There was some blood on the floor but |
scuffed it into amal gamation with the background dirt. A wad of paper
served to jam the stall door closed.

| went back to the bar and signaled the bartender. She came over,
and | leaned close. "What do | look like?" | asked softly.

"What?'
| stared at her. "Describe me, please.”
“Tal guy. White, bushy white beard, well dressed-"

"No. | am black, short, bald, and wearing work clothes. Greasy
jeans and an Exxon shirt that says Freddy on the pocket. Right?"



"Exxon shirt with Freddy on the pocket.”

"Good." | looked down the row of booths and found alikely
prospect, ayoung man with a parking-lot ticket sticking out of his shirt
pocket. He was Sitting next to a pretty girl who was drinking diet soda
from acan; he had adraft beer. They weretalking quietly.

| sat down across from them. "Hey," he said. "What-"
| turned it up. "How much have you had to drink?'
"Jugt this one beer

"Good. Come on, we're going for adrive.”

He scratched his head. "Okay. Whereto?' Good question. They'd
expect meto go to New Y ork; especialy the KGB. They ssemto
think al the rest of the country isasuburb of Manhattan.

"North. Up to Maine."

"What part?'

"l don't know. I've never been there."

"What about me?" thegirl said. "Can | come dong?'

| hesitated. It might be dightly safer for methat way, if not for her.
Willing hostage. "If weleft you here, could you get homedl right?”

"Sure. My father'sthe cook.”
"Y ou go homewith your father. Tel himrwhat's your name?
"Richard."

"Tdl him Richard had to leave early, to pick up some medicinefor
asck friend. Hell be out of town for afew days. And you never saw m
e Neveradl

She looked vaguely through me, focusng onthe TV st a the end
of the bar. "Uh-huh. Bye, Rich."

| 1eft acouple of dollars on thetable. Then we put on our coats
and walked out into the swirling night.

CHAPTER ONE
THE MAN WHO cdls himsdf Nicholas Foley-Dr. Nicholas



Foley, afull professor in MIT's psychology department-was born
NikolaUlinov, in Leningrad, in 1935. It was not the best timeto grow
up there.

Leningrad isthe most European of Soviet cities, partly from
culturd tradition and partly from smple propinquity to Europe. Finland
isnot too long adrive away, and today, people who are alowed to can
crossover into Helsinki and buy computers and jazz records and play
roulette for Finnish chanties. Finns seem to like Russans now, or at
least tolerate them.

But they were not fond of the Russians after Stalin's 1939
invasion, and so it was Finnish soldierswho reinforced Hitler's
battalions, converging on Leningrad on the eve of Nikola Ulinov's sixth
birthday. Leningrad was ready for them. There weren't many Soviet
soldiersthere-Stalin, having no love for the European city, had drawn
most of the troops toward Maoscow for the coming winter-but the
civilians had been trained in street-fighting techniques. Molotov
cocktails were mass-produced and distributed. Weapons oiled and
ammunition portioned out. The people were ready to defend their city
Sreet by dreet against the implacable enemy. If the Nazis wanted
Leningrad badly enough, they would no doubt haveit. But they would
first pay aterrible price.

Hitler, or his advisers, outmaneuvered the Soviets. They saw there
was no need to go into the city and fight. All you had to do was cut off
al avenues of supply, and let the nativestry to live through aRussan
winter without food or fuel. Throw in some artillery. At least athird of
the city'sthree million would die. And then when spring came, Smply
lift the Sege, and push the survivors out to disrupt the rest of the Soviet
Union.

The strategy did take Leningrad by surprise, but it didn't work out
quite as nestly as Hitler had hoped. More than amillion did die, but the
othersdidn't cavein. They lived on moldy grain and shoe leather and
hope and hate-until three Russian wintersfinaly did to Hitler what one
had done to Napoleon. Leningrad and Russawon, even if the price
they paid would warp the city and the country with grief and fear for
the rest of the century.



(Leningrad'sreward for heroism was to become a noncity
populated by nonpersons. Malenkov and Beriaimplemented Stdin's
distaste for the Western city by destroying, or hiding ininaccessible
archives, al written records of the Siege.)

Five-year-old Nikolaknew mere was awar going on, and like
most boy children, he vaguely approved of the idea. Even when the
artillery and bombs began dropping into the city, when deep was
pinched off by air-raid Srens-even then, it provoked excitement more
man fear. An interesting game with obscure rules.

Then one day at noon an artillery round or abomb fell acrossthe
gtreet, and Nikolaran outside bresthless with excitement, and saw his
best friend's father sumbling bl codsoaked out of the wreckage of their
flat, carrying cradled in hisarms what was left of his son, blown to
bloody rags and dying therein front of Nikolawith alast bubbling
moan. From then on he would remember the war as quitereal, and
terrible. And some parts would be too terrible to remember.

The Leningraderstried to get their children out of the city before
the fighting started in earnest. Nikolaloaded a suitcase dmost ashig as
he was aboard a boxcar headed for the relative safety of Novgorod.
They never madeit. Nazi Messerschmitts, perhapsthinking it was a
freight train, bombed and strafed the children unmercifully. Nikolas
suitcase may have saved him; a any rate, the clothes and foodstuffs
ingde absorbed two bullets while he cowered behind it in the screaming
dark. (Forty yearslater Nick Foley would gill have troublefacing a
locker room, or any such crowded swesty place. The source of the
small anxiety attacks was amystery to him, which he accepted aong
with other smdl mydteries.)

The Messerschmiitts findly ran out of ammunition. A nearby
farming community took care of Nikolaand the other surviving children
for acouple of weeks, and then anight convoy of blacked-out trucks
and ambulances took them back to Leningrad. The children wereto be
rerouted east to Kirov and Sverdlovsk, and most of them did makeit.
Nikoladidn't. Hefound himsdf suddenly without afamily, and while
that problem was being straightened out, the last train | ft.

His mother and father might have been dive at that time, but



Nikolawould never know. They had been arrested by the NK'VD,
imprisoned as spiesfor Nazi Germany.

It was not impossible. His father was a German citizen who had
immigrated to Russain the twenties, declaring greet sympethy for the
Revolution and even changing his name from Feldstein to Ulinov. He
had been aphilology professor at Heldelberg; in due course he joined
the philology department at Leningrad State University.

So to acertain cast of mind, hewastriply not to be trusted: an
intellectud, a German, a Jew. Why would a German Jew, however
lapsed in hisrdigion, want to spy for Hitler? Thiswas not the kind of
question that much bothered that cast of mind. Ulinov and hiswife were
locked up pending transfer to Lubyanka, the forbidding prisonin
Moscow, but they never made the trip. Sometime during the Siege, they
either starved to desth or were executed. The records claimed
execution but, perversdly, that status was sometimes conferred after the
fact. Aninforma quotasystem.

It would be many years before Nikolawould know any of this
The authorities explained that his parents had been taken from him by
the Nazis, and he had no reason to question that.

Having missed the exodus, Nikolawound up living with Arkady
Vavilov, who had been hisfather'selderly boss, and the old man'swife.
He could hardly have found better surrogate parents man the Vavilovs.
Missing their own grown children, they showered love and attention on
him. What was more important to Nikola's tortuous future, though, was
thefact that Vavilov was alinguist and alanguage teacher. And both
the Vavilovs spoke English-A merican English, having spent yearsin
New York.

Foreign languages were nothing new to the boy. Nikolas parents
had brought him up to be equally fluent in German and Russian, and
found that he was athirsty sponge for languages. Professor Ulinov had
amused himsdlf by teaching the boy basic vocabulariesin French,
Japanese, and Finnish. His surrogate father added allittle to two of thos
€ but concentrated on the language of those strange folks who would
eventudly bring the Soviet Union the Lend- Lease Act and other
problems.



Vavilov had lots of time, since his part of the university had been
shut down. They made agame, if arather grim one, out of the English
lessons. When Arkady or hiswifefindly came home from thelong
ration line, they would take Nikola's portion of the bread (and much of
their own, which hewould never know) and carefully divideit into
sixteen equa portions. Each piece would be areward for alesson
properly recited. Hunger turned out to be an effective aid to what
would later be caled "the acquisition of languages"-especidly during the
hardest times, when an individud 's bread ration was down to four
ounces aday. When the sege lifted after nine hundred days, Nikola
was not quite nine years old, but his English was better than that of
most Americans acouple of years older. Thisdid not escapethe
government's attention for long.

During the course of the war, for reasons that were important at
thetime, the NKVD that had presided over Nikola's parents deaths
changeditsinitidsto NK GB. In March of 1946, it became the MGB,
and it wasthe MGB who came looking for young citizensfluent in
English. In 1949 it latched on to fourteen-year -old Nikola Ulinov, with
his huge vocabulary, impeccable grammar, and pronounced Bronx
accent.

They would have to work on the accent, but otherwise he was
perfect. A leader in theloca Komsomol, he was an amost fanatic
patriot. (In thejargon of his ultimate profession, you might say that he
was fixated on Soviet Communism asan outlet for the militant
enthusiasm that wasthe external manifestation of thetensons
generated by his frustrated adolescent sexuality and ambiguous
self-image.) Other factors: He didn't ook at dl Russian, with his
mother's Aryan features and blond hair. He had no living relatives. He
had been toughened by war and privation; likeal Leningraders he had
seen athousand faces of death, and you ether learned to live with that
terrible knowledge or went mad. Nikola seemed to be blegkly sane.

He would make amagnificent spy.

The MGB had goneto agreat deal of trouble and expenseto
build an ersatz American smdl town in the middle of an Azerbaijan
whest fidld. It was called Rivertown and was supposed to bein Kansas.



The people who went there were only allowed to speak Russian
once aweek (a"sdf-criticism" session, but most of them |looked
forward toit). A few older ones ran shops or taught school or acted as
policemen, firemen, and so forth. Seven of the school-teachers were
transplanted Americans who had grown up in the Midwest. They taught
English and history, but mainly they taught:

How to stinapublic place

When to defer to adults, and when to be rebellious

How to use aknife and fork

The various kissings and touchings appropriate for different stages
of ardationship

How to behavein apublic bathroom or shower
How to spend money
What things a smal-town boy or girl from Kansaswould not know

It was astressful life, but had its advantages. Medt at least twice a
day, when most Russianswere lucky to seeit once aweek. American
carsfor learning how to drive. A library full of books, most of which
were not available to the rest of the country's school-children. Coke
and coffee, imported at some expense.

Nikola, who was now called Nicky or Nicholas, grew to dread
seeing those seven hawk-eyed American mentors. When they werentt
around, he could play his part perfectly, but as soon as one of them
looked at him, his accent would dip or he would stand too closeto
someone, talking; hold his coffee cup wrong; forget to cross hislegs,
cuss or not cuss in the wrong stuation. All seven of these foreigners
reported directly to the MGB, and Nicky had no illusons asto what
the MGB could do to people who disappointed them. He didn't know
the seven congidered him their star pupil.

He had useful talents aside from playacting and academics. One
that could have cut his espionage career short was marksmanship: he
had uncanny ability with apistol. He was amost drafted for the 1952
Olympics, but the MGB held onto him. Linguis, pistol shot, balroom



dancer-if he could only tell one wine from another, he could have been
aregular James Bond.

They couldn't make amathematician out of him, though, which
frustrated the MGB's plans. They had wanted to insart him into the
United States after held finished Rivertown High, to excel in physicsor
engineering and eventudly wind up in asendtive research pogtion. But
caculus was asmooth unclimbablewadl to him. Reluctantly they
decided to let him follow hisnaturd leanings.

So as his eighteenth birthday approached, they assembled a
dossier that gave Nicholas Foley a complete and tragic past. Found
abandoned soon after birth, Nicky wasraised in an orphanagein
Lawrence, Kansas. The orphanage is one that actualy did exigt, but it
burned to the ground, dong with al records, in 1947. Nicky survived
and was adopted by Neil and Pamela Foley, who died together in an
automobile accident in 1952. (None of thistragedy was arranged by
Soviet intelligence, who don't make a practice of murdering innocent
foreigners, they just studied afew Kansas newspapers.) The court
appointed aguardian for Nicky, but he ran away.

A few days before his eighteenth birthday, Nick got off an Aeroflot
planein Toronto, bluffed past customs, then wandered around the city
for acouple of days making sure he wasn't being followed. Hetook a
bus to Ottawa and atrain back. He crossed the border at Niagarain a
Greyhound, got on thetrain in Buffalo, and in three dayswound up in
Lawrence, Kansas, where he walked to the Selective Service office
and volunteered for the draft.

Two yearsin the post-Korea American army did nothing to shake
hisfaith in the Soviet system (agtint in the Soviet army might have); he
was possibly the best Communist ever to earn the Good Conduct
Meda and go to school onthe Gl Bill. And go to school he did, as
prearranged: B.A., Psychology, University of Kansas, 1959; M A.
Linguigtics, University of lowa, 1961; Ph.D. Psychology, aso lowa,
1963. He settled into teach in lowa City and wait for hisfirst
assgnment. It would be two yearsin coming.



CHAPTER TWO-NICK

I ARRIVED IN Cambridge more than twenty years ago, glad to
be escaping the lowawinters, looking forward to the intellectua
gimulation and chalenge| knew the MIT and Harvard communities
would provide-and aso looking forward to my first meeting with an
actua American Office KGB agent. Though technically | wasone
myself, of course.

I'd studied and taught at lowafor dmost six years without so
much as a cryptic postcard. Then one night | wasworking late at the
office grading finds, and awoman waked in, smiled, handed mean
envelope, and left without aword. In the envelope was aclipping from
the Journal of Educational Psychology advertisng an opening for an
assistant professor at MIT. | applied and got the job right away.

(That's one problem with thiskind of life. When thingsgo wdll, you
can never be sure whether it's good luck and reward for ability, or
gtrings being pulled on your behd f. Another problem, obvioudy, is
paranoia, and | would soon have advice about that.)

A smdl stack of mail waswaiting for mea MIT, mostly journals
and advertising circulars. Therewas also anotein an envelope with no
return address:

"We must talk. Let us have a picnic at Walden
Pond on Thursday, September 9th. Meet me at
noon by the ruins of the cabin. Bring a bottle of
red wine.-VL"

Over the past twenty years, most of my contactswith VIadimir Lub
enov-or anybody € se from the KGB-have been outdoors, even when
it meant ganding in ten-degree weather with the snow faling
horizontally. Thisfirst meeting, though, was pleasant: aplace of quiet
beauty, leaves changing color, surprisingly few people. Therewas only
one person at the rectangle of stones that marked the place where Thor
eau had lived so economicdly, and he was holding a picnic basket. We
shook hands American style and heintroduced himsdl f. | started to say
something in Russian, but he cut me off with asharp jerk of hishead
and then asdf-effacing laugh. "Parancia, Nicholas. Paranoiaisitsown



reward." He had arather thick Russian accent, Moscow.

We took basket and bottle up to the top of a smal rise, wherewe
could seefor quite adistance in every direction-something we certainly
wouldn't do today. They could shine alaser on anearby leaf and pick
up our conversation from itsvibrations. Or something.

Over aweird lunch of Chinese-restaurant takeout food and
French table wine, Vladimir gave me abroad outline of what | wasto
do and be for the next few years.

"Of courseyou are aware," he said, not looking a me, setting out
white boxes on asmall checkered cloth, "you are aware that our ...
Committeeis very changed from the time when you and | went through
our training." We were about the same age. "L ess use of force. Very
little use of force.”

"I know. But | didn't missthe Stasninski trial. Nor Khokhl ov.!"

"Khokhlov" Hesaid it likeacurse. Khokhlov had been a senior
K GB officer who, afew years before, was given an assassination job in
West Berlin and, instead of carrying it out, turned himsdlf over to the
American authorities. He brought some interesting weapons with him,
things you can't buy in asporting-goods store, not even today. VIadimir
looked at me carefully. "Perhaps | can understand his being reluctant to
murder astranger in cold blood. But he could have refused the
assgnment. Thisisnot 1948."

"Doyouthink it did much ham?"

"To the KGB, you mean, or the Soviet Union?" | shrugged.
"Perhapsit's not abad thing for our enemiesto think us capable of...
excess. | supposein that ruthless sense it serves both the Committee
and the Motherland. The other side of the coin, though, isthat the CIA
isof course capable of excessitsdlf. Thingslikethismakeit easer for
themto judtify their actions™

"Did we actudly try to kill him afterward? Thalium poisoning?’

"l don't know." He grimaced. "The Thirteenth Department doesn't
confidein me. Thallium does seem unnecessarily exatic.

"At any rate, your own assgnment is straightforward enough and,
for thetime being, incdludes nothing illegd. No thalium assassinations.



Wewant you to function as a 'spotter.’ Simply keep your eyes open,
looking for people who might be of useto the KGB, indde your part of
the MIT academic community.”

" People who express Communist sympathies?’
"Yes, of course. Also first-generation Americans from the Soviet

Union or Eastern Europe. Peoplein financid trouble, especidly. It's
easer to buy an American than to convince him ideologicaly .

"All right. But we didn't go to dl thistrouble just to put a spotter in
MIT's psychology department.”

"No. But dmogt dl of MIT isof potentia importance. We can't
know yet what your ultimate assgnment will be. Smply advancein
your field and don't do anything paliticaly suspicious. Therewill comea
time, maybe five years, maybe ten, when we will need aman with your
credentials, and a spotless record.

"Meanwhile, | will stay in contact with you. Of courseit's best that
you know aslittle about me as possible, not even my rea name.”

"What if | need to get in touch with you?"

"Y ou won't need to, not at this stage of your assignment. At any
rate, | don't live in Boston, nowhere near "

"But what if my trueidentity is discovered?’
"You may gotojail," he said softly, "or be deported. Nothing
worse. | wouldn't worry about violence from the CIA or any of the

other intelligence agencies, not unless our silent war becomes much
noiger.

"Besides, the only law you've broken isthat of illegd immigration,
which you did ten years ago asajuvenile. And some smdl liesthat
might be cong dered misdemeanors, in connection with maintaining your
identity. 'Spotting' isn't high-level espionage; they don't devote mat
much energy to counteringit.”

"l suppose. So how will | get the information to you? Meetingslike
this?"

"Generally not. There are more secureways. Y ou'll beinstructed.”
He got up suddenly and dusted off histrousers. "It was good meeting



you." We shook hands. He turned abruptly, took a couple of stepsand
turned back. "Oh. Do you 4till have the pistolsfrom lowa?" | had
coached the ROTC pigtol team.

"Yes... | don't know whether to-"

"No, don't register them. Better to take the small chance of
exposure. We can't afford to have any of our people on that particular
ligt"

"l should keep them, then?"

"In asafe place. One never knows." He checked hiswatch and
then hurried down the leaf-strewn path. | wouldn't see him again for
severd years.

| sat onthehill for awhilethinking and, not having shed my
garving-student ways, finished al the chow mein and sweet-and-sour
pork, and washed it down with red wine. | ill have the basket. It gives
me heartburn to look at it.

My ingtruction as a spotter began the next morning. Therewasa
large MIT Interoffice Memo envelope on my desk; insdeit was a pad
of pae-blue notepaper, matching envelopes, and along note,
handwritten in Russan.

The notepaper was "safe," the note said, purchased in aNew
Y ork dime store and devoid of fingerprints. Most of my spotting
reports would be written on it and men dead-droppedH eft in apublic
place for another agent to pick up, unlessacurious child or str
eetcleaner got therefirgt.

| was to write each report with a different safe typewriter, a cheap
one bought in a pawnshop and then disposed of. The respondent
suggested that | wipeit clean of fingerprints and leave it inconspicuoudy
inapublic place, letting an American thief be my accomplice.

At thetime, | was extremely annoyed by the cloak-and-dagger
caution of the arrangements. It probably wouldn't be smart to write the
reportson MIT letterheads and sign my name to them, but this seemed
to be laughably excessive. Now, I'm not so sure. Both sidesin this
game can be thorough.

So every few monthsfor the next couple of years, | would writea



list of afew people who might be useful, dong with a paragraph or so
of explanation for each. | would sedl it in an envelope addressed to a
nonexistent place and affix astamp (many people who would open a
plain envelope out of curiosity will virtuoudy drop astamped onein the
mailbox unopened), and then set it down at the place and time
indructed. Usudly the drop wasin aquiet comer of afarly busy public
place-the back booth of agreasy spoon or an uninteresting exhibit in a
museum. | never waited to watch the pickup, though of course| was
aways on the lookout for Lubinov.

In American-spy parlance | was a"deeper’'- someonewho leads
afarly normd life until the KGB ordershim activated-aswell asa
spotter. Technicaly, | suppose| was adso an agent viyiyania, or agent
of influence; someone who attempts through friendly discussonto ater
the opinions of those around him, to bring them morein linewith Soviet
principles. Thisbeing Cambridgein the sixties and seventies, though,
even adoctrinaire Marxist would have looked relatively inconspicuous.
And | dwaystried to be careful to temper my outlook with American
conventiona wisdom. | could deplore "my" country’s presencein
Vietnam, for ingtance, yet proclaim my sympathy for the unfortunate
lads who had been drafted to fight there.

But by 1971 | had spent hdf my life-all of my adult life-in
America, and alot of my pro-A merican sympathieswere not feigned.
Thisisnot to say | was no longer agood Communist. That the
Revolution survived the enormity of Stalin's crimes proved to meits
durability, and its durability implied universdlity.

But American democracy was aso surviving Vietnam, Nixon, and
the cultural schism of the Sixties, and it seemed to me the system might
emerge from these adversities tempered rather than weakened.
Perhaps tempered in both senses of the word, amenable to detente and
the evolution of a more humane economic system.

(I was convinced that it would have to be evolution herg, rather
than revolution. If there was going to be another American Revolution,
it would beto theright. That's where most of the guns were. Not even
the Russan Revolution was fought with ideas done.)

So by thistrick of the mind | was working in the best interests of



both my homeland and my adopted country. | suppose that's not arare
accommodetion for peoplein my shoes

Infact, though, matters of epionage and conflicting alegiances
took up little of my time, while| was busy "creating background*-which
isto say, pursuing the professond and persond interests of anormal
American man. In 1971 | married Vaeri e, who had been one of my
most talented students (she teaches Abnorma at Boston U. now), and
athough or because we have never had children, our marriageisa
modd of love and sharing. Of course | never shared with her the basic
exotic details of my past and present. Perhaps | should have.

It wasamutua interest in hypnosisthat brought Vaderieand me
together. We happened to St next to each other at alecture on the
anesthetic uses of hypnotism and found out we were in the same
department. We meshed.

MIT reservesthe winter break, New Y ear's Day to early
February, for LAP, Independent Activities Period. (Everything that
changes my life hasthreeinitids)) We decided to work with biof
eedback, then fashionable, to see whether awilling subject could put
himself into adeeper hypnagogic state by monitoring hisown
physiologica parameters.

Asit turnsout, | am not agood subject for hypnos's, not being
particularly artistic or imagindtive or reflective. Vaderiewasdl three-a
moody fantaszing ati/musdan-and after aweek of practice, mutua
conditioning, | could put her into a deep trance with aword and a
touch. | mysdlf could barely manage alight trance after ten minutes of
monotonic reassurance, which was not reflection on her ability asa
hypnotist. | couldn't get as deep as she did even when | used illegaly
acquired barbiturates

Unsurprisingly, we aso experimented abit with the effect of grass,
hash, and LSD on hypnos s-perhaps | wasalittle old for that sort of
thing, but shewasnt, and it was the sixties-and there was no consistent
result, though we did collect some amusing experiences. (Liketheday |
ddivered alectureto ahal full of thoughtful bluelizards.)



Vdere had started out mgjoring in eectrica engineering, and
athough she switched to psych, she never did lose her love for gadgets
| like machines, too, but don't have her talent or crestivity. It was her
initia fiddling that eventudly led to the device that ultimately so
complicated our lives.

She had gotten hold of a picoammeter, amachine that measures
electrica currents down to afraction of a rllionth of an ampere. Ona
dry day you can make the needle move from across the room by
running acomb through your hair.

We had both progressed far enough in biofeedback that it was
easy for usto isolate our alphaand thetawaves by aspecia kind of
"relaxed concentration” that was obvioudy related to the hypnagogic
date. We normdly did thiswith the help of acommercid "brainwave
monitor" that used a headband with two e ectrodes, and an earphone
connected to a black box that was some kind of asignal generator
working with a couple of bandpassfilters that isolated the aphaand
thetawaves. Y ouwould St quietly in adark room with the earphone on
while the sgnd generator gave off a soft, high-pitched whine. Once
you relaxed the right way-a "way" that can't redlly be described in word
sthe sgna would start to warble, which meant you were in the dpha
or thetagtate. At first it took ten or twenty minutesto find the right way
to fed; eventualy it was amatter of seconds.

Therewas no way to fiddle with the sedled machine (it belonged
to the Inditute, anyhow) so Vderie set about cobbling together one of
our own. That way she could experiment to her heart's content.

That's where the picoanmeter camein. One of the odd things you
can do with biofeedback isto dter at will the electrical conductivity of
your skin. We had it set up so that the picoammeter measured a
microscopic current across the back of your hand. Y ou made a mental
effort (or not-effort; it required relaxation) to dow the current down, to
increase the resistance, and the picoammeter would reward you,
through asignal generator, with amusica tonethat rosein pitch asthe
resstance increased. We both tried it in anormal relaxed statefirst, and
then while hypnotized.

| should add that thiswaslong after IAP was over; I'd known Vale



nefor morethan ayear. We saw each other socially aswel asinthe
context of thisunofficid research-"socidly” in asixties sense, indluding
offhand sexud intimacy. | can imagine what would happen to one of my
assstant professorstoday in that Situation, more or less openly desping
with astudent gtill enrolled in his department.

That isrelevant to what happened. Thefirst run-through, | was
subject and Valene was the hypnotist. The results were not impressive;
under hypnosis the note rose perhaps ahdf tone higher thanit didina
norma Sate, the meter showing it wavering around 450 hertz (from a
base tone of A/440). When we switched, the results were astounding.

Unhypnotized, Valerie could push the tone up to around 500. But
when | put my hand on her cheek and said " Slegp now"-our combinatio
nthe tone sarted to rise very rapidly, covering severa octavesin
seconds, and winding up asinaudible ultrasound. The meter showed a
steady 28,430 hertz.

If | were more of ascientist, | suppose | might have called off the
experiment right there, and then taken the equipment apart to find the
glitch. What the steady reading implied wasthat Vaeriewas ableto
control the conductivity of her skin to an impossible degree of finenes
s-or that the sgna generator was busted, much more likely. After it
hadn't changed for about ahalf minute, | told Vaerie what was
happening.

"Interesting,”" she mumbled. It wasn't the voice she normally had
under hypnosis, which was quite clear and dert. | asked her whether
she could make it go higher, and she said shewastrying.

It didn't add up. The reason wed rigged the picoammeter with an
audible output was to make it easier to use the biofeedback "taent,”
which works best with the eyes closed, as does hypnosis. But human
beings aren't able to hear sounds pitched above about 15,000 to
20,000 hertz. (I didn't remember the exact numbers at the time, though
| did know that | was mysalf deaf to any sound above 4,000 hertz,
because of ear damage in childhood, the first winter of the Nazi sege.)

That she was exactly controlling a sound she couldn't possibly hear
was enough of amystery. The mystery was doubled by an astounding



changein her trance behavior.

Everybody knows that people under hypnosis can't be compelled
to do thingsthat are mordly repugnant to them, or liable to cause harm.
They will ether ignore the command or come out of thetrance. Véerie
and | were occasondly playful with this, or experimental, usng an
absurd command to create a sort of "half-inhalf-out” semitrance. While
your brain wrestled with the unexecutable command, you were neither
quite hypnotized nor quite normd, acuriousfeding.

After aminute of not being able to get areasonable response from
her, | said, "Why don't you strip off dl your clothes and go running
down Memorid Drive"-and she raised her eyes up a me, apparently
out of trance.

"What did you say?' she asked me dowly. | repeated the
command, smiling, but she didn't seem amused. She shook her head,
brow knit, then stood and stepped out of her sanda s, unsnapped her
halter and let it fall, and proceeded to roll down her tight jeans and
underwear. | thought she wasjoking, though it was uncharacterigticaly
bold behavior, since the corridor was well populated and the door to
thelab had asmall window at eyelevel.

When sheld unrolled the jeans asfar as her knees, | laughed and
sad, "Okay, stop it.”

She gasped and stood bolt upright, and then crouched in areflex
posture of modesty, her right hand covering her pubic triangle while her
left tried to pull up the jeans, without much success. Findly she
duckwalked to behind alab table, where she couldn't be seen from the
outside, and finished the job, blushing and angry. She asked me what
the hdl wasgoing on.

| described what had happened without attempting to interpret it.
She gave me alighhearted scolding and then puzzled it out: Shedid
have a streak of sexua exhibitionism that she normally kept in check;
my suggestion that she flaunt her charmsto afew thousand strangers
gave her permission to do what her subconscious had desired since
puberty. Pluswanting to hurt her prudish father and other such
traditiona Stuff.



I'm no Freudian now and | wasn't onethen. To befair, Vaerie
might have come up with an explanation closer to thetruth if | had not
withheld one bit of information-that her behavior had returned to
norma assoon asl'd said "Stop it." Secrecy isof course areflex with
me, and thislooked like something that was worth hiding.

Our researches wandered into other, not especially productive,
directions, and eventudly fizzled out when her course of study and
legitimate research, in pursuit of her doctorate, became too demanding.
But | held on to the sgnd generator and pursued my own little project.
| kept no written records. | never advertised for subjects, but instead
used as guinea pigs the students who'd been hired as subjects for my
research about resistance to language acquisition. Sometimein the
course of each sesson | would rum on the sound generator, and ask
them to do something absurd. If they were puzzled by the request, |
would laugh and correct mysd f.

[t turns out that 28,430 hertz is some sort of "characteristic
frequency” for most of the population. | could legitimatdy ask dl of my
subjectsto take a hearing exam, and indeed most of the people for
whom the ultrasonic whine was ineffective turned out to have hearing
lossin the high frequencies, as| did. The two who seemed to have
norma hearing may have been "deaf" U trasonically; there was no way
to test for that.

What happened was not hypnosis. I'm not sureit's even related,
except that Vaerie had to be in ahypnagogic state to trigger the
runaway biofeedback phenomenon that isolated the frequency. You
can't hypnotize someone and tel him to jump off acliff. I canturnon
my machine and ask you to jump off acliff smiling, and youll doit.

CHAPTER THREE-JACOB

THE CIA HAD been keeping an eye on Professor Nicholas Foley
sncethefdl of 178, when alow-echelon American Officer KGB agent
came over to our Sdewith an interesting list-thirty men and women
who had graduated from "Rivertown," an ersatz American
villageltraining camp in the middle of Azerbaijan. A few of themwed



long since arrested and deported (they'd cometo Americain the
fifties), but abaker's dozen were ill here, gpparently living out normal
American lives. All of them at least middlie-aged.

Foley was an interesting casein that he was afairly prominent
person, well respected in hisfield, which was the intersection of
linguistics, psychology, and education. That's not as narrow asit might
seem & first: Foreign languageisthe classic huge fallure of modern
American education, and anybody who's working on ways to make
language learning easier or faster or more palatable to students does get
attention. Foley wasworking onit at avery basic levd, trying to psych
out patterns of resistance to language learning among older children and
young adults.

Andin hissparetime he was a Soviet spy.

Wetailed him and bugged him for acouple of years without
getting anything. In fact, we were about to double back-find out how
an innocent man's name had gotten on the list-when he accidentaly
played right into our hands. He did adead drop of alist of people who
might be "turned,” and the pickup was one of our own double agents.
(The only one, actudly, attached to thissmal office.) There was nothing
onthelist to identify him, of course, but shed staked out the pickup Site
with ahidden video camera

She made a Xerox copy of thelist and passed it on to her KGB
higher-up. In some best-of-all-possible worlds, we would have
assigned tailsto everybody on that list. But there are too few agents
and too many ligts.

Ligs. My lifeishemmed in by lisssand charts, piles of dusty
journds and stacks of computer disks. I'm John Jacob Bailey, asenior
andys for the CIA, head of avery smal section that covers Boston
and itsenvirons. Cambridgeis pretty much hometo me, sncel got my
first Russan degree at Harvard. | should have kept at it to the
doctorate; now 1'd beliving afairly exciting life as an academic. Instead
| quit after the master's (Soviet Affairs, Georgetown, '68) and went
graight into the State Department and the CIA. Where | didn't go was
Vietnam, which clamed many of my contemporaries.



It wasn't just draft-dodging. | guess | was caught up in the Alien
Dulles/ K ennedy-era romantic notions about espionage. Envisioned
mysalf going to exatic places, doing mysteriousthings, risking life and
persond honor to keep the Big Daminos from dropping. | didn't
foresee spending the rest of my lifeimmured in the Harvard and MIT
libraries, trandating and summarizing Soviet journads and magazines.
Soviet academeseisjust as opague and boring asthe American
variety, and their journdism makes U.S. News & World Report look
positively effervescent.

So when we do find an actua spy, everybody in the section gets
somewhat wired. It would have been fun just to keep watching him,
maybe push him alittle bit, but we don't redlly have any autonomy in
such matters. We had to send areport to the Foreign Resources
Divisonat Langley, and they sent back the expected reply: Wait.

It turned out to be afruitful wait, though. A couple of monthslater
| got a padded envel ope through Federal Express. It contained one
sheet of paper, which was just what we needed to make Nicholas Foley
turn.

His office hoursa MIT were from ten to twelve on Tuesdays and
Wednesdays, we knew. | went to meet him at noon on Tuesday.

The door was wide open, Foley engrossed in abook, feet up on
hisdesk. Thewall that wasn't solid books had dozens of framed
watercolors, which | knew were hiswifeswork. (I had earlier come
upon the interesting and not-too-odd coincidence that she and | had
studied watercolors with the same person, five years apart, at the
Cambridge Adult Education Center. She was better than |.) The place
looked lived-in but scrupuloudy nest.

Hedidn't ook too much like the file photo, which was atwo-
year-old candid shot of him mowing the lawn. With his professor's
uniform-shapel ess corduroy sui t-he wasimpressivein abearish,
avuncular way. He was a big man with a paunch, but he moved with
grace and precision. Unfashionably long hair, blond shot through with
white, and aslky full beard.

"Dr. Foley," | sad, "sorry to bargein on you like this, but we have



astudent in common, awoman I'm having a problem with. Could we
talk?' | dropped anotein front of him that said, "Let'stalk outsde," in
Russan.

He stared at the note for amoment and then looked at me over his
bifocas. "Of course. Areyou freefor lunch?' Herolled the noteinto a
tiny ball aswe agreed on arestaurant, and dropped it into his pocket.

Nether of us said anything further until we were out of the building,
walking toward Kendall Square. When he spoke, | could hardly hear
hiswhispered Russian over thetraffic noise: "-Thisisafird. Isit
something urgent?'

"Possbly. Interesting, at any rate." | guided him toward a bus-stop
bench and asked him to sit. Then | opened the padded envel ope and
handed it to him.

His expression never changed. He glanced at the short document,
looked at me once, and then reread it.

Under an NKVD letterhead, typed in uneven Cyrillic capitas.
"SPIES AND COLLABORATORS EXECUTED IN MONTH OF
DECEMBER 1941" followed by aligt of thirty-four names. Therewas
ared circle around the names of his mother and father.

He put it back in the envelope and returned it to me. "Y ou arent
who | thought you were."

"No," | said. " State Department.”

He smiled wryly at that. "Sure. State." After amoment: " So what
areyou going to do?'

"The next moveisyours, actudly.” | sat down next to him; the
plastic windbreak gave us apocket of privacy on the busy sdewalk.
"Y ou are an agent for the K GB. I've just shown you proof thet they
killed your parents. So?'

He smiled and took off his glasses and started to polish themwith
ahandkerchief. "What isyour name?’

"Y ou can call me Jake or Jacob."

"Jacob. Thank you. Let me see." He put the glasses back on and
blinked at me with an unreadable expresson. "I'm trying to gather my



thoughts. Thisisrather much to absorb.”
"Takeyour time."

"Yes. Thank you." He stared intently at the wind sculpture over the
subway entrance. "L et mefirg dispose of the obvious. Anyone can find
an old typewriter with Cyrillic charactersin Boston, anyhow. And the C
IA-I mean the 'State Department-I s no doubt capable of printing
gationery withan NKVD sed.”

"| can assure you that-"

"No." He hdd up afinger, still staring acrossthe street. "1'm not
saying | dishelieve you. Not about the document. Just acknowledging
technicdities, for my own ... predisposition toward completeness.

" Second, more important. This document ismost of ahalf century
old. I hopeyou don't takeit asalack of filid piety if | tell youthat | am
not greatly moved by it. Nor surprised.” He shifted around to look
squarely at me. "'l am no fool, Jacob. I've studied this period with some
intengity; Soviet and German sources aswell as American. NO ... what
would surprise mewould be proof that my parents had survived. For
thirty years or more I've known that if they had somehow lived through
the siege of Leningrad, they would have been killed during the Stdinist
purges.”

"Y ou know this, and yet you work for them?”

"The Stalinists?" He smiled ironicaly. "In the beginning there was
the Cheka. The Cheka begat the OGPU. The OGPU begat the
NKVD, which begat the NK GB, which begat the MGB, which begat
the KGB. Actudly, it's more complicated than mat. But you get my
point. The KGB is not the organi zation that arrested and executed my
parents.”

"It istheir successor.”

"To about the same degree that your CIA isthe successor to the
Tory spiesof King George. Things have changed rapidly in Russa
gncetheWar'"

Two arguing women stepped in front of usto wait for the bus. |

gestured, and we both got up and walked on down the Street. We fdll
in behind aman walking afast Doberman and let him stride out of



earshot.

"I'm flattered that you've gone to such evident trouble over me," he
sad, "but I'm aso puzzled. Y ou must know that I'm not actualy aK GB
I managed not to laugh. "Redly ."

"Not in any red sense. Tdl me, what have | donethat you could
taketo acourt of law?'

"If | told you, I'd be compromising my sources,” | said. Thiswasn't
going according to plan. "But do you deny that you were bornin
Russa, trained by the MGB in a Soviet camp cdled Rivertown, and
illegaly inserted into this country with false documents? Do you?'

"IN 1953 | did immigrate here without proper papers. | wasa
child, though."

"It'still straight out of James Bond. I'm not worried about being
ableto prove you're aspy. Coffee?"

"Sure”

We stepped into a crowded cafe, the one we had mentioned in his
office, and found an isolated table in the back.

| pressed him further. "Look. All | haveto dois pick up the phone
and cdll the FBI. They won't even give you timeto pack. You'l be
deported by Thursday.”

n %mll

"We don' like to do things that way. The FBI'sway. Y ou'd be
replaced, and it might take us years to track down your replacement.
We'd much rather make an arrangement with you."

"Turn meinto acounterspy.” He said it with droll gravity. "A Doubl

e... Agent."

"In essence. Just keep usinformed; make monthly reports asto
your activities

He smiled. "They would be short reports. If you've done your job
at dl wdl, you must know that." He was quiet while the waitress
poured our coffee. "1'm not sure what | know that would be of the
dightest interest to you. The only spy | know by nameis named Jacob.”



My father, who's a union negotiator, taught me that sometimesthe
best way to get someone to make a concesson isto remain slent. Let
the other man open his mouth and hope that he trgps himsd f. Someone
must have taught Foley that, too. For about a minute we looked at each
other, Spping coffee.

Findly heleaned back in his chair and looked up to hisright. That
either meant he was about to tdll the truth or he knew that people who
are about to lietend to look left. He spoke softly.

"I've sometimes wondered how it isin red life. With spies, | mean.
Suppose | said dl right, I'll go dong with what you want, and then | go
graight to my KGB contact and tell him or her what's happened. So he
or she gives me fase information to pass on to you. And so maybe |
turn around and tell you. Or maybe I'm feeding you some prefabricated
line. How can ether you or the KGB contact trust anything | tell you."

"We have ways of checking,” | said. "Besides, we can punish you
for lying. Throw youin jail or deport you."

He nodded. "1 ill don't think 1've done anything you could jail me
for. And asfor deportation... | suspect the Soviets would treat me well,
alow meto continue my research.”

"And your wife? She would go with you?"'

He hesitated just amoment too long. "Yes. | have no doubt.”

"Wdl, you may have the opportunity to find out very soon. Unless
you cooperate.”

"Yes, of course.” Hefrowned. "I haveto think. Y ou've been fairly
open with me, Jacob; I'll return the favor. My firgt impulseisto say the
hell with it and let you deport me-while I'm il not in any serious
trouble with you or the KGB. Y ou must seethelogic of that."

| had to admit that | did. "There are afew problems with that
course, though,” he continued. "Mainly Vaerie. Shed haveto learn
Russan, thelifeaswedl asthe language. Very difficult. Also, dthough |
suppose I'm technically a Soviet citizen, | grew up an American and am
used to thislife. Attached toiit.

"Fndly, it hasbelaedly occurred to me that you may not be what
you say. Y ou could be aK GB agent investigating my loyaty. The only



way | can redly test your identity isto force you into some overt action.
Like having me deported.”

"No, | can provethat | amwho | claimto be."

"Of course you can-but would that findly prove anything? By your
own testimony, the fact that you work for the CIA doesn't mean you
don't dso work for the KGB. Right? And maybe the British and
Belgian and Bolivian secret services aswell.” He laughed. "What a
complicated world you mugt inhabit."

"No, wait. Y ou're setting up a zero-sum game for yoursdf. The
only way you'll trust meisfor me to perform an act that takes you out
of the picture? That doesn't make any sense.”

"On the contrary, it makes agreet ded of sense, if my primary
motivation isto protect my own skin. Suppose you were adouble
agent, and | agreed to turn against the KGB. Wouldn't some assassin
with ad lenced Uzi come after me?"

"That'sridiculous.

"You'reright. They'd makeit look like an accident; push me onto
the subway tracks."

"Comeon."

"Inject mewith atiny bead of radioactive thalium. From an
umbrdla.”

| paused at that. ™Y ou must know better."

"They did that once, didn't they?| should say 'we.' That'swhat the
newspapers said.”

"Not here. The Soviets haven't killed an American since 1941, a
least not on American soil.”

"Ah." Hewas suddenly serious. "But I'm not an American.” He
stood up abruptly. "As| say, | haveto think. Perhaps | haveto screw
up my courage and discussit with Vderie"

"l could give you aday. Don't discuss"

“Two days. I'll meet you here at noon on Thursday." He turned
and started to walk out, then came back and put two quarters by his
cup. "Seeyou Thursday.”



Our tail, Roberta Bender, had been nursing a beer at the counter.
Shewaked out just in front of him. | waited for afew minutesto see
whether there might have been another tail, aKGB one, but no oneelse

|eft the diner immediately. Maybe they followed me out.

| remembered feding apprehensive lest hetry something
suspicious. | didn't want to lose him; he seemed like agood man, and |
felt that working with him would beinteresting.

It was going to be more than interesting. Terrifying.

CHAPTER FOUR-NICK

THE FIRST TIME | used it to kill somebody, it wasamost an
accident. A mugger.

For nearly five years now, I've been wearing aminiaturized sgna
generator built into my wrist-watch, which | "convinced" one of my
more gifted students to cobble together for me. | used it afew times,
trivialy, to make sure it worked, and then more or lessforgot about it. |
didn't want to get in the habit of using it for trivia things.

| try to keep my weight down, without dramatic success, by
relying on abicycle for trangportation as much as possible. That was
how | managed to run into amugger.

Thered been areception for a guest speaker at the Indtitute, and it
was amost eleven when | got on my bike and headed home. About
halfway, the thing gave a crunch and alurch and the back whed locked
up. Inthedim streetlight | could just discern what had happened: The
rear derailleur had dipped off its mount and gotten wedged in between
the spokes and the frame. The bike was going no farther that night. |
locked it to the nearest parking meter and started walking home. (The
nearest T stop wasadmost asfar away asmy flat off Central Square.) |
followed the advice of dl the newspaper articles and walked briskly,
looking straight ahead, right hand in my jacket pocket. Wrapped
around the deadly granola bar I'd forgotten was there.

He wasn't dressed like ahood and he wasn't black, and his eyes
didn't burn with junkie fire. He was probably working hisway through

college.



He stepped out of adoorway and presented an effective
argument: along-barrded .44 Magnum revolver ala the Clint Eastwoo
dfolk hero. "Give me your walet," he said, an unnecessary refinement.

| had my handsin the air and was about to tell him that thewallet
wasin my inside coat pocket-obvioudy, | didn't want to reach for it-w
hen he said, "Thewatch, too."

| reached for the watch and pushed the button. | took astep
toward him.

"Stay there.”

He hauled back on the hammer, cocking it with two clicks: soft,
loud. "I'm not fucking around.”

"Takethepigal,” | said, "put the muzzle in your mouth, and pull
thetrigger.”

He shook hishead dowly and whispered, "No." Then he put the
muzzlein hismouth and pulled the trigger.

The report was so loud it stung my facelike adap. The bullet
shattered the glass transom of the shoe store behind him, setting off the
burglar darm, and spraying the entrance a cove with blood and brains
and chips of bone. The pistol clattered to the sdewalk, and he took
one lurching step toward me, curious dack expression on hisface, and
then folded up like an abandoned marionette. His legstwitched asif he
weretrying to run avay. Blood geysered from an artery embedded in
the fist-sized exit wound. | watched the fountain dow to atrickl e
Smiling.

After forty years| had returned to the territory of my childhood.
But thistime the one suddenly beyond help, suddenly meet, was not a
friend or rdative or felow traveler-but someone who deserved it. Who
had asked for it and got it. | recognized the gridy dated feding, avery
gpecific memory: In the spring, after the Sege had lifted, we were
playing in the forest outside of the city and came upon thedry old
corpse of aNazi soldier. My older friend, Y uri, had acamp ax, actudly
asmal, blunt hatchet, and we took turns hacking away at the
weethered remains. Laughing likeafamily of hyenacubs. Findly rolling
around in the mud helpless with gleeful horror. Over the next few



months we combed the woods carefully, repeating the experience many
times. The Nazis had |eft in ahurry, no timeto bury dl their dead.

A police car screeched to astop at the curb. | didn't turn around,
but could see the drama reflected in the glass of the shoe store's display
window. Thedriver piled out of the car and took refuge behind its
hood, his pistol in atwo-handed grip aigned steadily on me. | thought it
prudent to raise my hands. The other officer swarmed out of the
passenger seet into a rather vulnerable knedling position, with ariot gun
amed at the smal of my back. They were shouting S multaneoudy, very
hard to understand with the siren going wow-wow-wow, but the gist of
it was clear. | was not to move or try anything funny. | wasto keep my
hands, my fucking hands, in the air and turn to face them, dowly. |
obeyed.

The driver rushed around the car's hood and put the muzzle of his
gun under my chin while he patted me in the obvious places. The other
one played aflashlight beam on the remains of the mugger and then
bolted for the curb and vomited.

The driver walked me roughly toward the corpse and pinned me
up againg the glass. | could hear his sharp gasp as he surveyed the
damage.

"What the fuck. Point-blank in the mouth. Drug ded?"

"No, it was suicide." No harm in gpproximating the truth. "He
garted to mug me and then turned hiswesgpon on himsdf.”

"Yeah. AndI'm Mary Tyler Moore."

"It'strue. The pistol should be somewhere near him oh the ground.”

His partner turned of f the Sren and returned, smelling of gastric
juices. "Let'sgetanID."

"Yeah. Who areyou?'

"Miranda," his partner said tightly.

“That'sright. Y ou have theright to remain slent-"

"No, that'sokay," | said, assuming the watch would work without
the sren'sinterference. "Trust me. Put your wegpons down." They did,
and | lowered my hands. "Did either of you gentlemen mention meon



theradio?’
They looked at each other. "No," the driver said, "wedidn't know
you was here until the headlights picked you up.”

"All right. Then just forget you ever saw me." They nodded
serioudy. "Oh. Theresadisabled bicycle locked to aparking meter a
couple of blocks away. Y ou will not connect that in any way with this
incident." They both nodded again. | walked away, ducking down a
Sde gtreet just in time to avoid being seen by the Rescue Squad
ambulance.

That night | had complicated dreams, but then woke fedling
purged. Two weeks later | did it again. Vaerie was out of town, so |
went down to the Combat Zone and made myself conspicuous well
after midnight. "Trolling for troubl€e" was the phrase that occurred to me.
| killed apimp and amugger in ways that gppeared to be suicide and
accident.

It became a sort of ongoing hobby. | stopped counting after the
thirteenth, for luck.

| went back to the office after talking to the spy Jacob and spent
most of the afternoon attempting to refine a computer model that was
supposed to relate various demographic and persondity factorsto
seven distinct patterns of language-acquisition resistance. It wasa
waste of severd hours, my mind kept wandering. | wasredly just
putting off going home. Vaerie doesn't go to school on Tuesdays, and |
neither wanted to rush home and confess that | happened to be a spy
for the Evil Empire nor sit around the house and stew about it. So |
went home at the usua hour and we followed the usua routine: adrink
and achat before | prepared dinner (Smple carbonara and sdad),
then eat and retire, Vaerie to her drawing board and meto the
"library," an extrabedroom full of booksand journd’s. | poured aglass
of brandy and lit acigar, | suppose as an unconscious signall.

Valerie tapped on the door, opened it, and leaned on the jamb.
"All right," she said, "what's bugging you?'

It'sinteresting how a man can be articulate and even eloquent in
front of aclassroom and yet be reduced to tongue-tied confusion when



confronted by the woman he liveswith and loves. "Uh," | said and
completed the thought with aspastic gesture.

"Thelast time you smoked during the week was when they
threatened to make you department head. The time before that was
your little undergraduate. Y ou've aso been as sociable as agrumpy
reptile. Sowhat isit thistime?"

"Not an undergraduate.”

"Moving up in theworld?'

"Not sex at all. Nor office palitics.” | sighed and patted the seat
next to me. "It is politics, though. Sit down. It'salong sory."

She listened without comment for agood half hour, whilel told her
the truth about Leningrad and Rivertown and [owa and my subsequent
twenty-year career asa semispy. | did not mention the wnstwatch
hypnotic device or the free-lance socia work towhich | appliedit. |
told her about Jacob.

"Thisisdl true?' shesadfindly.

"Yes. I'm sorry." To that she laughed nervoudy and took asip of
my brandy. Then she stood up and went over to look out the window.

"l just don't know what to say. | understand? Isthat what I'm
supposed to say?'

Illlm_ll

"Please don't say you're sorry again.”" She turned and sat back
againg the window ledge. "L ook. I've known for amost two years that
omething strange was going on. | found your gun, the one with the
shoulder holgter. | didn't think it wasfor coaching the pistol club.”

I met her stare but didn't say anything. She looked down at the
floor. "1 was ashamed about snooping, | guess, and ... | mean, who
could imagine! | thought it was just apiece of male slliness, like those
knives. | mean, youre suchacam and rational guy." A tear started.
"Somildand... sveet-"

"Soundslikeacigarettead,” | said. "Firm and fully packed?' She
laughed and dabbed at her eyes with aknuckle.

"I'm theleft-wing nut of thefamily,” shesaid. "Y ou're not even



politicd.”
"No, I'mvery politica. Haveto hideit, of course.”

She shook her head, nibbling her lower lip. "But the gun. Y ou say
you don't do that kind of spy stuff."

"l supposeit isabout ninety percent macho aberration. | told
mysdlf | had to be prepared for any eventudity.” | let alittle truth lesk
through: "My childhood, the terrors, that's al very closeto the surface
even now. Theworld isadangerous place, full of sudden, random
degth. Even for law-abiding citizens. Like me."

"Y ou choose the laws you want to abide by, though."

"Likeeveryone," we said smultaneoudy, and then laughed.

"Thisisahdl of aforty-fifth birthday present,” she said, smiling.
"Learn Russan a my age?'

"Y ouwould go?'

Shelooked at mefor along time, perhaps parsing out adramatic
reply. Finaly shejust nodded, hard, and began silently crying. | held
her for along time. We changed venue, to the bedroom, and had some
fine, dow hours.

CHAPTER FIVE-JACOB

FOR MORE THAN ayear we've had alistening devicein
Nicholas Foley'slibrary (and living room and bedroom). It findly paid
off inasmal way. A negative way. We know we can't play hiswife
agang him.

Something has come up that rather complicates the Foley Stuation.
It may not beimportant at dl, but wedl havea"feding."

Thefirg hint of it washismail. Hisjournas. Twenty yearsago he
had a brief flirtation with hypnosis and even published one paper on the
subject. Then he apparently dropped it completely; at least he's never
done any forma work init again. Y et he not only till subscribesto the
hypnos'sjournas he took back then, but he aso picked up the
subscriptions to two new journasthat started in the seventies and

dighties



Maybe nothing more than a hobby; his department doesn't pay for
the subscriptions. But it's not the only thing that's abit odd. In the
course of an interview, without any coaching, one of his student
subjectsrelated a strange incident: Twice Foley asked himto do
absurd things that had nothing to do with the business at hand-onetime
it wasto whistle"Silent Night" (in July) and the other wasto pretend to
be riding abicycle. On athird occasion Foley asked him to go back to
the dorm and fetch a particular pencil. He refused; Foley claimed to
have been misunderstood. He was not asked back.

Those do sound like the sort of things that stage hypnotists use to
demondrate their skills. Maybe he was innocently experimenting with
the monotony that accompanies foreign-language vocabulary lessons-
that was the context, which iswhy it surprised the student enough for
him to have remembered it twelve yearslater-but if that were the case,
why didn't he smply tell the subject why he had made the request,
rather than try to misdirect him?

| wished we could have transcripts for the past year's bugs, to see
whether anything about hypnosis had come up between Foley and his
wife, but of course there was no budget for that. | fast-ran through
severd days tapes, but there was no hint of anything in that direction.
They did work together with it along time ago, before they were
married. But acheck of her office bookshelves a Boston University
reved s nothing interesting. Within aday or two we should have alisting
of al the books she has checked out of the university'slibrary sinceit's
been computerized. | don't expect any surprises. (There were no redl
aurprisesinthelist of Foley's borrowingswe got from the MIT library
computer system.) Y ou can never tell, though.

Computers are a boon to thisbusiness Moreligs

Foley waswaiting for me a the diner, finishing what appeared to
be aBloody Mary. | was perversdly certain therewas no acohol init;
at any rate, I'm not agood quarry for that particular trap. One drink and

I'm halfway to dreamland. | sat down and signded for coffee.
We exchanged gresetings. "Y ou've decided?’ | asked.
"Y es, pretty much." He dso righted his cup, and neither of ussaid



anything while the waitress served us coffee and thimbles of ersatz milk
and the phrase "witcha'n minnit."

"My wifeand | discussed the aternatives. We decided the best
thing would be to wave amagic wand and make you disappesr *

That gave me apremonitory shiver. "Meaning?'

"We've decided not to decide, not yet. We both need moretime
toweghit."

This had not been on the tape. "How long?"!

"Nine days." He blew on his coffee and stared at me over the top,
through the steam.

"That'stoo long ... why so specific?’

"Bugnesstrip. To Paris"

"Out of the question.” He checked hiswatch, an odd gesture.

"Y ou have to decide sooner-and no matter what your decision, we
can't let you out of the country."”

"Why not?If | turn out to be abad guy, you'll be deporting me
anyhow." That did make acertain amount of sense. "Why not just send
somebody along to keep an eye on me? Why not come yoursalf?"

"I'd enjoy that," | said. "I haven't been to Francein years."

"Would the Agency pay for it?"

"l can put in arequest, but | doubt they'll honor it."

He nodded. "Wéll, you could come on your own. Make aholiday
of it." The waitress came then and took our orders. Then, | swear, we
started chatting about various places wed been in Paris, what it would
be like thistime of year, what hislinguistics conference would be like,
and what his paper was going to be about-with neither henor |
guestioning that we were both going there next week.

After ligening to the conversation severd times (I had asmal tape
recorder in my pocket) I'm forced to admit that he did somehow
hypnotize me-or in some mild way bring me under his control. Hesa
persuasive man, and earnest and friendly, but certainly not what you
would call charismatic. It wasn't the strength of his personality that kept
me from bringing up the unpleasant business of what-we-can-do-to-



you-if-you-don't-cooperate. He did something. Next time I'll be on the
lookout, catch him at it. Probably some sort of parlor-trick thing; I'll
have to read up on hypnos s

Therewere gtill afew spaces|eft on the cheap open-seating flight
to Paristhat Foley will betaking. | bought aticket just in case. Maybe
just wanted to see Parisone moretime before | die.

CHAPTER SIX-NICK

THAT WAS A risky session with Jacob. | had to be circumspect,
assuming that we were being recorded, and not give him any direct,
unambiguous orders. But | think it worked. At |least several days have
gone by and | haven't yet been arrested, Uzi'd, or pushed beneath a
ubway train.

| got amemo through interoffice mail, presumably from the KGB,
arranging for arendezvous on Saturday with "Lynn." He or shewasto
meet me at two in the afternoon outsde the Harvard Square Thesater in
Cambridge. That would be difficult, since I'd bein Paris. Of course
therésno way | could get in touch with them-other than going down to
the Soviet embassy in Washington, which | have aways assumed was
againg therules. | put a prominent note on my office door saying |
would be out of town from the ninth through the thirteenth and hoped
the newswould get to them.

| shouldn't have worried. The day before thetrip | was hunched
over my bicyd g, fighting the Kryptonite lock, when afamiliar voice
behind me said, " So you're going to Paris, Nikola?'

| hadn't seen Lubinov in amost two years, and | grested him with
honest warmth. We walked and traded politenesses for aminute while
my brai n ground through the various possbilities, and finaly | decided
there was only one safe course.

"Vladimir, therésared problem. | may ... no longer be useful.” He
just looked at me, expressionless. "'1've been approached by the CIA.
They know | have KGB contacts and want me to be a double agent.
They've threatened me with deportation.”

He squeezed my shoulder and actualy smiled. "I'm glad you told



methis. Cooperate with them, at least for thetime being. Try togain
their confidence."

"Y ou knew?"

He shrugged. "L et me not say. What hotel are you occupyingin
Paris?' | told him. "Good. We may have people there who want to be,
would want, will want to talk to you. My English,” he said, smiling.

"Muchimproved,” | said. Actudly, it seemed about the same as
ever, which was odd. HEd been in the country longer than |.

"Yes, of course. And your French? If our representatives must use
it?"

"My Frenchisgood. | could probably struggleaong in Russanif |
hed to."

"I should not think," he said, and stopped. "Well. | will seeyou
next time." We said good-bye, and he walked briskly down Main
Street.

| crossed over to Lega Seafood and sat in the noisy bar nursing
an expensive beer, trying to reason things out. Did the KGB have a
contact in Jacob's group? | would haveto act asif it were so. Should |
take the playing-both-ends-againgt- the- mddle game one step further
and tell Jacob? No. Not yet-

Andwhose sdeam | on? Besidesmy own, and Valenes?
Could Jacob himsdlf be the double agent? The note on my door
didn't say Paris, but Vladimir knew. Because Jacob knew?

Too paranoiac. VIadimir could have called MIT; the departmental
secretary knows where I'm going and would have no reason not to tell
anybody who asked.

Stll, "tightrope” is more than ametaphor for this Situation. | must
proceed with extreme care.

I turned on the watch as we approached the security stop on the
way to our flight. | took the lead-lined bag out of my carry-on luggege
and handed it to the attendant. " Just acameraand film," | said.

Shelooked in the bag at the cameraand film and nine-millimeter
automatic. She nodded and handed it back. | kept the watch generator



running as we walked to the International Departures Waiting Lounge.
Hot and stuffy; smdll of European cigarettes.

Wefound two isolated seats together. Ninety minutes, plenty of
time. When Jacob sat down, | handed him anotebook. "Read this," |
sd.

On thefirst page of the notebook I'd printed:

1. SAY, "THIS ISINTERESTING."

2. WRITE DOWN EVERY THING THE CIA KNOWS OR
SUSPECTSABOUT ME.

3. WHEN YOU ARE DONE WRITING, HAND ME THE
NOTEBOOK AND FORGET EVERYTHING ABOUT IT. YOU
WILL REMEMBER HAVING NAPPED FOR THE PAST HOUR.

"Thisisinteresting,” he said. Then he turned the page and started
writing. | had to hope we weren't being watched, areasonablerisk for
the return. | did assume that the conversation was going on tape, but
hoped that silence wouldn't be too suspicious. While he waswriting, |
started the horror novel that Vaerie said would kegp my mind off the
flight. It was so absorbing that | jumped when, an hour later, Jacob
touched me with the edge of the notebook.

| took it, and he rubbed his eyes. "Must have dropped of f."
"It'sawfully warm. Up latelast night?'
"Oh yeah. Last-minute detalls."

| turned on thewatch again. "Y ou'll want to deep on the plane,
then." He nodded. We talked amiably until our flight was called, then
wefiled into the 747, and in the process of buckling up he began to
shore.

He had written four fascinating pages Not surprisingly, in some
matters the CIA knew more about my lifethan | did mysdl f-for
ingtance, the actua name of my KGB primary contact is Vladimir Bor
achev; hesamarket anays for the Soviet trade misson in New Y ork
City. My wifés dossier from the sixtiesincludes suspicion of complicity
in burning down an ROTC building; shedidn't gototrid, but that may
have been becauise she was deeping with the FBI informer.



Of my own amorous excesses he only notesthe onesthat Vaerie
isaware of, 0 they're probably the result of our apartment being
bugged (she does occasionally refer doud to my checkered past).
Thereisno suspicion of my Social-Darwinsm-with-a-gun hobby, or
infirmity.

They are on the track of my device, though, at least to the extent
of making aconnection with hypnotism. A woman who interviewed my
test subjects noted that two of them remembered my asking diem to do
ridiculous things, and they both were dropped from the study soon
afterward. She correctly interpreted thisas atest of hypnotic technique.
Jacob has added his own suspicions.

| read the four pages over again, with mounting despair. There
was no going back; no matter what happened, our comfortablelifein
Cambridge was over. We were going to be compelled either to move
to the Soviet Union or to drop out of sight inthe"Freg’ World,
eventudly to emerge with new identities.

Of course | had given this some thought before. With new
identitiesin the West, neither of us coul d practice our true professions,
and we would go through life perpetualy looking over our shoulders,
being suspicious of everyone-which would aso be true hi the Soviet
Union, to some extent. But at least in the USSR we wouldn't haveto
pretend to be something we weren't. And | could probably continue my
researches, evenif Vaeriewas not alowed to. Abnorma psychology is
rather adifferent line of work in the Soviet Union.

I spent much of the flight thinking about the optionswithin those
two limited options. On the Soviet Sde, Vaerie could possibly wind up
with an interegting job in intelligence-nothing requiring high security
clearance, of course, but something that would take advantage of her
being anatural-born American. | remembered my teachers at Rivertowvn
and wondered how many of them were recycled spies or relatives of
spies. She might perversdly enjoy the work. Or she might have a
belated attack of patriotism.

Of course we weren't limited to the United States if we decided

not to go to the Soviet Union. We could obtain citizenship papers
wherever we wished to go; my watch is better than any passport.



Vaerie can get dong in French and Spanish, and with our savingswe
could livefairly well in Spain or Mexico or on some Caribbean idand. |
entertained that fantasy for afew minutes before redizing that wherever
we wound up, we couldn't afford to be conspicuous. Not with both the
KGB and the CIA after us. So we probably had best not stray from
the States or Canada.

North Americasabig place, though. By the time the plane landed,
I'd made my decision. UnlessVal-erlie was dead set againgt it, we'd
just pull up stakes and gtart over in the United States. Screw the CIA,
the KGB, the FBI, the American Association of Psychologists. Wed
find something.

Having dept al the way, Jacob was ready to kick up his hedls.
He'd been to Paris only once for afew days as a student, and working
for the CIA (popular conceptionsto the contrary) restricted rather than
expanded his opportunities for foreign travel. But | was exhausted;
once we'd cleared Customs and found the hotel, and &l | wanted was s
eep. This presented an obvious dilemma, since he was not supposed to
let me out of hissght. | turned on my watch and told him it wasdl right:
I'd stay put; he could go out and enjoy himself. | hoped for hisown
sake his enthusiasm wasn't being recorded.

(I suppose | should know more about these things. Could he be
wired up with arecorder and yet not trigger the airport search darm?
Maybeit wasin his briefcase, disguised asatunafish sasndwich. Maybe
it wasimplanted in hisskull’.)

So | put up my feet and went over the paper | was going to
deliver, hoping that its familiarity would put meto deep. Perversdly, it
siimulated me into wakefulness. | wandered out to a magasin store
and chose some good bread, cheese, and wine to keep in the room.
My French did not meet with the merchant's approval, but he did
manageto find al the proper items.

| tried to summon up enthusiasm for being in Parisagain, but it was
rush hour; murderous traffic and poisonous air; so after walking around
the block deciding not to do this and not to do that, | just picked up a
newspaper and retreated to the room, and found it had been searched
by an amatevur.



Wi, perhaps only by someone who didn't care whether the
search was discovered-or wanted me or Jacob to discover it, asa
warning. | had digned the typed page | was reading exactly along the
firgt line of the page benegth it, an e ementary precaution. The person
who went through the pages had smply stacked them afterward and
had not even put them back in quite the same position, squared with the
corner of the table's blotter. | wondered whether held found what he
was after; he couldn't have had more than ten or twelve minutes, even
with alookout posted downgtairsto say, "Go."

Thelead bag with the gun waswhere | had hidden it, out of sight
on top of the old-fashioned toilet tank. From now on | would take it
with mewhen | |&ft the room.

American, Russian, or French? Checking up on me, or Jacob? It
could have been Jacob himsdf, actudly, waiting for meto leave and
then doubling back. But in that case | should think he'd be more likely
to follow me. Rather than read through a speech he could see for the
asking. | decided not to waste time worrying about it. Opened the box
of dime-gtore Burgundy and drank off afast, sour tumbler of it. They
hadn't had wine in boxesthelast timel wasin France, and with luck
they won't have them the next time. Then | Stretched out in the semida
rkness and told my toesto relax, then ankles, shins, and so forth; old
autohypnosisroutine for falling adeep. Just as| reached the chin, which
normaly doesit, akey rattled in the door, and it creaked open.
"Jecob?"'

"Nyet." | looked up, and there were two men in honest-to-God
trench coats standing in the doorway. "Please, light?'

"Sure." | switched on the light by the bed. "-Would you have
wine?' | said in Russan, sitting up. "-It'snothing extraordinary..."

“-Thank you, no. Comewith us." It took me a moment to place his
accent: Bulgarian. That was abad sign. Y ou don't have to know much
about the trade to know who does wet work for the KGB in Europe.

| started to get my jacket. "-Not necessary. We're not going
outsde." They wereared Mutt-and-Jeff team. The one who was
doing dl thetaking was atal, blond, handsome fellow with afixed,



intense expression. Likethe TV Russan spy who gave me so much
secret amusement on The Man from U.N.C.L.E. inmy youth. His
partner, from another divison of Central Casting, was short and
swarthy, with organ-grinder mustaches, carrying alarge, shabby
briefcase. He seemed to be concentrating on something el se.

| turned on the watch and tried to think of sometest that would be
innocuous, in case we were being monitored. "-Do have aglass of wine
while | use the bathroom." Thistime they both nodded, and | poured
two tumblers. Fairly strong evidence, if not redlly conclusive. I'd tested
the machine on foreign students and American students speaking
second languages, but never on a Bulgarian who was spesking Russian.

In the bathroom | considered the pistal. It would ook pretty
obvious stuck under my shirt; | decided to do without. | replaced it
over the tank and waited for abiologically reasonablelength of time,
then flushed the toilet.

They looked odd, standing there in trench coats with their water
glasses of wing, their serious expressons. "-Did you search my room
ealier?' | asked.

Jefitf, thetdl one, shook hishead dowly. "-Search room?’

"-Guess| wasmistaken." | turned off the watch. "-Shal we go?'

The room they'd rented was obvioudy the cheapest available, a
one-bed closet with bathroom down the hall. They evidently hadn't
seen it before; Mutt grumbled something in Bulgarian about the expense
for how small it was. We had to do akind of dance while they took off
their trench coats.

"-Please 5t." Therewas only the bed and ahard chair. Jeff sat in
the chair, after reversing it so he could prop his forearms on the back.
The bed made arusty squeak when | eased mysdlf onto it. Mutt leaned
againg the door, looking lethd with an obvious shoulder-holster bulge.
They both had an dmost neutrd, vagudly hostile stare. Probably part of
the Bulgarian KGB uniform. Nether of them said anything for along
moment.

"-Who areyou?' | said asa sort of icebreaker.

“-That isnone of your concern." Hewaited along time, stroking



hischinin astylized gesture of thinking, then dmaost shouted. "-Y ou are
here with an agent of the American CIA."

"-Y es, of course. This has been reported to my KGB section chief
inAmerica”

Muitt addressed me for the first time. "-Weknow nothing of this."

“-|sthat true?' Jeff didn't answer. He just stared. He was starting

to annoy me. "-Then | suggest we go no further until you have had a
chance to confer with your superiors.” | started to get up.

“-Sit!" they both said. "-We have no superiors here," Jeff said. "-D
oesthis CIA man know of your connection with the KGB?"

"-He does He'strying to recruit me as adouble agent. I'm
supposed to go dong with it, to apoint.”

"-So hetakes you to Pariswith him," Mutt said.

“-|t's the other way around. I'm here on legitimate business,
academic business. He's tagging along to make sure | don't defect.”
Mutt nodded wisdly at that, asif | couldn't "defect” from the United
States by buying aplaneticket out, but Jeff frowned.

“-Please do not joke with us Y ou clam that this man knowsyou
are aKGB agent and yet he allows you to go to aforeign country, to
be donein aforeign country?'

“-That's correct."
"t ssemsfantadtic ™

-] don't bdieve him," Mutt said. "-Thereismoreto this.
Otherwise we wouldn't have been derted.”

*-S0 go to the people who aerted you and ask for more
information. I'm not going anywhere."

“-Indeed you are not." Mutt opened his briefcase and brought out
acoil of about five yards of clothedine. "-Get in the chair.”

“-That's not necessary," | said.

Jeff stood up. -l think perhapsitis. At least for now. Well be
back by evening.

| refuse”



“-Y ou may not," Mutt said, smiling as he unbuttoned his jacket to
expose the automatic pigtol.

That was enough. | turned on the watch. "-Do you have agun,
to0?" | asked Jeff.

“-No. Dobri'sisenough.”

“-Put on your coats. We're going for awalk.” | got my own codt,
and we walked to the nearest Metro stop. | escorted them to Gare Nor
d and put them on the first train out to nowher e-to Hautmont, actudly,
that being asfar astheir money would carry them, while staying within
the French borders. | gave them specific instructions as to what to do
when they got there and then returned to the hotel. Jacob was waiting
intheroom

"I was worried about you. Where have you been?"

"Met acoupleof friends." | turned on the watch. "Let's go down
and get adrink."” We went to the noisy bar downgtairs, and | told him
what to do: fird, let me have that nice diplomatic passport. Now, her€'s
five thousand francs. Liveit up; Stay drunk for at least three days.
When you sober up, you will remember absolutely nothing about me.

Bridges burned, | picked up some more money on the way out to
Orly. | used the diplomatic papers and my watch to rush through
Customs and on to awaiting Concorde. In the air less than three hours
after I'd put Mutt and Jeff aboard thetrain, | was sure I'd be homelong
before the shit hit the fan. | waswrong.

CHAPTER SEVEN-NICK

WE DROVE OUT of Cambridge through increasingly heavy
snow, but luckily it abated somewhat in an hour. Richard, the boy I'd
abducted, was agood, careful driver, and hisvan had snow tires. We
were ableto maintain asteady forty-five miles per hour until about
midnight. When he started to yawn and blink, | suggested that we take
the next exit and nap for a bit. | didn't fed | had enough driving
experience to take over the whedl in thisweether.

I et him deep for ninety minuteswhile | read newspapers and
drank coffeein an al-night truck stop. Certainly not enough rest for the



boy, but | was nervous. It wasn't likely we were being followed, having
been off the interstate since the New Hampshire border, but | didn't
want to press my luck.

Some years ago an |RA terrorist told Margaret Thatcher, "We
only haveto be lucky once. Y ou haveto belucky dl thetime." That's
theway | was sarting to fed. The KGB would have only limited
resources for tracking me down in this country. But as soon as Jacob
woke up hung over in aParisan drunk tank and claimed diplomatic
immunity, thered hunt would be on. | wanted to be well camouflaged
before the FBI blew the whistle.

| got two very large coffeesto go, went out to the van, and shook
Richard awake. Hisbody didn't want to cooperate, so | gave him the
"suggestion” that he had just had eight hours of deep and wasfull of
energy. It worked, but of courseit's not something to be used too often.
He chattered incessantly al the way to Bangor, Maine.

All'I knew about Maine| learned from Stephen King novels, o it
seemed arather foreboding place. Bangor especidly, with dl the
brooding, large Victorian houses, stark and seeming uninhabited in the
early-morning snowscape. But it was atown well suited to my
purposes and perhaps to my current mood as well.

If | weretotaly amord, | would have taken the easiest and most
prudent course and eliminated Richard. Bangor had a convenient river.
Instead, | told him to drive to California, taking at least aweek. Credit
cardswere out of the question, of course, so | had to go to abank and
ask for acouple of thousand in used twenties. Then | had torent hima
car (try doing that without acredit card!) and take care of hisvan. |
told him to return the car in Los Angeles and then take the busto Las
Vegas, then fly back to Boston and phone home from the airport,
remembering nothing since the night he walked into the Greek bar.
They might just possibly link mewith aconvenient annesiavictim, but
there was no way they could follow the trail back to Bangor. Especidly
since | arranged for hisvan to be parked on aside Street in upstate
New Y ork.

| began to put into motion aplan whose details | had been mulling
over for severd years The greatest danger | faced was being



recognized from adistance, too great a distance for the device to work.
So | garted aprogram that would radically and permanently change my
physica appearance.

First | shaved off my beard, then cut my sixties-style long hair
down to acrew and bleached it. | traded in my bifocalsfor blue-tinted
contact lenses (which | had been carrying and using in secret for some
years), and bought a shabby working-man's wardrobe at Goodwill.
Sunlamp for an outdoorsy look. Then | set about losing some of the
fifty pounds of fat I'd collected at Cambridge. Fasting on fruit juice,
vitamins, and phenyldanine, with somelight exercise.

Inamonth or so | would be ready to head for Washington. Or Lan
dey, Virginig actudly.

CHAPTER EIGHT-VALERIE

I HAD MY armsfull of groceries, the bags ready to spill, findly
got both locks open, and stumbled into the gpartment, and this big guy
grabbed me from behind, | mean redly crushed me, one leather-gloved
hand over my mouth and big arm pinning meto his chest, groceriesand
all; door kicked shut behind me and he whispered, " One sound and
you die," with athick accent, only thing ether of them ever said in
English.

Started to struggle and he crushed me twice astightly; moved his
hand up to pinch off my nose. Suffocating, | nodded, and he eased off.
A bad man stepped in front of me and pointed agun at my heart, one
of those little machine-gun pistols the bad guys aways have on
television. The other onetook my grocery bags, one in each paw, and
carried them into the kitchen. Neither of men looked "Russian.” |
garted to say something, but the one with the gun shushed me.

The other came back and helped me off with my coat, then
handcuffed me and gagged me with a piece of black cloth. | made
urgent gesturesin the direction of the bathroom; he escorted me there
and took off the cuffs; left the door open but stood politely with his
back to me. There was nothing obviousin the bathroom clutter that |
could use as awegpon. A twin-blade Lady Gillette wouldn't do much



againg amachine gun anyhow.

So these were some of Nick's KGB buddies. | guessed they had
found out about the CIA guy and wanted to put some pressure on
Nick. But thiswasn't at dl like the mundane spy stuff he had told me
about. | was suddenly in the middle of amovie.

They sat me down at the dining room table and went back into the
kitchen to whisper at each other in Russian, or some other Savic
language. The armed one returned after afew minutes and handed me a
notepad with a message something likethis "You and | aregoing
someplace e se. Pick up whatever you need for afew days. We have a
car downdairs. If you try to escgpe or cry out on theway | will kill
you."

| got my toothbrush and a paper bag of clothes and such. Severa
paperback books and a handful of mail that was sitting on the dining
room table. My escort put his gun in an attache case and went through
the pockets of my coat. He found the Mace squirter, wiped his
fingerprints off it, and tossed it under the couch. Then he handed methe
coat, dropped the handcuffsinto his pocket, and motioned for usto go.

A part of my brainthat | couldnt make shut up was saying, Thisis
deep shit. These guys are kidnapping you and they aren't even
bothering to wear masks. Either they are rank amateurs or they know
that you'll never liveto identify them.

There was adark-green van waiting in front of the apartment
building. Getting in, | contrived to drop a piece of mail on the sdewalk,
but he saw medo it. Retrieved it and handed it back without comment.

In the back of the van there were no windows, just alumpy carpet
and apair of i hcongruous easy chairs, overdaffed and musty, and a
picnic cooler. | sat down, and he handcuffed meto the cooler, then
rummaged around in it and offered me a Coke. | said no, but he
opened it and pressed it into my free hand. Then he shook a pill out of
abottleand held it out for meto take. | didn't make anissue of it. It
wasalittleyelow pill like aspirin for children, but very bitter.

The van drove off down Harvard Street, away from theriver and
Boston. After afew blocks my vison started to blur and | felt alittle



sick. | drank some more of the Coke and then dropped the can, on the
verge of vomiting, but then | went totally limp and couldn't keep my
head up or my eyes open. With my head vibrating against the cold
window my last thought was Twenty years ago | would have paid
good money for this shit.

CHAPTER NINE-JACOB

THE FEELING ISlike deja vu ingde out: Y ou should know
something, remember something, but you don't. Therésjust ahole
there. Whatever kind of megicking Foley pulled on me, it worked
absolutely. They show me his picture, and it meansnothingtome. Yet |
gpent dozens of hourstalking to the man, hundreds of hours studying
him, and even went to Europe with him.

Europeisthe horror. Not his erasing my memory

-no, he was gentle with me. It was the videotape we got from the
French palice, through the Stirett: the Bulgarian secret agent who, after
shooting his companion four timesin the heart, had shot himsdlf inthe
head; his skull on theleft shattered and dribbling brains, his eyeball
extruded and lolling on his cheek

-but gill hewas miraculoudy dive. In arambling melange of
French, Russian, Turkish, and Bulgarian he told how Foley had
ordered him and the other agent to go on along trainride, asfar as
their money would take them, and then walk out of town to where they
would not be seen, and die. For seven hoursthey knew they were
riding to self-inflicted death, and they could do nothing to prevent it.
Perhaps not "nothing.”" A bullet to the brain evidently broke the spell.

The agent died during the filming, while the doctors were working
on him. Langley has sent out ateam of forensc specidiststo assstin
the autopsy. Maybe they'll find adrug.

Wheat Foley did to me was comic by comparison. | woke up in
Orsay, asuburb of Paris, in bed with a strange woman, with ared-wine
hangover beyond epic proportions. | had been drinking-guzzling, actual
y-for three days, singlehandedly killing a case of aBurgundy that | find
herein Boston runs eighty dollars a bottle. The woman said we had met



inaLeft Bank bistro, and one thing had led to another. She was
worried about me, barely able to stand up but flashing afat roll of
francs, and brought me homewith her; | evidently drank compulsvely
from dawn till dark until the three dayswere up. Shesaid it wasa
hilarioustime. | wish | could remember something of what went on. |
don't suppose Foley was entirdly responsiblefor that particular annesa

By thistime the grotesque videotape had made its way to
Washington, and the proper connections had been made, and the
police dl over France were on the lookout for my body. (My passport
had wound up in amailbox a Dules Internationd, with Foley's
fingerprintsdl over it.) When | staggered into the gendarmerie in
Orsay, the police quite properly acted asif they'd seen aghost, and
unfortunately repaid my benefactress by throwing her in le dammer for
severd hours, over my protests. | had written down her address,
though, and mailed her all my leftover francs, about five hundred
dollars worth-God knows where and how Foley got them; my own
traveler's checks were untouched.

The Stirett had also sent copies of the tape to the Bulgarian and
Soviet authorities. The Russansmade aniinitia loud noise and then said
nothing. " Someone'-the French did not give their sources-had seen Fol
ey leave the hotel with the two Bulgarians and then return an hour or so
later, done. Then he spent some time with mein the hotel bar, where
he was seen to dip me some cash. Then hewalked out of the hotdl,
into the Metro, and was never seen again.

From thisside, dl we know isthat helanded in Dulles November
16, having booked first-class passage on the Concorde in my name.
Paid cash. He set off the meta detector but convinced the guard that he
had a pacemaker, which isnot true. A Peacemaker ismorelikdy; we
know he's an expert pistol shot and has at least two unregistered
wegpons. From Dulles he might have taken the subway straight to
National and stepped on the shuttle to Boston-no ID required with
cash, of course-or to anyplace on the East Coast. Or he could have
rented acar and driven to Akron or Tulsa. We know hedid call home,
but not necessarily from alocal phone.

That'swhereit gets complicated in an especidly ugly way. When



the videotape findly found its way to Washington and the computer
identified Foley as being my section's respongbility, somebody ran
back the tapes of the phone tap and their apartment bugs. Silence for
the past day and a hd f. The afternoon of the sixteenth, though, we
could hear the gpartment being broken into. The "burglars’ said
nothing; just waited in place until Mrs. Foley came home. Therewasa
brief struggle; they evidently tied her up and gagged her. That night,
Foley called, and one of them answered the phone with "We have your
wife" in Russan. Foley hung up and has not called since. Thetwo
agents evidently kidnapped Mrs. Foley.

Whichisremarkable. The KGB rarely indulgesin serious crime
outside of Communist countries. They must be as scared aswe are
over Foley. But more efficient: From the time the videotape was turned
over to the Soviet embassy in Paristo the apartment break-i n, dightly
more than four hours elgpsed.

My obviousfirst move wasto pay avigt to Vladimir Borachev,
Foley's ultimate superior here, and ask whether he had committed any
capital crimeslately. | wason my way out the door when | literdly ran
into David Jefferson.

He was aformidable-looking man, a black Charles Atlas.
Handsome features modified by awebbed scar that ran from
cheekbone to ear. He asked if | was John Jacob Bailey and handed me
an envelope.

Theletter insde informed me that Jefferson had been "attached" to
my section for an indefinite period. The verb wasto become too
literdly true.

"Y ou're aMarine sergeant mgor?"

"That is correct, gr." He had avoice like abass buzz saw.

"And this one hundred ninety-ninth Brigadeis..."

"Specid antiterrorism unit, r.”

"Please don't cal me 'sr.! We aren't being hijacked or held
hostage. Why were you attached to us?"

"Thekidnapping, Mr. Balley. The murdersin France."



"You've beenwdl briefed, then."

"Not that well, actualy. Thefact of the crimes; the KGB
connection.”

"Well, have George get you the folder, George Simpson. When he
gets back from lunch. | have ashuttle to catch.”

"I'm coming with you."

"Not necessary. In fact, you'd be in the way. Unlessyou spesk
Russan."

“-1'm reasonably fluent,” he said in Russian, with an odd accent
that might have been Vietnamese, "Also Spanish and abit of afew

other languages. But that'simmaterid at the moment. I'm to accompany
you everywhere, regardless.”

"Bodyguard?'

"Y es, but morethan that. A plain bodyguard wouldn't be enough.
Wheat they say about this Foley, he might be the most dangerous man
dive, and you're hismost logica next victim."

"Nonsense. If he wanted to do mein, he could have doneitin
Paris"

"That may be so. Neverthdess, | have my orders. As have you."
The letter wasfrom Langley.

"Oh, dl right. Let'sgo." | barely had time to worry about how to
handle the red tape-how to bill the Marinesfor his shuttle flight-when
Jefferson solved the problem by suggesting that we "manifest ourselves
on aspecid flight," i.e., commandeer amilitary aircraft. | could seethat
he might sometimes be handy to have around.

Sitting by ourselvesin the back of atwenty-passenger turboprop,
we got to know each other alittle. Jefferson was afew years younger
than |; started at West Point but dropped out to join the Marines, so H
he could make it to Vietnam before the war was over. He served
fourteen months duty there and was not happy when we pulled out.
Later hewasan "adviser™ in El Salvador and, temporarily out of the
Marines, did some wet work in Nicaragua. Wounded e even times; the
scar on hisface was from abayonet (he had taken the weapon away



and "fed it" to itsowner). Hewas obvioudy on amiable termswith
mayhem, but was matter -of-fact about it. Umervingly so.

When he unbuttoned his Harris Tweed tent of ajacket, you could
see he was actudly afraction smaler than he appeared, bulked out on
theright by an Ingram machine pistol Velcro-ed to hisside, and on the
left by across-draw .44 Magnum. He was a so wearing body armor
and advised meto requisition same. Said it had saved hislifetwice. |
suspected that bullets would bounce off him anyhow.

| told himin ablunt but, | hope, friendly way that | consdered him
aliability. An agent hasto fade into the background, look like abank
clerk or aschool-mam. He can't have a Sherman tank for a pet.

Surprisingly, he agreed. But he pointed out that thiswas no normal
intelligence operation; everyone involved would know that | was CIA
anyhow. His presence might make people think twice before trying
anything dramdtic.

We got to the Soviet trade mission by two o'clock. The outer
officewaslarge and severe, afew faded Intounst posters not livening
things up. Thereceptionist dso waslarge and severe. Shetold usthat
Comrade Borachev saw people by appointment only. | showed her my
State Department identification. She said Comrade Borachev wasn'tin
today. Maybe on vacation.

It was agood thing we'd seen afile photo of him; hewaked in a
just that moment, brushing snow off his shoulders and looking
expectantly friendly.

"Mr. Borachev," | began.

"-He's from the State Department,” she snapped in Russian.

“-Actudly, the CIA," | said. "-Thisisameatter of great urgency.
No timefor games."

"We can speak English,” he said dowly. Helooked at Jefferson.
"You aredso from..."

"U.S. Marines, Sir. Security.”
"Y ou don't expect violence."
"We don't know what to expect,” | said. "Isthere someplace we



could talk?'

"My office." He walked toward the door, and we followed. He cut
off Jefferson. "Actud spiesonly, please.” | nodded, feding alittle
apprehensive, and Jefferson reluctantly eased onto asmall chair.

Borachev's office was comfortably cluttered. He got us each acup
of coffee and sat down behind hisdesk. The only other chair was afew
incheslower. He smiled down a me, awan smile. "So you have some
interest in theimport-export bus ness?'

"As| say, theré's not time to be coy. I'm sorry to hand you such a
shock. I'm sure that the Agency would much rather leave you donein
place"

" 'Better the devil you know," he said.

"Right. But many lives may be at stake. We have to move quickly .

"Forgive mefor pointing out that thisisacommon American trait,
certainly inbusiness. perceiving aneed for hagtein dl things." He
looked quizzicd. "Many lives?'

"Y es. What do you know of Nicholas Foley? Do you know where
heis?"

For along time he chewed at hislower lip. "1 think | had better not
answer that. If you pressme, I'll haveto get alawyer .

“Let me spell it out for you. | know and you know that you are a
rather high-ranking officer, acolond in the KGB. But your officid
identity here carriesno lega perquisites. No diplomatic immunity. And
you areimplicated in akidnapping and at least two murders.”" Hisbrow
furrowed at that, but he didn't say anything. "' Gas chamber,” | added
hepfully.

He covered hisface with both hands and kneaded.

"No. Thisissomekind of CIA trick. Setting me up, asyou would

"Nothing of the kind. Day before yesterday, two people
kidnapped Vaerie Foley. They spoke Russan.”

"Valene Foley, that ishiswife?'

IIYall



He nodded, thoughtful. "It wasn't anybody from the KGB. You
had better look to your own house. I'm sure the CIA has many
Russ an-spesking employess.”

"The CIA didn't kidnap her. If we wanted to pressure Foley, we
have dozens of legd waysto doit. Y ou don't."

"But neither do we have areason!”

| had to laugh at that. "Two murdered KGB agentsisn't enough
reason?'

He leaned back, chair squeaking. "All right. Now | know
something, uh, fishy isgoing on. Some sort of game.”

"Not agame."

"I've known Professor Foley since he was ayoung man. Since we
were both young men. He's not capable of violence."

"A few days ago, | would have agreed with you. HEs agentle,
pleasant man. But ether that'samask or heis genuingy mad. Perhaps
in the sense of having more than one persondlity. Look at this™ |
handed him two gridy sill photographs we had made from the Stirett
tape. "l do think hesmad.”

"My word." Borachev looked genuinely repulsed. "You cdam
Nicoladid this?'

"Worse-he compelled them to do it to themsalves. The one who
shot himsdlf in the head lived long enough to tel |. He has some sort of
Svengali-like power. We don't know what the limits of it could be. |
know it sounds fantadtic, but it'strue. That Marine saysthey're caling
him the most dangerous man dive. Probably no exaggeration.”

"All right. | do know where heis." He opened a desk drawer and
fished around insde. "I have the hotel name in here somewhere; helsin
Paris"

I laughed. "Not anymore. Not since he killed those two."”

"Ah." Helooked at the pictures again. 'These are the KGB
agents?"

"BulgarianKGB."
He pursed hislips, nodding, and handed back the pictures. " That



could bewhy | don't know more about thisthan | do.”
"Y ou think the Bulgarian KGB might be behind the kidnapping?'

"Oh, possibly. That's not what | mean, though. Y ou know." He
flapped ahand, thinking. "It'strue that I'm an officer in the Soviet army,
asyou say, inthe KGB divison. But my daily connection with the KGB
isastenuous as yours would be with the American army if, say, you
were acolond in the Reserves. I'm not a spy. I'm an import-export
analyst and adviser, who keeps his eyes open. Y ou see the ditinction
I'm meking?*

"What you mean isthat the KGB could be behind it without your
having been notified. Even the Soviet KGB."

He shrugged. "If you were this Reserve colond inthe American
Army, would the army ask your advice before invading some smal
idand? Would the Navy?1 think not." There was aknock on the door.
"Comein."

The receptionist walked in with afrozen scowl. Behind her was
Jefferson, the .44 dangling.

"Jefferson,” | sad with some painin my voice, "thisisnot Vietnam.
Y ou're not supposed to point guns at people and march them around.”

"It was ajudgment cal." He gestured with the wegpon, and all
three of usflinched in unison. "1 think you're fishin' in the wrong hole.
She assumed that abig black dumb Marine couldn't spesk Russian.
Madeaphonecadl. | fdt | had to interrupt it."

"Who wasthe cdl to?"

"Don't know. Cdled him tarakan, 'cockroach.' | don't guessthat's
anamein Russa Maybe aterm of endearment.”

"Y eah, code. Who wasit?' | asked her.

Sheignored me. "Y ou have broken the laws of the state of New
York. You are adangerous hooligan, and | will take you to court."

Helaughed. "Y egh, you'll sse mein court, dl right.”

Borachev was looking at her asif he'd never seen her before. "-P
lease, Galina. We have enough trouble.” She answered with one
gyllable of digmissal.



"What was she talking about?*

Jefferson showed many square teeth too perfect to bered. "She
told the cockroach that Borachev was about to betray them. Shetried
to ligtenin, and the gizmo didn't work."

Borachev reached into the open drawer and pulled out asmdll
button microphone. "Thisisyours, Gaina? | wasjust going to tell you
about it; | thought it was-"

"Y ou stay quiet. For your own good if not for... principles.”

"What do you know about Nicholas Foley?" | asked her. " About
the kidnapping of Foley'swife?'

"1 know nothing about anything." Shedidn't look a me, till glaring
at Borachev.

"Y ou're withholding evidence pertaining to cgpitd crimes.”

"I know dl about crimes in thiscountry. Y ou can't make metdk."

"She's only been with the firm for two weeks," Borachev said with
no irony. " She has some odd ideas about America”

"You have some odd ideas, Comrade Borachev."

"Which iswhy you were sent to replace me?' Shemade a
disgusted noise and stalked over to stare down at the East River, her
back to us. Borachev turned to me. "No matter what shethinks... | am
not going to be on your sde. | will be of whatever aid | can beinthe
crimina aspects of this, thismurder. But you cannot expect meto
betray my country. Not even to stay out of prison.”

“-Such apatriot,” she said venomoudly.

“-Such apan!"

"Jefferson,” | said, "do you have an FBI contact number?' He did.
"Have them come collect her. Our liaison on the Foley caseis Herb Stra
tton in Washington; have them check in with him." He escorted her to
the outer office and we sat back down.

"What | said wastrue. You can't turn me. | will alow you to

convince me that thisis serious enough for meto give you limited
cooperation.”



"Good," | said. "1 can't promise anything, but it could bethe
difference between jail and deportation.” | seemed to be offering that
choiceto alot of peoplelatdly.

"Wonderful. If I could only decide which would be better."

CHAPTER TEN-NICK

FASTING FOR TWO weeks, with cautious exercise, | managed
to reduce my beer belly to reasonable proportions. Working up to an
hour a day on the sun-lamp, | started to look less like a bookworm and
more like afarmer or sportsman.

| stayed in the Bangor-Portland area, changing motels every two
days. Both citieshad university libraries; | spent alot of timein each. A
little research. A lot of thinking. Or at least alot of worrying.

When | was young and philosophicd, | thought that | would be
ableto live ablamdesslife governed by Kant's Categorica Imperative:
Act asif the maxim of thy action were to become by thy will a
universal law of nature, on which every other person would act.
The agnostic's al-purpose do-unto-others; the eightfold path boiled
down to one hard step.

It doeswork well for mord and ethica problems of auniversa
nature: Should | take a chance on getting the girl in trouble? Should | go
off to war, hep my friend cheat on the exam, tell the bossthat Bob'sa
dacker, bring children into aworld of pain? Hard questions, but
everybody hasto answer them.

It's not so easy to apply the Imperative to asingularity: aproblem
that no other person has ever experienced and probably never will.
Y ou arethe Soviet premier and president; you have authorized missiles
to be sent to an dly nation being bullied by amutua enemy. The enemy
orders ablockade and implies that mere will be war if the missile bases
aren't dismantled. Nuclear war. But he's probably bluffing. What do
you do? How could you reasonably apply the Imperative? No other
person in theworld isin apostion to decide; it'smeaninglessto clam
that your decision would be "right” for someone ese. It hasto beright,
period. Y ou have to admit that you are specid and that for you there



areno rules only results.

So that isthe large problem, the "meta-problem,” which | have
been putting off for such along time, using this power essentialy a the
party-trick level. The party trick of serid murder.

| could become the most powerful person in theworld. Perhgpsin
the history of theworld. All I would have to do would beto talk myself
into proximity with one world leader after another and tell them what |
want done. Only Chinawould be beyond my grasp-and then only so
long as she kegps a premier who speaks no foreign language. Or until |
learn Chinese.

But | have no agendato save humanity, no righteous or even
Hfish itch for that kind of power. All | desireis quite the reverse:
immunity from power, from the powerful. An orderly, bookish sort of
existence, occasionally spiced. As| have had for most of my life. Now,
| suppose, that's no longer possible.

Perhaps the course most moraly defensible would be suicide. |
should destroy the watch and then myself. Any government thet learns
that watch's smple secret could, with radio and television broadcasts,
make its citizens do anything. Not only its citizens, anyone who comes
within earshot. (Would there be an underground of deaf persons? Of
peopleintentionaly made degf in the higher frequencies?) But suicideis
unthinkable to me and has been since | was old enough to understand
that some people do it, that many of my neighbors had doneit-which
was perhaps too young. It could be that extreme adversity dividesus
into two groups. those who are able to surrender to the shadow of
death and those who will hang on to life even when it promises nothing
but afew more days or minutes of pain. Perhapsthewill to survive and
survive regardless, once discovered, becomes areflex attitude that
permestes the rest of your life.

At any rate, having rejected the most sensible and smple coursg, |
am now embarked on arather Byzantine one. In both the Boston
Globe and the New York Times, this message has appeared in the
personds "NF-VF wantsto talk to you," followed by Boston and
New Y ork phone numbers. And so of course | 'm going to Washington.



But not right away. | have to assume that Vaerie will be safe 0
long asthey're fill looking for me, and my best chance for rescuing her
will beto bide my time until 1 know enough about the Situation to snesk
up, free her, and disappear before anyone really knows what's
happening. And do it dl without leaving tracks

My first impulse wasto go back to Boston and use the watch ona
phone-company person and find out what address corresponds to the
number in the paper. Then go rescue her, nonvidently if possble

A few times each waking hour, and sometimeswhile adeep, | wish
that | had donejust that. My nature isto move cautioudy, and having
charge of this machine makes metriply cautious. But in my own heart |
will never be free from the charge of cowardice. If my caution has cost
her life, | will die.

But the ones who put that ad in the papers won't smply be sitting
inaroom, waiting for the phone to ring. Not with my known
association with the CIA, and those two dead Bulgarians, assuming
they were found. | must assume that they have been. Therewill
certainly be guards outside, and dectronic surveillance. "Action at a
digance" isthekey.

This should have happened ten years ago; it would have been
easer to change my gppearance then. The scae says|'velost eeven
pounds, and indeed | look fairly trimif | keep my abdomen sucked in
likeadrill sergeant. If | relax, my chest fdlshdf ameter.

| bought a second belt and wear it under my shirt at navel leve
when | go out, to serve asareminder. It'stiring but seemsto work. It
will probably have a salutary effect on my digestion, when | start eating
regularly again.

With the help of the phenylalanine | could have starved for another
couple of weeks and will do so now that I've found another hiding
place. But running took energy, and | did have to run. Jacob, or
somebody, forced my hand. They might have caught me with subtlety.
Instead they tried force.

| woke up at dawn to a strange traffic sound. Looked out the
window and was surprised to see an army convoy.



Tdevison newssad that it was "maneuvers'- they just happened
to order haf of New England's Nationd Guard into a perimeter around
Bangor... while, "in an unreated story,” the FBI was searching Bangor
for amurderer on the fifteen-most-wanted "list. Have you seen this
man? The picture looked like a portly gentleman with glassesand a
Santa Claus beard. Not at all like me.

I remembered reading, though, that nobody gets on that list unless
the FBI is pretty confident that they'll be captured soon. So | moved,
asthey used to say, with a purpose.

| gathered up my few things and drove across town to amotel
where | hadn't stayed before. Loitered for awhile and men borrowed a
car from anew patron right after he checked in, suggesting that he
deep for at least twelve hours. | got past the roadblock by telling the
private | was his company commander. (He was taking a picture of
each person, but | asked that he skip me.) | drove toward the coast
and stopped at thefirst small arfield; took a puddle jumper to Boston
and shuttled Logan-LaGuardia-National. Caught the next Eastern flight
to Atlanta, then Miami, and by sundown | was just another tourist
grolling along the docks at Key West. Sdlty fresh-fish cucumber smell
and flowers| couldn't identify. Compared to the austere Maine winter,
ariot of sensation. Jugglers shouting and laughing, singing buskerswith
their hats out, acontortionist, people hawking carniva food and
tropical drinks. A girl on abicycle with a Styrofoam box, sdling
chocolate-chip cookies still warm from the oven. | had broken my fast
dightly with bitesfrom two damp arline sandwiches, which had made
mefed vagudy ill. One cookie avakened the hungry beastinme. | ate
four more before | got control of mysdif.

Vaerieand | had visted Key West for aconferencein thelate
seventies but hadn't seen any of the other Keys, being carlessand fairly
broke. Wed been especidly intrigued by a place called No Name
Key, about thirty milesaway. | asked around and found out mere was
nothing there but a fishing camp. That sounded good, and the name
was certainly right for aperson in my situation. | bought arod and redl
and some appropriate clothing, filled acooler with variousfruit juices,
and drove out there in a Rent-A-W reck.



Y ou couldn't see anything at night, and | was dead-tired anyhow
from running al day. But a dawn | knew I'd made the right choice.
December sun burning away early mist, stillness only broken by
jumping fish and the occasiond cries of odd wading birds. Even asmdll
adligator. A good place to drop another ten pounds, work on my tan,
read a dozen books.

Rest up for the assault.

CHAPTER ELEVEN-JACOB

HE MADE A mistake, fingerprints. But then we made abigger
one.

Actudly, heleft just one fingerprint. That was enough, with the
FBI's computers and organizationa power. Plus agood portion of
luck, which unfortunately didn't lagt.

First this young man showed up at Logan, fresh off aplanefrom
LasVegas, with afat roll of used twenties and no memory of the past
nine days. He reported astolen car, avan, and since the interviewing
officer's report mentioned the key word amnesia, the FBI computer's
"expert sysem" flagged it.

The van's engine surfaced in aparts store in Albany. With some
impromptu plea bargaining and perhaps muscle, the FBI tracked down
the boy who had stolen it. He led them to the van's body, which had
been repainted and was doing service ddlivering sheetrock. Most of the
ulterior had been stripped, but they went over every squareinch of it
anyhow. With an infrared laser they found afull set of printsfrom an
Albany woman who had aso recently suffered amnesia, evidently right
after her high school reunion inBangor, Maine. On her purse they
brought out one latent print from Nicholas Foley.

Jefferson and | found out about this some twelve hours after the
FBI had set its whedlsin motion. Wesather had closed the Bangor
arport; we got the first flight to Portland and drove the hundred- plus
milestoo fast for the conditions, to be caught in the largest traffic jamin
Bangor's history. Hundreds of military vehicles had thrown a cordon
around the town. It looked like the Normandy invasion with snow.



They had every road going out of Bangor blocked. They weren't
stopping cars going into town, but they might aswell have been, since
everyone sowed down to gawk. Jefferson turned our rented Dodge
Dart into an off-the-road vehicle, and we passed everybody on the far
right, chains digging up the red estate. A jeep full of MPs came after us
and atempted to cut us off, television style, which doesn't work ina
vacant lot. Jefferson steered afour-whed drift around them, laughing.
They cut us off again and then pulled guns. Jefferson dammed on the
brakes, jumped out, and stalked toward them holding hisidentification
out in front of him, like a priest warding off vampireswith acrucifix,
though with unpriestly language. The MPswerein theright, just
following orders, but he had more rank than dl of them put together, as
well ashigtrionic ability and decibels. Black Conan on angdl dust.

So we had a chastized escort to the lieutenant colond who wasin
charge of the operation. Jefferson wasdl deference with him, and hein
turn deferred to the mystery of my three Agency initids. With hishdlp,
we pieced together most of the story.

About haf of these people had been out on awinter field exercise.
At the request of the FBI, they mobilized the other two battalions, and
they al converged on Bangor. All the officer knew wasthat therewas a
dangerous murderer indde the city limits, trying to get out. He wasfull
of questions about the CIA involvement. | told him to keep it secret,
and he assured me hewould, but therewasagleam in hiseye. | was
going to be the bombshell he would drop at the officers' messtonight
after dinner.

We found my opposite number from the FBI, Donald Chang, at
an improvised communications center in the sherif f's dispatcher's office.
Hewas mortified about al the soldiers; it hadn't been hisidea. (We
never did find out who was responsible for the excess.) He had asked
for asmuch help as he could get from the state and locd police,
especidly of the SWAT variety, but somewhere dong the linehis
concern had been greetly amplified.

The FBI and police had dready checked every motel and rooming
house, with the predictable result that nobody could remember anyone
who looked like him ever checking in. Hell, 1'd been to Europe with



him, and | couldn't remember what he looked like!

We emptied dl of the bank cameras, and again the FBI's expert
systems cameto our aid. They pushed about amillion picturesthrough
an optical scanning device, and it returned forty-some pictures of
people who looked like Foley. One was him. We checked the bank
and found that he had cashed two thousand dollars worth of traveler's
checks, made out to Porfiry Petrovitch. That was the name of the
detectivein Crime and Punishment. Funny.

But afew pieceswerefaling into place. The teller's machine noted
that dl of the two thousand had been paid out in twenties. The boy
who'd lost the van and gained arall of twenties had complained that he
fet "terminaly tired." No wonder; we found that hed turnedina
subcompact renta car in Los Angelestwo days before he showed up
in Boston. So held driven coast-to-coast in seven days of snowy
westher, bent doublein a sardine can.

I'd been more than half afraid that we'd find atrail of bodies
leading to Foley-or leading to the last place he'd been. That he'd gone
to thiskind of trouble with the boy was agood sign. He could have just
told him to driveinto awall. Possibly those two Bulgarian agents had
done something to deserve their fate.

We did have atimetable. Foley got to Bangor the day after he
came back from Paris. That afternoon he went to the bank. The next
morning he rented the boy's subcompact; within the next twenty-four
hours he compelled the Albany woman to drive the van away and
abandonitin New Y ork. After that, he either stayed in Bangor or went
someplace else. Maybe Portland. Maybe Portland, Oregon. Maybe
Singapore.

The FBI was diligently dusting and laser-beaming every motel and
hotel room in Bangor. That'salot of rooms. Foley was evidently
careful about fingerprints. | wasn't sureit was worth the effort. They
would come up with a print and the clerk would remember having
rented the room to a six-foot-five Chinaman with an eyepatch and a

parrot.



CHAPTER TWELVE-NICK

| DIDN'T CATCH as many fish asthe other patrons staying at
No NameKey, sincel rarely used bait. | did row out every morning,
not toward the Gulf, where the serious fishing was, but inland. There
were quiet bayouswhere | could drift, reading, uninterrupted for hours.
Baking hi the sun and listening to my stomach growl.

How long to wait?1 didn't have to starve mysdf torail thinness. |
did want to hold off my next move long enough for theinitid enthusasm
of the CIA and KGB-and the FBI and whoever else wasinvolved -to
wear off; long enough for their energiesto diffuse. Christmas passed
by, and New Year's. | started eating again and stabilized my weight at
160. Thefigurein the mirror looked gaunt to me, especialy theface,
which probably meant it looked about average to other people. That
waswhat | wanted, of course. Clean-shaven with afringe of white hair,
| had little in common with my former appearance other than height.
Any picture they might dig up of mewithout a beard would be more
than a quarter century old. No doubt they did have computer programs
and artissswho could caculate or guesswhat | look like now, if they
made the right assumptions. What would Nicholas Foley ook like if
he dropped forty pounds and got a tan, et cetera? | wasn't worried.

After erasing the memory of my stay from the minds of the fishing-
camp landlord and the people who ran the 7-Eleven and the No Name
Bar and Grill, | returned the car to Key West and took a bus up to
Miami. Bought a complete wardrobe of quietly expensive businessman
uniforms, some new, some used; some well-worn "favorites' that were
amost shabby. Night flight to Washington, and by noon the next day |
was comfortably established in a Georgetown efficiency.

| spent dl of that day making up atentative past for the person |
was going to be. Solid academic career in languages, Seady industrid
consultant work; service in Koreagave mysdlf a Purple Heart and
dight disability, for federal employment preference -a Peace Corps
posting in the Sixties, extensve but ideologically safeforeign travel.
Publicationsin conservative and neoconservative journds aswell asthe
more technica linguistic outlets. Thinking of retiring from my academic
position if something more interesting presentsitsdlf. Likethe CIA.



To document the career, at least after afashion, | had tofind ared
person of gpproximately the right age and background, so that "1 would
exis in reference books. Nobody with acareer of any distinction can
stay out of Who's Who-type texts, at least the specidized ones. So |
riffled through the M odem Language A ssociation source book looking
for somebody who was close to my manufactured profile,

James Norwood filled the bill. Two years older than | was,
brought up in the East but now tenured at the University of Nebraska,
having been there since the early seventies. So | could wander the halls
of the campus without fear of running into Norwood's current lover. Or
Norwood himsdlf, though that was more easily taken care of.

It would be niceif the Sgnd generator worked over the phone.
Save meatrip to Lincol n, Nebraska, which is no garden spot in the
dead of winter.

| flew out on the red-eye to Chicago and met Norwood in his
office the next morning. It turned out- blesstenurel-that he taught only
one class, aweekly seminar, which was easily cancelled.

Hewasto tell peoplethat he was going to Washington for a
couple of weeks of "consultation'*-but confidein hiswife and one close
friend that it involved ahush-hush job interview. Then go someplace not
Washington and come back with a made-up story about not landing the
job.

He generoudy gave me copies of the two books he'd written on
Russian didects, which | read during the interminable wait at O'Hare,
and on theflight back. He writeswdll in Russian but hasatin ear for
English.

Of course | couldn't expect my substitution to stand up to the
rigorous security clearance anorma person would have to undergo
before getting ajob with the CIA. | was assuming that | could subvert
someonefairly low in the chain of command and have my gpplication
taken out of the norma sequence of checks. Have to be most careful;
assume hidden microphones everywhere. And cover my trackswhen |
leave. Jm Norwood? Oh, yeah, he went back to Lincoln acouple of
weeks ago. Thought | had his address here somewhere. ...



| didn't plan on staying long. Just long enough to find out whether it
wasthey or the KGB who had kidnapped Vderie, and perhaps find
out where she was being held. Then get on my white horse and charge.
Or perhaps sneak up and dip knockout gasinto the air conditioning.
Maybe someonein the CIA could tell me whereto get the SUff.

It was after midnight by thetime | had everything completely
mapped out. Couldn't deep. | went down by Seventh Street and
watched amugger in an dley dit hisown throat.

Then | could deep, no dreams.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN-VALERIE

THEY HELD ME for eighty-nine days before anyone said
anything to me, though my guards did understand English. Thefirst pair
spoke Russian to each other; the second, aman and awoman, never
talked a dl.

| was moved three times, drugged. The second movetook al day,
and | vaguely remember having been rolled into an airplane, so now |
could be anywhere in the country. | never see a newspaper, of course,
and there's no clue from the food, which either comes out of acan or
was excreted through the Golden Arches. (1 went on ahunger strikefor
acouple of days, demanding real food, but they just watched me,
setting out afresh hamburger every few hours,) | had fantasies about
bean curd and dfalfasprouts.

Six weeksinthislong, dark room, most of the tune handcuffed to
achair. | should have doneisometric exercises from the sart; now it's
too late. | couldn't make it to the bathroom without an arm to lean on.

One morning, the eghty-ninth, the woman cleaned up the cans
from breskfast and left me donefor a minute. That was acurious
sensation, being unattended, since | hadn't even been alowed to bathe
without an audience.

It was a strange room, with the proportions of abowling-aley
lane, long and narrow. Black walswith light only a my end, except
when the door at the other end was opened and dim light camein from
the corridor. That happened, and anew man camein.



He was short and chubby and dressed in adark, cheap suit that
was asizetoo smadl. A narrow tie many seasons out of date was
cinched up so tight that the fat of his neck rolled over hiscollar. He
looked like asmdl -town postmaster or some such minor sdf-important
bureaucrat, but he was conspicuoudy armed, a heavy pistol dragging
down hisright coat pocket.

There was one other chair at the smal dining room table. He
moved it three inches, so that it was directly acrossfrom me, brushed
off the seat with ahandkerchief, and carefully sat down. He planted
both elbows on the table and folded his hands under hischin. "l want
you to answer some questions,” he said with aBoston "awn-seh.™ | just
looked at him.

"We're having trouble locating your husband.”

"|sthat s0?' My voice sounded strange to me.

"He knows what number to call. Two numbers. Presumably he
knowsthat not caling placesyou in danger.”

That was somethi ng I'd had some time to think about. "Maybe not.
Maybe he assumesthat if he cdls, you'll make some threat concerning
me, and hell have to-*

"1 would be careful with these'maybes,™ the man said tetily,
mocking. "Maybe he assumes that you're dead. In which case you are
samply adrain on our resources, and arisk.”

"Whose resources?’

"Don't worry about that yet."

"l won't tell you athing unless| know who I'm talking to."

Hesmiled; smdl, pursed lips. "All right. If | say CI A, will you
believe me? Or KGB?Would you liketo see my Mafiaidentification
cad?'

"Very funny." | leaned forward. "But yes. My husband said he met
aClA man, who had a State Department 1D card. Let's see yours.”

"Come now. Anyone can have a card printed up.”

"That'sright. But you didn't.”

Helooked at me for along moment. "1 don't suppose it makes any



difference. Yes, like your hushand, | am aKGB agent.”
"Okay. Then answer the obvious question. Why are you"

"l may answer some questionsif I'm satisfied with your own
ansvers.”

"No, you fird."

"l havethegun." Suddenly therewasasmal pistal in hisleft hand.
Literally suddenly; no blur of motion, no noise. Just a sudden gun, and
not the one il bulging his pocket.

"How did you do that?'

“Trick of thetrade." He rubbed his hands together and it was
gone. "Y our husband'strade, | remind you."

"My husband was never involved in anything to do with guns. And
you can't make me-"

He rose hdfway out of his chair and dapped me on thelips, lightly,
but with that snakdike speed. Then he held hishand out in front of me.
Therewas asingle-edged razor palmed between thumb and finger. *
Think," he said. "Pretty lips." Then he dipped out of the chair and was
too quickly standing by the door. "Next time we will discuss your
hushand ... and hisguns.”

| felt the violating touch, dmost a caress, for some time afterward.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN-NICK

HOW DO YOU get ajob asaspy? The location of the Langley,
Virginia, heedquarters of the CIA isn't kept secret nowadays, but you
would fed conspicuous driving to the end of the long, deserted road
and asking the heavily armed guards for a job application. People
probably doiit. | thought I'd have better luck downtown on C Strest, at
the State Department Office of Intelligence and Research, Personnel
Section.

| took asenior clerk to lunch after convincing her | wasalong-lost
college chum. She wanted to eat in the cafeteriadownstairs, but |
ingsted on something fancier. The State Department might or might not
snoop on its employees while they were on home turf, but | was pretty



sure they wouldn't have any microphones hidden in a popular seafood
restaurant aten-dollar cab ride away.

It was along lunch and a productive one. She memorized the
various data to be entered into the personnd system and explained how
she could get around the hidden redundancy checks

She had been at the State Department for more than twenty-five
years. | "suggested” that she start the paperwork for retirement. Her
job wouldn't be worth a handful of shredded memos once they traced
my path back to her, asthey inevitably would. The whedls of the gods
grind dow, but they grind everybody.

Washington was all cold dush and grime, so | was just as happy to
have to stay home by the phone. Bought a bunch of books about the ClI
A. Thereading was as much diversion as preparation. There was no
point in planning ahead too carefully, snce my course of action would
be determined by what they knew about VVaerie. But the more | knew
about the Agency, the better | would be able to improvise.

| was surprised to hear from Langley the very next morning.
Indeed they did have an opening, a quite specific one, for someone
with my background. Would I cometalk with Richard Goldman a my
earliest convenience?

The cab driver was happy at the long fare and impressed by the
destination. | tried to be suitably offhand and mysterious.

I'd expected some sort of cloak-and-dagger business at the
guards pogt, but they just waved us through. | made ajoke about
Iranian terrorigts, and the driver laughed but looked around furtively.

That truck-bombing epidemic afew years back may have had
some effect on the way the plant was arranged. There were lots of
widdy spaced low white buildings with no numbers or other markings
gpparent; no one building seemed more important than any other. The
main road ended in acircl g whereabuilding wasidentified witha
discreet information/reception sign. | paid the cabbie and he drove off
very dowly.

| walked through an airport-style metal detector and identified
mysdlf to an unamiling receptionist. She handed me avistor's badge



and athree-by-five card with terse typed directions. "Don't get logt,”
shesad. "If you get lost, comeright back here." Sound advice.

Goldman's office was underground, as most of the plant evidently
was. Energy efficient. | took an eevator to Level C and walked down
four long corridors | eft-right-left-left to his room number. Goldman had
his door open, waiting for me.

He was a stocky, unkempt man with cowlicks and an easy smile.
The office was plain government-gray, unadorned except for a
reproduction of the old World War One poster "L oose Lips Sink
Ships" upon which was thumbtacked a picture of a person with loose
lipsindeed.

He sat me down with coffee, emptied ahdf-full ashtray, andlita
new cigarette off the butt of hisold one. "Wonderful coincidence, your
gpplication and clearance coming in just now. If | cantak you into
taking thejob."

"Theré's something wrong with it?'

"Jugt not very glamorous. Do you think espionageis glamorous?'

"l undergtand that it usudly isn't." Except for the odd Bulgarian
assassin or two.

"Listen to this." There was an ol d-fashioned German tape recorder
on hisdesk, obvioudy oncethetop of itsling, but now ared-to-red
dinosaur. He stabbed a button, and a man's voice, distorted and
blurred by noise, began spesking atruly weird brand of Russian. He let
it go for about twenty seconds and turned it off. ™Y ou see the problem.”

"Two problems. The bad recording | can't help you with. The
didect, | can. It'snorth Azerbaijanian. A rura accent, farmer.” | was
glad I'd refreshed my memory with Norwood's books, though of
course I'd heard plenty of Azerbaijanian Russian spoken the years|
wasin Rivertown.

"What's he talking about?"

“Let mehear it again." It wasfairly clear the second time. "It'sa
long-distance phone call; he'samost shouting. He's talking to someone
named Kahn or Con, maybe anickname for Constantine. They seemto
be friends. He saystheres an error in the projection figures for wheat



productionin his, Con's, district asregards somefive-year plan. The
figureistoo low, and he's asking Con whom he bribed. From the
inflection, though, he'sjoking. Maybe that's why it's so loud; he wants
the other people in the office to overhear. Some of that background
noise might belaughter.”

“That's marvdous. Y ou're exactly what we need. Do you like
doing thiskind of work?"
"Yes, indeed." Infact, | did.

"Well, welve got plenty of it, epecidly fromaround the Caucasus
there. They seem to be assigning people with heavy and obscure
accentsto do telephone work in some sensitive areas, just to screw us
up. Screws up thel r own operations, too, but-he laughed and threw up
hishands"they're Russians. What can you say?"

| looked at him through the steam of the coffeeand said in
Russian, "I think you likethem."

“| love them!" he said with ahappy, atrocious American accent.
“-I'm glad they're our enemies!" A reasonable sentiment, rather
Russian. | took the job.

Goldman gave me asmall office with an old word processor and a
briefcase full of three-inch tapesto translate. It was absorbing work,
entertaining the way crossword puzzles are, and for severd daysthat's
al | did. Then| started to cultivate asocia relationship with Goldman,
who was alondly man and gratef ul for friends.

It was a cold-blooded thing to do, but necessary. | didn't dare
give him any orders while we werein the office. In a succession of
restaurants and theeter |obbies, though, I set him up.

He'd been with the CIA for along time and knew peoplein dl
parts of the organization. Through his casud conversations with people,
| soon found out the main thing | wanted to know, which wasthat Valen
ewas being held by the KGB in some unknown place. Apparently, no
onein the Agency had noticed the adsin the Times or the Globe.

They knew more about my power than | thought they would. One

of the damned Bulgarianslived long enough to tell ahorror story. That
was the main reason they still had people chasing after Vaerie.



Thetrail was growing cold. Two agents from the Boston regiona
office, Jacob Bailey and someone el se, were following leads, but it had
been some time since they'd come up with anything. At least one
person on the case was sure Vaerie was long dead.

If shewas, alot of peoplewould pay.

Obvioudy, | had to go to the Boston office. Buit first there were
variousthings| had to do a Langley.

All those years of hacking with MIT's Athena system paid off. |
talked someone out of an A-Class clearance number and cautioudy
wormed my way into the CIA's murky computer system. | got to the
personnel file on me as Norwood and jazzed it completely, changing
my age and appearance, background, assgnments. | made up anew
character named A nson Rafferty, and gave him my appearance and
fingerprintsinstead, just in case | wanted to come back. Anson took a
little bit of research. He did some good work for the Agency way back
when and had glowing references from anumber of higher-ups, al of
whom happened to have since graduated to that Old Boy Network in
the sky, or the ground.

Not surprisingly, the system had alink to the FBI's data banks. |
made sure that both agencies had bogus fingerprint setsfor both me
and Vderie.

| was gartled, waking down acorridor one day, to run into
Vladimir Borachev. | followed him and made up a pretext for getting
him into conversation. | had the watch ready, but he didn't recognize
me. He dso spoke English with dmost no Russian accent, which |
suspect would surprise alot of hisagents.

From Goldman's sources | found out that Borachev was here
under protective custody, in the process of telling al in exchange for
immunity from prosecution. Once he waswrung dry, the CIA would
give him Canadian papers and a one-way ticket to Toronto.

Would they make me asimilar offer? | was not tempted to ask.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN--JACOB
| HAVE NEVER liked Chicago at dl, which isnot an unusua



prejudice for aBogtonian. Any city you can't walk acrossin a couple of
hoursistoo big. Plusit'stoo loud and smells bad and feel s dangerous
and the westher islike an dien planet's. The people drive like maniacs.
At least that's atouch of home.

Jefferson and | got to circle O'Harefor ninety minutes, bouncing
above ablizzard, while the ground crew cleaned up what was left of a
light plane that had comein Sdeways. Our own landing wastoo
exciting for my tagte. The plane dithering down the runway through
driven snow so thick you couldn't see any buildings. All for awild
goose chasg, it turned out.

The FBI had agreed to get in touch with usif its surveillance of
routine bank transactions turned up anything that involved Foley. They
were putting considerably more man-hours and computer time into the
case than they normally would even for large bank crimes, | suppose
because what Foley could do to aKGB agent he could presumably do
to onefromthe FBI.

Soif he couldn't res st cashing another "Porfiry Petrovitch' check,
bellswould ring from Washington to Los Angdles, and he wouldn't get
out the door of the bank. But he evidently had figured that out, and
kept his sense of humor restrained.

Wewound up diding down that runway because the same expert
system that had identified Foley in Maine tagged the picture of a
Chicago bank customer. Like Foley, he had cashed a number of
traveler's checks, so he seemed like agood prospect. Therewas a
day's delay, of course, since the bank pictures go on atape and the
tape hasto be fed through an "analog converter/modem interface" after
the bank closes. Then someonein Washington hasto look through al
the day's flagged images and decide which ones are interesting enough
to warrant action. Then he contacts the proper department, and they
contact the regiond office, and the regiona office wakes up a couple of
agents and sends them out to wake up some bank personnel.

At any rate, thisman "Daniel Wintrobe" was an absolute ringer for
Foley-white beard, paunch, rumpled but expensive clothes Thetdler,
suspicious about his appearance, had asked for a verifiable address, for
which he gave the name of a cheap but not too seedy South Side hotdl.



By teephonethey'd confirmed he was a guest, but when the agents
showed up the next day, dl they found was an irate manager. The guy
had stayed for aweek and then skipped out in the middle of the night.

The FBI cdled it "bank fraud and suspicion of homicide' and told
the Chicago paliceto find Wintrobe and put him under surveillance.
Whoever had find respongbility evidently decided it would be easiest
to kegp him under surveillanceingde aholding cell, adrunk tank. They
dightly tenderized him in the process of moving himthere.

Onelook and I knew hewasn't Foley. He was amiddle-aged
Skid Row denizen who belonged in some ingtitution other than jail. He
had avague, confused gentleness that might have been acoholic
burnout or the early onset of A lzheimer's disease; maybe both.
Sometimes he said he had found the clothes and checks, sometimes he
sad they were agift from his daughter.

Through American Expressthe police had earlier found thered
Danid Wintrobe, who lived in Oak Park. He cautioudy admitted that
the checks were probably his. He didn't know he had lost them. No, he
wouldn't press charges over the misappropriation of two hundred
dollars; just have the remaining checks sent back to him. At the office
address, please.

The desk sergeant's opinion was that the man was a " suburban
faggot who don't want hiswifeto find out” and that he was probably
rolled by a chicken-hawk. How thisineffectua old man wound up with
the checks and clothes, he couldn't explain. | suggested that maybe he
mugged the chickenhawk. The sergeant asked if that was ajoke.

We knew O'Hare would still be amadhouse, with dl the people
piling up from delayed flights. We probably could have flashed ID's and
muscled our way onto alate flight back to the East Coast, but Jef ferson
had a better idea. We split the cost of a bottle of decent Scotch and
got an overnight room at the Airport Hilton. Unfortunately for the
taxpayers, the only rooms |eft were suites.

Whilel was cdling the office, telling the answering machine where

we were, Jefferson took awedge-shaped lock out of his overnight bag
and jammed it under the door. He checked it with dl his consderable



srength, and it held. Then he let me escape long enough tofill up the
ice bucket.

It had been along day. | shucked jacket and tie and shoeswith
the speed of an undergraduate and poured us each adrink. It took
Jefferson longer to get comfortable. He hung up his jacket. Undung the
Ingram, rel eased its magazine, made sure there was no round in the
chamber. Hung it on the door. Shrugged out of the shoulder-holster
harness and hung it up. Unzipped the Kevlar vest and hung it up.
Carried the .44 over to the bed and set it on the nightstand, protecting
the room-service menu. Then he took abig swalow of Scotch and
loosened histie. Sitting ramrod-straight on the bed, he methodicaly
rolled hisdeeves up to mdforearm. Then hetipped the glassin my
direction. "Cheers." Hetook asip and lay back against the headboard,
not too Hiffly.

With any other man, it might have been atimefor the letting down
of hair, recalling of jokes and stories. There was something about
Jefferson'sthousand-yard stare that made it difficult to loosen up with
him.

Hedid get alittle reflective, though. "1 guess you know I've
worked with the Company before," he said, picking up the .44
Magnum.

| caled it the Agency, mysdf, but let that pass. "Well, you said you
were hurt in Nicaragua. | assume you didn't go there with the Salvation
Army."

"Actualy, that was abunch of civilians, Texans. | got aleave of
absence and went with them as an adviser.” He gected the cartridges
one at atime onto the bed beside him. "Caught hell when | got back,
too. No, it wasin Vietnam | worked for the CIA."

"Wet work?'
"Huh-uh. Prisoner escort. It wasn'tin my dosser.”

"l didn't get adossier as such. Just one page, telling what a
wonderful guy you were."

Hedid smile. He was polishing each cartridge with a handkerchief
and standing them up in alittle row next to the telephone. An odd thing



to do. "Maybe it was unofficia. Orders| got supposedly sent meto be
aide-de-camp for some colond, but | never got to meet him. All the
guys | worked for were civilian spooks.”

"Wonder why they didn't use Agency personnd. For prisoner
security, | mean.”

"Nobody ever said. Keep their hands clean, | guess. Told me
they'd asked for someone with alot of confirmed kills."

"Y ou killed prisoners? Like throwing them out of helicopters?”

"No, | never did that. | wasn't in helicopters much. Mostly Air
America DC-3's." He clicked the cylinder around, squinting at it. "'l
heard of it, of course; everybody heard of it. But nobody ever ordered
metodoit.

"Would you have doneit if they'd ordered you to?"

"Wouldn't you?'

| hesitated and tried to be honest. "I don't think | could. But then
I've never killed anybody ."

"Y eah, you don't know. Nobody knowstill it happens.” He did

the shels methodicaly back into the cylinder. "If it was adirect order,
I'd do it. Wouldn't much likeit, but I'd doiit."

"What if you knew he was innocent?"

“Innocent." He sighted down the barrdl a the TV set and tensed,
about to deliver the ultimate Nielson rating. " Orders are orders.
Besides, everybody's innocent. Enemy soldiers are just innocent jerks
who were too dumb to stay out of the army. Like most of us."

"Y et you dont mind killing them?"

He st the revolver down and smiled again. "It'saliving.”

The phonerang, and | picked it up. It was Harriet Leusner, our de
facto boss in the Foreign Resources Division, down at Langley. | got
the scrambler out of my shaving kit and managed to get it working, then
gave her anorreport. She expressed no surprise and passed on a
couple of tidbits of information.

| hung up and l&ft the scrambler in place for thetime being. "Any
news?" Jefferson asked.



"That ‘cockroach’ the woman was talking to, they've come up with
zilch. They have atap and trace on the phone a the trade mission, of
course, but the guy wastaking from apay phonein Port Authority."

"But she caled him, not the other way around.”
"Sometimes they use a series of pay phones, different onesfor
different times of day."

Jefferson nodded dowly. "Well, if this cockroach isableto hang
around bus gations all day, waiting for the phone to ring, he can't be no
hotshot spy, right? Just some sort of messenger, a go-between."

"l guess. Anyhow, it seemslike the day for funny code names...
does 'the Scalpd ' mean anything to you?'

"Yourethe spy."

"He's an agent from Department Eight, Directorate S. Do you
know what that-"

"Y eah. Assassination and sabotage. The ones who used to be
Department Thirteen.”

"That'sright. He's been in the country for afew days. He drove
across from Mexico, they found out, and then flew to Boston. Leusner
thinks the KGB might have imported him for the Foley thing."

"Hé'sredly bad?'

"l guess 0. Been at it over twenty years; trained alot of
Bulgarians, Libyans, Lebanese, and so on. Evidently he'sthe onewho
killed that Japanese ambassador last year. But Leusner sayshis
Specidty isgetting information. Torture. Bad newsfor the Foleys."

"He doesn't torture people with ascapd.”

"l don't know."

"Serioudy.” He made addlicate gesture. "Like you don't want a
fighting knife to be razor-sharp; guy doesn't even know he's been cut.
A scalpd wouldn't hurt enough for torture. Lots of blood and shock.
Guy you'e tryin' to get to talk, hed faint and then die.”

"But suppose you could scare him enough. Lop off afinger or
something.”



"Nan. Somebody did that to me, I'd know hewas goin' to kill me
sooner or later. | wouldn't give him shit. Wouldn't make any difference.

"Not everyone'slike you, Jefferson. 1'd probably start thinking
about the other nine fingers. Not to mention noses and ears and dicks
and soforth.”

"Y eah, and the Cavalry comin' over the hill. It don't happen,
Bailey. Sooner or later your luck runs out and that'sit. That'sal she
wrote."

"That'safunny thing for you to say. Y ou've got more livesthan a

He gtared into his glass, swirling theice around. "Still just amatter
of time. Sooner or later she comeshome.”

CHAPTER SIXTEEN-NICK

ITWASTRIVIALLY easy to give mysdf an assgnment to
Boston. Jacob Bailey wastold that | was a Soviet Affairs psychologist
from Langley who wanted to be briefed on the Foley case, to talk
informaly in hopes of cross-pollination; maybe open up anew
approach toward catching Foley or tracking down his captive wife.

| wanted to get afedling for the overdl operation there, since
someone was obvioudy playing both sides. That was clear from what
the Bulgarians revedled. | was sure it wasn't Jacob, since | had asked
him "under theinfluence’; likewise, | knew that he hadn't suspected
anyone at thet time.

Jacob and his bodyguard, Sergeant Jefferson, picked me up at the
arport and ingalled mein amodest hotdl next to the library downtown,
saying we'd get together in acouple of hoursfor dinner. They said
Tuesday would be better than today for meeting the staff; most of them
were gone on afour-day weekend, taking advantage of a package deal
at aNew Hampshire ski lodge. So | walked around the library for a
while, feding nogtagic, and returned to the hotel restaurant one minute
early. They werewaiting.

Jefferson turned out to be amore interesting man than one would



expect from his profession. Hed been to alot of the world and kept his
eyes open. Those eyes had a sadness and hardness that | could identify
with.

| had enjoyed Jacob's company in our previous incarnation, so
perhaps | can be forgiven alarge mistake. | excused mysdlf to go to the
men's room and thought nothing of it when he followed me.

Wewerethe only onesin thefacility. | was standing in avulnerable
position when | felt the cold circle of agun muzzle againgt the back of
my neck.

"l know that youre Foley," he said.

My heart stumbled, restarted. "Me? Foley?'

"Come on, don't be cute. Whatever you did to mein Paris, youre
not going to do here. At thisrange even | can't miss." Through the cool
metd | could fed him trembling.

“"Look ... let metake you to adoctor. The strai n+"

"It's not gonnawork, Foley. Y our own mother wouldn't recognize
you, but | do. Put your hands up, dowly."

"Let mezip up firs." Inthe process | turned on the watch. "Give
the pistol to me." He handed it over, a pearl-handled chrome-plated .25
-caliber Beretta Bantam; what we used to call a"ladies gun” in the bad
old sexist days. | gaveit back. "Put this away and don't ever point a
guna meagan." He dropped it in the side pocket of hisjacket. |
wondered whether Jefferson had noticed he was armed.

"Doyou usudly carry agun?'

"No, it staysin the desk drawer a home. | was afraid that you
would give metrouble.”

"|sthis conversation being recorded or monitored?”

"l don't think s0."

"How could you remember who | was?"'

"It was study, not memory. Theresalot less flesh on your face,
but your bone structure's the same. And your eyes, except for the
colored contacts. The contacts are pretty obviousif you'relooking for



"Have you discussed thiswith anyone?!

"No. It was my own little project. Besides, I'm afraid that my
section has been compromised.”

"Do you think anyone eseisfollowing your line of investigation?'

"l doubt it. It takesan artist!sindinct ... I've been an amateur artist
since grade schoal. In the past couple of months I've drawn and
painted dozens of pictures, trying to guess what you might look like
without the beard, or with atrimmed one. Studied hundreds of
photographs. Every picture Valerie kept in her scrgpbooks.”

"Are those photographsin your possession now, a home?"

"No. The FBI loaned them to us, we have file copiesthat | borrow
over the weekends."

"The paintings and drawings, arethey al a home?'

"Yes inafilefolder.”

"Tonight | want you to throw them al away. Forget you ever did
them... ingtead, you'll remember having spent the time waiching
televison. And you will never draw or paint apicture of me again."

"Okay."

"Y ou will forget that you ever suspected | was Foley. If anyone
€lse suspectsthat while I'm here, you will tell meimmediately. And not
let the other person know you've told me." He nodded. ™Y ou will
follow these commands without remembering that | gave them to you.
Y ou came to the men's room because you had to urinate. After | count
to three, you will usethe urina and then return to our table with me.

Y ou will remember nothing of our conversation. One... two..."

"Wait." He had a pained look.

v

“I-I'm confused. It'sasif... it'slike | have to do anything you say .

"Thet'sright.”

"But why?

"Three." Heturned to the urind and used it while | waited at the
door. Walking back to the table, he looked puzzled. "What's wrong?'



"l don't know. Fugue state, | guess. Like my brain put in the clutch
foraminute” Nervouslaugh. "This Foley business, | guess. It's getting
tome"

The next morning | showed up at the office at nine and met al the
staff asthey reported to work. One by one, | managed to get them
alone and ask, with the aid of the watch, whether they passed
information on to the KGB. Thethird, Roberta Bender, said yes. |
asked her to come up to my hotel room after work, giving her the
number of the extraroom I'd arranged for, in case| had to talk to
someonein private. | didn't think the CIA routinely bugged the rooms
of vigting firemen, but thiswas far from being aroutine case.

She knocked on the door promptly at 5:30. Shewasasingle
woman in her forties, figure well cared for, face handsome but hard
under too much well-applied makeup. | had avague sensethat I'd seen
her before, but wasn't sure where. She had probably picked up one of
my dead drops.

| installed her in the easy chair and found my notebook, then sat
on the bed across from her. "I'm going to ask you severa questions.

Y ou will give me detailed answers. When | say, 'Forget this,' youwill
go home, have some dinner, go to bed, and deep soundly. When you
get home, you will forget having met me." She nodded. | asked whether
she was being monitored, and she said no.

"Isyour KGB contact VIadimir Borachev?"

“No. I know him, of course, from the office and what Jake said
about their meeting. My contact isMr. Tarakan."

Mister Cockroach. "-Do you spesk Russan?'
“I didn't understand that. | don't speak Russian.”
"Do you meet with Tarakan regularly?"

"l go to the satue of Samue Eliot Morison, on Commonweslth,
every other Wednesday a noon. He is often there. We wak through
the Common and talk.”

"Why do you do it?"
"They pay methe sameasmy sdary, in cash.”



"Patriotism or love of communism doesn't enter into it?"

"No," shesad harshly. "It'sagame.”

"Do you know what's happened to Vaerie Foley?"

"She'sbeing hdd.”

"Where?'

"I don't know. Tarakan said she's not in Boston, anymore.”

"Isshedl right?'

"Thelast | heard, she was. But now there's this new man on her

"The Scdpd." Jefferson had told me about him.

"Hewantsto find Foley and send him one of her ears. That's
worked before. Then another ear and so forth.”

"They're that sure Foley wouldn't call the police?!

"They seemto be. I'm not."

"Why?"

"They're acting asif Foley isanorma person. But he obvioudy
isn't; hesamadman. There'sno way to tell what he might do. | think he

wants her dead. Otherwise he would have done something with
whatever that power of hisis."

That stopped mefor amoment. Could there be truth in that? |
changed the subject. "Do you have any ideawhy you report to Tarakan
rather than Borachev?"

"I think they knew years ago that Borachev was unreligble. It
certainly hasturned out to be the case. Maybe everyone working under
Borachev has a counterpart working with Tarakan. Hesimplied that."

“What has Tarakan said about Foley?

"He doesn't say much about anything. He listens. But, let me see,
he did say he expected Foley to return to Boston and that we would
know when that was, unlesshedrivesup ... and he doesn't have alicens
e. The FBI'swatching al the airports and so forth, and we have
someone pretty high up there.”

"All right. Will you be meeting Tarakan tomorrow?"



"If he comes."

| wastrying to remember what that arealooked like. "After you
meet him at the statue, do you go through the Public Garden on the
way to the Common?"'

"Yes, dways."
"I'll meet you mere. Y ou won't show any sign of recognizing me."

She nodded. "Forget this." She picked up her coat and left without a
word.

So it would be soon now. Timeto start carrying the gun again, or
guns. | ill had the small automatic I'd taken from the dope dedler the
night | left Boston, as well asthe modified nine-millimeter Browning I'd
bought in lowalong ago. | took the shoulder harness out of my luggage
and tightened up acouple of strgpsto makeit fit my new frame. It
looked disappointingly obvious with the new suit coats; 1'd long snce
gotten rid of the one that had been tailored to conced it. When the
gtores opened in the morning, | would find something.

The zippered fleece-lined jacket was bulky enough to hide two
pistols and apicnic ham besides, but it was alittle warm for the
unseasonably pleasant weather. 1'd gone to agun shop and talked the
owner out of abox of ammunition for the Browning and four spare
clips, which | had secreted in various pockets. | was ready to take on
all cockroaches and scalpels and whatever else.

Carrying the guns made me nervous. When 1'd carried one before,
it waslargely asymbolic gesture. Now | might actually have to shoot
someone. 1I'd been responsible for the deaths of many deserving
people, but had never pulled the trigger mysdif.

Sgueezed thetrigger. That was onething | knew about this
business: Make the first shot count, or you may not get a second one.
I'm not an Olympic-class marksman anymore, but | could il put a
bullet into someone's eye from across aroom. Right or |eft eye, take
your pick. Solong asmy nerves hold. I held out my hands and
regretted adight tremor.

It was hard to concentrate on the newspaper. Sitting on the park
bench fedling conspicuous, overdressed. Hundreds of people passing



by, al wondering whether | had a concealed weapon or smply afetish
for L. L. Beanclothing. Actualy, | supposeif anyone gave it athought,
that thought was "My, don't old geezers get cold easily.” Y ou wouldn't
cal meageezer if you knew what | had under my left armpit. Where
did that word come from anyway? One who geezes.

They findly showed up, Roberta Bender with a man much shorter
man she, dmost adwarf, skinny. They stood at the crosswalk,
obediently waiting for the light to change. | rolled the coat's deeve up
past the watch and turned it on. Maximum gain againgt the traffic noise.

For some reason | had not expected it to be easy. It wasn't going
to be. Thefirgt thing that went wrong was an unexpected wrinkle,
something that had never happened with the watch before. Asthey
passed me, | stood up and followed them into the Common. When
there was no one within earshot, | stepped between them. "Tarakan,” |
sad, "will you answer some questions for me?"

"All right,” hesaid.

"What?' Bender said. "Who isthisman? Don't tdl him anything!"

"All right," hesaid again.

"Shut up, Roberta. Don't say another word until I'm gone.” She
nodded. "Tarakan, what's your rea name?"'

"l cannot tell you anything.

"Y es, you can. She didn't know what she was saying. Y ou can
talk to me. What is your name?"

He looked from her to me and made a strangled noise. Absolute
ordersthat conflicted. | turned to Bender. "Tdll him to answer me." She
made asmilar strangled noise. With my careless syntax, | had
effectively slenced both of them!

Start over. "All right. Both of you forget everything that's
happened in the past Sixty seconds.”

They both gave alittle stagger. "Who are you?' Bender demanded.

"Afriend. Youwill both answer dl of my questions.” They
nodded. "Let'swak." | asked the cockroach what hisrea name was,
hesad Igor Meentev. | wrote it down.



"lgor, whereisVderie Foley being hdd?"
"Someplace in the Washington area. All | haveisaphone number .
"Giveittome”

"l don't have it memorized. It'sback at my apartment.” He gave
me the address, afairly deazy areanear Chinatown. We walked to a
cabstand, and | had us delivered to alocation afew blocksfrom Igor's
place.

It was agood areafor acockroach to livein. Trple-X thesters
and massage parlors. Sidewa ks more dept on than swept. Everywhere
the excrement of large dogs. One hoped.

He rented the second-floor loft of atenement that was otherwise
used only asawarehouse. We had to edge single-file through the
vestibule, which was stacked high with dusty boxes, and inch carefully
up the unlit stairs. The air was mildew and mold and damp concrete.

He unlocked the door to hisloft and fluorescent lights flicked into
momentarily blinding brilliance. The large room was nest and spare,
mostly empty space. Cot, chair, desk, filing cabinet clustered at one
end of athousand square feet of brown indoor-outdoor carpet. No
bookcase, radio, television; no real sense of habitation.

"It'sover here" Heled usto the desk, set down hisglasses, and
opened the drawer. He pulled a Colt Woodsman with ahomemade
slencer and pointed it at my face. "Who are you?"'

"Put that gun away,” | said.

“That won't work." Without looking away from me he touched his
glasses. "These glasses have abuilt-in hearing aid. 1t has been working
only intermittently today. | find that when | can hear clearly, | haveto
do what you say. That must be Foley's secret weapon. Y ou work for
him, don't you?'

"Yes, | do."

"Then you're just the one we've been waiting for. Roberta, come
here. There's some strapping tape in the bottom drawer. Tie him up.”

So | was not the only careless person in the room. When she
came up beside him, | said, "Take the gun! "-and she made a grab for



He got off one shot before she grasped the weapon. The report
was like acap pistol; the bullet whirred past my ear. Then two more
wild shots, one ricocheting crazily, while he struggled with the large
woman, and then | had the Browning out, one loud blast. The center of
his nose blossomed and his head rocked back, spraying brains. He
staggered sideways and fell across the desk with a horrible groan.
Robertawas screaming at the top of her lungs. | got agood sight
picture between her eyes but didn't shoot. " Shut up!” | yelled, twice.
The second time, she was inhaling and heard me. She quieted but
continued to pant and whimper, aring a the dying body asit rustled
and spilled. Shewastrying to cram her fist into her mouth.

| checked to make sure there were no blood spots on her clothing
and led her to the door. "When you go out of thisdoor, you will forget
everything that has happened since meeting Tarakan today. Y ou will go
home, cdl in sick, and deep for therest of the day.” | opened the door
and gently pushed her out.

Speed. There was an address book in the drawer from which held
taken the gun. | pocketed it and then dumped everything on the floor;
try to makeit look like aburglary. | took hiswallet and the sllenced
pistol. Wiped my fingerprints off drawer handles and ran out the door
and down the dark stairs, dmost breaking my neck on the last one.
Went down the musty hall to aback entrance and stepped out into an
aley. No srens. Not asound; no sign of life. Perhgps a single gunshot
was not that much of anovety here. Without hurrying, | walked to the
Washington Street T stop and took the subway back to my hotel.

That waswhen thereaction set in. | admost fainted in the devator.
| just managed to get inside the room, where | fell on the bed fully
clothed and shook for severd minutes.

Then | called Room Service and asked for adouble brandy.
Locked all the armamentsin the closet and took a quick
hot-cold-shower. | was just finished dressing when the drink came. |
tipped the boy more than the drink cost and, as soon as the door
closed, drank hdf of itinagulp. Then| sat to Sip at it and leaf through
the address book, on the off chance that he had been telling the truth.



He evidently was. There were no names, just initid s-but only one
number had the Washington area code, 202.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN-VALERIE

HE LET ME think about that razor blade and his prestidigitation
for two days. | received nothing but water for those two days and, with
the exception of bathroom bresks, was kept handcuffed to the chair the
wholetime. It did give metimeto think, though it was hard to think of
anything condructive.

| wondered who was taking my classes. Where Nick was. What
kind of winter it had been. Where the police were. How long they were
going to keep me dive. Where the FBI was. How my parentswere
taking it. Where the CIA was. Where Nick was.

And over and over, why did they want Nick so badly? He
obvioudy hadn't told me everything. Was that just spy-stuff secrecy, or
was it something o terrible he thought | couldn't handleit? Or couldn't
be trusted.

The woman who was watching meleft, and the fat man came
back, moving with the same weird, silent grace as before. Staring at
me. "What's your name?" | asked, to break the spell.

He sat down and smiled. "The CIA has been calling methe
Scalpd, which isfunny. I've never used ascdpd.”

"Judt that razor blade."

"No, that was anew one. Never used.” He set aheavy pistol on
thetable. "Do you know where this comes from?"

"Isit Nick's?"

"Y es. So let us have no foolishness about him not being involved
with guns.”

"But that's atarget pigtol, isn't it? He used to coach-"

"Yes, itisatarget pistol. It's aso the weapon of choice for most
assassinations performed by organized crime. They should know what
works best, don't you think?"

"Nick could never murder anybody.”



"We know differently. Y ou know differently .
"Yourewrong. I've know him since...”

He leaned across the table and d owly began unbuttoning my blous
e | shrank away, but the chair was bolted to the floor. "Y ou're going to
add sexud battery to kidnapping?' | asked.

"It would make no difference, would it? In terms of punishment.”
He undid the last button and spread the blouse open. | wasn't wearing
abra "But no, I'm not interested in youl... that way. Though |
compliment you on having kept your shape. Handbdl, isit?'

"Wes"

"And sdf -defense, your dossier says; one reason you're kept
handcuffed." He continued to ingpect me, with apouty kind of smile.
He had the lips of afat baby.

"So what's the point in undressng me? I'm beyond being
embarrassed. If you want to see my body, you can comein whilel'm
bathing. | certainly can't op you." Actualy, only thefemale guard had
been with mein the bathroom, and aways with eyes averted.

He produced a cigarette from thear and lit it carefully with a
wooden match. It was one of those thick French cigarettes with the
yellow paper. It smdled like compost burning. He squinted at me
through the risng fumes.

He moved the cigarette to the corner of his mouth by a sensua
rolling of thelips. "I aso know that your academic specidty isabnormal
psychology. Perhaps you can help me. With a persond problem.”

"Go ahead."

"Somethirty years ago, | was castrated.”

"My God. I'm sorry."

"Don't be. It was done with anesthesia”

"By the State”?"

"Inasense” hesaid, or perhaps"in essence.” He glanced around
for an ashtray and, finding none, gently rolled the ash of his cigarette

onto the tabletop. "It was an internal-security messure by the KGB,
perhaps not sanctioned by the Party. | agreed to the operation.”



"Rether than die.”

"That wastheimplication. Let me explain." He stood up and
walked a couple of paces away, and spoke with his back to me.

"When | was younger, | wasasadit. | mean that in the precise
clinical way: aperson who can only be sexually aroused by inflicting
pain on his partner .

My heart started to hammer. Could he be making thisup to scare
me?

"l grew up on afarm. My first sexua encounters werewith
animals. Once a sheep tried to get away fromme, and | killed it. The
blood was... exciting beyond expresson. | madeit apractice. Hurting
them, sometimesckilling them.

"When | was older, after Stdin, | sought out partners who did not
mind pain, or enjoyed it. Mot of them were other young men, though |
preferred women. Older women. | would have liked you." | was not

especidly grateful.

"| was accepted by the MGB, which was one of the KGB's
predecessors, and after a couple of years they posted me to Germany.
That was agodsend, since prostitutes there were often amenable to
sadism, and therewas no ... palitica problems. In Russal was often
afraid that one of my partnerswould exploit our relationshi p.

"After afew years, though, my superiors evidently got suspicious. |
hired a progtitute from my usua source. Asit turned out, shewas
actualy one of our agents from another city. She played the part with
enthusiasm. But once she had ample evidence of my prodlivities, she
revesaled who she was and ordered me to stop. It was bad timing on
her part. Asmuch out of anger asdesire, | killed her. Shewasthe only
onel ever killed. Of course | washt ableto cover it up.

"But for various reasons | was vauableto the NK'VD. So | was
alowed to be cadtrated as an experiment in... attitude adjustment.
What do you think of that?'

"l don't know what to think. | hopeit'safantasy youreusingin
order to scare-"

"No." He turned around and dowly exposed himsdlf: crotch as



featurdless asaplagtic doll's. Catheter and bag, no penis. Ashe
methodically redressed, he continued. "So | am no longer asadist inthe
strictest sense of the word. My only sexud activity isaperiodic shot of
testosterone, to prevent glandular imbaance.

"However, | find | do till take a sort of detached pleasurein
inflicting pain. And | know agreat dedl about people'sreactionsto
pain." Heleaned over the table toward me. The burning cigarette was
about afoot from my bare chest.

"If youretrying to frighten me," | said, "you've succeeded. I'll tell
you anything you want to know." The quaver in my voice was genuine.
"I'm no hero, heroine."

"That isaproblem.” He moved the cigarette closer; | could fed the
heet from its ember on my |eft breast. "People will tel you whatever
they think you want to hear. Rather than the truth."

The chair back creaked with the force of my retreat from the coal,
as he brought it to within an inch of the nipple. I closed my eyestight
and even so had to turn away. A crawling, tingling sensation raced up
and down my back; my guts churned. "I'm going to be sick,” | said
through clenched jaws.

"Not very. Y ou haven't eaten in two days." But he took the
cigarette away. | opened my eyes and saw him takealong drag on it
and then drop it and grind it out on the floor. He had a grotesque,
earnest expression.

"Do you understand?’ he said quietly. "I can cause you so much
pain that even after it stops, you will want to die rather than live with the
memory of it." He began to button up my blouse. "And | can withhold
death indefinitdy .*

He straightened my collar and touched my cheek with hiswarm,
dry hand. "I hope you can seethat it isan impersonal process. | ana
technician charged with extracting reliable information. What's at stake
isso important that whether you live or die, or whether | do, means
absolutely nothing. Y our happiness or agonies are meaningless. Do you
understand?

"What is a stake?"



He stabbed with athumbnail, not hard, at a pressure point under
my cheekbone. It caused an dectrifying spark of pai n, likethe dentist
touching anerve. "l asked whether you understood.”

"Yes. | do." What did | know about sadism that | could possibly
use as adefense? What could anybody know that would apply to this
man's bizarre case?

"It could be that everything isat stake. Y our husband isawild
card. He even has the CIA terified.”

"That soundsincredible.”

"The KGB isnot happy with him, either. While hewasin Paris, he
killed two agents assgned to interrogate him."

"They must have done something awful .

"Your loydty istouching. But asfar aswe can tell, they did nothing
out of the ordinary. Certainly nothing like what you are going through.*

"l see" | could go through rather lessand chearfully kill anyone
responsible.

"The way hekilled them is especidly interesting. One of them lived

long enough to describeit, and that's what hasthe CIA and the KGB
upset. It interests me, personally, very much.” He paused.

| didn't know what sort of response was expected, or safe.
"Because?'

"Because he didn't lay a hand on them. He said something to them.
Then they took along train ride, got off at the end of the line, walked
out into the country, and killed each other. Rather, one killed the other
and then shot himsdlf in the head. Now, don't you think that's
remarkable?’

"Uh, yes."

"Doesit remind you of anything?"

My mind was ablank. What was | supposed to say? Don't hurt
me?

"Comeon, now. It must remind you of something." Hewalked
around to stand behind me, out of sight. "What could it be?!



He put hisleft hand in my hair and wove hisfingersthrough it
tightly, bardy painful, immohbilizing my heed. " Something to do with
your husband."

"Jud that... he caused it, you said?"

He pinched behind my eartobe with histhumbnall and began
increasing pressure. "A process. The name of aprocess.”

"l can't think when you-"

"What do you cd | it," he said, suddenly increasing pressure with
both hands, "when you induce atrance in a person and tell him to do
something?"

"Hypnosis!" | cried through the blinding pain.

"Very good." He kept up the pressure for afew seconds and then
dowly let go. He walked back around and sat down. Took out a
Kleenex and dabbed at my tears. "Y ou see? Y ou can think whileI'm

hurting you. It's up to you to convince me that you think better when
I'm not. Do you understand?'

"l understand.”
"Tdl me about your husband and hypnotism.”

"But he couldn't have hypnotized those men and ordered them. ...
nobody coul d-"

"l know. Tell me anyhow. Everything."

That was along time ago. "One winter, before we were married,
he was very interested in it. We practiced on each other. | was a better
subject-"

"Or he was a better hypnotist?”

"That could be. We didn't think so at the time. Just that some
people are hard to hypnotize.*

"All right. Goon."

Suddenly amemory rushed in, and | tried hard to suppressit. It's
difficult to think about one thing and talk about another. "He wrote a
paper about it

"I'veread the paper. It doesn't seem particularly relevant.”



Thetime| started undressing. Don't think about it! He said
something to me don't and | started stripping don't think right therein
the [aboratory. "I don't, don't think he, uh, wrote any other papers.”

"Vderie" He reached over and patted my right hand. "I told you, |
dothisfor aliving. Y ou are withholding information.” He bent my little
finger back amost to the breaking point. "1 will bresk your finger. Then
| will bresk the next one, and the next."

"Please. No." Tearsdripping, trying not to scream.

He suddenly relaxed hisgrip. "l want you to think very hard over
the next twenty-four hours. Recall al that you can about your husband
and hypnotism. If | am satisfied with your testimony, your finger's....
stay unbroken.” ™

He stood up and walked toward the door. "If not, | will break one
finger each hour." At the door, he looked back down the long room at
me. "After ten hours, | will do more serious damage. The blade.”

He smiled and closed the door silently behind him. When had |
wet mysdf?

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN-JACOB
FOLEY MAY BE back in Boston. At least one of hisgunsis.

The police caled in the FBI when they came across some
suspicious-looking documents, investigating arather gruesome break-i
nmurder down by the Combat Zone. The papers turned out to be
computer ligingsfor some highly classfied Generd Dynamics software;
the aming system for anew antisatellite particle-beam weapon. So we
were broughtinonit.

The man was shot once in the head with anine-millimeter autometi
C. The picture of the scene of the crime reminded me of that unlucky

Bulgarian agent. | would like to go along time without seeing another
head wound.

Anyhow, the FBI retrieved the bullet from thewa | behind the
body and checked therifling onit. Put it through their computer and, as
too rarely happens, actudly did identify the wegpon. It belonged to



Nicholas Foley. (Twenty years ago Foley had the weapon "accuratized™
by aNebraska gunsmith, by mail. The gunsmith kept afile of sample
bullets from each customer and periodically sent them to the FBI.)

Of course, the KGB could have std en the wespon when they
broke in to kidnap Mrs. Foley. We know from a previous clandestine
search that Foley owned at least two pistols, a.22 target pistol and the
accuratized Browning, and they were both gone after the kidnapping.
Since Foley never went back to the gpartment, if he fill hasthe
Browning, then he would have had to carry it to Pariswith him. Or
gsashit at the airport. Either oneispossible, but | supposeit's about
equaly likely that the murder was an internad KOB affair. They may
have used Foley's pistal to confuse us-though in that case you would
think they would have l€eft it a the scene-or possibly just used it
becauseit was handy.

It wasn't asimple execution. The man had powder residue on his
right hand. He evidently had fired &t least three rounds from a..22,
which went in three different directions. Was he shooting at three
different assailants? Struggling? The police say that if he was struggling,
it wasn't with the person who shot him. From the angle of fire and the
position of the spent cartridge case, they can tdll that the lant was
about eight feet away.

Soit's possible that Foley has an accomplice, or several. It could
be anybody, and it could be atemporary arrangement. Evidently he can
walk up to anybody and say, "Pardon me, but would you mind helping
me murder aRussian spy?' and have them pull the trigger and then
forget about it afterward.

Therewas no red witness, unfortunately. An anonymous caller
gave the address and said she had heard ashot. That's more
cooperation than the police normally expect in the Zone.

Anyhow, were assuming that Foley isin Boston. The police and
FBI areweaving apreity tight net. Maybethistime.

CHAPTER NINETEEN-NICK
I WAS OUT of Boston before the cockroach's body was col d.



Packed my small suitcase and in ahaf hour was @ the Sation, waiting
for thefirg train south. With the watch turned up high, | called Jacob's
office and talked to each person, fixing. On thetrain, sat in the bar car
and drank too much warm Budweiser. When | got back to my
Georgetown apartment, | collapsed and dept for twelve hours.

The telephone number in his address book was unlisted, but |
didn't have any trouble getting the addressfrom MaBdll. A suiteinthe
Watergate Hotel, probably not where Valerie was being held. At nine
o'clock | called the suite and told the person who answered, in Russian,
that | was from Moscow, an associate of Tarakan's, and would meet
him in one hour on the steps of the JFK Center. He asked if something
waswrong, and | said, "Da."

He was a nervous young man, constantly fingering thered rosein
hislapd. I'd asked him to wear aflower for identification. After
watching him for awhile, to see whether his glance or posture would
betray knowledge of athird person's presence, | finally walked up to
him and shook hands.

"Let'sgo down to theriver," | suggested before he could suggest
otherwise. We waked out and crossed the street. The fleece-lined
jacket was acomfort, not just because of the armament it concealed.
The temperature had started dropping at ten o'clock; there was blizzard
intheair. Thewind off the Potomac wasvicious | turned the watch's
ganupal theway.

"After you caled, | tried to reach Tarakan," the young man said.
"He wasnt a the proper number.”

"Therestrouble. | went to see him yesterday, and there were
police cars everywhere. | thought it would be well to leave Boston for a
while."

"Probably wise. We can get a Globe at the hotel newsstand and
seewhat it says."

We got to the edge of the water and turned to walk with our
backsto the wind. "How was Tarakan involved with this Foley thing?

"He just gtarted about two weeks ago. He was the one who
suggested we bring in gospodi n Shilkov." The Scapel. He shivered,



not from the cold. "He more than suggested it "

"Y ou don't approve of Shilkov?'

"l can't evenlook at him, hiseyes. Knowing what | know."

"Whichis?'

"He can't wait to torture her. Torture her and then kill her. That's
theway heis, the monger.”

"Hashe-"

"-We don't haveto do thid" the man continued, in Russan, with
emotion. "It just brings usdown to their level! Beneath ther leve!
Murder and kidnapping, torture. We should have exposed everything

about the Bulgarian incident and compelled the Americansto explainiit.
Imagine the embarrassment to-"

"Has he hurt her?"

"Not yet, not that I've heard. He's supposed to exhaust al normal
techniques of interrogation firgt .

"Where are they?'

"An unused factory building in Cabin John, Maryland.” Just across
theriver from Langley! "It'sright at the township limits, Two hundred
North Carroll Drive"

"How many arethere?"

"It varies. Always at least three guards, one with her and two
outsde. And Shilkov, | think hel's staying there.”

"Doyou haveacar?'
IIYSIII

"Takemethere, now." | wasn't thinking clearly. | should have
asked one more question.

Snow had started to fal by the time we got his car out of the lot
and pointed in the right direction. We'd be going within afew blocks of
my apartment, and | was tempted to stop by and pick up the second
gun. But | decided that it would be better to arrive afew minutes
earlier, especidly if the snow got worse. If one gun didn't do thetrick,
then two probably wouldn't be any better.



Before we were out of Georgetown, the snow wasfaling and
blowing so hard that | could barely seethe car in front of us Thedriver
hunched over the whed and gave short answersto my questions.

"How long has Mrs. Foley been here?!
"Month."

"Where was she before that?*

"Bogton, | guess.”

"They didnt tdl you?"

"No."

"What isyour job in connection with her?
"Guard, sometimes. Shopping.”

"Areyou amed?'

"No. Gun's & the place, thefactory.”
"Where a the factory?' Just in case.
"Table in the prisoner'sroom. By the door."
"What keeps the prisoner from taking it?"

" She can't go anywhere. Handcuffed to a chair that's bolted to the
floor."

"Arethere other wegpons?'
"Probably."
"Elaborate on that, please.”

"Shilkov dways has agun. And theres alocked closet. Shilkov
has the key. He said we didn't need to know what wasin it."

Wedrove donginslencefor afew minutes. "I don't understand,”
he sad, "why | haveto answer dl your questions. Why I'm driving you
out here through the snow."

"Don't worry about it."

"All right." But amilelater, he perssted. "I've seen pictures of Fol
ey. You aren't him, areyou? In disguise?’

"No. | work for him." Might aswell plant some misdirection. "I'm
aprivate detective he hired in Bogton. | haven't seen himin over a



month. Hope he'sill dive.”

"He hired you to find Mrs. Foley?'

"That'sright. Half the money up front, haf if | ddiver her." He
nodded. "Do you fed sorry for her?!

"Yes, of course”

"Elaborate.”

"They say sheé'snot one of us, an innocent bystander. If she hasto
dieinthiswar, | wish it could be without torment.”

"What war do you fed you arefighting? What aims?"

He thought for amoment. "Firg, to contain A merican imperidism
and militarism. Second, to encourage the growth of humane Communist
leadership in contested parts of the world. Thetwo are related, of
course.”

Not so different from what | would have said at hisage. | suddenly
felt old and tired. "Look. | have a secret word for you."

"YS?'

"When | say theword kumquat, | want you to do everything in
your power to subdue Shilkov. Evenif you havetokill him."

He nodded dowly. "I think | can do that."

We drove the rest of the way to Cabin John in silence. North Carr
oll Road turned out to be little more than abulldozed strip of frozen
mud, and number 200 was the only building onit. It was ahdf-finished
factory building, evidently a project that had run out of money. We
parked in front and got out. There were no other buildingsin sight, and
to therear of the factory apublic dump supplied an interesting odor.

We opened the door and there were two men with two guns. No
chance. The short fat onelaughed, said "Kumaquat,” and fired ashot
from alarge pistol. The driver screamed, and asecond shot cut off the
scream. At the sametime, before | could even reach inside my coat,
the other man, kneding with arifle, shot mein the chest.

CHAPTER TWENTY-VALERIE



| THOUGHT THISwas going to beit for sure. The door banged
open, and the Scape strodein with abright smile, bright eyes. Looking
forward to something, presumably hurting me. All hedid, though, was
unlock the handcuffs, dide me onto the floor, and then resttach the
cuffsto thechair leg. | found my voice. "What's happening?"

Helaughed his one-syllable laugh. "Company coming. A
gentleman your husband hired.” He went back into the anteroom, and |
overheard him arguing with a couple of the guards. They went outside,
and | heard acar drive away. So | was left with just the Scalpel and his
little buddy, Sam. Sam wasthe only American there, and | think he
wanted to grow up to be like the Scalpel. When he stood guard over
me, it waswith awistful smile and bad thoughts radiating.

Thetwo of them left me done. After afew minutesacar pulled up
outside, one | hadn't heard before. The outside door opened, and the
Scalpd said something | didn't understand. Then there were two loud
gunshots, with a scream in between.

They came back in carrying alimp body between them, aman
with apillowcase pulled over his head.

They did thetable asde, heaved him onto my chair, and handcuffe
d himto thearmrests-and then | realized it was Nick! He must have
lost seventy pounds. But he gill wore the wedding ring | gave him, and
the fancy Italian shoes held trested himsdlf to last birthday.

"Now take your place with therifle, Sam." The Scalpd rummaged
through the table drawer and brought out a hypodermic needle. He
inspected it, squirted out asmall amount of clear fluid. Sam disappeare
d, then returned to the other end of the room with a strange-looking
rifle, and seated himsdlf in achair. The Scalpel rolled up Nick's coat
deeveand gave him aninjectionin thewrig.

After amoment Nick shifted hisweight, sitting forward, and shook
his head under the pillowcase.

"Listen carefully,” the Scalpd said. ™Y ou were shot with a
tranquilizing dart, apowerful drug that puts a person to deep amost
ingtantly. I've given you an antidote. Therifleman who shot you isinthis
room, but far out of your reach. If you do anything suspicious, you will



be shot again. | don't think that would be good for your health. Do you
understand?'

He cleared histhroat and swallowed. "I understand.” It wasn't
Nick'svoiceat al.

"The agent you captured was wearing avery senstive microphone;
we could hear your very breath. We know exactly who you are and
why you've come. Firgt, whereis Foley?"

"] don't know. He was going to contact me in Boston, next week."
| pinned it down then. Nick always had atdent for mimicry; hewas
using thevoiceof Larry Martino, his department head. "He didn't tell
meanythingds"

"l don't believe that. Second, what isthe origin of this power you
and he can use?'

"A drug. Foley told me the name; | can't pronounceit. Or
remember it, actualy. Poly something. Maybe he ordered me not to be
ableto remember the name."

"l don't believe that, either. Do you have any of the drug with you?”

"No, | used it dl on the man from Watergate."

"How did you get him to swalow it?"

"l didn't. It'san aerosol.”

"So many things| don't believe. We're going to start over. Try to
visudize this. The woman you were sent to rescue is handcuffed to the
char youredtting in. I have arazor bladein my hand. The next timel
don't believe an answer, | will dash her face. Whereis Foley?'

"He'sbluffing,” | said desperately. He knedled down and pinned
my shoulder with his crushing left-hand grip and waved the blade inches
over my face. | gasped.

"Don't harm her!" Nick said in hisredl voice, thick with emaotion.
The Scalpel eased back and looked at the razor blade with a strange
expresson.

"Sothat'sdl... youjust... Sam"

"Get between me and therifleman,” Nick said quickly, too quietly
for Sam to hear. The Scalpd did as he said. "Now take the razor and



dash your own wrist." He did, and stared opermouthed at the rush of
blood.

"What's going on there, Misha?" Sam said. "I can't-"

"Drop the razor and shoot the rifleman. Kill him." The Scalpel
jerked apigtol out of his pocket and spun around. A dart hit himinthe
shoulder, and at the sametime hefired two fast, loud shots. Sam flung

therifle away, and his chair tipped over. "Vderie, say cdm.” The
involuntary scream that was gathering disappeared.

"Now givethe gun to Vaderie and then pick up the razor and cut
your own throat. Y ou bastard.” But he was beyond obeying, staggering
from the drug. He dropped the gun and fell on top of it.

"Hegot hit by adart,” | said, "I guessyou won't get anything more
out of him."

"Can you reach thegun?"

"No; itsundernegth him."

"Damn. What about the rifleman?*

" think he's dead. HE's not moving.”

"Okay." He thought for amoment. "Can you stand up far enough
to use your teeth to get this thing off my head?"

"I'll try." He leaned over asfar ashe could, and | was ableto dide
the pillowcase off. "What..." At firg | didn't recognize him;
clean-shaven, gaunt, suntanned. "No wonder they thought you were
someonedse”

"Overhearing helped. The car must have been bugged.” He made
afamiliar head gesture, and we kissed. It felt srange. Then he sudied
the Scalpd's body. "He must have keys. Let me see.” He stretched as
far ashe could, but his toe stopped afew inches short. " Seeif you can
reach him. If we could get the pigtol..."

| could just get atoe under hiship. But | couldn't budge his heavy
body. "I'm too week," | said, tears starting. "I've been gitting in that
chair forever-"

"Ligten. You can doit. Use your toe and flip him over." Incredibly,
| did. Hisleft arm, flopping, trailed an arc of bright-red drops. My calf



immediately seized up with acramp, and | cried out.

"Sorry, dear. Ignore the pain.” It went away. "Now dide the pistol
over to where you can pick it up.” | did. "Now shoot away the chahon
thisright handcuff. Aim down the room and ook away when pull the
trigger. Good." The shot made my ears and intensfied the smell of
gunsmoke. | looked back, and it had worked, after afashion. Nick
was grimacing, holding hiswrist againg his chest. The side of hishand
was bleeding. "Chain bounced up,” he said. "L et me havethegun." He
pulled the other chain tight, told meto look away, and blasted it. Then
he jumped out of the chair and knelt by the Scalpel. He put the pistol to
the man's head.

"Pleasedon't,” | said weekly. "Enough isenough.”

"Hemay live"

"Please”

"All right." He went through the Scalpel's pockets and came up
with another pistal, which he tucked into his shoulder holster, and aring
of keys. He unlocked me and then | undid the shot-off vestiges of his'!
cuffs

"| thought there were two other guards," he said.

"| guessthe Scd pel sent them away. They had an argument, in
Russian, and then | heard acar leave.”

"Just as soon be gone before they get back.” He looked through
the keys and held out one with aV olkswagen symbal. "Thismugt
belong to the Rabbit out front. Y ou up to driving through the snow?"

“Nicky, | couldn't drive acrossaparking lot. | can't even hold my
amsup." | demongtrated. "Can you do therest of meliketheleg?’

"Don' like to overdo it. Sooner or later you pay for it." He
chewed on analil. "Wed better, though. Y ou've got so much more
experience driving." He closed his eyes and took a deep breath.
"Ligten: Y ou're plenty strong enough to drive and to walk unassisted.
When we st down on the airplane, you'll fal adeep and your body will
recuperate.” He opened his eyes and looked at me expectantly.

| tried to lift my arms again; the muscleswere il water. "1 don't



know. Doesn't fed any different.”

"That's funny.” Helooked at hiswatch. "Oh no. Oh shit. The
handcuff, the chain, mugt’ve..." He held hiswrist out to me. So his
watch was broken, big deal.

A car door dammed outside.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE-NICK

| CHECKED THE clip in the Browning and worked around into
the chamber. "Stay here," | said to Vaerie and then redized that she
probably couldn't walk without help. | was moving sowly, too,
because of the drugs, and fedling dizzy and nauseated. | got to the
anteroom just asthe door to the outside was opening and held the
pistal in ashaky two-handed "combat™ grip. A woman stepped through
the door, quietly talking to aman close behind her.

"Freezel" | shouted, and added in Russian, "-Comeforward
dowly with your hands high." Neither of them tried anything aggressive.
They stared at the carnage for amoment and obeyed.

The Watergate man had been hit in the chest and the heed, leaving
acolorful mess on the white door. They had to step over himand into a
pool of blood. They walked into the long room and stopped. The
rifleman had been shot twice in the chest; apurple stain of blood the
sze of a bedsheet spread down toward adrain in thefloor. It seemed
like more than one person's worth of blood. "-Y our Mishadid dl this,"
| said.

"-Our Misha," thewoman said. "-Misha belongs only to himsdf.
And hiswork." Misha, or Shilkov, or the Scalpd, was ill adding his
own contribution of blood to the gruesome scene, now adow trickle.
“-Heisdead?'

"] don't think so, not yet. We can hope." | motioned them toward
the chair.

"-Y ou are Foley's detective?' she asked.

“-That's correct.”

“-Tdl himthat most of usregret these ... developments. Thewrong



people were empowered to make decisions, we think, and once
implemented, they could not be undone.”

"Thesetwo aredl right," Vaerie said. "Please don't hurt them.
" Jpasho," theman sad. "Thank you."

“-Take off your coats and empty your pockets onto the table." Be
dlly to handcuff them if they could just pull out keys "-Now St on
ether Sdeof thechair.” | kept them covered while Vaerie joined them
wrigt-to-wrigt through the chair'slegs.

| had to help Vaerieto her feet. | draped the woman's coat
around her and haf-carried her out to the car. The sight of the
anteroom gave her aminute of dry heaves.

Shelooked around at the swirling snow and the strange landscape.
"IsthisBogton?"

| told her where we were. " Strangely enough, I've been within a
few miles of herefor amonth, trying to track you down. Working with
the CIA acrosstheriver."

"Y ou've come over to their Sde, then? Our side.”

"No, it'snot like that. They thought | was someoneese” | helped
her into the car. "1 infiltrated, to find out whether it wasthem or the
KGB who had kidnapped you."

"The CIA kidnaps people?’

"God knows." | went around to the driver'ssdeand got in. The
car started with difficulty and stalled as soon as | let out the clutch. |
started to pump the accelerator.

"Don't flood it, Nicky. We don't want to spend all day here.” |
followed her directions, got it going, and dithered away.

Our liveswere probably in as much danger from my driving as
they had been from the Scalpel's razor blade. The road crews hadn't
come out thisfar, and although the rear-engined car was able to keep
moving through the mess it fishtailed congtantly, and three timesit
turned completely around in dow, lazy cirdes Thethird time ended
with abone-rattling collison, crashing my sde againgt an abandoned
car. It did alot of damage to the other one. | Ieft the scene of the



accident rather than face atraffic cop with no license, no regigtration,
and various peoplée's fresh blood spattered al over my clothes

It got alittle easier once we crossed the Didtrict Line. Salt and
sand on theroads. A lot of snarled traffic, though; it took over an hour
to get to Georgetown. | double-parked in front of my apartment. Since
my door wouldn't open, Valene had to get out by herself, which was
painful for both of usand excruciatingly dow. | got her into the
gpartment and onto the couch, then went out and parked the car in the
closest illega space | could find. I hadn't thought to change clothesand
didn't want to bein public any longer than necessary, looking like an
assassin in need of dry deaning.

We couldn't stay in the gpartment for very long either, of course.
Just gather resources and make plans. | put out some sardines and
crackers, Vderiefinished thewhole plate while | wasfixing tea. We
switched to peanut butter, which nearly exhausted the supply. (Vderie
was surprised there was o little, Snce I'm afanatic cook at home. But
I'd found out that with no one else to cook for, | either ate out or just
grabbed ahandful of something.)

I'd fortunately stashed away awad of twenties, emergency money.
It cameto four hundred dollars, and | had about fifty in my wallet. That
would get us pretty far away. | cursed my stupidity at not gathering the
money of the dead men and captives-but then | was used to Smply
asking peopleto hand over their wallets,

| left Vaerieto look over the travel section of the paper 1'd bought
on the train down, to find out how far we could get for the least money,
while| went into the bedroom to pack a suitcase. It was mostly a
matter of indiscriminately emptying out the closet and drawers, sncel
had come here with one large suitcase of clothes and hadn't added
much. | wrapped both pistols and their ammunition in the lead film bag
and set them in the middle of the nondescript suitcase. They sometimes
would conduct spot-check X-ray ingpections of luggage that's checked
through, 1'd been told.

Theteaand food had given Vderie some color. Shewas Sitting up
sraight, studying the paper. "So where will it be?' | asked her.



She folded the paper and set it beside her. "First explain to me
why we don't just go acrosstheriver. Go to the CIA with everything.
Takethem to that place while the blood's till fresh.”

"It doesn't work like that. Just because the KGB are bad guys
doesn't mean the CIA are good guys.”

"Torture, Nicky! Bloody murder. The CIA doesn't do that
routindy."

"Neither do...doesthe KGB. Routindly. But there's something
going on here that's even more important. More dangerous.”

"Y our power. That watch."

| shushed her. "Once we're someplace where | know we can't
possibly be bugged, I'll tell you everything.”

She tossed the newspaper onto the coffee table. "Miami, then.
Two-week specid; it'd cost us moreto fly to Boston. | assume we
want to befar away from there."

"That's right. They have awhole team on the lookout there.”
She stretched and made aface. "God, | hate Florida."

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO-JACOB

FOLEY WASRIGHT here. Hewasin this office. Jefferson and |
took him to dinner. How can we fight someone like this?

Roberta Bender wasthe key. | mentioned the guy from Langley,
James Norwood, and she drew acomplete blank. | knew shed met
him; the only time she hadn't been in the office during hisvist wasthe
half-day sick leave shetook the day after he supposedly left. She
couldn't remember anything that happened between leaving for lunch
and calling in sick, agap of acouple of hours. So she was probably
with him and was told to forget. Did she witness the murder?

| asked that she volunteer for deep hypnosis, with drugs, to try to
recapture as much as possible. She agreed, but wanted to rest up for a
while, snce besdes being under the weather from flu, she fill felt
rattled and apprehensive over having been so eerily manipulated and
was in no hurry to duplicate the experience.



After three days of not hearing from her, we went to her gpartment
and brokein. I'd half-expected to find her body, the result of an
injunction to commit suicide rather than betray Foley. Instead we found
an gpartment that was more than empty: It looked asif no one had ever
lived there. A sdlesman's modd.

We brought in the FBI, and they confirmed that the place had
been "cleaned" by experts. Not afingerprint, not ahair. No human skin
had ever touched the sheets or pillowcases

They said it was unlikely that one person without specid
equipment and training could have done so thorough ajob. They
suggested that if we really wanted to get in touch with Roberta Bender,
we should inquire through the Soviet embassy.

So we have to assume that everything we know about Foley, the K
GB knows aswell. Pluswhatever theyve managed to extract from Mrs
Foley.

| gathered Al the saff into the meeting room, and we compared
notes. It wasn't very helpful. We dl agreed he had |ooked exactly like
Robert Redford, and that was about al anybody remembered.

| cdled Langley and talked to his section chief, who also recdled
that he looked exactly like Robert Redford. Of course they had a
photograph on file; he would call Personnel and have them send a copy
to us. Then he cdled back afew minutes later to say that the
photograph was missing from their records. Somehow that didn't
urpriseme.

| called the Society for Ethical Hypnotism and got the name of the
best forensic hypnotist in New England, Laura Wentworth. We pushed
through a Secret clearance for her and told her enough so that she
could appreciate the need for absolute silence on the matter. Then she
put me into a hypnotic state and interrogated me.

Shesaid | wasagood subject; | could recal events of the past
days and months with remarkable accuracy and completeness. But
when it cameto Nicholas Foley, a. k.a. James Norwood, we got
nowhere.

Wewent through the same questions while my hypnotic state was



deepened with drugs, and the answers were essentialy the same, if
harder to understand. About al | could remember was that we had had
dinner together, the conversation being mostly small talk about Boston,
and he stayed in the office the next day studying the Foley filesand
taking with the gaff. And he looked just like Robert Redford.

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE-VALERIE

NICK WANTED TO drive usto the airport, because it would
take forever to get acab. If we waited too long, the place would be
bristling with armed spies of every stripe. | vetoed him. We hadn't gone
through dl that just to diein apileup in Washington traffic. Besides, all
the really dangerous spies were incapacitated-handcuffed or
unconscious or dead. The cab only took twenty minutesto get to us,
anyhow.

At National, Nick managed to find me a skycap with awhedchair,
and we got aboard the plane without incident. He was doubly nervous
inthe airport for not being able to reach his guns, but he relaxed once
the plane started moving. | couldn't. | dternated between fitful deep
and nauseated wakefulness al the way. Somehow | managed to keep
down the sardines he had fed me and even ate the inside out of a
ghastly Eastern Airlines mystery-meat sandwich. Hunger isthe best sauc
e

Themain trick wasto try not to think about the recent past. House
plans and decorating idess, course outlines and old erotic fantases-a
nything but that evil man and his handcuffs and razor blade, the congtant
pain and weariness and anxiety, the sudden explosions of blood and...
think about anything else. | read the first paragraphs of many magazine
atices

My vison of Horidawas amosaic of gaudy commerciaism,
rapaci ous overdevel opment, adolescent sexuality, senescence, crime,
racism, sunburn, and cheap orange-blossom perfume. 1'd been there
once and wasn't happy about the prospect of a second time.

Thistime, though, the weether contrast was amost enough to
make me glad to bethere. To go in acouple of hoursfrom adushy



blizzard nightmare, cars playing Dodgem for keeps, to palm fronds
swaying in awarm breeze againgt acobalt sky, can make up at least for
orange-blossom perfume.

Nick ingtalled mein a coffee shop with apile of carbohydrates and
went off in search of apaper. | was starting to get some strength back;
didn't need awhed chair so long as| could hold hisarm.

It was good to be able to hold him again. But he had alot of
explaningtodo.

"Hereyou go." He handed me the classified section of the Herald
and sat down with atabloid advertiser. " See who can find the cheapest
room."

"Anda job forme"

"When youre up to it. | can chance ajob wherel don't comein
contact with the public.”

"Or need identification. A police check would beinteresting.”

Weread in silence for aminute. "Heresajob for you," he said,
amiling. "God, there must be thirty of them. 'Girls wanted, no
experience necessary. Escort service. Twelve dollars per hour
guaranteed.' Blow jobs extra."

| laughed, anew senstion. "Come on.”

"Y ou think I'm kidding?' He showed me one ad that asked for
British, French, and Greek girls. "You bdieveit's nationdity they're
talking about?"

| looked at the section. "Y ou know, thisisan idea. They must
have clients who want older women."

He frowned a me. "Y ou're not serious.”

"l amindeed.” | lowered my voice. "l don't mean fucking them.
It'san escort service, after al. | get dolled up and let some poor old
guy squire me around for afew hours, and when he pops the question,
| say no. Hell, | can take care of mysdlf

He nodded dowly. ™Y ou know, you may beright. They certainly
wouldn't expect you to work under your real name. Probably the best
pay either of us could get, under the circumstances.”



That was true, because "the circumstances,” athough | hadn't yet
discussed thiswith him, included keeping Nick absolutely out of sight
until he had his power back. Not even grocery shopping. Nick certainly
had some idea of how thorough they could bein searching for
someone. But | wasthe authority on what they could do if they found
you.

Most of the men were likable enough, older fellowstoo shy or too
busy to go through the dow excruciation of senior-citizen dating. A few
had some unusua ideas about the way of aman with amaid, but it's
hard to shock an abnormal-psychology professor, or even anormal on
e About hdf of them really just wanted someoneto talk to; someone
who would listen respectfully. The half who wanted to get their rocks
off were satisfied with quick masturbation, which | could do amost as
dispassionately as amassage. | never mentioned that to Nick, though.
He's more reasonable than most men, but he's fill aman.

It only took two weeks to get athousand dollars ahead. (All the
income I'velog, teaching in college!) That was my arbitrary cut-off
point. | bought a soldering gun and a sackful of components at Radio
Shack and then picked up kits for wave generator, preamp, Smple
oscilloscope, and asmall amplifier at aHeathkit shop. Then | got some
aloe ointment at the drugstore, since I've never soldered for aday
without being burned at least once, even without poor clumsy Nick as
my helper/holder.

Wedid collect afew burns aday, but in one ninety-hour week we
got everything assembled. Just intime. Therent was due, and | didn't
want to go out manhandling for it.

Nick turned on the machine and asked me to stand on my head
and whigtle Dixie. | did acredible job, for aforty-five-year-old indoor
woman who can't whistle (he mercifully cut me short after a couple of
bars). We asked the landlord to comein, and he not only forgave us
the rent but insisted on giving ustwenty dollarsfor groceries. That was
fun. Greasy dumlord.

But we did have a problem. The gpparatus took up as much room
asalarge stereo component set. We couldn't redlly plug together a
bunch of extension cordsand haul it down to the sdewalk, so our



victimswere limited to people who could be enticed into our lair.

| have to admit that the first solution that occurred to mewasa
thoroughly immoral one. | could go back into the hand-job business
and enveigle the customers up to our apartment. A lot of them were
well-hedled family men who wouldn't miss afew hundred bucks, or a
least wouldn't try to track it down. Instead, | came up with a
technological "fix." Good old American know-how.

Sound waves can be reflected, refracted, and focused just like
light waves | remember how, in high school physics club, we made a
"sound megnifier™ out of aballoon filled with carbon dioxide. My
gpproach would be alittle different.

Variousfirms make "remote microphones," which arejust plain
microphones braced in front of areflecting bowl. The bowl, whichisa
paraboloid, focuses onto the microphone dl the sound waves that are
coming from whatever direction you point it. They sdll the thingsfor
bird-watching, supposedly. No harm doneif a chatty neighbor getsin
theway, right?

It occurred to me that you could reverse the thing -replace the
microphone with a sound generator, and you would get the sonic
equivaent of asearchlight! It could send abeam of ultrasonic whine for
blocks, along with whispered commands.

| called up Edmund Scientificin New Jersey and had one of the
things sent C.0O.D. We scrounged another couple of hundred from the
landlord to pay for it and keep us going in the meantime.

It camein three days and only took an hour to set up. It worked
beautifully. Nick would st down on the stoop, in view of our window,
and wait until a prosperous-looking person came by. (In our
neighborhood, that meant dope dedler or pimp.) Nick would ask him
for alight, which would immohilize him long enough for metolineup
the searchlight on him. Then Nick would ask whether the guy could
gpare a couple of bucks. If he reached for hiswallet, we knew the
machine was working, and we'd clean him out, erase the memory, and
send him on hisway.

On thethird day, we stopped a handsome black dude who had a



specialy made thick wallet that produced seventeen thousand dollarsin
hundred-dollar bills. Nick asked whether he had any more money on
him, and from various pockets he produced five shrink-wrapped
packages of ten thousand dollars each. We decided it might be healthy
to move across town that afternoon.

With over seventy-five grand to work with, we could easly have
hired out the job of miniaturizing the Sgna generator and hiding it ingde
awatch. But the person who made it might wonder about its function.
So we had to be alittle circumspect.

Wefound asmdl firmin Fort Lauderdale, Sun-coast Micro-
engineering, that would probably be able to make the watch. | rigged
up the searcHight device to work with a cigarette-lighter rectifier, and
we rented avan without windows. Backed up to the place so | could
get abead on the front door. Then Nick went inside and engaged the
president of thefirm with aline of convincing bullshit (wasthat ataent
helearned at KGB school? MIT?) and invited him to lunch. They
stepped out the door, and | snared him; we found out from him who
would be the best technician for the job and then snared him. Inten
days, Nick was wearing a Svengali Timex on hiswrig.

All thistimewed been making plans-or rather, Nick had been
talking about thefuture, and | had been ligtening. | guess| waswaiting
for him to come up with something | could live with. But he never did.

What Nick wanted was for both of usto undergo radical plagtic
surgery-an unpleasant prospect, but one that | agreed was probably
necessary. We parted company very profoundly on what to do after
that, though.

Nick wanted usto find a hidey-hole, some country place or idyllic
idand, where we would go to ground and hide for therest of our lives.
All right; | could see that eventudly.

But first there were some things that had to be done.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR-NICK

| TOLD VALERIE thetruth about the two Bulgarians and the sho
otout with Tarakan, who | could almost honestly say wasthefirst



person I'd ever killed. | couldn't tell her about al the desperados I've
talked into killing themsdves, obvioud y-though in fact it hadn't
occurred to me at the time to mention them; | don't think about themin
that context.

The idea of the magic watch fascinated her. She'd had the process
hafway figured out from what Shilkov had reveded with his questions,
combined with her own memory of the pivota undressing experiment.
She didn't question my saying that I'd never used it for professiona
advancement, which wastrue, or for personal gai n, except whilel was
"onthelam." | admitted having been tempted to turn the thing on to
encourage sexua favors, but had so far resisted the temptation. I'm not
sure she believed me about that, about ressting, but it didn't seem very
important to her.

Our red falling out came over what to do with it now. | was ready
to retire from the py business, and you'd think she would betriply
ready. But no; she wanted me to go out with areal bang.

Our new apartment, after I'd hit the dope dedler for $67,000, was
afurnished penthouse in western Miami, nowhere near the ocean.
From our twenty-fifth-floor balcony we had afine view of ahundred
square miles of urban sprawl and hot, low smog. It was on that
ba cony, while | was grilling shrimp and scallops en brochette, that she
divulged her grandiosg, if nongpecific, plansfor my future. | had to
admit thet | didn't find the idea.completdly unattractive.

"We can't just use thisthing to get a grubstake and go to some
idand to play Gauguin or Robert Louis Stevenson,” she said.

"1'm not suggesting anything that bucolic,” | said. "We can't afford
to be conspicuous, wherever we go. Has to be a place with lots of
Americans or Europeans.”

“That's not what | mean. | mean we can't just use the watch to
make money, get security, and then put it away in a safe deposit box.
We should useit to do something!"

"I think | know what you're getting at." | turned the skewersand
started brushing the seafood with lemon butter. "I wonder whether
you've thought it through in as much detail as| have.”



"Maybe not. But it seemsto me you could get next to any
politician, even the president of the United States, you know, put abee
in his bonnet. Cooperation with the Russans, world peace... something

"Sure. And have you considered what would happen if | got
caught? If any government got hold of this, even aso-cdled free ong, it
would destroy the socid contract forever. No need for that government
to give any rightsto the governed-you just tell them to do what you
want them to do. For their own good, of course.”" | picked at ascallop
with afork; not quite one yet. "In amatter of months, every government
inthe world knowsthe 'secret.’ Can you imagine Stalin with atool like
that? Hitler? Make Genghis Khan look like asocial worker."

"But you'd be okay aslong as nobody tumbled to it. Y ou've kept
it secret thislong.”

"Because I've been able to Say in hiding; only come out on my
ownterms How many layers of people do you think I'd have to bluff
my way through to get to the president's ear? And how could | be sure
| wasn't being recorded?’

"Of courseyou'd haveto be careful.”

"Careful as| waswith that guy from Watergate? | got him killed
because someone was ligening.”

She looked out over the city with her mouth set in a stubborn line.
"Look," | continued, "they don't even have to get the watch. Don't have
to know the frequency. If they just deduce the smplefact that thereisa
noise that will make people do what you say-"

"1 know. They'll find out whet the noiseis.”

"In no time. Especidly sinceit'sapuretone. If it wereachord or a
mixture of harmonics, or if it had to be a certain amplitude, it could take
them forever. Tria and error. But hell. They could deduce that it was
either ultrasonic or subsonic, and they'd just run up and down the scale.
Probably find it in acouple of days systematic searching.”

"Y eah, maybe. I'm going to open that bottle of wine. Tossthe
salad." With aposture of resignation, perhaps calculated, she headed
for the kitchen. Thisisthe way she normally wins argumentswith me,



Hafway conceding that I'm right, and letting me talk myself over
toward her pogition.

Of course | dso had a certain amount of guilt pushing meinto a
desire to use this power for good, or achange. Not so much thetrail of
dead pushers, pimps, and muggers, that disturbed me, but more
because | didn't understand it than out of feding remorse for them. No,
the main source of guilt was Valene's suffering. I'd proceeded with such
adow pace supposedly to protect her-but had to comein with dl the
subtlety of afirestorm anyhow. | could have donethat thefirst day I'd
seen the message in the paper. | could have doneit the night | came
homefrom Paris

Besides, I'd accepted a small risk of exposure every time I'd used
the watch down in the Zone. What if some undercover cop had
witnessed me asking apimp to throw himsdlf in front of aspeeding
bus? The power would have wound up in the hands of the authorities
that way, just as surely asit would if they caught me whispering into the
president's ear. And the payoff could be so much greater, the potential
to changethings...

Virtudly thewhole plan cameto mein aningant. Vaerie returned
with the wine and sdlad, and we served each other in silence. Findly |
spoke up.

"I've been thinking about what you said.”

II&?I

"Leningrad isbeautiful in the spring. We should go there.™

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

PRESIDENT NIXON MET the Russansin Moscow and
President Ford met them in Vladivostok, and then for along time the
two countries |leaders stayed off each other's soil. They communicated
by diplomatic pouch and phone in the best of times, and in theworgt,
only through inflammatory rhetoricin Pravda and the New York Times

President Gideon Fitzpatrick wanted to change that. A neoconserv
ative with impeccable anti-Communist credentids, he was safe
including in his platform a proposd to get together with the Russians



and "try to talk some senseinto them.” Their meeting would be more
symboalic than subgtantia, but it would open anew round of formal
takson armslimitation, cultural and scientific exchange, and the
possihility of restoring to the Soviet Union "most favored nation™ import-
export status-which not incidentally would put the fear of God, or at
least the Almighty Dollar, into the Chinese and Japanese.

President Fitzpatrick did have one important emotiond tiewith
Russiaand, not too indirectly, with the new Soviet premier. On 25
April 1945, asavery young and green lieutenant in the 69th Infantry
Division, he waded ashore on the eastern bank of the Elbe, to be
greeted by cheers and incomprehensible gibberish and a canteen cup
full of vodka. By dawn he could almost understand Russian. At least he
could sing thefirst few bars of the Soviet nationd anthem.

He was not so happy with the Russiansin subsequent years and
decades, though not even the McCarthy era could permanently affect
his preference for vodka. (A very junior senator & thetime, in public he
did drink bourbon for a couple of years.)

Premier Sergel Vardanyan was dso asoldier in the Greet Patriotic
War, aprivate even younger than Fitz-patrick, and they may possibly
have comein sght of one another that April. Vardanyan's unit arrived
at the Elbe the day before Fi tzpatrick's moved on, and they were
sationed barely ten miles gpart.

The plan wasfor them to meet again at the Elbe (now part of East
Germany), onthe anniversary of the historic occasion, and deliver
speeches and lay wreaths. Then Fi tzpatrick would make pro forma
vidtsto various European dlies, leading up to hismeeting with
Vardanyan on April 30. The next day, he would be the first American
president to observe May Day on Soviet soil.

To befair to his predecessors, most American presidents since
1918 couldn't have stood in that reviewing stland-not with abellicose
procession of tanks and guns and missilesralling by. But Since
Brezhnev'stime, May Day has been quite the opposite, agentle
celebration of peace. Every factory and school has a float done up with
doves and rosy-cheeked girls, papier-mache globes; al presided over
by the benevolent hammer and sickle and the word for peace: mir.



(Nowadays the guns don't go on parade until they celebrate the
October Revolution, in November.)

The pecial assistants and secretariatsin charge of protocol did a
certain amount of horse trading prior to the announcement of the event.
The premier and the president would stand together not in Moscow,
wheretherest of the Presidium, Supreme Soviet, Council of Ministers,
Party bigwigs, and other apparatchiki would be. Fitzpatrick held out
for Leningrad, within breathing distance of non-W arsaw Pact Europe.
The Russian protocol people let it be, rather than queer the deal.

Fitzpatrick was dso dlowed to bring into the country a planel oad
of people and things that would not have to submit to the indignity of
ingpection: hisfamily; acook with akitchen and aweek's supply of
bland, safe food; a veritable gaggle of discreetly but heavily armed
Secret Service men and women; and a handful of Soviet speciaistsand
trandators

Chief among thetrandators, if things worked out right, would be
the most dangerous man in the world.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX-JACOB

FOUR SOVIET SPIES found dead, and blood from afifth
person, in afactory building not ten milesfrom Langley. Nothing about
it was made publi c-the FBI leaned on the presslike ahuge unfriendly
planet- but the next day the Soviet embassy was demanding an
explanation, privately but very strongly. There was precedent for a
revenge motive, harking back to the Reagan years, if you believe rumor
s They murdered one of our spiesin cold blood, and we retaiated by
killing ten of theirsthe next day, in various places around Europe.

But we didn't do this. Two of the male spieswerekilled by the
same wegpon, a .45 automati ¢, with two accurately placed shots
apiece. The other two, aman and awoman, were executed
grotesquely, handcuffed together around achair leg. The woman's
abdomen was dashed open, from the navel down, with arazor-or
scalpdl. The man was castrated. Whoever did it had evidently watched
their strugglesfor severa minutes and then finished them off by severing



the carotid arteries. Theré's nothing like that in any CIA handbook I'm
familiar with.

Jefferson and |, because of our direct involvement ith the Scalpd's
current activities, had to fly down to Washington and stay up al night
with acouple of Soviet Affairs people and an epionage woman from
the FBI, cobbling together areport for the Soviet embassy. About half
truth and half invention, it certainly didn't tell them anything the KGB
didn't dready know, but it did squarely place the blame for the multiple
murder on Mikhall Shilkov, a.k.a. the Scdpe. Weincluded a
blood-chemistry workup from the fifth person, assuming he wasthe
murderer, suggesting that they compare it with KGB records. It could
have been from afifth victim, though, spirited away for some reason.
Like Vaerie Foley. (The next afternoon it occurred to meto ask the
FBI whether she could have been the victim. They said the sample
contained so much testosterone that if it belonged to awoman, she'd
shave her face twice aday and sing bass.)

We don't have amole deep enough in the KGB to know exactly
what the result was-or perhaps we do, and | don't have the "need to
know"-but an East German KGB man who aso worksfor usrelayed
an order from Moscow that Shilkov, whose whereabouts were
unknown, was to be retained for questioning if he showed up, with
forceif necessary; killed if necessary.

Circumstantia evidence, but good enough for us. The FBI sent out
amailing to every hospital in the country, with a picture of the Scalpdl.
Did anyone like this show up on February 19 or soon after, seeking
treatment for a serious wound? He'd lost more than aquart of blood.

Wedid get apositive identification, but by then the trail was cold.
A couple of weeks later, acountry doctor in Unionville, Maryland, saw
the picture on ahospita vist and said sure, held treated the guy. The
wound was badly infected and had been sutured by an amateur-Shilkov
claimed that it had happened during a deep-woods camping expedition;
he'd done the stitchery himself. The doctor drained and dressed the
wound and wrote a prescription for antibiotics, and gently gavehima
psychiatric referrd. Then it wasten days before he dropped by the
Frederick hospital and saw the picture.



So Shilkov could be anywhere by now, and Foley could be
anywhere, and we never have had the faintest ideawhere Mrs. Foley
was. Did they all come together in Cabin John on February 197?

Jefferson pointed out agridy possibility. The couple who were so
characterigticaly dashed gpart may not have been killed by Shilkov,
but by someone who wanted to implicate him. The other two could
have been killed by anyone who was an accurate pistol shot-such as
Nicholas Foley.

Or maybe it was amatter unrelated to the Foley case. A specidist
like Shilkov could have come to the United States on multiple
assgnments. Like the Boston murder, the bloadbath could have been
aninterna KGB affair, an interrogation that got out of hand. Though in
that case you wouldn't expect the Soviet embassy to pressfor an
explanaion. Unlessthey weretrying to misdirect us

Jefferson and | got to the Cabin John scene after midnight. There
was dill apoliceline-do not cross cordon around the building, but only
acouple of freezing rookies guarding things. The FBI espionage
gpecidist had come dong with us.

They'd taken the bodies away, leaving only improbably large
frozen splashes of clotted blood and stacks of Polaroid color glossies
showing the disposition of the corpses at the time of discovery. The
FBI woman made it asfar asthe pictures of the mutilated bodies and
then ran outside to throw up. | fet like following her. Jefferson didn't
look too good, either.

The man a the center of dl thisisasdlf-effacing, witty fellow who
was the most popular teacher in his department, afamily man with
impeccable academic, military, and professona credentids. Isit dways
thisway? They interview the neighbors of amass murderer and he was
invarigbly anice guy who loved children and took care of hisaged
parents He never pullsthe wings off flies or brags about his collection
of snuff movies.

The expression on the face of the castrated man will stay with me
forever. I'll bedigiblefor retirement in two years. Will | last that long?



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN-NICK

WE DECIDED TO drive when we left Miami, rather than push
our luck with airports. Somewhere in Washington or Boston there
might be a picture of James Norwood, not resembling Robert Redford.
And of coursethey had pictures of Vaerie.

Vderie pointed out that a"styl€" disguise would be more effective
than any fase-wig kind of masquerade. So dthough it hurt, we each
bought a compl ete tacky-polyester wardrobe from K-Mart, got absurd
haircuts, and made thetrip to Mexico in a bright-yellow Mercury
station wagon, five years old, with honk if you love jesus stickered on
the bumper. Nearly two hundred people loved Jesus between Miami
and Zacatecas. We waved and smiled and honked back.

We were going to Mexico to get new faces. What 1'd done, in the
course of one night, waswork my way up the Miami dope-deding
ladder, starting with a smooth-talking cocaine retailer in anotorious
disco in Coconut Grove and winding up in the company of adark man
dressed dl in slk, in the Cuban quarter, who dedlt only in tens of
kilograms. His English was no better than my Spanish, but between the
two he understood and answered my question: Where would one go to
have anew face constructed surgicaly and be certain the law wouldn't
know? He told me about the Cl fnico Libre de Zacatecas-the "free
cinic" of Zacatecas-and generoudy gave me an attache case full of
hundred-dollar bills, because the name was a sarcasm. For some
reason | let him live, and dl the otherswho led meto him. Maybe I'm
getting soft, and sane. Maybe | just know that when one dies, another
has replaced him within an hour. Like maignant cells, or the broomsin
The Sorcerer's Apprentice. Our humanly bottomless capacity for evil.
Asif | werein apostion to passjudgment.

The four-day drive from Miami to the border was pleasant,
cruisng adong the Gulf Coast highway, putting on our
lower-middle-class hick act whenever we got out of the car. We were
ableto keep straight faces most of thetime, though | lost it onceina
San Antonio souvenir shop, when Vaene bought apair of sunglasses
that looked like a prop from an old Buck Rogers movie. Even the clerk
who rang them up was trembling with suppressed laughter.



We crossed the border at Nuevo Laredo after midnight, as| had
been advised to do, and palmed the Customs guard a twenty-dollar bil |,
being deliberately clumsy and obvious. He chaked Xson al our
luggage, letting us pass without opening any of them. On the other Sde
of the border we rested at a Mexican Holiday Inn, where the night
clerk converted three of our hundred-dollar billsinto pesos at a
cregtive rate of exchange. We started south at first light. The road to
Zacatecas had some roller-coaster twists and turns in the mountains,
but was mostly aruler-graight line through dusty desert, with
occasiond smdl, dusty towns, and the larger cities Monterrey and
Sdtillo, dso dusty. Actudly, we both would have liked to dow down
and see the country, which had a spare beauty neither of us had
experienced before, but there were time constraints Radicd plastic
surgery isn't an outpatient procedure, and they weren't going to delay
the summit whilel heded.

We spent the night in the suburbs of SAltill 0, again leaving at firgt
light, and arrived in Zacatecas in the early afternoon. First we went to a
bank and rented the largest safe-deposit box we could buy, filling it
completely with hundred-dollar bills. That left uswith three packets of
ten thousand dollars each, for spending money.

The Free Clinic didn't advertise in the streets, didn't have an
addressin any directory. We'd been told to ook up one Eduardo de
Riveraat 26 Hidalgo. Of course he wasn't in, and the housekeeper
didn't know where we could find him or when held be back. We sat in
an outdoor cantinaon the other side of the street for a couple of hours
watching the door. When aman in abusiness suit rushed up to it, we
were right behind him. Cutting short our introductions, he ushered usin
hurriedly and turned us over to the housekeeper, saying held be back in
afew minutes, and ran upgtairs.

Likedl the other resdences on the block, 26 Hidalgo |ooked
rundown from the outside, just a crumbling dusty adobe wall with a
heavy door, double-locked and braced with metal bands. Inside, the
place was opulent. Thick carpets and expensive woods in large, cool
roomswith high callings, brassfixtures gleaming labor-intensvely.
Medieva wall hangings and pre-Columbian sculptures. We passed a



grand piano and an ornately carved antique billiard table on our way to
the atrium, where the housekeeper, Consuel o, seated usin comfortable
wicker chairsin front of atrickling fountain that was very old and
ostentatioudy Itaian. Therewasariot of orchidsin planters around the
room, and exotic dwarf fruit trees. Wordlesdy, she brought a bottle of
Dom Perignon and three crystal fluted glasses. She poured two of them
and disappeared.

Valenetoasted me. "I think we've been in the wrong racket all
these years”

"Doing dl right now, though." | switched to Larry Martino's soft,
refined voice. "Here he comes.”

Senor de Riverahad traded his coat and tie for acardigan
pullover. Helooked like Carl Sagan back in the seventies. The man
who came down with him looked like George Raft in the thirties. Silent,
unsmiling, stuffed into adark suit. He obvioudy had company inthe
auit, .45 caliber or so. He stayed at the entrance to the atrium,
unfortunately out of the watch'srange.

De Riverds English had an unexpected Hebrew accent. | later
learned he had grown up in Argentina a atime when being Jewish was
becoming more and more dangerous, and so had gone to college and
medica school in Td Aviv, where hefirst learned the tongue of
Shakespeare and Henny Y oungman. "It isaface-lift you want," he said.
"Oneor both?"

"Both of uswant some modification,” | said. "For me, a
combination: rhytidectomy, rhinoplasty, mentoplasty, and blepharoplasty

"Okay." He put afinger to hislips. "Y ou have looked into it.
Face-lift, nose recongtruction, chin augmentetion, eye-lift. Expensive
and painful. You are sure, or you want advice?"

“I'll take advice."

"Okay. You aren't doing this so you look pretty. Y ou're doing this
S0 that someone looks at you, he sees someone else.”

"That'sright."
"Okay. | can make you look young like your own son. Brow-lift



and then hair transplant to cover the scars.”

"I'd like that, but the hair transplant takes months, doesn't it?* He
nodded. "I haveto be out of hereinfive or Sx weeks."

"Okay. The other procedures should be do-ablein that time. The
sweling will be down by then, and the scars not too obvious. Perhaps
some numbness. Even pardyss. You are not young." Heturned to
Vderie "Senora You dso must leavein six weeks?'

"Maybefive" shesad.

"Okay. Face-lift, eye-lift, brow-lift. | would say. Then hair dyeand
careful practice with makeup, new patterns. Forgive me, but you are
not used to makeup.”

"l don't normaly wear any. It's part of thisdisguise.”

"Sure, okay. We have awoman here who can teach you
everything." He reached under the cardigan and brought out a
caculator, which he held up to the light for afew seconds, then started
punching: 'Two facdifts ... two eye-lifts. One of each... brow-lift, rhi
noplasty, mentoplasty. Look," he said, pointing at me, "I can make your
ears not stick out so much, too. But you got to wear aband around
your head while you deep, maybe sx weeks."

"I'd better not chanceit.”

"Okay. American dollars?' | said yes. "That will be two hundred
fourteen thousand dollars, cash in advance."

"Ouch. That's amost ten times as much as the States.”

"Okay, s0 go to the Mayo Clinic. Maybe they take Medicare for
it, m? Maybe State Farm?"

"I'll tell you what. We won't haggle over the price. Youll get your

two hundred grand. But we give you haf when you begin the
procedures and the other haf when we're satisfied with the results.”

He dowly replaced the calculator, staring at nothing. "L ook.
Number one, | should do it over and over until you like your looks?
What do you mean 'satigfied'?"

"Jugt that we look radicdly different.”

"Okay, that much | can aways guarantee. But like | say, there



might be some pardysis. Maybe some pain we haveto go in after at
some later date.”

"That'sdl right.”

"Okay, number two. | got to have cash in advance because there
are so many peopleinvolved. | just do the rhytidectomies. | gottofly in
people from al over the place for the other procedures. A hundred
thousand won't do it.”

"Oh, bdoney,” Valenesaid. "You fly in four people to do our eyes
and noses. That's eight thousand dollarsfirg-class airfare, max, if they
dl livein Tasmania. Leaves enough to pay them each more than twenty
thousand dollarsfor aday'swork. If they get more than that, I'm gonna
walk out of here and go to medica school.”

Helooked hurt. "There are more than four peope™
"The offer gands," | said, and turned on the watch, unnecessarily.

He stared away for afew seconds and then nodded. "Okay, you
bring me the hundred and seven and well start cdling people.”

| took the three packages of bills out of my pockets, and Vaerie
opened her purse. "Would you pick up the phone for sixty?"

Hedlit the plastic of one with athumbnail and pulled abill out of
themiddle. He held it up to the light and studied it closgly, then
crumpled it up and smoothed it out. "Okay. Forgive me, but | had a
patient once who printed his own money .

"A reasonable precaution. We have a precaution, too: We don't
both go under at the same time. One of us must ways be awake while
the other'sin surgery.”

He stacked up the six packets. "Actudly, that's not an unusud
arrangement. Sometimes they even want an observer in the operating
room. That's awkward. Fedenco"-he looked up at the George Raft
character-" Telefonea un taxi para los estimados senores."

He stood up and bowed dightly. "Federico will tell you when your
taxi comes Be heretomorrow at nine o'clock... and, Senora, don't est
any breskfast. Well work on you firgt."

"Thisistheclinic, here?' she asked.



He smiled. "Indeed. The smdlest and most expensive hospitd in
Mexico."

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT-VALERIE

NICK SAID IT fedslike having been on thelosing end of a figfi
ght, thislong hedling period. | wouldn't know. | was glad for the strong
pankillers

For weekswe were virtua prisonersat 26 Hidalgo, claustrated in
aset of rooms that had no mirrors. Of course we could see each other,
and lied about what we saw.

It was doubly painful ; watching Nick agonize through the surgica
procedures and a so watching his face disappear, the man I've loved
for more than haf my life. | think of mysdlf aspractica rather than
romantic. But no oneis completely one or the other, | guess.

His chin augmentation gave me the shudders. They makealong
indgoninthegum, between front teeth and lower lip, and dide apiece
of plastic down over your chinbone. It gave him aKirk Douglas profile.
I'd just started getting used to his chin, after al these years of seeing
hair. Now | have twice as much chin to get used to.

Both of ustemporarily got bright-red bloody sclera (the "whites'
of the eyes) from the eye-lifts, and since Nick couldn't wear contacts
after the operation, they brought him apair of eyeglasses. | could see
my vague reflection in them, enough to tell that Zacatecas was better off
not having me on the streetsfor awhile,

| wasjust as glad not to have the rhinoplasty, which gave Nick hell
for dmost aweek, cotton packing jammed up his nose, anitchy cast
taped over hdf hisface. My brow-lift was alot easier, though for a
couple of weeks afterward | felt like | was doomed to walk around for
therest of my life with an expresson of perpetud wide-eyed
amazement.

Therewas no magica transition scene like you seein the movies,
the surgeon dowly unwrapping the coils of bandageto reved Natdie
Wood bathed in soft light, radiant, impeccably coi ffed. Instead, the bruis
eswent from purple to blue to brown to green to yellow, and



disappeared; meanwhile, the stitches came out, one set after another.
Then one day we looked just like norma people, if strangersand alittle
under the westher.

They dyed my hair cod black and showed me how to use makeup
dramaticdly, Latin syle. Nick kept his ash-blond bleach job but started
to brush his hair straight back, rather than part it. Helooked likeaman
about forty, prematurely balding. | looked younger. De Riveraoffered
to complete the job with athirty-five-thousand-dollar breast-and-ass
lift, but | said no, gracias. | didn't plan to go back into the escort
business. Besdes, whatever thisfigure's shortcomings, | have worked
hard for itsvirtues

We walked around Zacatecas for afew days, getting afed for
freedom after so many weeks of confinement in our elegant prison, our
stifling bandages. It'sagood town for exercise, very up and down. A
couple of the sidewalks are so steep they had steps molded into them.

We ds0 practiced being our new salves. The Free Clinic
documents your new identity pretty thoroughly. Nick was Anson Raffe
rty, an unemployed-by-choice linguistics professor who livesin Miami
with me, hiswife, Linda, woman of some means. "Rafferty” wasa
person Nick had made up while he was working for the CIA: aman
who spoke fluent Russian and had done some contract work for the
Agency inthe sixties and seventies.

We had afamily passport with four years worth of travel in
Europe and South America; we made up and memorized cons stent
stories about the places we'd been, which was sort of fun. Florida
driver'slicenses and an assortment of credit cards-the American
Express Gold Card being in my name, naturally. We had a post office
box in Miami where birth and marriage certificates were waiting (snce
it would seem suspicious to be carrying those around). They even went
so far asto supply uswith an assortment of appropriate business cards
and recaipts. Nick saysthey cal that "pocket litter” in the spy biz.

| would have liked to rdlax in Zacatecas for along time. Clean
mountain air, cool mornings, warm afternoons. No KGB agents but my
husband, and | didn't mind him spying on me. But we had to get back
to the muggy traffic clot of Miami and get to work. Sinceit was my



ideg, at least nomindly, | couldn't object.

We left the polyester disguises and Mercury station wagon for the
clinic to hock and took an asthmatic puddle jumper to Guadalgjara,
where | put together awardrobe for us from boutiques and a classy
used-clothing store. Opened an obscendy large dollar account at the
largest bank, with cash, and then closed it with acheck. They didn't
even blink. Then we caught acomfy 777 back to Miami, where
Cugtoms scrutinized usfor ahaf hour and found nothing. If they'd
come upon the $397,850 cashier's check, it might have given them
pause, but it wasnt illegdl. Theonly illegd thingswe were smuggling in
were sedled behind new faces

We dtill had the lease on the West Miami high rise, but didn't go
back, in case they had trailed usthat far-the CIA, the RGB, or the
people who'd given us the attache case full of money. We picked up
the documents claiming we had been born and married, and drove a
rented car north until we got tired, West PAlm Beach. | opened an
account with the cashier's check and got afancy televison set asa
premium. (I could have chosen agrandfather clock instead, but
decided it would look tacky in the hotel room.) Then | wrote checksto
three other banks, opening CD accountsin my name and asmallish
joint checking account in one, just thirty grand.

We dept twelve hours, and then Nick started the delicate business
of getting ajob as President Fitzpatnck's Russian trandator. He had put
the whedlsin motion before we left for Mexico.

Wed found out that Fitzpatrick's usud trandator, in French aswell
asin Russan, was J. Cameron Lambert, agenerd in the Air Force
Reserve and dedicated party hack. He had done alot of work in the
primaries and delivered a least New Hampshire, and thiswas his
reward: Specid Assgtant to the President for Intergovernmentd Affars
and Assistant Director of Presdentia Foreign Advance. Hewasa
robust manin his midsxties, who was about to fal ill with theflu.
Unable to make the Russian trip, he would recommend hisold friend An
son Rafferty. Speaks Russkie like anative. Redl patriot. Did some
hush-hush work for the CIA, never could tell mewhat it was about.
President Fitzpatrick would be a sucker for that; he loved spy stuff.



When Nick had created the dossier on Rafferty, hed put hisown
fingerprintsin thefile, but the picture was his old new face, and hed
only given a sketchy background. So before he made the move on J.
Cameron Lambert, he had to make sure that Anson Rafferty existed as
awhole paper person, with an up-to-date photograph. That meant he
hed to talk hisway into theright file room at Langley. He made some
phonecdls.

To giveusaWest PAm address, | rented a swank efficiency
under my mother's maiden name. Then | went to the bank to get us
traveling money and ran into an annoying wal of tellersand
vice-presidents: "Y ou can't draw on this account; your check hasn't
cleared.” But it was a cashier's check. "We have no record of what
kind of check it was. therewill be aten- to fourteen-day waiting
period." Let me get my husband.

Nick camein with hiswatch and withdrew twenty thousand in
amall billsfrom the account of ared estate firm with itsmain officein
Bogota. He conducted the transaction from a vice-president's office, so
that hisface wouldn't be on thetdler's camera

Packing for thetrip, | had to admit | was getting to like this strange
life. Not many people have to leave clothes behind because there's too
much money clogging the suitcase.

Wetook the first morning flight to Washington and set up shop.
Nick had me do the detail work while he went out to keep a couple of
appointments at Langley. "Anson Rafferty” had apost officebox in
Georgetown, which was asolid jam of advertising circulars. | rented us
an gpartment only a couple of blocks from Nick's old one. We had to
assumethat the"James Norwood" identity was no longer safe, though
Nick had set up acover story about ayear's sabbatical. People might
wonder why he didn't look like Robert Redford anymore.

The second day Nick came hometired but in agood humor. He
opened a bottle of beer and sat down in front of the picture window
that looked out on the quiet street. Six weeks had made abig
difference in Washington; instead of snow, buds and even blooms.
Downtown the cherry blossoms were riotoudy declaring
Japanese-American solidarity. Our street had dogwood, for



resurrection and hope. | got aglass and sat down next to him and
helped him with his beer.

" redly think it'sgoing to work," hesaid. "I redly do."

"Did you get to the trand ator today?"

"Lambert, yeah. No problem. He keeps an office next to Blair
House; | just talked my way past a couple of secretaries and invited
him to lunch. Walked afew blocksto the Hofbrau. | finished most of
the convincing before we got to the restaurant.

“"Turns out he wasn't enthusiastic about going to Leningrad
anyway. He's been there twice before, and both times his arthritis gave
him hell for months."

"Thewater?'

"Foreigners don't drink the water. Not even people from
Maoscow. Y ou can preserve smdl animasinit. Hethinksit was
something intheair.

"Anyhow, | told him he was going to start coming down with the
flu thisafternoon. He'sto cal Fitzpatrick and beg off, suggesting me as
asubgtitute. | don't suppose the president has caled.”

"No... I'm amost sure | would've remembered.”

"Right." Heruffled my hair. "Lambert would normally go out a
week or ten days ahead of time, with the advance protocol team. I'll do
that too, but welll have one of Lambert's assistants to do the actua time
juggling and fork counting. | just want to meet the Soviet trandators
and, if possible, the premier. Make sure the machine works on
everybody .

"What if the premier'shard of hearing? He's pretty old.”

"Nothingin hisCIA fileabout it. Lots about his digestion and back
problems. No way to tell, of course, except try the machine. Same with
Fitzpatnck. He'solder.”

We both jumped when the phone rang. It was the president's
socid secretary, asking whether Mr. Raf ferty would liketo join Mr.
and Mrs. Fitzpatrick for lunch tomorrow. Nick got meincluded in the
invitation.



We split another beer over that, and | got so nervous, | had to go
out and buy anew dress, curang mysdf for personifying acartoon
clichefemale. It was a nice dress, though, and the shoes and purse and
hat werent bad either.

Wed been told gpologetically to arrive at least ahaf hour early, to
accommodate security requirements. The Secret Service men and
women were thorough, and not remarkably polite about it. It'sagood
thing Nick had found my FBI file and fiddled with the fingerprint
record. Aging Radical Apprehended Sneaking Into White House
Luncheon.

The socid secretary eventuadly rescued us from the minions of the
law and ushered us down to the Rose Room, where we were seated a
afour-person table and plied with Cdiforniawine, politically correct
but unexciting. After about ten minutes, the president and Mrs.
Fitzpatrick came bustling down. He declined the vindu Ernest and Julio
in favor of asymbolic martini with more olive than vodka

It's hard not to be in awe of apresident, even if you voted against
him. The White House sings with power, the continuity of power, and
the tenant may be temporary, but he'sthe focus of it all. Fitzpatrick
didn't just bask init. He glowed.

| found mysdlf wondering what he'd been like before-how much of
his undeniable charm and charismawas the power of high office
amplified through an appropriate, perhaps carefully invented, persona.
Whether held be asimpressive as a college dean or a shopkeeper.
Wi, he hadn't been chosen at random. There had to be alot of mana
there from the beginning.

I'd never had pheasant under glass before. | could make it a habit.

Molly Fitzpatrick and | mostly ate and listened while our husbands
exchanged observations and ideas about the Russans and the
upcoming trip. Nick seemed convincing in hisworldly, conservetive Raf
ferty disguise. The two times hed visited the Soviet Union before had
been deep-cover CIA assgnments around Kiev; Fitzpatrick had been
briefed about them. (If he knew that al of Rafferty's putative
supervisors for these assgnments were now conveniently dead, he



didnt mentionit.) He assured usthat even if the Soviets knew that Raffe
rny had done some work for the CIA, they wouldn't make an issue of it,
50 long as he wasn't actively spying anymore. They assumethat any
American who speaks Russan is a spook, anyhow.

The president took Nick upstairsto look at some of the classified
arrangements, leaving hiswifein charge of me. That got alittledicey.

Molly Fitzpatrick could have been aliability to a politician with
presidentia ambitions. When they'd married, he was arecently
widowed fifty-year-old; shewasagirl barely twenty, afriend of the
family who had hel ped look after their children. Twenty yearslater, she
turned out to be aredl asset, asymbol of Fitzpatrick's agelessness and
hislink to the young conservativesin both parties. Molly wasthe first
actudly glamorous woman to hold the "office' snce Jacqueine
Kennedy. She had only had a high school education, but shewas as
sharp as she was beautiful.

We were walking around the room with our sherry, looking at the
paintings, when she dropped her bomb: "So how long hasit been snce
thefacelift?'

| spilled alittlewine. "Pardon?’

"Guess|'mtoo Cdifornia Forget it."

"No, redlly, I-I'm just surprised. | didn't think it showed."

"Takes oneto know one. | got overhauled right after Gid got
elected, wanted to be okay before the Inauguration. Y ou think that
wasn't abitch. The reporters agreed not to notice, but for awhile there
| spent more time at the makeup table than an actress. Y ou know,
dowly evolving my new look. Even though | spent amonth under
wrgpsat theclinic, in Mexico."

Good God. "Zacatecas?" | regretted it the moment | saidit.

"Tekewhat?"

"Oh, that'sthe town where my clinic was. Wherein Mexico?'

"Yeah, | wasdown in Acapulco. Didn't get much sun an’ fun,
though. Sort of st around and try not to pick at the gtitches.”

"1 know, they start itching the day they stop hurting.”



"It was nice, though; I'll give you the name of the place. I'm goin'
down every eight or ten years until, you know, it doesn't make any
difference. Every room hasits own swimming pool out front and every
morning somebody throws a handful of rose petals on the water.”

"I could livewith thet."

"Y eah. So how come you got it? | mean, not to criticize, God
knows, but for me it was kind of a cold-blooded thing, professiona
thing; for eight more years|'ve gottabe Gid'slittle girl. It wasn't out of
vanity. You dont srikemeasvain, either.”

"Wdl..."

"Look, I know I'mway out of line Like Gid says, I've got aredl
nose problem. Forget it."

"No, that's okay. With me | guessit was smple depression, the
usud, akind of therapy. Twenty-five years married, you know. Sort of
dreading menopause and being an old lady ."

She put ahand on my shoulder. "God, don't | know. Don't |
know." We stopped at apainting of Martha Washington, looking prim
and spingtenish. "Y ou got to wonder. It must've been easier on them,
none of thisyouth culture BS, no Hollywood, no image problems. 'Hey,
I'm an old lady. That'swhat happensif you live long enough.' My
grandmother, shelived in her eighties, and just seemed to loveit.
Putting up jam, you know, baby-sitting for everybody. | can't see
myself that way. I'd even like to, but | can't." Shelaughed harshly. “I'm
arock-an-rdler, for Christ sake. | can't be agrandmother!”

| had to laugh, too. | liked her. "Me, too. When | read that Ringo
Starr was going bald, God, it put achill down my spine.”

"Y eah, and Gid would say 'Ringo Who? Anson'salot younger
than that, isn't he?" .

"Ohyeah." | fet alittletwinge of Nick's knegerk paranoia. "A bit
younger. Gid fought in World War Two?"!

“That'sright."

"| guessthat makes him ten, fifteen yearsolder." | took a chance,
anticipating the next question. "Y eah, Anson went along with meto the



dinic. Had acouple of tuckstaken, | think mostly to make mefed
better. He didn't want to get rid of the wrinkles, though, on his
forehead. That would redlly take someyears off him."

She sighed. "Gid won't even joke about it. He likes being an elder
Satesman.”

"| think Anson fedls some of that. Wrinkles are badges for men.
They earn them; wejust get them.”

"Right." She darted to say something but just shook her head.

Nick appeared, with the socid secretary close behind. "We better
get home and start packing,”" he said. "Headed for Helsinki tomorrow."
We said goodbye to Molly and declined the Secret Service limousine.
It was only aforty-five-minute walk, and we needed the exercise.

As prearranged, our conversation on the way home was "safe.”
The Secret Service had had our coatsfor three hours.

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE-NICK

WE RESTED FOR aday and ahdf in Helsinki, catching up on
eight time zones. | was surprised at how much Finnish | could
understand. It had been half acentury since my father spent the summer
drillingitinto me. Of course my current personacouldn't speak it, o |
was carefully ignorant. | couldn't even tdll Vaerie when aschoolboy
taunted the "old baldie with his arm around the young woman."

Some of the protocol party lived it up pretty desperately in
Helsnki. It'sabustling modern city with anight life that goes ontill
dawn. Thenight life of Leningrad, they knew, would peter out about an
hour after dinner. And it wasn't exactly casinos and raw sex. Maybe a
crowded auditorium with folk dancing or balet. More my speed,
actudly.

Vaeriewent along with the gang seeking flesh-pots; | decided to
dtay at the hotel and relax in the sauna. But the saunawas not just a hot
room and it was not particularly relaxing. An old lady with the strength
of ten besat the hell out of my naked carcass and then dternately
scalded and frozeit. Afterward | felt like acheap cut of meat that had
been tenderized. Clean, though.



Thought I'd kill sometime at the hotel casino, but | wastoo
thoroughly knocked out. I'd barely had time to lose ten markkaawhen
| started to fall face forward into my Scotch. It was probably for the
best. | dept the clock around and woke up feding dmaost human.
Vaerie woke up about the same time, but creeped around like a
wounded invertebrate, having bar-hopped, jet-lagging, till after two. |
told her it was the bad example of Mally Fitzpatrick, bom-again sex
kitten, and shetried to make aface.

I'm more afraid of the First Lady than the CIA, especidly from
what Valene said. She'salovely and singular woman, but | think that if
she gets curious about something, shewill run it down like ahungry
hound after afox.

Could | kill her if it cameto that? The stakes are sufficiently high to
justify any person's death. I've never killed awoman.

Therevery continued aboard the Finnair flight to Leningrad, alot
of people dosing their hangoverswith morning beersand
caraway-flavored spirits. | had some cool tea and smoked reindeer,
which made mefed vaguely guilty, like esting Donner or Blitzen or
Rudol ph the Red-nosed. Some KGB agent.

Leningrad was hidden under clouds. | was sorry for thet; I'd
looked forward to tracing out the districts of my old hometown from
theair, finding the streets where I'd lived. So much was destroyed
during the Siege, of course, and rebuilt. 1'd read that the re-builders had
tried to befathful tothe origina designs, evento detailsof finigh, in
many buildings

That was good. | wanted to find my father's house. | wanted to
see the one across the street, where I'd spent half my childhood
playing. Until thewar'sfigt flattened it. Until | saw Alex cough blood
and diein hisfather'sarms.

That's like another world, like adocumentary moviel saw and
remember well only in fragments. But in acuriousway it'saso like
yesterday. With my eyesclosed | can smdll the dust and smoke, the
cordite from the bombs; | can hear the thin screams of people buried in
rubble, the neighbors shouting back asthey claw through the debris,



bombs and shells il faling, findly to pull out bloodied corpses grimy
with the dust of pulverized brick and stone. The dead looked so calm.
Beyond dl of it, we say conventiondly. But of coursethey arethe most
lagting part of it, redly, until the memories of the last one of uswho saw
them aso findly surrender to death.

Moscow gave our city amedal, the Order of Lenin. | remember
my foster father suggesting thet they best it into amillion pieces, onefor
each of the dead. He had made the cal cul ation and showed me how
large each splinter would be. A microscopic diver for each of amillion
graves

I came back from Rivertown for one day before flying to Canada
and thisodd life. My fogter father was dead and my foster mother was
inahospital, too far buried in age and grief to recognize me. | took a
bus out to the mass cemetery where most of the million are buried, and
spent the afternoon there, pacing the fields of unmarked graves, vowing
through youthful tearsthat thiswould not happen again, not to Mother
Russia, not to anyone. We are vilified as snesks and traitors and worse,
we spies, but thisisthe truth: We normaly win and lose our warswith
no onedying. That'salargething if you'velived through the usud kind
of war.

Our diplomatic status should have alowed usto bypass Customs,
but the KGB man in charge indsted that our papers were not in order.
A pity the KGB doesn't have a secret handshake; perhaps| could have
saved us sometime and frugtration.

They wanted to separate the three of uswho knew some Russian
from the nonspeakers, but that didn't work because Vaerieand | were
on the same passport. After twenty minutes of baleful saresand
whispered conference, they evidently decided to treat usnormaly, i.e.,
dternating belligerent harassment with stony slence.

There are three kinds of KGB people prevalent in Russa. These
flunkies were the border guards who keep the teeming hordes of diens
outside from rushing into the Soviet Union; they wore plain army
uniformswith KGB insgnia. The second type, the oneswho keep an
eye on Soviet citizens at home, dso wear asort of uniform, at leastin
the cities: rumpled dark suit, narrow tie, supercilious expression.



Children may be afraid of them, but most Soviet citizens have learned
to live with them, like living with mosquitoes or shortages. Thethird
typeis dangerous, because you may know one who looks and actslike
anybody, and you think he works for the roads commission or the
copyright office-until one day you learn that he was otherwise, and you
should have been more careful about what you said between the eighth
vodka and passing out.

(We-perhaps | should not say we-Americanswho wax righteoudy
horrified over this sort of thing might try to cast a clear eye on our own
police state. It'strue that most people go through life without knowingly
running into aCIA or FBI agent. But our everyday police have guns,
which isnot the casein Russia, and some of them have too much of an
itch about thetrigger finger. And the libertiesthe Bill of Rights
guarantees to us may not be available to Russians, but on the other han
d, thoserights are dso routindy violated by the CIA and the FBI when
an American citizen is presumed guilty. Anyone who thinks otherwise
has hishead in the sand.)

| held off using the watch because of the certainty that we were
being examined and recorded. Findly | turnedit onwhilea
nineteen-year-old private was dowly, insolently, fingering hisway
through our luggage. | had to go to the bathroom.

“-Comrade," | sad, carefully, "-we are not Smpletourigts, you
know. Y ou must speed up this process. If we are unnecessarily
delayed, it could be hard on you."

Helooked & me asif he were seeing mefor thefirst time. "-Y es
Comrade. Of course." He gave the rest of the bags a cursory jostle and
Zipped them up.

Waiting for us on the other side were abrace of KGB men in the
"avilian" uniform-rumpled dark suit-and asmiling fat man dressed in
up-to-date Western business clothes.

““Welcometo Russa, Dr. Rafferty," he said, shaking hands. "
am Anatoly Menenkov, your opposite number. Premier Dr.
Vardanyan'strandator.” Hetook Valere's hand, bowed exactly
forty-five degrees over it, and switched to English, abland North



Atlantic accent. "Mrs. Rafferty, a pleasure.” He told her who hewas.
"My extrasensory perception tells me that you do not speak Russian.”

“I'm afraid that'strue."

"Oh, don't be gpologetic.” Menenkov gestured to the KGB men,
and they picked up our luggage. "It puts me ahead of Dr. Rafferty. That
much more practice.”

Menenkov's car was a dark-red Mercedes, at least ten years old
but scrupuloudy maintained, gleaming with many coats of lacquer. The
KGB men put our luggage in the trunk, and one of them did into the
front seat while the other ordered usto wait here while he got the other
car. Menenkov took the whed, and we got in back.

"| didn't introduce my friend," he said, indicating the KGB man.
Thisis Filip Ivanov, who will be our companion and guide through the
bureaucratic labyrinth. Unfortunately, he speskslitile English.”

"Enough,” Ivanov said. "Understand more than spesk." Hewas
looking straight ahead through the windshield, expressionless. "-There
isno need for you to spesk in Russan for my convenience.”

He had a soft accent, unmistakable. "-Are you from the Ukraine?
Kiev?' It wasthe wrong thing to say.

"Da." Heturned dowly and nailed mewith cold black eyes "-An
unusud taent for aforeigner. Y ou have studied the regiona accents of
the Soviet Union?'

If | say | studied it in college, he'll ask the name of the
professor, and by nightfall I'll be... "-Not forma study. Just a
hobby." | demongtrated: "-ThisisBydorussa.. thisisMoscow... thisis
your Kiev..."

“-And yet you yoursdf have aLeningrad accent. Asif you had
been born here.”

My God, could they already know? "-My firs Russan teacher
was a Leningrader... high schoal ... what washisname... ?* Saved by
the horn. The other KGB man pulled up behind usin asmall black,
dusty Volga and bleated three times. Menenkov put the car in gear and
pulled smoothly away.



It wasafairly long driveinto the city, during which we occupied
ourselves with conspicuoudy safe conversation. Menenkov had been to
both Washington and Helsinki, and we discussed the relative merits of
the two places. He wanted us to compare Miami with Washington, and
Valene unleashed tier considerable powers of sarcasm. That was
handy, because his responses gave me the measure of his grasp of
colloquid American: complete.

He was quite alikable man. That could turn out to be a problem.
After | finished my performance a the summit, headswould roll.

The Leningrad Hotd is about twenty years old, faded but modern.
Decorated by Finns, it could pass middle-class muster anywherein
Europe or America. We were given a suite overlooking the Neva, at
the spot where the old cruiser Aurora, whose gunssignded the
beginning of the October Revolution, sits anchored. The suitehad a
sunken tub, Japanese style, but the tap water was rusty. Radio in the
headboard of the bed, which | assumed was two-way. In spy novels
and movies there's supposed to be one bug you can find right away,
onethat you haveto redly search for, and one that only the audience
knows about. Concealed in the molar of the glamorous KGB woman
you're taking to bed. Alas, not thistime.

But we did assume that everything we said would be monitored,
quite possibly by the Americansaswell asthe KGB. Soif we had
anything interesting to say, we communicated by note. (I'd brought
along acouple of small tablets of cigarette papersfor this purpose; they
burn away completdly.)

We werefree until evening, so we bundled up and strolled dong
the Nevafor awhile. Still afew stubborn patchesof ice. | ached to
point out to her things | remembered from childhood-places|'d last
seen asfalen rubble, now miraculoudy risen. But we had to be
circumspect. That parabolic reflector we'd bought for the rebuilt
machine could have picked up clear speech from haf amile away, and
the KGB has probably surpassed Edmund Scientific in that area.

She started to tire after a couple of miles, because of the previous
evening's excesses. | walked her back to the Leningrad and then
returned to the subway station near the bridge. Restlessy manifesting a



classic gpproach-retreat behavior pattern. | wanted to see my home,
yet | was desperately afraid of what | would see.

The subway system was much extended from what | remembered
asaboy. Themap I'd picked up at the hotel was a sketchy abstraction.
| chose anew station that had to be in the right part of town, and
plunged on down to thetrain.

The subway was beautiful and scrupuloudy maintained, perhapsa
hundred times cleaner than Boston's. A thousand times cleaner than
New York's. Of course, aperson who was insane enough to pull out a
can of spray paint woul d be summarily tossed onto the tracks, and not
by the police. The people are proud of their subway. If you so much as
drop agum wrapper, somebody will growl *nikulturny” and drag you
back to pick it up.

| got off two stops past Nevsky Prospekt and was disappointed
to see new buildings. But there were older ones, vagudy familiar, off
the main street. My memory was not as sharp as I'd thought it would
be. There was a cabstand outside of the subway stop; | got in thefirst
car and gave him the address | remembered from a half century before.
“Isit dill there, Comrade?' | asked.

He turned and gave me ahaf smile. He was about my age,
grizzled but negt in afrayed way. "-Y ou sound like a Leningrader .

“-Yes, of course." In Russian the phraseisambiguous | tried to
givehimaKGB sare, with no answering smile. "-So do you.”

He shrugged and started the car. "-All | meenis.. it'shardly three
blocks away." He looked at mein the rearview mirror. "-Do | take you
or giveyou directionsfor waking?'

“-Takeme. It'sbeen avery long time."

The building where | had lived was gone, replaced by amodern
box of glassand sted. But Alex's, the one that Nazi bombs had blasted
flat, was standing there again. Like a corpse made up to look alive,
rouged in quiet repose. The building glowed in the danting evening sun,
and in aterrible rush of memory | redlized it had been thistime and this
season when I'd heard the crash and run outside-and there in therailing
sparkle of dust and the threnody of the maimed and dying, there was



Alex'sfaher with hisbloody burden. He was himsdf wounded, which |
had forgotten for some decades; scap torn and half of one ear ripped
away. Now therewas dry dust inthe air again, the smdll of pulverized
concrete, and though it was from congtruction thistime, | till saw
ghostsand burst into tears.

After aminute the driver spoke softly. "-Comrade. Do you want
to get out here?"

"-No. Take me back to the Metro." He had to go threetimes as
far to return, because of one-way streets and signsforbidding left turns.
When he pulled up to the taxi stand, | thrust ahandful of rublesat him
and tried to get out, but the door wouldn't open.

He came around and opened the door and helped me out. Then
he put his hand on my neck and carefully pushed the rubles deep into
my coat pocket. "-It was avery short drive. How are you living?'

In Russian that's a stock "hello” phrase, but it can be more. "-I'm
livingwdl," I managed to respond, and patted him on the shoulder
before fleeing downdtairs.

On the subway, the people politely did not stare at my tears. It
was not the unusua sight it would have beenin America. We Russans
are an emotiond peopl e Perhaps| should not say we.

When | got back to the Leningrad, | tiptoed by Vaerie and tried
to take anap, but woke up after an hour drenched in swedt, an
unspeskably bloody nightmare fading away.

Surprisingly, it was not about A lex or my old home. It was
something about an arm. A bloody, disembodied arm.

CHAPTER THIRTY-JACOB

JEFFERSON AND | were making a career out of chasing false
Foley leads. Mogt of them cleared up with afew phone calls, though
we did take trips on government expense to Cincinnati, A kron, Lincoln,
and fabulous Gary, Indiana. No leads would ever show up in New
Orleans or San Francisco, or anyplace elsefun.

We were gtting in the Cambridge office, | picking my way through



aSoviet journd of behaviord psychology, Jefferson poring over alurid
magazinecdled Full Auto, which was not about cars. It taught you
how to use machine gunsin various socid Stuations. The phonerang.

It was Langley: Harriet Leusner of the Foreign Resources Division.
"Jacob," she sad, "I have aman you're just dying to meet.”
| sat up, electrified. "Y ou've got Foley?"

"Not actually. Someone amost as good. Why don't you come
down and talk to him?"

"Whoisit?"
"L et me be mysterious. | want to see your reaction.” She could be

infuriating. "Cal when you get manifested and well have acar waiting
foryou."

| hung up. "Let's hit the road, Jefferson. Thewild goose cdls™" He
unfolded from his nearly horizonta reading position and loped to the
closat. He pulled out our two overnight bags, nowadays aways packed
and ready, and hisheavy artillery and Kevlar vest. He dways dressed
informally around the office, just the .44 Magnum and whatever he had
tucked away under hisclothing. Probably enough to take out a platoon
of Viet Cong. | didn't want to know.

We had it pretty well figured out by the time we got to Leusner's
office, but seeing the bastard in the flesh was a shock nevertheless.
Mikhail Shilkov, ak.a. the Scalpel. We didn't offer to shake hands, just
stared. Helooked like Peter Loire with Charles Manson's eyes.
Jefferson said hisname.

Hewas sitting in a straight-backed chair with two men flanking
him; Leusner sitting behind her large, clean desk. ™Y ou may know Herb
Stratton, from the FBI," she said. | nodded at him; we'd talked on the
phoneafew times. "And thisis Andrew Coleman, aso from the FBI.
Hisfunctionisamilar to Sergeant Jefferson's.” He was not quite as big
as Jefferson, but equally well padded.

Stratton spoke up. "He walked right into Washington headquarters
and surrendered. He wanted to make aded ."

"Comeon." Jefferson put my thoughtsinto words. "We don't
make deals with thiskind of scum. Do we?"'



Coleman amiled at that-it wastheir line of work thisguy was
debasing-but Stratton scowled. "For some thingswell dedl with the
devil himsdlf. Shilkov said two magic words."

"Nicholas Foley," Shilkov said. "'l cantell youwhereto find him."

"I'drather let him go," | said to Leusner. "Harriet, thisguy iS"

"We know what heis. Therésalot a stake."

| looked at Shilkov. "What kind of dedl do you want? Plea
bargaining for torture and mass murder? Mutilation?"

"l did not redlly do that," he said in arasping voice. "Not under my
own volition. Foley ordered meto doit. My own... comrades.” He
shook his head in a pretty good smulation of controlled grief. "Besides
... canyou think that | am that stupid? Killing four KGB agents, two of
them in cold blood!"

"We don't think you're stupid,” Jefferson said in his best
Dangerous Black Person accent. "We think you're crazy as a bedbug.”
He continued in flowery Russan: "'-Compared to your inhumanly
coldblooded evil, even a Rasputin would look like asimpleminded
stilyagi. Don't insult us by playing the innocent.”

"l don't speak Russian,” Harriet said coldly.

"Jugt amplifying my sentiments”" Jefferson said, il garing a
Shilkov.

Shilkov stared back. "I will not talk with this black man in the
room."

"Suitsme." He reached insde his jacket, and | tensed. He took
out aminiature tape recorder and set it on Harriet's desk. "-Speak
clearly, comrade." He turned and stomped out, remembering to open
the door.

"Y ou can go, too," Harriet said to Coleman.
"He's very dangerous, mam," Coleman said.
"Thisroom isdangerous. Don't worry." Hel€ft.

"He asked for you specificdly,” Stratton said. "He knew from
someone that you were the person who'd been involved with Foley the

longes.”



"Y our Roberta Bender isadouble agent,” Shilkov said. "'l giveyou
that for free. | have much moreto giveyou."

“Tell me something | don't dready know. She's flown the coop.

Y ou must be out of touch with your own people.”

"Yes. Sincethe day of the... unpleasantness.”

There was an empty chair acouple of paces away. | dropped into
it. "Unpleasantness. Sometimes this business makes me sick.”

"Hewantsto trade," Stratton said. "He cited the Witness
Protection Program.”

" S0 he spills hisguts and we give him anew identity,” | said.
"Relocate him in some small town somewhere.”

"Exactly," Stratton said. Shilkov's English, his American English,
probably wasn't good enough to catch the grace note in that one wor d-t
heinflection that implied "exactly not-but it reassured me.

"Okay. Soundslike afair trade. If he does know more about Foley
than we do."

"l know agreat deal more. | saw him at the factory in Cabin John.
He doesnt look at al like hispictures. | canidentify him for you. | may
be the only person living who can.

"Back up," Stratton said. "Weren't you here tofind him?'
"Yes. Find himand kill him."

"Butyoulet himgo," | said.

"Thisiswherethe story getsfantagtic,” he said.

"At first we didn't recognize him. He'slogt fifteen kilograms,
shaved off hisbeard, cut hishair. And wed overheard him, by listening
device, tel another agent that he was not Foley, but a private detective
inFoley'shire.

"1 had no reason to disbelieve him, and began interrogating him as
if he werethe detective. He... turned the tables, though, and started
giving me orders, and | had to obey."

He held up hisleft wrigt, showing an ugly ridge of keloid tissue.
"He made medorthis, try to kill mysdlf; After I'd... taken care of the



others." He sat up squarely. "Y our black man accused me of being evil.
| have done some extreme thingsin service to my country. But nothing
like Foley. Foley isamadman.”

Maybe it takes one to know one. "All right,” | said, "but what
we'reredly interested in is exactly where Foley is, and how we can
safely gpproach him. Can you tdl usthose two things?'

He swung those eyeson me. "I think | cantell you where heis.
How to approach him safdy... | would have an expert sniper shoot him
dead from no closer than ahundred meters. And have another sniper
covering thefird."

"So where do wefind him?' Stratton said.

"1 will tell you once | am convinced that your Witness Protection
Program will hide mefrom my own people. Not until .*

Harriet picked up the phone and punched four numbers. "Eric, it's
me. Have you cleared that FBI package?’ Pause. "Okay, bring it on
up.” Shelooked at Shilkov. "Thiswill give you agtart. But you haveto
cooperate; you haveto keep alow profile. Y ou start tearing small
animals gpart and we don't know you. Or you'll wish we didn't know
you."

"Thereisno need to beinsulting-"

"I'mjust trying to be clear. If you break any civil law, yourein
very grave danger. And not from the KGB. We and the FBI have our
own processes and resources to protect, and the last thing we need is
publicity about them. Isthat clear?"

"Don't worry. Evenif | wasnot afraid of you, | would be afraid of
my own people.”

"You'd best be afraid of usaswell." There wasaknock &t the
door. "Eric? Comein."

A bespectacled apparition about seven feet tall and weighing half
as much as me pushed open the door and dipped i n. He had amanila
envelopein one hand and aregular business envelope in the other. Shil
kov," he said softly.

"l am Shilkov."



"Not anymore." He walked across the floor with no sound. He
handed Shilkov the manila envelope, and when he grasped it, the dry,
crumpling noisswas loud. "I don't want to repeat mysdlf, so listen
carefully. Y ou are Harold Samudson.”

"Harold Samudson.”

"Y our New England accent is much more pronounced than the
residue of Savic. So your documents say you came from Boston. Y ou
were born and raised there. We're dropping you in Indianapolis. Y ou
have two years of college and have most recently worked as atruck
driver, chauffeur, and taxi driver. All in New England. Y ou will seek
employment asataxi driver once you know your way around
Indiangpalis. Y our Boston references in that regard are safe.” He
looked a me. "Mr. Bailey will cover them for you."

"That'sdl in here?'

"Y es. Papers and cards. All of the cardsin that envel ope are what
wecdl flash... dias... documentation.”

"Hash dias documentation.”

“That meansthey're only good for identification. There are two
MasterCards and a Visain there, and two gasoline cards. Don't try to
use them. If you charge anything on them, we will comekill you.”

"All right.”

"That was ajoke. But don't usethem. In thisenvelope,” he handed
over thesmal one, holding it by the corner, "there are two cards that
are 'back-stopped,’' aswe say. The Visacard has a prepaid credit line
of three thousand dollars. Once you have used that, you're on your
own. The Gulf card isoverpaid by two hundred dollars and registered
to your Indianapolis address. It would be smart to use these to get
more plagtic in your own name.”

"I know. Americans swimin aseaof credit .

"Yes. And you are an American. If you forget that, you may die.”
He stared at Shilkov, astill asagtaking bird. "Thatis not ajoke.”

Shilkov stared back. "I'm a'Y ankee Doodle dandy,” he chanted in
amonotone. "Y ankee Doodle do or die. A red live nephew of my



Uncle Sam. Born on the Fourth of July.”
"Very good." Helooked at Leusner. "May | go?" She nodded and
he dipped out, looking carefully neutrd.

Leusner opened adrawer and took out two fat |etter-sized
envelopes. "Thisisyour wa king-around money for Indiangpolis.
Twenty thousand dollarsin fifties and twenties, in each. Y ou get one
when we catch Foley. The other, you can earn today .

"I'm & your service."

From the same drawer, she produced ayellow pad and a
mechanical pencil. Standing, she pushed them over toward him.
"Names. All those namesyou claim to have. Name, function, location,
cover. Addresses would be nice."

He picked up the pencil and clicked it afew times. "With forty
names, that's only five hundred dollars per name. Surely I'm saving yo
i

"We're saving your life. Any more complaintsand I'll just send you
downgtairsto the torture chamber.”

"Come now. Y ou don't-"

"Wehuiltit just for you."

"Yes, of course." He picked up the pad. "Is there aroom where |
can be done?’

She nodded and stood up. "Follow me." They waked out, and Sir
atton and | sat in slencefor afew seconds.

"l dont likethisat dl," | sad. "We shouldn't give that man anything
but the eectric chair .

"Not toworry," Stratton said. "Harriet will fill youin."

"What isit?'

He chuckled. "It's Harriet's game. It's sweet. Shell want to tell you
hersdf.”

Leusner came back in, looking satisfied. "So what isit?' | said.

"That guy Eric." She sat down and spun around in her chair.
"Weve known for three years that he was working for the KGB.



Feeding him stuff that's neutra or false. Sometimesimportant Suff that's
true, when we know it was compromised by someone esg, or it's
about to go public.

"Thetiming isgreat. Heredly has outlived his usefulness, we know
from another double agent that the KGB has tumbled to the pattern. So
thelast thing he doeswill be afavor to both of hisemployers. Finger
that bastard.”

"So wed better find out &l we can before he goesto Indianapolis.”

"That'sright,” she said, smiling broadly. "Cab drivers have
accidents”

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE-VALERIE

IT WOULD BE good to visit Leningrad when | didn't have so
much to worry about. They had put together asort of "wives tour"!
with an unrdentingly chearful Intourist woman and akamikaze bus
driver. So welearned dl about the Aurora and the October Revolution
and the Summer Palace and we saw the mammoth in the deep freeze
and tried to absorb dl the art in the Hermitage in three hours, paintings
flickering by like the frames of a Saturday-morning cartoon.

It'shitting Nick hard. Not the tension of the upcoming
confrontation. He livesfor that kind of stress, though held never admit
it. It'sthis country or this city, his childhood memories. Well, nine
hundred days of absolute terror and deprivation. After amost ninety
daysof it mysdf, | had someinkling of how they fed. Everyoneyou
meet over fifty seemsto radiate memories, the permanent existentia
bruise of having survived thewar. Everyone under thirty radiates
impatience.

Sometimesit fed slike the whole country isamonument to the
Great Patriotic War, and the old men in charge useit asaguilt trip on
theyoung. Waiting in line at acafeteria, | met awoman who was
studying English at the university, who was bitterly sarcadtic,
whispering, about the new war memoria being constructed out in the
suburbs: She and her boyfriend had been trying to get an apartment for
three years, so that they could get married and not have to live with



parents. But no, there had to be another granite dab of Socidist
Redism, inthe middle of dignified acresthat should be holding up
goatment buildings.

It's like a person who survived having a cancer cut out and keeps
the damned thing in ajar, showing it constantly to his children and
neighbors. Don't smoke. Eat lots of fiber. This could happen to you.

And yet you can't criticizeit, not from the outside, no more than
you can tell awidow to stop grieving. We went to the Piskarevsky
Cemetery, on the outskirts of the city, where most of the people who
died in the Siege are buried. Symbolic gravestones and marble plaques
on the ground, not identifying individuas. No one knows how many lie
there. More than amillion. Acres of ralling fieldswith carefully spaced
trees. A memorid building full of terrible photographs. piles of bodies,
buildings exploding, firesandice. A crying woman pulling achild'sded
with the child lying on top, rigid in death. When we lft, it wasraining
and the sky was amost black.

Back at the hotel, Nick was gtting at the window, staring out over
the Neva. He asked me where I'd been, and | told him, and he burst
into tears, dlent tears.

Hetried to laugh it off, through the tears, saying held had too much
vodkawith lunch, and the sadness of the city was getting to him.
Maybe that was for the benefit of the microphones. Maybeit wasfor
me. But he should know that after twenty-five years awoman can tell
when her man has had adrink.

Something is gnawing away at him, and we can't talk about it. Not
just because of microphones.

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO-NICK

| HAD TESTED the watch againgt President Fitzpatrick whilewe
were"done,” carefully; asking him direct questions that would normaly
generate indirect answers, and it had worked. It also worked well with
the trandator, Menenkov, and histwo KGB men. Today | would find
out whether VVardanyan was hard of hearing.

We were taking over the swank Petrovksy Restaurant on the tenth



floor of the hotd, dl of the apparatchiki from both countrieswho had
to make their importance known by bending elbows with the most
powerful. Premier Dr. Vardanyan would be there, since he happened
to bein the neighborhood, on hisway back from meeting Fitzpatrick
for their symbolic reunion in Germany. Fitzpatrick couldn't makeit, of
course, but Vice President Aldnch appeared asif by magic.

| was beginning to recognize in mysdlf an unreasoning prejudice
againg peoplein rumpled dark suitswith thin black tiesand smirks.
They were much in evidence. There was dways onein the devator.
Always onein the men'sroom. Alwaysin the bar, in thelobby, inthe
tearoom. Somebody hand me the Raid.

When the vice president and his entourage showed up, | was
waiting in the lobby, as requested; | wasto be histrandator. It was
surprisingly easy to get him aone; his Secret Service guard had to go
upstairsto report to someone. (Y ou could tell that Aldrich was miffed
at that. | could have been adangerous spy.)

It was easy to test the watch on Aldrich because hewasa
smoker. With smokers, I'd just say, "Give me a cigarette, "-not "please
doyou have..."-and when they held it out, I'd say, "No, takeit back." If
they did both without reaction, | could be pretty sure the watch was
working; if they did react, | could cover mysdlf by saying, " Sorry, I'm
trying to quit. Not quite mysdlf." Aldrich handed me acigarette out of a
tooled leather case and put it back without comment.

"Who's minding the store?' | said. "Y ou here and the president in
France."

"Spain. Actudly, Fitzis4ill running things. Wonders of modern
science. Briefing by satdllite every morning, Cabinet meeting before
dinner. All unclassfied, of course; walls have ears. After lunch he
usudly getsin touch with meand Scales.” Peter Scales was the press
secretary.

That he called the president Fitz wasreveding. That washis
"palitical" nickname, I'd found out with the watch; hisfriendscaled him
Gid.

Vaeriewaswaiting for us at the head table, dong with Menenkov



and afew Specid Assgtantsfor Thisand That, American and Russian.
| introduced her, my Linda, and Menenkov, and we joined everybody
dseinwaiting for Vardanyan.

A forma Russan dinner ismore fun than an American one, though
to gppreciateit fully requires more tolerance for acohol than | have. A
long trough st in the center of the table wasfilled with shavedice,
cooling three different kinds of vodka, two varieties of Soviet
champagne, and, incongruoudy, many long-neck bottles of Pepsi-Cola,
legacy of Ammand Hammer. Mogt of the Russanswere drinking Peps,
and most of the Americans champagne.

Menenkov greeted me warmly and poured me aglass of
champagne. "I'm afraid it's not Mumm's, A nson.”

"l know." | took asmall sip. Sort of like carbonated Thunderbird.
"When do you expect Vardanyan?" He spread his hands. "His plane
cameinthreehoursago.”" | knew that, of course. "He may be resting.”

"Whét if heregtstill midnight?' "-Hunger isthe best sauce,” he said
in French. | couldn't remember whether |, as Anson Rafferty, spoke
thet language. | smiled nonconmittaly.

"In America, the guest of honor usudly showsup late," Aldrich
sad. "Isit that way here?!

"Sometimes," Menenkov said softly, comicaly dewing hiseyes
from | eft to right. " Sometimes he doesn't show up... at dl."

| laughed, and so did Aldrich, uncomfortably. ™Y our friend Ivanov
is conspicuous by his absence.” The Ukrainian KGB man.

"Only so much room at thetable." He poured himsdlf some more
champagne. "l assure you heisherein spirit. So to spesk.”

| raised my glassto him. "-As some of my friends must be."

"What wasthat?* Aldrich asked. "Old Russan toast,” | said.
"Absent friends" A festive Russian med would normdly be many hours
of eating and drinking. Y ou start out with what would be considered
appetizersin other countries culinary traditions-bits of smoked fish,
small boiled potatoesin sour cream, pickled vegetables, caviar rolled in
amall pancakes-and you follow each tidbit with ashot of ice-cold
vodka. The vodka's less than seventy proof, but alot of it goesdownin



the course of acouple of hours nibbling. Then the main course comes
out, perhaps a stroganoff or baked stuffed fish or fowl, dong with wine.
Then a sweet and brandy. Then more brandy and whatever vodkas
left. Then you try to remember whose flat you're in and what your own
nameis, just in case.

Our banquet was going to be more Western style, but they did
bring out token plates of traditiona appetizers. Menenkov was
demongtrating to me the correct way to roll up caviar in apancake
when everyone got to their feet. Coming through the door, Vardarnyan
told everyoneto st and strode toward our table, trailing a quartet of
bodyguards.

He greeted Menenkov by hisfirst name and shook hands with the
vice president, speaking rapid-fire Russan. '"'The premier welcomes
you," Menenkov trandated, "and thanks you for having been ableto
grace uswith your presence on such short notice." Vardanyan had
taken three years of English in school, according to the CI A, but didn't
speek it well. There had been periodsin hislife when it wouldn't have
been safe to spesk English well.

For along second he studied me, focusing the considerable force
of his persondity. Hewasasmal man, with festuresinvariably
described as "hawklike': sharp beak nose, doping forehead with a
sharply defined ridge of bone under eyebrowsthat looked like stiff
filaments of whitewire, curling. He was amost completely bald, hisskin
was wrinkled and spotted with age and work, but his eyeswere cool,
clear gray. | trandated Aldrich's polite response, and he nodded,
looking abstracted for amoment. Then he turned his attention back to
me

“-They tell meyou used to work for the CIA."
"-Y es. In Germany, back in 1962 and-"
“-Do you work for them now?"

“-No. Nor any other intelligence agency." Unlessyou count the KG
B, technicaly.

“~And you are independently wedthy."
“-My wifeis"



He smiled, dmost wan. "-Then can you tell me why you took
Generd Lambert'sjob?"

"-Hewas sck, he asked me. Also, I've never beento Russa” |
turned on the watch. This had to be done ddlicately, with all these
peoplelistening who knew Vardanyan more or lesswel |.

"What's the premier talking about?' Aldrich asked, breaking my
concentration.

"Smadll talk, sr. He's asking about my... qudifications” Menenkov
whispered atrandation to VVardanyan.

“-Yes, qudifications" Vardanyan sad, putting thetipsof his
fingerstogether. "I find it remarkable that the president would choose
an ex-ClA man, however skilled an interpreter he might be.”

“-] never wasa CIA man, actudly. | was a private citizen working
in Germany, and the State Department asked me to dig up some
information. | only later found out that the CIA wasinvolved.” By
pushing my wrist aong the tablecloth afew inches, | could turnthe gain
al theway up. "-l assure you mat you can trust me completely. I'ma
good American but not politica. My primary dlegianceisto mankind in
generd. You must believe thisif we areto work well together."

He rubbed onefinger up and down hislong nose, garing. "-For
some reason | do trust you. You areamost persuasve man.” | turned
the gain down. It might be suspiciousif everybody at thelong table
went dong with what anybody else said.

Vardanyan spilled some caviar on apancake and rolled it up
one-handed, John Wayne style. He smiled at Aldrich and said, "Now
to the serious business of eating,” with an accent asthick asthe Neva
outside.

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE-JACOB

WE HAD TO go into Washington to find astore that carried Shilk
ov'svile French cigarettes. He was going to have ahell of atime getting
them in Indianapolis. Maybe he'd live long enough to kick the habit.

We had him sequestered under discreet but heavily armed guard in



acondoin Vienna, Virginia. The Agency owned the top threefloors;
the doorman and the elevator operator were GS-8 muscle.

In two days, we rounded up more than forty of the agents hed
named. | was dying to interrogate him about Foley, but Leusner asked
usto hold of f. She had to go to Berlin for a series of mesetings, and
wanted usto wait so that she could bein onit. | think she also wanted
at least some of the leads not to pan out, to give us some leverage on
him.

So for most of aweek, Jefferson and | sat in the room next to his
and read, watched television, played cards for matches. Each match
wasworth amillion dollars, and Jefferson won not quite enough to pay
off the national debt. We shouldn't have been wasting time, though. Shi
lkov did know where Foley was, or rather, he guessed right, and it was
no place obvious! Except now, in retrospect.

Four days. What would the world be like now if wed traced him
down and stopped him?

L eusner went straight from the plane to Langley, and straight from
Langley to the Vienna condo, and walked in unannhounced on our game
of million-dollar whist. Her face was puffy with jet lag. She was holding
the envelope of "walking-around" money, the bribe.

She dgpped the heavy envelope againg her pam, twice, smiling
wearily. "Shall we?' We tossed down the cards, and Jefferson put on
his coat.

Ironically, Shilkov waswatching The Price is Right, perhapsin
the spirit of trying to understand his newly adopted country. He was
engrossed and looked up, startled, when we camein through the
connecting door. Leusner turned off the television and sat iffly onthe
edge of an easy chair.

"Mogt of the leads you gave us have been successful.” Shetook a
dip of paper out of her breast pocket and glanced at it. "Except two
herein Washington. Can you tdll us anything more about James
Edward Wentworth or SuzanneLin?"

"You didn't find them?'
"No. Wentworth flew the coop; his gpartment’s clean. Lin went



out to amovie and never came back."

He shrugged. "Washington'sasmall town. When you started
picking people up. the word must have spread.”

"| suppose. Have you found the look-alike?"

"None exact, of course. | narrowed it down to three." We'd given
him some photo dbumsthe FBI supplied. They weren't criminds, just
people with variousfacid characterigtics, photographed from the front,
and side. Shilkov had male cauc blond 50-60, male cauc white 50-60,
and mae cauc bald 50-60. All three were in the blond volume;
Jefferson and | had seen them two days before.

She looked at the nondescript pictures and shrugged. "Okay. So
whereishe?’

He leaned back on the couch and laced his fingerstogether. "1
thought that you would never ask. Heisin Russa. Leningrad, or
headed there."

Wedl diffened. "The summit," Leusner said. That was the next
day.

"You could havetold usearlier,” | said.

Shilkov amiled swestly. "As| say, you never asked. | think you
made a point of not asking."

"How do you know he's going to the summit?’ Leusner said.

"The woman. Vderie Foley. She doesn't know shetold me
anything."

"Soyou didn't forceit out of her," Leusner said.

"Oh no, not in the sense of torture. Infact, | never hurt her at a It
hough | did threaten to; that's part of the technique.”

"Goon."

"We gave her only water for acouple of days. | ... worked on her
res stance with various psychologica devices Findly we gave her
water that contained a hypnoti ¢. When shefell adeep, | injected her
with acompound the KGB's Specia Services technicians made up,
called Batch Seven. It lowers one's antagonism toward interrogation.”



"Like Pentothal 7" | asked.

"Somewhat. People don't babble so with it. It'samost like normal
conversation.”

"Makes torture obsolete," Jefferson said. Asusud, Shilkov
ignored him.

"But wait. Shewaan't in contact with him until the Cabin John
thing, right? Y our people in Boston had her."

"That's correct.”

"Then she couldn't know where he was going. She couldn't know
about Leningrad.”

"Ah. Thisiswhere you haveto trust my expertise. My knowledge
of human nature. Especidly when it comesto peoplelying, or telling the
truth."

"Goon."

"| found that she knew nothing more about Foley's power than we
did. Asl told you afew days ago. But | went alittle further, and told
her what we suspected: that Foley had somehow discovered or
invented a technique or substance or device that completely subverted
aperson'sfreewill. That it would make him do exactly what Foley
asked, even kill himsdlf.

" She said she had suspected that for sometime, from various
questions we had asked. But it wasn't anything she had any knowledge
o

Hetook out ayellow cigarette and tapped it on his thumbnail,
ingpected the end, and lit it carefully with awooden match. "And so|
asked her about herself. What would she havehimdo with this
power?' He watched the match burn almost to hisfingers, then
dropped it in the ashtray.

"Goto Leningrad?' Leusner said. "Disrupt the summit?”

"Not exactly. I'm only inferring that. What she said specificaly was
that he could get into government, wind up next to the president, talk

him into making peace. She thought about it some more and said that
he wouldn't haveto limit it to the president of the United States He



gpeaks so many languages so well, and so forth. She had ahigh opinion
of him.

" She even mentioned Russian specificaly, and Vardanyan. | didn't
think much of it a thetime, since there was obvioudy no way Foley
could get within ten kilometers of the premier without permission.
Later, after Cabin John, | thought about the summit.”

"That'sfantastic,” | said.

He smiled, ababy's plump lips. "Consider it. How many people go
aong with the president? A planel oad? Two planel oads?"

"It'sjust possible" Leusner said. "According to her profile, she
was very passionate, even fanatical, about peace, and | think he may
be, too."

"That'sal over hisMIT dosser,” | said. "Hejokeswith his
students about marrying ahippie, about neither of them ever recoveing
fromthe gxties”

"Worth checking. Jefferson, you get in touch with the Secret
Service and get dl you can about everybody going to the summit with
Fitzpatrick. Better ID all the press, too; | supposethey'll havea
separate plane. Use my name fregly, but don't tell anybody what you
need theinformation for." Jefferson nodded and headed for the phone
inour room.

"Bailey, you go through State and try to get usdiplomatic
clearanceinto Leningrad. We get into the visared tape and the Soviets
will hold usuptill Labor Day, on principle, if they smell the Agency .

She stood up and dropped the envelope into Shilkov'slap. "If we
do find Foley, you're freeto go. Eric Langer, the quigt, tal fellow from
our Technica Services section, will bring your tickets and ingtructions.”
Shilkov started to say something, but she turned away abruptly. "I'm
bushed. Isthere an unoccupied bed around here?"

"Sure; follow me." | led her into the bedroom. Jefferson's bed was
made up with military precision; you could bounce a quarter off it. |
was obscurely gratified that she chose my rumpled one.



CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR-NICK

IT GAVE ME an odd feding to bein aroom with sx KGB men
and sx of their American counterparts, CIA and Secret Service. It was
the room where the "confidentid™ part of the summit talkswould be
held. All twelve were presumably dectronic entomologists. Menenkov
and | had been invited to watch the proceedings, as nontechnica
witnesses. He seemed amused but dert.

The Russans had proposed a fine old nineteenth-century drawing
room in the private part of the Hermitage, which the Americans
instantly vetoed. Full of nooks and crannies and doubtless aready
wired for sound with fifth-generation Japanese smart bugs. The
Americans suggested an unornamented Finnish-modern meeting room
at the Leningrad, overlooking the Neva, but the Russanssaid 'no
windows." They said the Americans could bounce alaser off the glass
from orbit; pick up the speech vibrations. The CIA men laughed and
said they wished they could. (I would have assumed that particular trick
to be physicaly impossible, if they hadn't laughed.)

Thetwo teamsfinaly reached uneasy agreement, settlingona
modest interior meeting room in the Leningrad. All theroomson its
floor and the floors above and below were emptied, mutualy
inspected, and seded of f, which meant that half of our protocol team
was sent grumbling to the Metropole downtown.

They wouldn't have to stay there long, though. Thiswas April 29.
Theback streetsof Leningrad werefilling up with provincia marching
bands practicing, athletic teams going through routines, and elaborate
floats decorated in themes of mir, which in Russan means both "peace’
and "world."

If things go well with Vardanyan and Fitzpatrick tomorrow, they'll
have something to mir abot.

| took anap after the debugging session, knowing that Fitzpatrick
would be coming in around seven. The dream came back again. | think.

Nothing like this has ever happened to me. | appear to be having
the same dream, or adream about the same things, every time| get into
REM slegp-and then | strongly suppress the dream upon awakening, or



before. It must be amemory of Leningrad, but abloody arm? 1 would
remember it if it were Sgnificant. There are ahundred memoriesfrom
that time | would suppressif | could. Plenty of disembodied armsand
legs, sometimes heads, sometimesworse. | learned what the femae geni
talialook like from the immodesties of two frozen, shattered bodies,
entwined. That isamemory that comes back unwonted.

The cliche truism that people who gravitate toward the study of
psychology do so because they are profoundly hurt in their own mind
S.... | know from observing my colleaguesthat thereismorethan a
grain of truth in that, and of course they know it from observing me.
What if they found out | was amurderer, aspy, and amegaomaniac
out to change the world? Some would shrug and say, "What did | tell
you?”

| waswith the party that met the president at the airport, but we
only exchanged a cursory greeting as | introduced Menenkov. Hethen
droveto the hotel with a limo full of advisers, having no need for a
trandator. | went back with Menenkov.

Wedrove for awhilein companionable slence. "Itisfrudrating,”
Menenkov said. "When | began training for thisjob-asachild, redly,
just after thewar -many people were saying that the United States was
going to emerge a huge and powerful empire. Having suffered no
damageinthewar, having dl of itsindustrid cgpability intact.”

“That's about what happened.”

"Wdl... it'snot lempire’ theway | mean. Some of our people do
talk about the American empire, meaning your country plusal the client
states embraced by NATO, SEATO, ANZNAT, the OAS-"

"Not themost loyd clients.”

"l know. That'swhat | mean. The American hegemony that we
were going to face, it'snot redly there. It'sasif youtook am at a
target, and asit drew near, it broke up into many targets of various
szes. Still onelargest piece, but the others can't beignored.” He
laughed. "'l should not indulge in metaphor in aforeign language. | dontt
mean shooting at you."

"I think | understand. But should you be saying thisto an ex-CIA



agent?’

"Youreright, it hardly seemsfair. Since | have mysdlf never had
anything to do with the KGB." We both laughed. "What | mean isthat,
inacuriousway, it would be easier for usto negotiate if it had come
about that way. Americaamonoalithic power, with no complicating
dliances”

"Some country has a proverb saying you should choose your
enemy wel |, because youre fated to become him. Isthat Russian?”’

"Probably. | could never keep them dl straight." He tapped on the
geering whed with aring. "That can be taken two ways. Do you want
to becomelike us?'

"l don't know Russawell enoughto say,” | said, and the truth
datled me.

"Perhaps we can compromise and each wind up with the best of
both worlds. No McDondd's."

"Okay, and no so-cdled champagne." We laughed together. |
turned on the watch at its highest setting.

"Can | see Vardanyan tonight, with you aong, and nobody else?*
"That shouldn't be any problem.”

"Canwe st it up sothat it'sin a 'ssfe’ room, where we won't be
overheard?'

"l can't gpeak for the CIA. No KGB will belistening.”

"You areaKGB officer yoursdf

"Of course”

"What rank?"

"Mgor generd. | am the highest-ranking KGB officer in
Leningrad, currently, | believe.

"Wonderful. Y ou will arrange this meeting tonight under some
reasonable pretext. Then come get me.”

“All right"

"Y ou will follow these orders but forget that | gave them to you.
Y ou will not recal any of this conversation sincel said, 'Can | see



Vardanyan tonight 7"

"All right."
| turned off thewatch. "Lookslikeran."

He peered up through the top of the windshield. "We should just
mekeit."

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE-JACOB

THERE WAS NO way the State Department could officialy get
usto Russathe day before May Day, short of Suffing usinto a
diplomatic pouch. But the CIA does have resources.

A Lion's Club tour group was delayed by enginetroublein Los
Angeleslong enough for meto fly to Seattle and intercept them, bearing
passport and visathat had been routinely processed "justin case.” |
wasaLion from Marlow, Oklahoma. | hoped nobody would question
me about that. Do they gtill have cowboys and Indians down there?
Arethey rich with oil money?1'd have to make up answers.

By way of cover, they gave me ahandful of Southwest Equity
Insurance Company business cards and afake-leather Traveling
Presentation Kit. If anybody got too curious, | would start sdllinghima
policy.

There was no trouble from my fellow passengers, though. The
arline had provided free drinks during the delay in Los Angeles, and
there had been a party. When the plane picked up our small contingent
a Sea-Tac airport at midnight, only the crew were conscious. When
the Lionswoke up the next day, flying over the Arctic, they were
subdued. Therewas an in-flight movie where the main character wasa
car. During it | memorized large parts of Fodor's Russia, especidly the
street map of Leningrad, since | would have to break away from the
tour group and rendezvous with Harriet. (Actually, we should have
wound up in the same hotdl.)

We spent a couple of hoursin Helsinki, waiting in lines, and then
there was a short flight to Leningrad, and the fun began.

Six linesthrough Passports; | chose the shortest one, which turned



out to bethe longest. After an hour | findly got to the glass booth. A
nineteen-year-old KGB private said, "Pazz board," and | gaveit to him.
For agood two minutes he didn't look at it, just stared a me, unsmiling,
directly at my face. | assumed he did that with everyone, and returned
his stare with a pleasant amile.

“-Y ou spesk Russan, don't you?' he said in asudden loud,
staccato voice, accusing. | tried not to change expression.

"I'm sorry. | don't spesk Russian.”

“-Y ou aren't fooling anybody." | guessed thiswas aso part of his
routine. He went through my passport page by page, though it was
newly issued; blank except for the smdl stamp on the fourth page, from
Helsnki. Suddenly heglared up & me. "Ah!"

He pulled ahand mike from the wall. "-Please, Captain, thereisan
irregularity, Kiosk Four." He hung the mike back up and redoubled the
intengty of hisdare.

After aminute the captain showed up. They exchanged whispers
while he stared a me from hisloftier rank. He dso scrutinized my
passport and then put it in his shirt pocket.

He stepped out of the booth. "Follow me," he said with an accent
good enough for Hollywood, "Bring your luggage.”

Wewalked away from the luggage-inspection tables and down a
corridor that smelled of mildew and vinegar. "In here." He opened a
door. "Wait."

A table and two wooden chairs under abare hanging light bulb. A
toilet and wash basin in adingy acove. No windows. The door closed
behind me, and he locked it with akey. | leaned against the table and
waited uneasly. What could they do to aCIA agent entering Russia
illegaly?1 knew what they could do. They could make me disappesr,
and the Agency wouldn't peep. Wind up working on ahydroelectric
project in Khatanga until | froze solid, which would be sometimein
early June. Or they might try to trade me for a couple of rea spies.

Interesting thought: | could finger Shilkov for them. All | want is
my freedom and aHero of the Soviet Union medal.

After somerattling and muttering the door creaked open and the



KGB captain returned, followed by askinny man in adark suit. "Sit
down." | did, and the captain sat across from me. He leafed through the
passport and stared at the first two pages

"Who isthe mayor of Oklahoma City?'

"How should | -*

"Y our passport was issued there, wasit not? It isthe capita of
your gate.”

"But I'veonly-"

"Y ou were born there." To the man in the suit he said "-Helives
outsde the biggest city in his Sate, the city where he was born, but he
cannot name the mayor."

"My parents moved away from Oklahomawhen | wastwo," | said
rgpidly. "I hadn't set foot in the state until 1 moved back there last year "

224 Joe Haldeman

"-He saysthat..."

“-] understood. Ask him why he joined theflight in Seettle. Los
Angdesiscloser to Oklahoma." The captain trandated the question.

"l have friendsthere. It didn't cost much extra. What isall this
about, anyhow? Do you take one person every hour and give him the
third-"

"Not at dl," said thecivilianin thick English. "Show him."

He opened the passport to the picture on the second page. "L ook
at this" Heran hisfingernail under one edge, and it cameloose. "'l have
seen many thousands of American passports. All had pictures very
firmly glued down."

Oh, shit. Superspy. " I-1 wouldn't know anything about that. |
thought they came that way; I've never had a passport before.”

"Yes, of course. But you must seethat if thistruly was not your
passport, it could be the casethat...” he paused to retrieve the
subordinate clause-" Y ou have taken the origind picture off and glued
yourson, but... without enough glue, or the wrong glue. Y ou see why
we are suspicious?"

"Look, though." | grabbed the passport and ran my finger dong



the embossed stamp that covered both the photograph and part of the
page. "How could | fakethis? It says... 'Department of State, United
Statesof America’-how could | fakethat?"

"I'm surethere areways." Helooked up at the "civilian."

“-It's probably nothing. Y ou'd better have the forensic people look
at the passport, though. And search hisluggage very thoroughly, and
his person.” That sounded like hours. Not to mention Siberia.

"I'm afraid we will haveto detain you for alittle while," the captain
said, putting my passport back into his pocket. "l will send somebody
with acup of coffeeand aroll." He stood up.

"Holdit." | s’ood up, too. "I'm with atour group. Areyou going to
hold al of them up too?"

He picked up my suitcase. "Arrangementswill be made.”

After about an hour, my coffee and roll appeared. They looked an
awful lot like lukewarm teaand a piece of black bread. Better than
nothing. | worried for another hour about being searched, which | was
sure would include a colonoscopy with adi mestore flashlight, but when
it happened, | wasn't even made to undress. An unsmiling lieutenant
patted me down in adesultory way and left without aword.

I'dfirst gottenin line a eleven; at four, an Intourist lady showed up
with my luggage and passport and no apologies. Sheled meto the
moneychangers, where | got a hundred dollars worth of good, soft
Russian currency, and then | was given my very own tour bus, evidently
the one that had taken the other Lionsinto town earlier.

She said our hotel had been taken over by American government
people here for the summit, but we were going to have amuch nicer
hotel in the center of the city, the Astoria Full of history and Old World
charm. That was nice, but | was supposed to meet Harriet at the
ninth-floor tearoom of the Leningrad Hotel, at four, Sx, or eight.
Maybe| should argue, hey, I'm an American government person... no.

It was along drive through cold, gray rain. No Russian road sgns,
no billboards to break the birch-and-pine-forest monotony. Decades
after conjugating my first Savic verb, | finaly get to Russa, and it looks
just like upstate Michigan.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX-NICK

THE DREAM WAS especidly bad last night. | woke up three
times, dwayswith the bloody arm fading from memory. In thelast two,
there was somebody with the arm, brandishing aknife. | had hoped to
get plenty of deep for today's challenge. Not to be. But | had along
soak, and Vaerie gave me agood rub-down. We talked about where
we might be next week. If we don't wind up in custody by this
afternoon.

Through Menenkov and Vardanyan, | had made certain
arrangements with the Soviet press, and their American and European
counterparts knew that something was up. | spent most of the morning
grolling from room to room with my watch, making sure the fourth
estate of the Free World would not be scooped by the likes of Pravda
and lvestia. By noon, everybody knew that something big was coming
down, but nobody who was constrained by the truth could claim any
detalsor rdiable atributions. | assumed that by the time of the mesting,
two o'clock, peopl€'simaginations would have taken care of that.

The Americans got together at noon in asmall banquet room for
roast beef sandwiches and potato saad, courtesy of the White House
cooks, which seemed strangely excotic after al the caviar and pickled
vegetables. Vaerie and | were not seated wi th Fitzpatri ck, who was
going over last-minute detail s with hisaides. In afew hoursthey were
going to wonder why he'd withheld his blockbuster. But that was
conggtent with his persondity. He hasaliking for grand, dramatic

gestures.

Therewas only one small detail to take care of before the meeting.
After lunch there was a punch bowl and a semblance of relaxed
mingling. | kept my eye on the Secret Service men, waiting for oneto
isolate himsdf. Findly Jerry K epperman, the second in command,
drifted over to stare out the window. | sdled up next to him and turned
on thewatch.

"Do you have asecond, Jerry?"
"Sure, Dr. Rafferty. What's up?'



"l want you to find measmdl pistol. Something | can stick in my
belt or pocket without being obvious."

"No problem. Little revolver in my ankle holster." He sarted to
reachfor it.

"No, not now. In two minutes, | want you to go to the men'sroom
next door. I'll meet you there.”

"Okay."
"Y ou won't remember any of this. Nothing | said to you. Just
follow directions™

"Okay."
| went straight to the men'sroom and waited. It was dirty, but not
asnoisome as most of the Soviet public bathrooms 1'd beenin, a

concession to the hotel's forelgn guests. There was nobody there, but |
had to assume there were listeners

Kepperman camein, and | motioned him over to the urind. |
flushed it and whispered in hisear, "Go into the first stdl and take off
the pistol and ankle holgter. Leave them on the floor." He nodded and
did it, muted rip of Vecro. When he came back, | flushed again: ™Y ou
will remember having loaned the pistol to another agent. Y oul'll get it
back tonight.”

"Okay."

"Go back to the luncheon now." He did. | went to the stall. |
hoped that if there were hidden cameras or people peeping, they didn't
have the ingdes of theindividud toilets covered. If they were being that
thorough, | was done for anyhow.

Snub-nosed Colt .38 Specid. Six shots; Sx morein arubber
loader taped onto the Side of the holster. Not much protection against
the Secret Service and KGB collections of Ingrams and Kalishnikovs,
but | didn't really plan to shoot it out with anybody. | just wanted an
edge.

| strgpped the pistol onto my ankle and came out of the sal. Still
aone. For the hundredth time | looked, and the envelopeswere ill in
my insde coat pocket, untouched. For the hundredth time my fingers



found the throwaway plastic glove in the other pocket.

Therewould be no fingerprints. One envel ope and its contents
were authentic White House stationery, typed upon by aWhite House
secretary. The other, which had been harder to arrange, was
heavyweight Russian bond, transcribed from my handwriting by a
secretary in the Soviet embassy in Washington.

Perhaps we had been careful enough. If we hadn't, well, at least |
wasn't unarmed.

Menenkov and | got there afew minutes before our charges. The
room was bare, scrubbed too clean. There was something inthe air
that made my eyeshurt. "-Are you nervous?" he asked.

*Da. Youvedonethingslikethisbefore?"

“Not thisscale. I've worked with Dr. VVardanyanin French and
Polish, and with some other people in English." He shook his head
dowly and continued in Russian. "-But nothing redly likethis. The
importance of it makes me alittle sck. What if | make amisteke?' He
made a hel pless fluttering gesture with his hands and switched back to
English. "I can't help thinking: Thisismy children'sfuture. Even though
the medtingislargely symbalic."

He stood up and walked three pacesto thewall. "My own lifeis..
has been... more than adequate; | have no complaints. But | have aboy
who'sjust started university, and agirl... whoisdill agirl. It'stheir
future. | worry .

"No need to worry, not about language. We can backstop each
other. Y ou know the phrase?’

"| get thesense of it, yes. If one of us makes amistake, the other
can point it out, and therésno harm.”

"Thet'sright."

"True, and thank you. But | woke up thismorning thinking | would
much rather read about thisin the newspaper than be part of it. Don't
you fed that way?"

| didn't haveto lie. The door opened, and Vardanyan and Fitzpatrn
ck camein, dong with Kepperman and a Russian guard. We stood for



the leaders. The guards waited until they both sat down and then
backed out to regjoin the other guards outside.

Each of thefour places at the table had a yellow tablet, pencil,
pen, and an agendatyped in both languages. Fitzpatrick picked hisup
and scanned it. "Mogt of thisis pro forma. It'sonly thelast threewe
redly have anything to argue about, right?" | trandated.

“-That'sright,” Vardanyan said. "I till have some reservations
about Item Six, Trade redtrictions on potentialy senstiveindudtria
products.! My advisers are uncomfortable with the wording of that. But
it's something for specidists to work out; | think we agree on the sense
of it." Heamiled thinly. "-If not the necessity.” Menenkov trand ated.

For about an hour the two men sparred politely, mostly over trade
relations and human rights. Long enough. | took a deep bregth.

| turned on the watch at its highest setting. Put on the plastic glove
and took out the two envelopes. Vardanyan was starting to speak. -E
xcuseme," | brokein. "-I'min charge now."

The two Russians nodded. "What's up?"' Fitzpatrick said.

"Just aminute.” | handed Vardanyan his envelope. ¥-Please read
thisvery carefully

"What'sthe glovefor?"

"Hngerprints.” | handed Fitzpatrick hisenvelope. "Read this
carefully. Y ou're about to ddliver it asaspeech to acouple of billion
people.”

Fitzpatrick didn't take the envelope. He just looked at me. "What
the blazing hell are you taking about?'

I'd never actualy had my blood run cold before. It's an accurate
expresson.

Fitzpatrick started to rise; haf-turned toward the door. | dragged
the .38 out and cocked it. "Don't. If you cdl out, I'll kill you."

He sat down dowly and looked at Vardanyan and Menenkov.
Vardanyan was reading, and Menenkov was watching the scene with
detached interest. " So what's the matter with them?It'sasif... oh, no."
He covered hiseyeswith alarge hand. "Y ou're the guy the CIA's &fter.



Fally, Foley. How the hell could you get into thisroom?"

"That's not important.”

"Y ou must have had control over me back in Washington. Why
doesn't it work here? Hearing, that'sit!"

God, would he haveto die for deducing that?""What do you
mean?'

"Ear infection, then the damned pressurization in Air Force One-l
've got tinnitus redl bad; loud, buzzing sounds and ringing. It must
interfere with whatever you do.”

I motioned with the gun. "Read the speech.”

Hepicked it up. "I'll read it, out of curiogity. | won't deliver it for
you." He gtared a me. "1 don't think you'l kill me. But if you do, you
do. | accepted that as a condition of employment years ago."

Heread through it carefully and set it down. "Vardanyan hasthe
same?’

"Yes. | wrote Vardanyan's and my... aperson familiar with your
sylewrote yours. Hewill deliver his speech even if you don't do yours.
That would set up an interesting Situation.”

"l would dmost do it just to see what happens. But no. Vardanyan
will ddiver his and... it will be explained away. He cracked under strain
. Hesan old man."

"Well see" Keeping the gun trained on him, | went to the door
and opened it partway. "Keppemman? Would you comein herefor a
moment?'

The big man camein, looking cautious. | told him to close the door
behind him.

"Y ou're carrying that Ingram, right?"

"l am."

"And guarding Mrs. Fitzpatrick."

"Thet'sright.”

"The president is supposed to give a speech within an hour. If he
doesnt, | want you to kill Mrs. Fitzpatrick and then usethe Ingram to



kill as many other Americans asyou can see.”

"All right."
"Do the sameif anything unpleasant happensto me-if | am taken
into custody or killed, | mean."

“All right”

"Youwill forget that | gave you these orders. They will remainin
force until | ingtruct you otherwise." He agreed. "L eave."

That had been agamble. Fitzpatrick had watched in shocked
slence. If hed started giving conflicting orders, | don't know what woul
d have happened.

When the door clicked shut, | suddenly fdlt faint. | had just
arranged for the murder of adozen or so innocent people. If Fitzpatrick
stuck to hisprinciples or the CIA or Secret Service found meout or if |
hed a heart attack, which right now didn't seem too unlikely. | floated
back to the table, not redly feding the floor under me.

"Youreamonger," Fitzpatrick said.

"l think I know what | am.” Vardanyan waslooking at mewith a
bleak expression, looking just like my stepfather, and as| sat down
dowly, the dream rushed in, thefirst timeit had invaded my conscious
mind:

| was eight years old and starving, gone beyond hunger to dying,
bloated weakness, so cold that my breath glazed into iceonthe metd b
edframe, and there was a candle in the kitchen, a small, wet noise, and
| crawled aong the cold floor to see, and watched for several minutes
while my foster father carved ahdf-frozen bloody human arm into
chunks of mest for the pot, abloody soldier's deeve on the floor with a
red star on the shoulder, and we had "lamb stew” for the next two
days, and it was good past belief, and nobody questioned wherethe
lamb had comefrom.

Hizpatrick wastalking. "What wasthat again?' | said.
"Y ou haveto cal him back in and cancd that order. Admit your

plan has backfired. So far you haven't done any harm. | can guarantee...
the bet of treatment for you."



"Oh, I've done harm."”

"Evenif | do give your speech, what makesyou think | can
implement it?'

“Two billion witnesses. And the fact that VVardanyan is saying the
samething.”

"But | know! Sooner or later the whole world will know wherethe
speeches came from.”

| had an answer to that. | wastrying to shake off the nightmare
imege, the memory of thetaste. "I can ... | can answer that.” The
ungpeakable guilt of cannibalism, repressed; wasthat behind everything?

"Sooner or later your hearing will recover. When that happens, |
can change your recall of these events. Meanwhile, I'll stay very close
toyou."

"How close do you think you can stay? For how long?"

Inspiration: "Dr. Vardanyan isgoing to invite you to his dacha to
the south of here, for afew days rest. Y ou don't want to fly for awhile,
after al, because of your ear infection. Of course most of your
entourage will stay with you. Including me and Mr. Keppermen.”

"You haveit dl figured out, don't you."

"Except for afew details." Like what to do with the memory of the
tage

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN-JACOB

FODORS HAD WARNED me about how beautiful Leningrad
was going to be. I'll have to go back someday when | have the peace
and clarity of mind to appreciateit. They say it reminds people of
Amgterdam, so Amsterdam must befull of potholes and noisy
condruction-and yes, sately symmetry and impressive public parks
and monuments. Nice bridges. But | spent alot of timelooking a my
watch.

Thebusdriver parked in front of the Astoriaand |eft theengine
running, putting amuch-handled cardboard sign on the dashboard.
Knowing | spoke no Russian, he herded meinto the hotel lobby and



waited in linewith me until he could get aclerk's attention. He told the
clerk that | waswith the earlier group of American Tigers or whatever,
and then stomped out the door to retrieve hisbus.

In carefully weird English, the clerk explained what | wasto do. |
was sharing Room 364 with so-and-so, but they were dl out on atour.
| could leave my bag in the room and then | would be freeto do
whatever | wished, solong as| left my passport with him and my key
with the"floor lady.” Better than | 'd expected. In five minutes| was
back on the street. There were four cabswaiting in front of the hotel; |
got in thefirst and asked for the Hotel Leningrad, spesking no Russian.

| probably got a specia non-Russian rate, sinceit was ashort ride
for twenty bucks, but | didn't think it would be smart to argue with him.

Thelobby wasfull of American and Russian security types. An
American turned toward me; | took a chance and gestured imperioudy,
beckoning him to aquiet corner. | wished I'd had some of Jefferson's
physica presence and chutzpah. | did my best, though: "I don't have
timeto discussthismuch. I'm aCIA man and I'm supposed to make a
contact here, an American woman. Y ou want to help me?'

"You haveany ID?'

"Comeon."

"Well, look. Things have been redly complicated since they cut the
mesting short. I've gotta:"

"Cut it short?'

"Y egh, Vardanyan | eft. Some press thing coming up-l ook, you can
take the elevator there up to anything past the seventh floor and nobody’
Il bother you. Below that, above here, you need credentials. I've gotta
get my mentogether.” He turned and went back to his group.

That was al right. When the elevator came, it had the buttons for
two through six removed, and a couple of armed guards, just in case
you'd brought your own button. | pushed nine and tried to whistle. My
mouth wastoo dry.

| asked the guards which way the tearoom was. The American

shrugged, and the Russian stood impassive but pointed to the left when
the door opened.



It was more than an hour after our designated time, but Harriet L
eusner wasthere, dtting done a atable for two, seemingly engrossed
in apaperback book. She saw me and waved.

"Jake, | thought you'd never come! Here's your book." She
handed me a paperback that was dightly open at the last, blank page.
Therewaswriting onit: | don't know what the hell is going on here,
and | don't think anybody really does. Vardanyan's headed for the
Summer Palace for a TV announcement, before six. Fitzpatrick's
going to do the same thing, here. You go catch Vs speech, and I'll
wait here.

No sign of anyone who looks like F. Keep your eyes open.

| scanned it fast. "Uh, fine. Look, | gottarun. Catch you herethis
evening?'

"Yes inacouple of hours Goon."

I got back in the same cab, since he had gone to the back of the
short linein front of the hotel. He took me back acrossthe river and
dropped me at the large crowd that was forming where Vardanyan was
to speak. | pretended naivete and told the driver | was running out of
rubles-how much would that bein dollars? A thoroughly illegd
transaction, but it saved me fifteen bucks.

| doveinto the crowd and started working my way toward the
front, looking for ablond, portly middle-aged American.

CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT-NICK

| USHERED VARDANYAN and Menenkov out and told the
press liaison woman that Fi tzpatn ck would be resting for ahaf hour
before he ddlivered his statement, and that he might or might not talk to
the press after that. | used the watch on White House Chief of Staff Fro
elich, to make sure no one on his own tesm would bother Fitzpatrick.

Then | went back in and sat with him, giving Vardanyan timeto get
to his press Ste acrosstheriver.

"l suppose you do mean well," he said. "But | don't think you're
aware of the potentid for disaster inthis... speech.”



"Why don't you outlineit for me?"

"I can't give you an education in geopolitica redlitiesin the space
of thirty minutes.”

"Y ou don't haveto. I've aready spent thirty yearsthinking about it.

Peace and war and what could be done. And spare me the old-soldier
bit-l wasin thewar, too, and hurt a grest deal worse man you were."

"Y ou can't be old enough.”

| grabbed apinch of the firm skin under my chin and wiggled it.
"Plagtic surgery. They can work wonders.”

"That'swhy.. "

"Yeah. | haven't been mysdlf lately.” He argued with me for about
fifteen minutes, gppedling varioudy to common sense and patriotism
and arithmetic. Then hefel slent and read the speech through afew
times. When he delivered it, he actualy made some improvements.

Thisiswhat hesad:

| am aware of having some few shortcomings, and
onethat doesn't normally bother me muchisalack of
oratory ability. | think the shorter the speech, the
better, and don't have much patience for politicians
who go on and on just because they have the floor.

But thisis one occasion where| could wish that |
had the gift of eloquence. Nothing | will ever do or say
as president of the United States of Americacan beas
important aswhat | am going to say to you now.
Forgive mefor saying it plainly.

Everybody knowsthat the large and fairly equa
nuclear stockpiles held by the United States and the
Soviet Union have been for haf acentury rather a
"mixed curse," paradoxicaly threatening the surviva of
the entire world while apparently preventing a
catastrophic world war from starting. The key phrases
our politicians have traditionally used to describe this



curious Stuation are the frightening ones "the balance of
terror™ and "mutudly assured destruction.”

It'saso wel known that these stockpiles are, and
have been ever snce the sixties, much larger than they
would need to beif their function were smply military.
Grotesqudly large.

Both the Soviet Union and the United States
possess more than a hundred times the megatonnage
required to obliterate the other's civilization totaly. It's
hard to imagine: more than a hundred times.

Most of the presidents and premiersfrom Truman
and Krushchev to Dr. Vardanyan and mysdf have
agreed that these weapons must never be used, and
pledged that we would not initiate the use of them.
Pessmigsin ther turn, from the 1950s to the present
day, have pointed out that thismay be finefor the next
week or year, or ten years or athousand, but sooner
or later therewill be aman or woman in chargewho
will suffer alapse of judgment, alapse of sanity, and
actualy use the weapons. That will be the end of
civilization, or & least dl that we hold civilized.
Perhaps, some of our scientissswarn, it would be the
end of dl lifeon this planet.

The problem with idedlistic solutionsto this
Stuation, where we smply wave amagic wand and d |
the bombs go away, istwofold: One, as| sad, the
bombs with their threat of apocalypse have brought
comparative peace to the second haf of this century.
Two, the United States and the Soviet Union are not
the only oneswith bombs.

Dr. Vardanyan and | were both soldiersin the last
world war-what we hope will forever remain the last
world war. No one who lived through that catastrophe
could take lightly the obligation of preventing his
children and their children from having to rdiveit. And



if it takes the fear of nuclear Armageddon to keep
buried in history the specter of whole continents turned
into battlefields, of whole generations of men decimated
and decimated again, then that fear does serve anoble
purpose. If Dr. Vardanyanand | could wave some
magic wand and rid the world forever of nuclear
wegpons... well, | won't say we wouldn't do it. But we
certainly wouldn't do it in ignorance of the possible dire
CoNseguences.

What we have agreed upon isamutua bilateral
reduction in the size of our Strategic nuclear forces. A
drastic reduction, conducted s multaneoudy, under the
supervison of observersfrom countries digned with
neither the United States nor the Soviet Union.

Thethird largest nuclear power intheworldis
Greet Britain, with two hundred and ninety-eight
warheads capable of ddlivering ninety-nine megatons of
degtruction. That isthelevel to which Dr. Vardanyan
and | have agreed to reduce our forces. Nearly a
thousandfold. By May Day of next year, both the
United States and the Soviet Union will control only
two hundred and ninety-eight warheads apiece, yieding
atotd of no more than ninety-nine megatons.

The digtribution of these wegpons asto sizeand
typewill be worked out according to the defense
requirements of each country, but the total number and
tota yield will be the same. Both countrieswill undergo
continua ingpection by neutral observers. In agreeing to
this, Dr. Vardanyan has of course departed drastically
from the policies of dl his predecessors, and the world
oweshim avote of heartfelt thanks

The disarmament process need not be frozen at
thislevd. If Great Britain wishesto reduce its nuclear
forces below their present capabilities, andif they will
do s0 under the same conditions of supervision and



ingpection that Dr. Vardanyan and | have agreed to,
then the United States and the Soviet Union will also
reduce, to maintain parity. If the British consequently
fal below the strength of the fourth nuclear power,
whichiscurrently France, with two hundred and two
warheads yielding ninety-two megatons, then France
will be respongble for setting the benchmark. Then
China, then India, and so on down theline.

Itisn't aperfect solution; thereis no perfect
solution. A lot of voiceswill beraised, and some heads
will doubtlessrall, in the process of turning this, our
mutua pledge, into diplomatic and legd language
satisfactory to al concerned. But the principleisclear,
and wewill not back away fromit.

At thismoment Dr. Vardanyanisddivering a
speech to the Supreme Soviet in Maoscow, viaa public
televison link from the Summer Palace herein
Leningrad, outlining our- agreement. Journdists are
present from al over theworld, and the messageis
being broadcast live on every Soviet television channel.

Wewant to give the world some breathing space.
The principle weve set down here will certainly be
elaborated and refined by leaders of our countries, of
al countries, in the future. What we havetriedtodois
to ensure that there will be afuture.

They'd set arostrum up right in front of the meeting-room door. |
stayed in the room, with the door open a crack, so | missed seeing the
president's face and nuances of gesture. But | could see the expressions
on the audience's faces, which was amusing, and Valerie's, which was
graifying.

A smdl room full of hardened pols and newspeople, with a
scattering of Secret Service, KGB, and CIA folks. When he said the
words mutual bilateral reduction, alot of jaws dropped open. When



he el aborated on it, some people looked like they were going to faint.
At the end of his speech, about haf the audience burst into wild
gpplause. The other half clapped politely and belatedly and looked at
each other inwild surmise.

CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE-JACOB

WITHOUT CEREMONY, VARDANY AN walked up onto a
hastily erected podium, into aglare of television lights, to the exact spot
where Lenin had stood the day the Soviet Union was created. That
was what the man beside metold his companion, at least. | wondered
whether Lenin had a so spoken from behind bulletproof glass.

Vardanyan's speech may not have been more important than
Lenin's, but it certainly was more surprising to the audience. Not so
surprising to me. So Foley had gotten to him.

| wondered whether Fitzpatnick had said the samething, as
advertised. There was an American television team on the other side of
the square; | meandered over there and eavesdropped. It wastrue,
according to what their opposite numbers at the Leningrad had told
them. Foley had flummoxed the two most powerful menin theworld
into renouncing the main basis of their power.

What the Politburo and the Congress would have to say about
their agreement was yet to be heard. Maybe V ardanyan was headed
for along rest cure. Maybe Fi tzpatrick, too.

There were no taxis, but then | guessed there was no need to
hurry, either. | walked back down the river toward the bridge to the
Leningrad, amile or so. | was passed by groups of people runningin
both directions, alot of happy talking and shouting and passing around
of bottles. A lot of mir inthear. Eventhoughit was il light, severd
barrages of fireworks went off over theriver, setups, | suppose, that
were supposed to wait until tomorrow.

| checked my watch, subtracting seven hoursfor Eastern Standard
Time The Today show and Good Morning America would beonin
twenty minutes. Their staffswere probably quite busy.

| wastired and wired. | put my last No- Doz between two back



teeth and crunched down. The overwhelming gd| taste dways
reminded me of undergraduate days.

Nobody paid any attention to me as| waked up to the Leningrad
Hotel entrance. Security people had formed up in adouble line so that
the luminaries could makeit to their limousines, running the gauntlet of
photographers. | overheard something about Fi tzpatrick Saying onin
Russiafor afew days. Probably agood idea. Probably anumber of his
compatriotswill suggest that he take up residence permanently.

One advantage to being thin isthat you can dip through crowds It
only took me aminute to make my way to the edge of the policeline.
Various people waked through the television lights, looking important.
Then came Secretary Froelich, whom | recognized, and then the
presdent, looking at the Sdewak with asad smile. Behind himwasa
stranger. The stranger passed within two yards of me, looked straight
into my face, and suddenly flinched and turned pale.

It was Foley, by God. It didn't ook like him, but who else could it
be?

| smiled and gave him ahaf salute, then watched the back of his
head as he followed Fi tzpatrick to the limo. He looked back once, and
| wasdill smiling. Let him fidget.

| wasn't going to blow the whistle on him. Twice he spared me
when he could have greatly smplified hislife by killing me, a no danger
to himsdlf. Besides, it might work.

His cockeyed scheme might work.

CHAPTER FORTY-NICK Epilogue

IT WASVALERIE'Sidea. Where was the best hiding place for
someone who could be history'srichest and most powerful man,
independent of any government? A haven of poverty and insgnificance,
of course, in the swollen heart of the bureaucracy itself: the Peace
Corps.

For ten years, sheand | toiled in the drought-scourged villages and
farms of Rwanda, helping scrapeirrigation systems out of the hard crust
of theland, teaching English and numbers and our own version of The



American Way. Shewasin her natural element, hel ping people. For me
it was along decade. As penance, though, | suppose it worked. The
bad dream went away, and so did the killing. Though | don't think |
would ever havetried to kill anyone without the watch, and it wasina
safe-deposit box on the other side of the world.

Curioudy, at the very end time of Valeresfertility, she became
pregnant. (When she stopped mensiruating, we thought it was
menopause. It was Nick, junior.) She ddivered himinan American
hospita, because of the possibility of complications, but we returned to
Rwandaand raised Nickiein rdative poverty. Being poor didn't
impress him, of course, given his surroundings and companions, and we
havetried to raise him in such away that when he eventualy finds out
he has millions, that won't impress him, either.

I came back from Rwandaold and lesthery but fit, weighing about
what | did in Basic Training. We found asuburban community with
good schools and bought a carefully modest house. | took one
certificate of deposit out of the safe-deposit box and spread it around
severd local banks. | took the watch out, put afresh battery init, and
hilarioudy tested it on Valerie. Then | returned it to the box, along with
themillionsin CD's and securitiesthat had grown from the cash left
over from our second round of plastic surgery in Zacatecas.

It looks asif thistwenty-first century may turn out better than the
previous one. Thefour largest nuclear powers playing areverse
Mexican standoff, just as Vaerie had predicted. Usudly it's France
who ditches awarhead, just to make the others scramble. It'sawaysa
small warhead. But every year there are not quite as many bombs
around as mere were before.

Of course there are ill wars, and rumors of war, and we may yet
liveto see nations consumed in nuclear fire. At least it won't be the
whole planet burning. Not so long asthey follow the rules of the game.

But treaties are only promises, and promises are only as good as
the people who make them. The warhead factories can be started up
as quickly asthey were shut down.

Thisboy of mineistweve years old. He speaks Russian and



French aswdl as his native English and Swahili, and he keepsthe
ability secret. His childhood tempered with poverty, he owes dlegiance
to no god or country or culture; he doesn't even think of himself as
white

Most people get awatch when they retire. Hell get hiswhen |
think he's ready to start work.



