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FRI DAY. FIVE O CLOCK I N THE AFTERNOON. MAYBE THE HARDEST time to nove
unobserved through a city. O, maybe the easiest. Because at five o' clock on a
Fri day nobody pays attention to anything. Except the road ahead.

The man with the rifle drove north. Not fast, not slow. Not drawing attention.
Not standing out. He was in a light coloured mnivan that had seen better
days. He was al one behind the wheel. He was wearing a |ight-col oured raincoat
and the kind of shapel ess Iight-col oured beanie hat that old guys wear on the
golf course when the sun is out or the rainis falling. The hat had a two-tone
red band all round it. It was pulled down |ow. The coat was buttoned up high.
The man was wearing sungl asses, even though the van had dark w ndows and the
sky was cloudy. And he was wearing gl oves, even though winter was three nonths
away and the weat her wasn't cold.

Traffic slowed to a crawl where First Street started up a hill. Then it
stopped conpletely where two | anes became one because the bl acktop was torn up
for construction. There was construction all over town. Driving had been a
nightnmare for a year. Holes in the road, gravel trucks, concrete trucks,

bl ackt op



spreaders. The man with the rifle lifted his hand off the wheel. Pulled back
his cuff. Checked his watch.

El even ni nut es.

Be patient.

He took his foot off the brake and crawl ed ahead. Then he stopped agai n where
t he roadway narrowed and the sidewal ks wi dened where the downt own shoppi ng
district started. There were big stores to the left and the right, each one

set a little higher than the |last, because of the hill. The w de sidewal ks
gave plenty of space for shoppers to stroll. There were cast-iron flag pol es
and cast-iron lanmp posts all lined up like sentries between the people and the

cars. The people had nore space than the cars. Traffic was very slow. He
checked his watch again.

Ei ght m nut es.

Be patient.

A hundred yards later the prosperity faded a little. The congesti on eased.
First Street opened out and becane slightly shabby again. There were bars and
dol lar stores. Then a parking garage on the left. Then yet nore construction
where the parking garage was bei ng extended. Then further ahead the street was
bl ocked by a low wall. Behind it was a wi ndy pedestrian plaza with an
ornanental pool and a fountain. On the plaza's left, the old city library. On
its right, a new office building. Behind it, a black glass tower. First Street
turned an abrupt right angle in front of the plaza's boundary wall and ran
away west, past untidy rear entrances and | oadi ng docks and then on under the
rai sed state highway.

But the man in the minivan slowed before he hit the turn in front of the plaza
and nade a left and entered the parking garage. He drove straight up the ranp.
There was no barrier, because each space had its own parking meter. Therefore
there was no cashier, no witness, no ticket, no paper trail. The man in the

m ni van knew all that. He wound round the ranps to the second | evel and headed
for the far back corner of the structure. Left the van idling in the aisle for
a nonent and slipped out of the seat and noved an orange traffic cone fromthe
space he wanted. It was the last one in the old part of the building, right
next to where the new part was bei ng added on



He drove the van into the space and shut it down. Sat still for a nonment. The
garage was quiet. It was conpletely full with silent cars. The space he had
protected with the traffic cone had been the | ast one avail abl e. The garage
was al ways packed. He knew that. That was why they were extending it. They
were doubling its size. It was used by shoppers. That was why it was quiet.
Nobody in their right mind would try to |l eave at five o' clock. Not into the
rush hour traffic. Not with the construction delays. Either they would get out
by four or wait until six.

The man in the m nivan checked his watch.

Four minutes.

Easy.

He opened the driver's door and slid out. Took a quarter from his pocket and
put it in the meter. Twisted the handl e hard and heard the coin fall and saw
t he cl ockwork give himan hour in exchange. There was no ot her sound. Not hing
in the air except the smell of parked autonobiles. Gasoline, rubber, cold
exhaust .

He stood still next to the van. On his feet he had a pair of old desert boots.
Khaki suede, single eyelets, white crepe soles, made by d arks of Engl and,
much favoured by Special Forces soldiers. An iconic design, unchanged in maybe
sixty years.

He gl anced back at the parking nmeter. Fifty-nine mnutes. He wouldn't need
fifty-nine mnutes. He opened the mnivan's sliding rear door and | eaned

i nsi de and unfol ded a bl anket and revealed the rifle. It was a Springfield MA
Super WMatch aut ol oader, Anmerican wal nut stock, heavy prem umbarrel, ten shot
box magazi ne, chanbered for the .308. It was the exact commercial equival ent
of the ML4 self-loading sniper rifle that the Anerican mlitary had used
during his long-ago years in the service. It was a fine weapon. Maybe not
quite as accurate with the first cold shot as a top-of-the-line bolt gun, but
it would do. It would do just fine. He wasn't going to be | ooking at

extraordi nary distances. It was | oaded with Lake City MB52s. His favourite
custom cartridges. Special Lake City Match brass, Federal powder, Sierra

Mat chki ng 168-grain holl ow point boat tail bullets. The |oad was better than
t he gun, probably. A slight m smatch

He listened to the silence and lifted the rifle off the rear



bench. Carried it away with himto where the old part of the garage finished
and the new part began. There was a half-inch trench between the old concrete
and the new. Like a demarcation |line. He guessed it was an expansion joint.
For the sumer heat. He guessed they were going to fill it with soft tar
Directly above it there was yell ow and bl ack Caution Do Not Enter tape strung
between two pillars. He dropped to one knee and slid under it. Stood up again
and wal ked on into the raw new construction

Parts of the new concrete floor were trowelled snooth and parts were rough

still waiting for a final surface. There were wooden pl anks | aid here and
there as wal kways. There were haphazard pil es of paper cenent sacks, sone
full, some enpty. There were nore open expansion joints. There were strings of

bare |ight bul bs, turned off. Enpty wheel barrows, crushed soda cans, spools of
cabl e, unexpl ai ned I engths of |umnber, piles of crushed stone, silent concrete
m xers. There was grey cenent dust everywhere, as fine as talc, and the snell
of danp line.

The man with the rifle walked on in the darkness until he cane close to the
new northeast corner. Then he stopped and put his back tight against a raw

concrete pillar and stood still. Inched to his right with his head turned
until he could see where he was. He was about eight feet fromthe garage's new
perimeter wall. Looking due north. The wall was about waist high. It was

unfinished. It had bolts cast into it to take lengths of metal barrier to stop
cars hitting the concrete. There were receptacles cast into the floor to take
t he new parking nmeter posts.

The man with the rifle inched forward and turned a little until he felt the
corner of the pillar between his shoul der blades. He turned his head again.
Now he was | ooking north and east. Directly into the public plaza. The
ornanental pool was a long narrow rectangle running away fromhim It was
maybe eighty feet by twenty. It was like a large tank of water, just sitting
there. Like a big above-ground | ap pool. It was bounded by four wai st-high
brick walls. The water |apped against their inner faces. H s line of sight ran
on an exact diagonal fromits near front corner to its far back corner. The
wat er | ooked to be about three feet deep. The fountain splashed right in the
centre of the



pool. He could hear it, and he could hear slowtraffic on the street, and the
shuffle of feet below him The front wall of the pool was about three feet
behind the wall that separated the plaza fromFirst Street. The two |l ow walls
ran cl ose together and parallel for twenty feet, east to west, with just the
wi dt h of a narrow wal kway between them

He was on the garage's second | evel but the way First Street ran uphill neant
the plaza was nuch | ess than one storey below him There was a definite
downward angle, but it was shallow. On the right of the plaza he could see the
new of fice building's door. It was a shabby place. It had been built and it
hadn't rented. He knew that. So to preserve some kind of credibility for the
new downtown the state had filled it with governnent offices. The Departnent
of Mbtor Vehicles was in there, and a joint Arny-Navy-Air Force-Marine Corps
recruiting office. Maybe Social Security was in there. Maybe the Interna
Revenue Service. The man with the rifle wasn't really sure. And he didn't
really care.

He dropped to his knees and then to his stomach. The |ow cram was a sniper's
princi pal node of novenment. In his years in the service he had low crawl ed a
mllion nmiles. Knees and el bows and belly. Standard tactical doctrine was for
the sniper and his spotter to detach fromthe conpany a thousand yards out and
crawl into position. In training he had sonetimes taken many hours to do it,
to avoid the observer's binoculars. But this tinme he had only eight feet to
cover. And as far as he knew there were no binoculars on him

He reached the base of the wall and lay flat on the ground, pressed up tight
agai nst the raw concrete. Then he squirned up into a sitting position. Then he
knelt. He folded his right Ieg tight underneath him He planted his left foot
flat and his left shin vertical. He propped his left el bow on his left knee.
Rai sed the rifle. Rested the end of the forestock on the top of the | ow
concrete wall. Sawed it gently back and forth until it felt good and solid.
Supported kneeling, the training manual called it. It was a good position
Second only to lying prone with a bipod, in his experience. He breathed in,
breat hed out. One shot, one kill. That was the sniper's credo. To succeed
required control and stillness and calm He breathed in, breathed out. Felt
hinmself relax. Felt hinself cone hone.



Ready.
Infiltration successful
Now wait until the time is right.

He waited about seven ninutes, keeping still, breathing low, clearing his
m nd. He | ooked at the library on his left. Above it and behind it a spur of
the raised highway curled in on stilts, like it was enbracing the big old

linestone building, cradling it, protecting it fromharm Then it strai ghtened
alittle and passed behind the black glass tower. It was about |evel with the
fourth storey back there. The tower itself had the NBC peacock on a nonolith
near its main entrance, but the man with the rifle was sure that a small
network affiliate didn't occupy the whole building. Probably not nore than a
single floor. The rest of the space was probably one-man |l aw firnms or CPAs or
real estate offices or insurance brokers or investnent managers. O enpty.
Peopl e were coning out of the new building on the right. People who had been
getting new licences or turning in old plates or joining the arny or hassling
with federal bureaucracy. There were a | ot of people. The governnent offices
were closing. Five o' clock, on a Friday. The people cane out the doors and
wal ked right to left directly in front of him funnelling into single file as
they entered the narrow space and passed the short end of the ornamental poo
between the two low walls. Like ducks in a shooting gallery. One after the
other. A target-rich environnent. The range was about a hundred feet.
Approximately. Certainly less than thirty-five yards. Very close.

He wait ed.

Sone of the people trailed their fingers in the water as they wal ked. The
wal s were just the right height for that. The man with the rifle could see
bri ght copper pennies on the black tile under the water. They swam and ri ppl ed
where the fountain disturbed the surface.

He wat ched. He waited.

The stream of peopl e thickened up. Now there were so many of them com ng al

at once that they had to pause and group and shuffle and wait to get into
single file to pass between the two low walls. Just like the traffic had
snarled at the bottom of First



Street. A bottleneck. After you. No, after you. It made the people slow Now
they were slow ducks in a shooting gallery.

The man with the rifle breathed in, and breathed out, and waited.

Then he stopped waiting.

He pulled the trigger, and kept on pulling.

Hs first shot hit a man in the head and killed himinstantly. The gunshot was
| oud and there was a supersonic crack fromthe bullet and a puff of pink m st
fromthe head and the guy went straight down |like a puppet with the strings
cut.

Akill with the first cold shot.

Excel | ent.

He worked fast, left to right. The second shot hit the next man in the head.
Sane result as the first, exactly. The third shot hit a wonman in the head.
Sane result. Three shots in maybe two seconds. Three targets down. Absol ute
surprise. No reaction for a split second. Then chaos broke out. Pandenoni um
Panic. There were twel ve peopl e caught in the narrow space between the pl aza

wal | and the pool wall. Three were already down. The remmining nine ran. Four
ran forward and five spun away fromthe corpses and ran back. Those five
collided with the press of people still moving their way. There were sudden

| oud screans. There was a solid stalled mass of panicked humanity, right in
front of the man with the rifle. Range, less than thirty-five yards. Very

cl ose.

H's fourth head shot killed a man in a suit. His fifth m ssed conpletely. The
Si erra Matchking passed close to a woman's shoul der and hi ssed straight into
t he ornamental pool and disappeared. He ignored it and noved the Springfield s
muzzl e a fraction and his sixth shot caught a guy on the bridge of his nose
and bl ew his head apart.

The man with the rifle stopped firing.

He ducked | ow behind the garage wall and craw ed backwards three feet. He
could snell burnt powder and over the ringing in his ears he could hear wonen
scream ng and feet pounding and the crunch of pani cked fender benders on the
street below. Don't worry, little people, he thought. It's over now. |'m out
of here. He lay on his front and swept his spent shell cases into a pile. The
bright Lake City brass shone right there



in front of him He scooped five of theminto his gloved hands but the sixth
rolled away and fell into an unfinished expansion joint. Just dropped right
down into the tiny nine-inch-deep, half-inch-wide trench. He heard a qui et
nmetallic sound as it hit bottom

Deci si on?

Leave it, surely.

No tinme.

He jamed the five cases he had in his raincoat pocket and craw ed backwards
on his toes and his fingers and his belly. He lay still for a noment and

listened to the screami ng. Then he cane to his knees and stood up. Turned
round and wal ked back the same way he had cone, fast but in control, over the
rough concrete, along the wal kway pl anks, through the dark and the dust, under
the yell ow and bl ack tape. Back to his mnivan

The rear door was still open. He rewapped the warmrifle in its blanket and
slid the door shut onit. Got in the front and started the engi ne. d anced

t hrough the wi ndshield at the parking neter. He had forty-four mnutes left on
it. He backed out and headed for the exit ranp. Drove down it and out the
unmanned exit and nmade a right and another right into the tangle of streets
behi nd the departnment stores. He had passed under the raised hi ghway before he
heard the first sirens. He breathed out. The sirens were headi ng east, and he
was headi ng west.

Good work, he thought. Covert infiltration, six shots fired, five targets
down, successful exfiltration, as cool as the other side of the pillow

Then he sniled suddenly. Long-termmilitary records show that a nodern arny
scores one eneny fatality for every fifteen thousand conmbat rounds expended by
its infantry. But for its specialist snipers, the result is better. Wy
better. Twelve and a half thousand tines better, as a matter of fact. A nodern
arnmy scores one eneny fatality for every one-point-tw conbat rounds expended
by a sniper. And one for one-point-two happened to be the sanme batting average
as five for six. Exactly the sane average. Sinple arithnetic. So even after

all those years a trained nilitary sniper had scored exactly what his old



i nstructors woul d have expected. They woul d have been very pl eased about that.

But his old instructors had trai ned snipers for the battlefield, not for urban
crime. Wth urban crinme, factors unknown on the battlefield kick in fast.
Those factors tend to nodify the definition of successful exfiltration. In
this particular case, the nmedia reacted fastest. Not surprisingly, since the
shootings took place right in front of the local NBC affiliate's w ndow. Two
t hi ngs happened even before a dozen pani cked bystanders all hit 911 on their
cell phones simultaneously. First, every minicamin the NBC office starting
rolling. The caneras were grabbed up and switched on and pointed at the

wi ndows. Second, a |ocal news anchor called Ann Yanni started rehearsing what
she knew woul d be her very first network breaki ng-news report. She was sick
and scared and badly shaken, but she knew an opportunity when she sawit. So
she started drafting, in her head. She knew that words set agendas, and the
words that came to her first were sniper and sensel ess and slaying. The
alliteration was purely instinctive. So was the banality. But slaying was how
she saw it. And slaying was a great word. It conmuni cated the randomess, the
want onness, the savagery, the ferocity. It was a notivel ess and i npersona
word. It was exactly the right word for the story. At the same tinme she knew
it wouldn't work for the caption below the pictures. Massacre would be better
there. Friday N ght Massacre? Rush Hour Massacre? She ran for the door and
hoped her graphics guy would come up with sonething al ong those |ines

unbi dden.

Al so not present on the battlefield is urban | aw enforcement. The dozen

si mul t aneous 911 cell phone calls lit up the emergency sw tchboard like a
Christmas tree and the local police and fire departnments were rolling within
forty seconds. Everything was despatched, all of themwth |ights popping and
sirens blaring. Every black-and-white, every avail able detective, every crine
scene technician, every fire engine, every paranedic, every anbul ance.
Initially there was conpl ete mayhem The 911 calls had been pani cked and

i ncoherent. But crimnes



were plainly involved, and they were clearly serious, so the Serious Crinmes
Squad' s | ead detective was given tenporary conmand. He was a high-quality
twenty-year PD veteran who had cone all the way up from patrol man. Hi s nane
was Enerson. He was bl asting through slow traffic, dodging construction,
hopel essly, desperately, with no way of knowi ng what had happened. Robbery,
drugs, gang fight, terrorism he had no hard information. None at all. But he
was calm Conparatively. His heart rate was hol di ng bel ow a hundred and fifty.
He had an open channel with the 911 despatcher, desperate to hear nore as he
drove. 'New guy on a cell phone now,' the despatcher screaned.

Wio?' Enerson screaned back.

"Marine Corps, fromthe recruiting office.’

"Was he a w tness?

'"No, he was inside. But he's outside now.'

Emerson cl anped his teeth. He knew he wasn't going to be first-on-scene. Not
even close. He knew he was leading fromthe rear. So he needed eyes. Now. A
Marine? He'll do. 'OK ' he said. 'Patch the Marine through.'

There were loud clicks and el ectronic sounds and then Enerson heard a new
acoustic. Qutdoors, distant scream ng, the splash of water. The fountain, he
t hought. Who is this? he asked.

A voi ce came back, cal mbut rushed, |oud and breathy, pressed close to a cell
phone mouthpiece. 'This is Kelly,' it said. 'First Sergeant, United States
Marine Corps. Who am | speaking with?' 'Emerson, PD. I'min traffic, about
ten mnutes out. \What have we got ?'

"Five KIA ' the Marine said.

"Five dead?'

"Affirmative.'

Shit. 'Injured?

"None that | can see.'

'Five dead and no injured?

"Affirmative,' the Marine said again.

Emerson said nothing. He had seen shootings in public places. He had seen dead
peopl e. But he had never seen only



dead peopl e. Public-place shootings always produced injured along with the

dead. Usually in a one-to-one ratio, at least. 'You sure about no injured?
he said. 'That's definitive, sir,' the Marine said. Wwo are the DOAs?'
"Civilians. Four males, one female.' "Shit'

'Roger that, sir,' the Marine said.
"Where were you?'

"In the recruiting office.’

"What did you see?

" Not hi ng. "

What did you hear?

"Incom ng gunfire, six rounds.' 'Handguns?'

'Long gun, | think. Just one of them'

"Arifle?

"An autol oader, | think. It fired fast, but it wasn't on full automatic. The
KIAs are all hit in the head.' A sniper, Enerson thought. Shit. A crazy nman
with an assault weapon. 'Has he gone now?' he said.

"No further firing, sir.’

"He mght still be there.'

"It's a possibility, sir. People have taken cover. Mst of themare in the
library now.' \Were are you?'

'Head down behind the plaza wall, sir. I've got a few people with ne." Were
was he?'

"Can't say for sure. Maybe in the parking garage. The new part. People were
pointing at it. There may have been some mnmuzzle flash. And that's the only

maj or structure directly facing the KIAs.' A warren, Emerson thought. A damm
rat's nest. 'The TV people are here,' the Marine said. Shit, Enerson
t hought .

"Are you in uniforn?' he asked.
"Full dress, sir. For the recruiting office.’



'K, do your best to keep order until my guys get there.'

'Roger that, sir.'

Then the |ine went dead and Emerson heard his despatcher's breathing again. TV
people and a crazy man with a rifle, he thought. Shit, shit, shit. Pressure
and scrutiny and second guessing, |ike every other place that ever had TV
people and a crazy man with a rifle. He hit the switch that gave himthe
all-cars radio net.

"Al'l units, listen up,' he said. 'This was a |l one nutcase with a |long gun
Probably an automatic weapon. Indiscrinmnate firing in a public place.
Possibly fromthe new part of the parking garage. So either he's still in

there, or he's already in the wind. If he left, it was either on foot or in a
vehicle. So all units that are nore than ten bl ocks out, stop now and | ock
down a perinmeter. Nobody enters or exits, OK? No vehicles, no pedestrians,
nobody under any circunmstances. Al units that are closer than ten bl ocks,
proceed inward with extreme caution. But do not let himget away. Do not m ss
him This is a nust-win, people. W need this guy today, before CNN gets al
over us.'

The man in the minivan thunbed the button on the renpte on the visor and the
garage door runbl ed upward. He drove inside and thunbed the button again and

t he door canme down after him He shut the engine off and sat still for a
nmonent. Then he got out of the van and wal ked through the nmud room and on into
the kitchen. He patted the dog and turned on the television

Paramedics in full body armour went in through the back of the library. Two of
them stayed inside to check for injuries anmong the sheltering crowd. Four of
them came out the front and ran crouched through the plaza and ducked behi nd
the wall. They crawl ed towards the bodies and confirned they were all DOA.
Then they stayed right there. Flat on the ground and i mmbile next to the
corpses. No unnecessary exposure until the garage has been searched, Emerson
had sai d.

Emer son doubl e- parked two bl ocks fromthe plaza and told a uniformed sergeant
to direct the search of the parking garage,



fromthe top down, fromthe southwest corner. The uniforms cleared the fourth
level, and then the third. Then the second. Then the first. The old part was
problematical. It was badly lit and full of parked cars, and every car
represented a potential hiding place. A guy could be inside one, or under one,
or behind one. But they didn't find anybody. They had no real problemwth the
new construction. It wasn't lit at all, but there were no parked cars in that
part. The patrol nen sinply cane down the stairwell and swept each level in
turn with flashlight beans.

Nobody t here.

The sergeant relaxed and called it in.

' Good work,' Emerson said.

And it was good work. The fact that they searched fromthe sout hwest corner
outward | eft the northeast corner entirely untouched. Nothing was disturbed.
So by good luck or good judgenent the PD had turned in an inmracul ate
performance in the first phase of what would eventually be seen as an

i mmacul ate investigation frombeginning to end.

By seven o'clock in the evening it was going dark and Ann Yanni had been on
the air eleven tines. Three of them network, eight of themlocal. Personally
she was a little disappointed with that ratio. She was sensitive to a little
scepticismcomng her way fromthe network editorial offices. If it bleeds, it
| eads, was any news organi zation's credo, but this bleeding was way out there,
far from New York or LA It wasn't happening in some mani cured suburb of
Washington D.C. It had a tinge of weirdo-fromthe-heartland about it. There
was no real possibility that anyone inmportant would wal k through this guy's
cross hairs. So it was not really prime time stuff. And in truth Ann didn't
have nuch to offer. None of the victins was identified yet. None of the slain.
The [ ocal PD was holding its cards close to its chest until famlies had been
notified individually. So she had no heartwarm ng background stories to share.
She wasn't sure which of the male victins had been famly nen. O churchgoers.
She didn't know if the woman had been a nother or a wife. She didn't have nuch
to offer in the way of visuals, either. Just a gathering crowd held five

bl ocks back by police



barri cades, and a static |ong shot down the greyness of First Street, and
occasi onal cl ose-ups of the parking garage, which was where everyone seened to
assune the sniper had been

By eight o' clock Emerson had made a | ot of progress. Hi s guys had taken
hundreds of statenments. Marine Corps First Sergeant Kelly was still sure he
had heard six shots. Enmerson was inclined to believe him Mrines could be
trusted on stuff like that, presumably. Then some other guy nentioned his cel
phone must have been open the whole tinme, connected to another guy's voice
mail. The cellular conpany retrieved the recordi ng and six gunshots were
faintly audible on it. But the nedical exam ners had counted only five entry
wounds in the five DOAs. Therefore there was a bullet missing. Three other

Wi t nesses were vague, but they all reported seeing a small plune of water kick
out of the ornamental pool

Emerson ordered the pool to be drained.

The fire department handled it. They set up floodlights and sw tched off the
fountain and used a punping engine to dunp the water into the city storm
drains. They figured there were maybe eighty thousand gallons of water to
nmove, and that the job would be conplete in an hour.

Meanwhi l e crinme scene technicians had used drinking straws and | aser pointers
to estimate the fatal trajectories. They figured the nost reliable evidence
woul d cone fromthe first victim Presumably he was wal ki ng purposeful ly right
to left across the plaza when the first shot cane in. After that, it was
possi bl e the subsequent victins were twi sting or turning or nmoving in other
unpredi ct abl e ways. So they based their conclusions solely on the first guy.
H s head was a ness, but it seemed pretty clear the bullet had travelled
slightly high to low and left to right as it passed through. One tech stood
upri ght on the spot and another held a drinking straw agai nst the side of his
head at the correct angle and held it steady. Then the first guy ducked out of
the way and a third fired a | aser pointer through the straw. It put a tiny red
spot on the northeast corner of the parking garage extension, second |evel.
Wt nesses had



clainmed they had seen nmuzzle flashes up there. Now science had confirmed their
st at ement s.

Enmerson sent his crime scene people into the garage and told themthey had al
the tine they needed. But he told themnot to come back w th nothing.

Ann Yanni left the black glass tower at eight thirty and took a camera crew
down to the barricades five bl ocks away. She figured she mght be able to
identify some of the victins by a process of elinination. People whose
relatives hadn't come hone for dinner might be gathering there, desperate for

i nformati on. She shot twenty m nutes of tape. She got no specific information
at all. Instead she got twenty mnutes of crying and wailing and sheer stunned
incredulity. The whole city was in pain and in shock. She started out secretly
proud that she was in the m ddl e of everything, and she ended up with tears in
her eyes and sick to her stomach.

The parki ng garage was where the case was broken. It was a bonanza. A treasure
trove. A patrolman three bl ocks away had taken a witness statement froma
regul ar user of the garage saying that the | ast space on the second | evel had
been bl ocked off with an orange traffic cone. Because of it, the wtness had
been forced to | eave the garage and park el sewhere. He had been pi ssed about
it. Aguy fromthe city said the cone hadn't been there officially. No way.
Coul dn't have been. No reason for it. So the cone was bagged for evidence and
taken away. Then the city guy said there were discreet security cameras at the
entrance and the exit, wired to a video recorder in a maintenance closet. The
tape was extracted and taken away. Then the city guy said the new extension
was stalled for funding and hadn't been worked on for two weeks. So anything
in there less than two weeks old wasn't anything to do with him

The crime scene technicians started at the yellow and bl ack Cauti on Do Not
Enter tape. The first thing they found was a scuff of blue cotton material on
t he rough concrete directly underneath it. Just a peach-fuzz of barely visible
fibre. Like a guy had dropped to one knee to squirm underneath, and had



left alittle of his blue jeans behind. They phot ographed the scuff and then
picked it up whole with an adhesive sheet of clear plastic. Then they brought
in klieg lights and angled them | ow across the floor. Across the two-week-old
cenent dust. They saw perfect footprints. Really perfect footprints. The |ead
tech called Emerson on his Mtorola. 'He was wearing weird shoes,' he said.
"What kind of weird shoes?

"You ever heard of crepe? It's a kind of crude rubber. Al nost raw. Very
grippy. It picks everything up. If we find this guy, we're going to find
crepe-sol ed shoes with cement dust all over the soles. Also, we're going to
find a dog in his house." 'A dog?

'We've got dog hair here, picked up by the crepe rubber, earlier. And then
scraped of f again where the concrete's rough. And carpet fibres. Probably from
his rugs at home and in his car.' 'Keep going,' Enmerson said.

At ten to nine Enerson briefed his Chief of Police for a press conference. He
hel d not hi ng back. It was the Chiefs decision what to tal k about and what to
conceal. 'Six shots fired and five people dead,' Emerson said. 'Al head
shots. I'mbetting on a trained shooter. Probably ex-mlitary." 'O a
hunter?' the Chief said.

'"Big difference between shooting deer and shooting people. The techni que m ght
be the same, but the enotion isn't." Wre we right to keep this away fromthe
FBI ?'

"It wasn't terrorism It was a |lone nut. W've seen them before.’

"I want to be able to sound confident about bringing this one in.'

"I know,' Enerson said.

' So how confident can | sound?

'"So far we've got good stuff, but not great stuff.’

The Chi ef nodded, and sai d not hi ng.

At nine o' clock exactly Enmerson took a call fromthe pathologist. H s staff
had X-rayed all five heads. Massive tissue danage, entry and exit wounds, no

| odged bul l ets.



"Hol | ow points,' the pathologist said. 'Al of themthrough and through.'
Emerson turned and | ooked at the ornanmental pool. Six bullets in there, he

t hought. Five through-and-throughs, and one niss. The pool was finally enpty
by nine fifteen. The fire departnent hoses started sucking air. Al that was
left was a quarter-inch of scumy grit, and a |lot of trash. Enerson had the
lights re-angled and sent twelve recruits fromthe Acadeny over the walls, six
fromone end and six fromthe other

The crime scene techs in the parking garage extension | ogged forty-eight
footprints going and forty-four com ng back. The perp had been confident but
wary on the way in, and striding |onger on the way out. In a hurry. The
footprints were size eleven. They found fibres on the last pillar before the
northeast corner. Mercerized cotton, at a guess, from a pal e-col oured

rai ncoat, at shoul der-bl ade height, like the guy had pressed his back agai nst
the raw concrete and then slid round it for a |look out into the plaza. They
found maj or dust disturbance on the floor between the pillar and the perineter
wal . Plus nore blue fibres and nore raincoat fibres, and tiny crunbs of crepe
rubber, pale in colour, and old.

'"He low-craw ed,' the lead tech said. 'Knees and el bows on the way there, and
knees, toes and el bows comi ng backwards. W ever find his shoes, they're going
to be all scraped up at the front

They found where he nust have sat up and then knelt. Directly in front of that
position, they saw varni sh scrapings on the lip of the wall.

"He rested his gun there,' the lead tech said. 'Sawed it back and forth, to
get it steady.'

He |ined hinself up and aimed his gaze over the varni sh scrapings, |ike he was
aimng arifle. Wat he sawin front of himwas Enerson, pacing in front of
the enpty ornanental pool, less than thirty-five yards away.

The Acadeny recruits spent thirty mnutes in the enpty pool and canme out with
a lot of mscellaneous junk, nearly eight dollars in pennies, and six bullets.
Five of them were just



m sshapen bl obs of |ead, but one of them | ooked absolutely brand new. It was a
boat tail hollow point, beautifully cast, alnost certainly a .308. Emerson
called his lead crime scene tech up in the garage. 'I need you down here,' he
sai d.

"No, | need you up here,' the tech replied.

Emerson got up to the second |l evel and found all the techs crouched in a | ow
huddle with their flashlight beans pointing down into a narrow crack in the
concrete. 'Expansion joint,' the lead tech said. 'And | ook what fell init'
Emer son shoul dered his way in and | ooked down and saw t he gl eam of brass.

"A cartridge case,' he said.

' The guy took the others with him But this one got away.'

" Fingerprints? Emerson asked

W can hope,' the tech said. 'Not too many people wear gl oves when they | oad

t heir magazi nes.'

"How do we get it out of there?

The tech stood up and used his flashlight beamto | ocate an el ectrical box on
the ceiling. There was one close by, new, with unconnected cabl es spooling out
like fronds. He | ooked on the floor directly underneath and found a rat's nest
of discarded trimm ngs. He chose an eighteen-inch |l ength of ground wire. He
cleaned it and bent it into an L-shape. It was stiff and heavy. Probably
overspecified for the kind of fluorescent ceiling fixtures he guessed the
garage was going to use. Maybe that was why the project was stalled for
fundi ng. Maybe the city was spending noney in all the wong places. He
jiggled the wire down into the open joint and slid it along until the end went
neatly into the enpty cartridge case. Then he lifted it out very carefully, so
as not to scratch it. He dropped it straight into a plastic evidence bag.
'Meet at the station,' Emerson said. 'In one hour. 1'll scare up a DA.'

He wal ked away, on a route exactly parallel to the trail of footprints. Then
he stopped, next to the enpty parking bay. 'Enpty the nmeter,' he called.
"Print all the quarters.’

"Why?' the tech called back. 'You think the guy paid?



"I want to cover all the bases.’

"You'd have to be crazy to pay for parking just before you blow five people
away. '

"You don't blow five people away unl ess you're crazy.

The tech shrugged. Enpty the nmeter? But he guessed it was the kind of insight
detectives were paid for, so he just dialled his cell phone and asked the city
[iaison guy to come on back again.

Soneone fromthe District Attorney's office always got involved at this point
because the responsibility for prosecution rested squarely on the DA's

shoul ders. It wasn't the PD that won or lost in court. It was the DA. So the
DA's office made its own evaluation of the evidence. Did they have a case? Was
the case weak or strong? It was like an audition. Like a trial before a trial
This time, because of the magnitude, Enerson was performng in front of the DA
hi nsel f. The big cheese, the actual guy who had to run for election. And

reel ection.

They made it a three-man conference in Emerson's office. Emerson, and the |ead
crinme scene tech, and the DA. The DA was cal |l ed Rodin, which was a contraction
of a Russian nane that had been a whole | ot |onger before his
great-grandparents came to Anerica. He was fifty years old, lean and fit, and
very cautious. H s office had an outstanding victory percentage, but that was
nostly due to the fact that he wouldn't prosecute anything | ess than a total
certainty. Anything less than a total certainty, and he gave up early and

bl amed the cops. At least that was how it seenmed to Emerson

"I need seriously good news,' Rodin said. 'The whole city is freaking out.'
"We know exactly how it went down,' Emerson told him 'W can trace it every
step of the way.'

"You know who it was?' Rodin asked.

'"Not yet. Right now he's still John Doe.'

"So walk me through it.'

"We' ve got nonochrone security videotape of a light coloured mnivan entering
t he garage el even mnutes before the event. Can't see the plates for mud and
dirt, and the camera angle isn't great. But it's probably a Dodge Caravan, not
new,



with aftermarket tinted wi ndows. And we're al so | ooking through old tapes

ri ght now because it's clear he entered the garage at sone previous tinme and
illegally blocked off a particular space with a traffic cone stolen earlier
froma city construction site.' 'Can we prove stol en?

' OK, obtained,' Enerson said.

' Maybe he works for the city construction departnent.'

' Maybe. '

"You think the cone came fromthe work on First Street?

"There's construction all over town.'

"First Street would be closest.’

"I don't really care where the cone came from

Rodi n nodded. ' So, he reserved hinself a parking space?

Enmerson nodded in turn. 'Right where the new construction starts. Therefore
t he cone woul d have | ooked plausible. W have a witness who saw it in place at
| east an hour before. And the cone has fingerprints onit. Lots of them The
right thunb and index finger match prints on a quarter we took out of the

parking neter.' 'He paid to park?

"Evidently.'

Rodi n paused.

"Win't stand up,' he said. 'Defence will claimhe could have placed the cone
for an innocent reason. You know, selfish, but innocent. And the quarter could
have been in the nmeter for days.' Emerson smiled. Cops think |Iike cops, and

| awyers think Iike | awers.

"There's nore,' he said. 'He parked, and then he wal ked t hrough t he new
construction. At various points he left trace evidence behind, fromhis shoes
and his clothing. And he'll have picked trace evidence up, in the form of
cenent dust, nmostly. Probably a lot of it." Rodin shook his head. 'Ties him
to the scene sonmetinme during the |ast two weeks. That's all. Not specific
enough.' We've got a three-way | ock on his weapon,' Emerson said.

That got Rodin's attention

'"He missed with one shot,' Enerson said. 'It went into the



pool . And you know what? That's exactly how ballistics labs test-fire a gun
They fire into a long tank of water. The water slows and stops the bullet with
absolutely no damage at all. So we've got a pristine bullet with all the |ands
and grooves we need to tie it to an individual rifle." 'Can you find the

i ndi vidual rifle?

"We' ve got varnish scrapings fromwhere he steadied it on the wall.'

'That's good.'

"You bet it is. W find the rifle and we'll match the varnish and the
scratches. It's as good as DNA.'

"Are you going to find the rifle?

"W found a shell case. It's got tool marks on it fromthe ejector mechani sm
So we've got a bullet and a case. Together they tie the weapon to the crine.
The scratches tie the weapon to the garage |ocation. The garage location ties

the crime to the guy who left the trace evidence behind.' Rodin said nothing.
Emer son knew he was thinking about the trial. Technical evidence was sonetines
a hard sell. It lacked a human di mension. 'The shell case has got

fingerprints onit,' he said. 'Fromwhen he | oaded the nmagazi ne. Sane thunb
and index finger as on the quarter in the parking neter and on the traffic
cone. So we can tie the crime to the gun, and the gun to the amo, and the
amo to the guy who used it. See? It all connects. The guy, the gun, the

crime. It's a total slamdunk.' 'The videotape shows the ninivan | eaving?
"Ninety seconds after the first 911 call canme in.'

"Wio is he?

"We' || know just as soon as the fingerprint databases get back to us.'

"If he's in the databases.'
"I think he was a nilitary shooter,' Emerson said. "All mlitary personnel are
in the databases. So it's just a matter of tine.'

It was a matter of forty-nine mnutes. A desk guy knocked and entered. He was
carrying a sheaf of paper. The paper listed a name, an address, and a history.
Pl us suppl enentary information fromall over the system Including a driver's
l'i cence



phot o. Enerson took the paper and gl anced through it once. Then again. Then he
smled. Exactly six hours after the first shot was fired, the situation was
nail ed down tight. A rmust-w n.

"His nane is Janes Barr,' Enmerson said.

Silence in the office.

"He's forty-one years old. He lives twenty minutes fromhere. He served in the
U S. Arny. Honourabl e discharge fourteen years ago. Infantry specialist, which
|'"mbetting means a sniper. DW says he drives a six-year-old Dodge Caravan,
bei ge."'

He slid the papers across his desk to Rodin. Rodin picked themup and scanned
t hem t hr ough, once, tw ce, carefully. Emerson watched his eyes. Saw him

t hi nking the guy, the gun, the crime. It was |ike watching a Vegas sl ot
machine line up three cherries. Bing bing bing! Atotal certainty.

"James Barr,' Rodin said, |ike he was savouring the sound of the words. He
separated out the DL picture and gazed at it. 'Janes Barr, welconme to a
shitload of trouble, sir.’

"Amen to that,' Emerson said, waiting for a conplinment.

"Il get the warrants,' Rodin said. 'Arrest, and searches on his house and
car. Judges will be lining up to sign them'

He left and Enmerson called the Chief of Police with the good news. The Chi ef
sai d he woul d schedul e an eight o'clock press conference for the next norning.
He said he wanted Enerson there, front and centre. Enmerson took that as al

the conpliment he was going to get, even though he didn't much Iike the press.

The warrants were ready within an hour, but the arrest took three hours to set
up. First, unmarked surveillance confirmed Barr was hone. Hi s place was an

unr ermar kabl e one-storey ranch. Not i mmuacul ate, not falling down. AOd paint on
the siding, fresh blacktop on the driveway. Lights were on and a television
set was playing in what was probably the living room Barr hinself was spotted
briefly, in a lighted window. He seermed to be alone. Then he seened to go to
bed. Lights went off and the house went quiet. So then there was a pause. It
was standard operating procedure to plan carefully for the takedown of an
armed man inside a building. The PD SWAT team t ook charge. They used zoning
maps fromthe city offices and cane



up with the usual kind of thing. Covert encirclenent, overwhel m ng force on
standby front and rear, sudden violent assault on the front and rear doors

si mul t aneously. Enerson was detailed to nmake the actual arrest, wearing ful
body arnmour and a borrowed hel met. An assistant DA woul d be alongside him to
monitor the legality of the process. Nobody wanted to give a defence attorney
anything to chew on later. A paranmedic teamwould be instantly avail able. Two
K9 officers would go al ong, because of the crine scene investigator's theory
about the dog in the house. Altogether thirty-eight men were involved, and
they were all tired. Mdst of them had been working nineteen hours straight.
Their regul ar watches, plus overtime. So there was a | ot of nervous tension in
the air. People figured that nobody owned just one automatic weapon. If a guy
had one, he had nore. Maybe full-auto machi ne guns. Maybe grenades or bonbs.

But in the event the arrest was a walk in the park. Janes Barr barely even
woke up. They broke down his doors at three in the norning and found him

asl eep, alone in bed. He stayed asleep with fifteen armed nen in his bedroom
aimng fifteen submachi ne guns and fifteen flashlight beams at him He stirred
alittle when the SWAT comuander threw his bl ankets and pillows to the floor
searching for conceal ed weapons. He had none. He opened his eyes. Minbl ed
somet hing that sounded |ike Wat? and then went back to sleep, curling up on
the flat mattress, huggi ng hinmsel f against the sudden cold. He was a | arge
man, with white skin and black hair that was going grey all over his body. Hs
pyj amas were too small for him He | ooked slack, and a little older than his
forty-one years.

H s dog was an old nutt that woke up reluctantly and staggered in fromthe
kitchen. The K9 team captured it imrediately and took it straight out to their
truck. Emerson took his helnet off and pushed his way through the crowd in the
tiny bedroom Saw a three-quarters-full pint of Jack Daniel's on the night
table, next to an orange prescription bottle that was also three-quarters
full. He bent to look at it. Sleeping pills. Legal. Recently prescribed, to
sonmeone call ed Rosemary Barr. The | abel said: Rosemary Barr. Take one for

sl eepl essness.



"Who's Rosemary Barr?' the assistant DA asked. 'Is he married?
Emerson gl anced round the room 'Doesn't look like it.'
"Suicide attenpt?' the SWAT commander asked

Emer son shook his head. 'He'd have swallowed themall. Plus the whole pint of
JD. So | guess M Barr had trouble getting off to sleep tonight, that's all
After a very busy and productive day.' The air in the roomwas stale. It

snelled of dirty sheets and an unwashed body.

W need to be careful here,' the assistant DA said. 'He's inmpaired right now.
Hs |lawer is going to say he's not fully capable of understanding Mranda. So
we can't let himsay anything. And if he does say sonmething, we can't listen.'
Enmerson called for the paranedics. Told themto check Barr out, to nake sure
he wasn't faking, and to nmake sure he wasn't about to die on them They fussed

around for a few mnutes, listened to his heart, checked his pulse, read the
prescription | abel. Then they pronounced himreasonably fit and healthy, but
fast asleep. 'Psychopath,' the SWAT comrander said. 'No conscience at all.’

'"Are we even sure this is the right guy? the assistant DA asked.

Emerson found a pair of suit trousers folded over a chair and checked the
pockets. Came out with a snmall wallet. Found the driver's licence. The nane
was right, and the address was right. And the photograph was right. 'This is
the right guy,' he said.

"W can't let himsay anything,' the ADA said again. 'W need to keep this
kosher .

"I"mgoing to Mrandize hi manyway,' Enmerson said. 'Mike a nmental note,
peopl e."'

He shook Barr by the shoul der and got hal f-opened eyes in response. Then he
recited the Mranda warning. The right to remain silent, the right to a
lawyer. Barr tried to focus, but didn't succeed. Then he went back to sleep
'"COK, take himin,' Enerson said.

They wapped himin a bl anket and two cops dragged hi mout of the house and
into a car. A paranedic and the ADA rode with



him Emerson stayed in the house and started the search. He found the scuffed
blue jeans in the bedroom cl oset. The crepe sol ed shoes were placed neatly on
the floor below them They were dusty. The raincoat was in the hall closet.
The bei ge Dodge Caravan was in the garage. The scratched rifle was in the
baserment. It was one of several resting on a rack bolted to the wall. On a
bench underneath it were five nine-nmillinetre handguns. And boxes of

ammuni tion, including a half-enmpty box of Lake City MB52 168-grain boat tai
hol | ow point .308s. Next to the boxes were glass jars with enpty cartridge
cases in them Ready for recycling, Emerson thought. Ready for hand | oadi ng.
The jar nearest the front of the bench held just five of them Lake City
brass. The jar's lid was still off, like the five |atest cases had been dunped
in there recently and in a hurry. Emerson bent down and sniffed. The air in
the jar snelled of gunpowder. Cold and old, but not very.

Emerson | eft Janmes Barr's house at four in the norning, replaced by forensic
speci al i sts who woul d go through the whole place with a fine-toothed conb. He
checked with his desk sergeant and confirmed that Barr was sl eeping
peacefully, in a cell on his own wth round-the-cl ock nmedi cal supervision
Then he went home and caught a two-hour nap before showering and dressing for
t he press conference.

The press conference killed the story stone dead. A story needs the guy to be
still out there. A story needs the guy roam ng, sullen, hidden, shadowy,
dangerous. It needs fear. It needs to make everyday chores exposed and
hazardous, |ike punping gas or visiting the mall or walking to church. So to
hear that the guy was found and arrested even before the start of the second
news cycle was a disaster for Ann Yanni. |Imredi ately she knew what the network
of fices were going to think. No | egs, over and done with, history. Yesterday's
news, literally. Probably wasn't much of anything anyway. Just sone inbred
heartl and weirdo too dunb to stay free through the night. Probably sleeps with
his cousin and drinks Colt 45. Nothing sinister there. She would get one nore
net wor k br eaki ng-news spot to recap the crinme and report the arrest, and that
woul d be it. Back to obscurity.



So Yanni was di sappointed, but she hid it well. She asked questions and made
her tone admiring. About hal fway through she started putting together a new
thenme. A new narrative. People would have to adnit the police work had been
pretty inpressive. And this perp wasn't a weirdo. Not necessarily. So a
serious bad guy had been caught by an even nore serious police departnmnent.

Ri ght out there in the heartland. Something that had taken considerable tine
on the coasts in previous fanpus cases. Could she sell it? She started
drafting titles in the back of her mind. Anerica's Fastest? Like a play on

Fi nest ?

The Chief yielded the floor to Emrerson after about ten mnutes. Enerson filled
in full details on the perp's identity and his history. He kept it dry. Just
the facts, ma'am He outlined the investigation. He answered questions. He
didn't boast. Ann Yanni thought that he felt the cops had been |ucky. That

t hey had been given nuch nore to go on than they usually got.

Then Rodi n stepped up. He made it sound like the PD had been involved in sone
early mnor skirm shing and that the real work was about to begin. Hs office
woul d revi ew everything and make the necessary determ nations. And yes, M
Yanni, because he thought the circunstances warranted it, certainly he would
seek the death penalty for James Barr.

James Barr woke up in his cell with a chenical hangover at nine o'clock

Sat urday norning. He was inmedi ately fingerprinted and re-Mrandi zed once, and
then twice. The right to remain silent, the right to a | awer. He chose to
remain silent. Not many people do. Not many people can. The urge to talk is
usual | y overwhel ning. But James Barr beat it. He just clanmped his mouth shut
and kept it that way. Plenty of people tried to talk to him but he didn't
answer. Not once. Not a word. Enerson was relaxed about it. Truth was, Emerson
didn't really want Barr to say anything. He preferred to line up all the

evi dence, scrutinize it, test it, polishit, and to get to a point where he
could anticipate a conviction without a confession. Confessions were so

vul nerabl e to defence accusations of coercion or confusion that he had | earned
to run away fromthem They were icing on the cake. Literally the last thing
he wanted to hear, not the first. Not like on the TV cop shows,



where relentless interrogation was a kind of performance art. So he just
stayed out of the loop and let his forensics people conplete their slow,
patient work.

James Barr's sister was younger than himand unmarried and living in a rented
downt own condo. Her name was Rosemary. Like the rest of the city's popul ation
she was sick and shocked and stunned. She had seen the news Friday night. And
she caught it again Saturday norning. She heard a police detective say her
brother's name. At first she thought it was a mistake. That she had m sheard.
But the guy kept on saying it. Janmes Barr, James Barr, Janes Barr. She burst
into tears. First tears of confusion, then tears of horror, then tears of

fury.

Then she forced herself to cal mdown, and got busy.

She worked as a secretary in an eight-man law firm Like nmost firms in small
heartland cities, hers did a little bit of everything. And it treated its

enpl oyees fairly well. The salary wasn't spectacul ar, but there were

i ntangi bl es to conpensate. One was a full package of benefits. Another was
being called a paral egal instead of a secretary. Another was a prom se that
the firmwould handle | egal matters for its enployees and their famlies free,
gratis, and for nothing. Mstly that was about wills and probate and divorce,
and i nsurance conpany hassles after fender benders. It wasn't about defending
adult siblings who were wongly accused in notorious urban sniper slayings.
She knew that. But she felt she had to give it a try. Because she knew her
brot her, and she knew he couldn't be guilty.

She call ed the partner she worked for, at hone. He was nostly a tax guy, so he
called the firms crimnal litigator. The litigator called the nanagi ng
partner, who called a neeting of all the partners. They held it over |unch at
the country club. Fromthe start the agenda was about how to turn down
Rosemary Barr's request in the nost tactful way possible. A defence to a crine
of this nature wasn't the sort of thing they were equipped to handle. O
inclined to handle. There were public relations inplications. There was

i medi ate agreenent on that point. But they were a | oyal bunch, and Rosenary
Barr was a good enpl oyee who had worked many years for them They knew she had
no money, because they did her taxes.



They assuned her brother had no noney either. But the Constitution guaranteed
conpetent counsel, and they didn't have a very high opinion of public
defenders. So they were caught in a genuine ethical dilemma. The litigator
resolved it. H's name was David Chaprman. He was a hardscrabbl e veteran who
knew Rodin over at the DA's office. He knew himpretty well. It would have
been i nmpossible for himnot to, really. They were two of a kind, raised in the
same nei ghbourhood and working in the same business, albeit on opposite sides.
So Chapnman went to the snmoking room and used his cell phone to call the DA at
hone. The two | awyers had a full and frank di scussion. Then Chapnman came back
to the lunch table. 'It's a slamdunk,' he said. 'Ms Barr's brother is guilty
all to hell and gone. Rodin's case is going to read |like a textbook. Hell,
it's probably going to be a textbook one day. He's got every kind of evidence
there is. There's not a chink of daylight anywhere.' 'Was he levelling with
you?' the managi ng partner asked.

"There's no bullshitting between old buddies,' Chapman said.

' 5p?"

"All we would have to do is plead in nmitigation. If we can get the letha
injection reduced to life without, there's a big win right there. That's al

Ms Barr has a right to expect. O her damm brother, with all due respect."'

" How much invol verent ?' the managi ng partner asked.

' Sent enci ng phase only. Because he'll have to plead guilty.'

"You happy to handle it?

Under the circunstances.'

How many hours will it cost us?

'"Not many. There's practically nothing we can do.'

"What grounds for mitigation?

"He's a @ulf War vet, | believe. So there's probably chem cal stuff going on
O some kind of delayed post-traumatic thing. Maybe we could get Rodin to
agree beforehand. W could get it done over lunch.' The managi ng partner
nodded. Turned to the tax guy. 'Tell your secretary we'll do everything in our

power to help her brother in his hour of need.'



Barr was nmoved fromthe police station |l ock-up to the county jail before
either his sister or Chapman got a chance to see him Hi s bl anket and pyjanas
were taken away and he was issued with paper underwear, an orange junpsuit,
and a pair of rubber shower sandals. The county jail wasn't a pleasant place
to be. It snelled bad and it was noisy. It was radically overcrowded and the
soci al and ethnic tensions that were kept in control on the street were |eft
to rage unchecked inside. Men were stacked three to a cell and the guards were
short handed. New guys were called fish, and they were left to fend for

t hensel ves. But Barr had been in the arny, so the culture shock for himwas a
little less than it might have been. He survived as a fish for two hours, and
then he was escorted to an interview room He was told there was a | awer
waiting there for him He found a table and two chairs bolted to the floor in
a wi ndowl ess cubicle. In one of the chairs was a guy he vaguely recogni zed

from somewhere. On the table was a pocket tape recorder. Like a Wal kman. "M
nane is David Chapman,' the guy in the chair said. 'I'ma crimnal defence
attorney. A lawyer. Your sister works at nmy firm She asked us to help you
out.' Barr said nothing.

'So here | am' Chaprman said.

Barr sai d not hing.

"I"'mrecording this conversation,' Chapnan said. 'Putting it on tape. | take
it that's OK with you?'" Barr said nothing.

"I think we net once,' Chapman said. 'Qur Christmas party one year?
Barr sai d not hing.

Chapman wait ed.

'Have the charges been explained to you?' he asked.

Barr sai d not hing.

' The charges are very serious,' Chaprman said.

Barr stayed quiet.

"I can't help you if you won't help yourself,' Chapman said.

Barr just stared at him Just sat still and quiet for several |ong



m nutes. Then he | eaned forward towards the tape machi ne and spoke for the
first time since the previous afternoon. He said, They got the wong guy.'

' They got the wong guy,' Barr said again.

"So tell nme about the right guy,' Chaprman said i mediately. He was a good
courtroomtactician. He knew how to get a rhythm goi ng. Question, answer,
guestion, answer. That was how to get a person to open up. They fell into the
rhythm and it all cane out. But Barr just retreated back into silence.
"Let's be clear about this,' Chaprman said.

Barr didn't answer.

"Are you denying it? Chapnan asked him

Barr sai d not hi ng.

"Are you?

No response.

'The evidence is all there,' Chapman said. 'It's just about overwhelmng, |I'm
afraid. You can't play dumb now. W need to talk about why you did it. That's
what's going to help us here.' Barr said nothing.

"You want nme to help you?' Chapnan said. 'Or not?" Barr said nothing.
"Maybe it was your old wartine experience,' Chapman said. 'O post-traunmatic
stress. O some kind of mental inmpairnment. We need to focus on the reason.’
Barr sai d not hi ng.

"Denying it is not smart,' Chapnan said. 'The evidence is right there.' Barr
sai d not hi ng.

"Denying it is not an option,' Chapman said.

'CGet Jack Reacher for nme,' Barr said.

' Vho?'

"Jack Reacher.'’

"Who's he? A friend?

Barr sai d not hi ng.

' Someone you know?' Chapnan sai d.

Barr sai d not hi ng.

' Someone you used to know?'



"Just get himfor me.
"Where is he? Wio is he?

Barr sai d not hing.

"I's Jack Reacher a doctor?' Chapman asked.

"A doctor?' Barr repeated.

Is he a doctor?" Chapman asked.

But Barr didn't speak again. He just got up fromthe table and wal ked to the
cubicl e's door and pounded on it until the jailer opened it up and I ed him
back to his overcrowded cell

Chapman arranged to neet Rosemary Barr and the firmis investigator at his | aw
of fices. The investigator was a retired cop shared by nost of the city's |aw
firms. They all had himon retainer. He was a private detective, with a
licence. H s nanme was Franklin. He was nothing like a private eye in a TV
show. He did all his work at a desk, w th phone books and conputer databases.
He didn't go out, didn't wear a gun, didn't own a hat. But he had no equal as
a fact-checker or a skip-tracer and he still had plenty of friends in the PD
' The evidence is rock solid,' he said. 'That's what |'m hearing. Enerson was
in charge and he's pretty reliable. So is Rodin, really, but for a different
reason. Emerson's a stiff and Rodin is a coward. Neither one of them would be

sayi ng what they're saying unless the evidence was there.' 'l just can't
believe he did it,' Rosemary Barr said.
"Well, certainly he seens to be denying it,' Chapman said. 'As far as | can

understand him And he's asking for someone call ed Jack Reacher. Sonmeone he
knows or used to know. You ever heard that nane? You know who he is?

Rosemary Barr just shook her head. Chapman wote the name Jack Reacher on a
sheet of paper and slid it across to Franklin. 'My guess is he may be a
psychiatrist. M Ban brought the name up right after I told himhow strong the
evidence is. So maybe this Reacher guy is soneone who can help us out with the
mtigation. Maybe he treated M Barr in the past.' 'M brother never saw a
psychiatrist,' Rosemary Barr said.

"To your certain know edge?

' Never.'



'How | ong has he been in town?

'Fourteen years. Since the arny.'

"Wre you cl ose?

"W lived in the sanme house.'’

"H s house?'

Rosemary Barr nodded.

"But you don't live there any nore.'

Rosemary Barr | ooked away.

"No," she said. 'l noved out'

"M ght your brother have seen a shrink after you noved out?
'He woul d have told ne.’

' OK, what about before? In the service?

Rosemary Barr said nothing. Chapman turned back to Franklin.
'So maybe Reacher was his arny doctor,' he said. 'Maybe he has information

about an old trauma. He could be very helpful.' Franklin accepted the sheet
of paper.

"In which case I'll find him"' he said.

"W shoul dn't be tal king about mtigation anyway,' Rosemary Barr said. '\W
shoul d be tal ki ng about reasonabl e doubt. About innocence.' 'The evidence is

very strong,' Chapman said. 'He used his own gun.'

Franklin spent three hours failing to find Jack Reacher. First he traw ed

t hrough psychiatric associations. No hits. Then he searched the Internet for
@Qul f War support groups. No trace. He tried Lexis-Nexis and all the news
organi zations. Nothing. Then he started back at the beginning and accessed the
Nati onal Personnel Record Center's database. It listed all current and forner
mlitary. He found Jack Reacher's nanme in there easily enough. Reacher had
entered the service in 1984 and there was an honourabl e di scharge in 1997.
James Barr hinself had signed up in 1985 and nustered out in 1991. So there
was a six-year overlap. But Reacher had been no kind of doctor. No kind of a
psychiatrist. He had been a mlitary cop. An officer. A major. Maybe a

hi gh-1 evel investigator. Barr had finished as a lowy Specialist E-4.
Infantry, not nmilitary police. So what was the point of contact between a
mlitary police major



and an infantry E-4? Sonething hel pful, obviously, or Barr wouldn't have
nmentioned the name. But what?

At the end of three hours Franklin figured he woul d never find out, because
Reacher fell off the radar after 1997. Conpletely and totally. There was no
trace of himanywhere. He was still alive, according to the Social Security
Admi ni stration. He wasn't in prison, according to the NCIC. But he had

di sappeared. He had no credit rating. He wasn't listed as title holder to any
real estate, or autonobiles, or boats. He had no debts. No |liens. No address.
No phone nunber. No warrants outstanding, no judgenments entered. He wasn't a
husband. Wasn't a father. He was a ghost.

James Barr spent the same three hours in serious trouble. It started when he
stepped out of his cell. He turned right to walk down to the pay phones. The
corridor was narrow. He bunped into another guy, shoul der to shoul der. Then he
made a bad m stake. He took his eyes off the floor and gl anced at the other
guy and apol ogi zed.

A bad ni stake, because a fish can't make eye contact with another prisoner.
Not w thout inplying disrespect. It was a prison thing. He didn't understand.
The guy he made eye contact with was a Mexican. He had gang tattoos, but Barr
didn't recogni ze them Another bad m stake. He should have put his gaze back
on the floor and noved on and hoped for the best. But he didn't.

I nstead, he said, 'Excuse ne.'

Then he raised his eyebrows and half smled in a self deprecating way, |ike he
was saying, This is sone place, right?

Bad mi stake. Fanmiliarity, and a presunption of intimacy.

"What are you | ooking at?' the Mexican said.

At that point, James Barr understood conpletely. Wat are you | ooking at? That
was pretty nuch a standard opener. Barrack roons, bar roons, street corners,
dark alleys, it was not a phrase you wanted to hear

"Not hing,' he said, and realized he had nmade the situation nmuch worse.

"You cal ling ne nothing?

Barr put his eyes back on the floor and nmoved on, but it was



way too late. He felt the Mexican's stare on his back and gave up on the pay
phone i dea. The phones were in a dead-end | obby and he didn't want to fee
trapped. So he wal ked a | ong countercl ockwi se circuit and headed back to his
cell. He got there OK. Didn't | ook at anyone, didn't speak. He |lay down on his
bunk. About two hours later, he felt OK He guessed he could handle a little
macho bl uster. And he was bigger than the Mexi can. He was bigger than two

Mexi cans.

He wanted to call his sister. He wanted to know she was OK

He set off for the pay phones again.

He got there unnolested. It was a snall space. There were four phones on the
wal I, four nen tal king, four lines of other men waiting behind them Noise,
shuffling feet, crazed | aughter, inpatience, frustration, sour air, the snell
of sweat and dirty hair and stale urine. Just a normal prison scene, according
to James Barr's preconceptions.

Then it wasn't a normal scene.

The nmen in front of himvani shed. Just disappeared. They just nelted out of
sight. Those on the phone hung up m d-sentence and ducked back past him Those
waiting in line peeled away. In half a second the | obby went from being ful
and noisy to being deserted and silent.

Janes Barr turned round.

He saw the Mexican with the tattoos. The Mexican had a knife in his hand and
twel ve friends behind him The knife was a plastic toothbrush handl e w apped
with tape and sharpened to a point, like a stiletto. The friends were al
stocky little guys, all with the same tattoos. They all had cropped hair with
intricate patterns shaved across their skulls.

"Wait,' Barr said.

But the Mexicans didn't wait, and eight mnutes |later Barr was in a cona. He
was found some time after that, on the floor, beaten pulpy, with nultiple stab
wounds and a cracked skull and severe subdural bleeding. Afterwards, jail talk
said he had had it coming. He had di srespected the Latinos. But jail talk said
he hadn't gone quietly. There was a hint of admiration. The Mexi cans had
suffered a little. But not nearly as nmuch as Janes Barr. He was nedevacked to
the city hospital and sewn up and operated on to relieve pressure froma
swol | en brain. Then he



was dunped in a secure intensive care unit, conmatose. The doctors weren't sure
when he woul d wake up again. Maybe in a day. Maybe in a week. Maybe in a
nmont h. Maybe never. The doctors didn't really know, and they didn't really
care. They were all local residents.

The warden at the jail called |late at night and told Enmerson. Then Enerson
called and told Rodin. Then Rodin called and told Chapman. Then Chapnman call ed
and told Franklin. 'So what happens now?' Franklin asked him

"Not hi ng,' Chapnan said. 'It's on ice. You can't try a guy in a conma.' 'What
about when he wakes up?'

"If he's OK, then they'll go ahead, | guess.'

What if he isn't?

'Then they won't. Can't try a vegetable.'

'So what do we do now?

"Not hi ng,' Chapnan said. "W weren't taking it very seriously anyhow. Barr's
guilty all to hell and gone, and there's nothing much anyone can do for him'

Franklin called and told Rosemary Barr, because he wasn't sure if anyone el se
woul d have taken the trouble. He found out that nobody el se had. So he broke
the news hinself. Rosemary Barr didn't have nuch of an outward reaction. She
just went very quiet. It was |ike she was on enotional overload. 'I guess |
should go to the hospital,' she said.

"I'f you want,' Franklin said.

"He's innocent, you know. This is so unfair.'

'Did you see himyesterday?

"You nean, can | alibi hinP

'Can you?
"No,' Rosemary Barr said. 'l can't. | don't know where he was yesterday. O
what he was doing.' 'Are there places he goes regularly? Mvies, bars,

anything like that?" 'Not really.’
"Friends he hangs wth?
"I'"'mnot sure.'



"Grilfriends? 'Not for along time.'" '"QGther famly he visits? 'There's just
the two of us. Hmand ne.' Franklin said nothing. There was a | ong,

di stracted pause. "Wat happens now?' Rosemary Barr asked. '| don't know
exactly.' '"Did you find that person he nentioned?" 'Jack Reacher? No, |I'm
afraid not. No trace.' "WII you keep on | ooking? 'There's really nothing
nore | can do.'

"OK,' Rosemary Barr said. 'Then we'll have to manage without him'

But even as they spoke, on the phone late at night on the Saturday, Jack
Reacher was on his way to them



REACHER WAS ON H S WAY TO THEM BECAUSE OF A WOMAN. HE HAD spent Friday night
in South Beach, Mam, in a salsa club, with a dancer froma cruise ship. The
boat was Norwegi an, and so was the girl. Reacher guessed she was too tall for
ball et, but she was the right size for everything el se. They net on the beach
in the afternoon. Reacher was working on his tan. He felt better brown. He
didn't know what she was working on. But he felt her shadow fall across his
face and opened his eyes to find her staring at him O maybe at his scars.
The browner he got, the nore they stood out, white and wi cked and obvi ous. She
was pale, in a black bikini. A small black bikini. He pegged her for a dancer
| ong before she told him It was in the way she held hersel f.

They ended up having a | ate di nner together and then going out to the club.
Sout h Beach sal sa woul dn't have been Reacher's first choice, but her conpany
made it worthwhile. She was fun to be with. And she was a great dancer,
obviously. Full of energy. She wore himout. At four in the norning she took
hi m back to her hotel, eager to wear himout some nore. Her hotel was a small
Art Deco place near the ocean. Clearly the cruise line treated its people
well. Certainly it was a nuch



nore romanti c destination than Reacher's own notel. And nuch cl oser

And it had cable tel evision, which Reacher's place didn't. He woke at eight on
Sat urday norni ng when he heard the dancer in the shower. He turned on the TV
and went | ooking for ESPN. He wanted Friday night's Anerican League

hi ghl i ghts. He never found them He clicked his way through successive
channel s and then stopped dead on CNN because he heard the chief of an Indiana
police departnent say a nane he knew Janes Barr. The picture was of a press
conference. Small room harsh light. Top of the screen was a caption that
said: Courtesy NBC. There was a banner across the bottomthat said: Friday

Ni ght Massacre. The police chief said the name again, James Barr, and then he
i ntroduced a homicide detective called Emerson. Enerson | ooked tired. Enerson
said the nane for a third tinme: James Barr. Then, |ike he anticipated the
exact question in Reacher's mnd, he ran through a brief biography: Forty-one
years old, local Indiana resident, US. Arny infantry specialist from 1985 to
1991, @ulf War veteran, never married, currently unenpl oyed.

Reacher watched the screen. Emerson seened |ike a concise type of a guy. He
was brief. No bullshit. He finished his statement and in response to a
reporter's question declined to specify what if anything Janmes Barr had said
during interrogation. Then he introduced a district attorney. This guy's nane
was Rodin, and he wasn't concise. Wasn't brief. He used plenty of bullshit. He
spent ten minutes claimng Enerson's credit for hinmself. Reacher knew how t hat
wor ked. He had been a cop of sorts for thirteen years. Cops bust their tails,
and prosecutors bask in the glory. Rodin said James Barr a few nore tinmes and
then said the state was maybe | ooking to fry him

For what ?

Reacher wait ed.

A local anchor called Ann Yanni came on. She recapped the events of the night
bef ore. Sniper slaying. Sensel ess slaughter. An automatic weapon. A parKking
garage. A public plaza. Conmuters on their way home after a | ong working week.
Five dead. A suspect in custody, but a city still grieving.

Reacher thought it was Yanni who was grieving. Enerson's



success had cut her story short. She signed off and CNN went to politica
news. Reacher turned the TV off. The dancer came out of the bathroom She was
pi nk and fragrant. And naked. She had left her towels inside. 'Wat shall we
do today?' she said, with a wi de Norwegi an smle.

"I"'mgoing to Indiana,' Reacher said.

He wal ked north in the heat to the Man bus depot. Then he | eafed through a
greasy tinetable and planned a route. It wasn't going to be an easy trip.

Manm to Jacksonville would be the first Ieg. Then Jacksonville to New
Oleans. Then New Oleans to St Louis. Then St Louis to Indianapolis. Then a

| ocal bus, presumably, south into the heartland. Five separate destinations.
Arrival and departure tines were not well integrated. Beginning to end, it was
going to take nore than forty-eight hours. He was tenpted to fly or rent a
car, but he was short of nmoney and he liked buses better and he figured
not hi ng much was goi ng to happen on the weekend anyway.

What happened on the weekend was that Rosemary Barr called her firms

i nvestigator back. She figured Franklin would have a sem -i ndependent point of
view. She got himat home, ten o'clock in the norning on the Sunday. 'I1 think
| should hire different |lawers,' she said.

Franklin sai d not hi ng.

"David Chaprman thinks he's guilty,' Rosemary said. 'Doesn't he? So he's

al ready given up.'

"I can't comment,' Franklin said. 'He's one of ny enployers.’

Now Rosemary Barr said not hing.

' How was the hospital ?' Franklin asked.

"AWful. He's in intensive care with a bunch of prison deadbeats. They've got
hi m handcuffed to the bed. He's in a coma, for God's sake. How do they think
he's going to escape?” 'Wat's the |egal position?

'"He was arrested but not arraigned. He's in a kind of linmbo. They're assum ng
he woul dn't have gotten bail.'

'They' re probably right.’

'"So they claimunder the circunstances it's like he actually



didn't get bail. So he's theirs. He's in the system Like a twilight zone.'
What woul d you |ike to happen?'
"He shouldn't be in handcuffs. And he should be in a VA hospital at |east. But

that won't happen until | find a | awer who's prepared to help him' Franklin
paused. 'How do you explain all the evidence? 'l know ny brother.'

" You noved out, right?

"For other reasons. Not because he's a homnicidal maniac' 'He blocked off a
parki ng space,' Franklin said. 'He premeditated this thing.' 'You think he's
guilty too.'

"I work with what 1've got. And what |'ve got doesn't | ook good.' Rosemary
Barr sai d not hi ng.

"I"'msorry," Franklin said.

' Can you reconmend anot her | awyer?

'Can you make that decision? Do you have a power of attorney? 'l think it's
inplied. He's in a coma. I'mhis next of kin.' 'How nuch noney have you got?
"Not much."'

' How nmuch has he got?
"There's some equity in his house.'’

"It won't look good. It'll be like a kick in the teeth for the firmyou work
for." 'l can't worry about that.'’

"You could | ose everything, including your job." 'I'Il lose it anyway, unless
| help James. If he's convicted, they'Il let me go. I'll be notorious. By
associ ati on. An enbarrassnent’ 'He had your sleeping pills," Franklin said.

'l gave themto him He doesn't have insurance.' "Wy did he need then?'

'"He has trouble sleeping.'

Frankl in sai d not hi ng.

"You think he's guilty,' Rosenmary said.

' The evidence is overwhelmng,' Franklin said.



'David Chaprman isn't really trying, is he?

'You have to consider the possibility that David Chapman is right.'

Wio should I call?

Frankl i n paused.

"Try Hel en Rodin,' he said.

' Rodi n?

'She's the DA's daughter.'

"I don't know her.'

' She' s downt own. She just hung out her shingle. She's new and she's keen.'
Is it ethical?

No | aw against it.'

It would be father against daughter.'

"It was going to be Chapman, and Chapman knows Rodin a |ot better than his
daught er does, probably. She's been away for a long tinme.' 'Were?
'Col | ege, | aw school, clerking for a judge in D.C

'"I's she any good?

"I think she's going to be.'

Rosemary Barr called Hel en Rodin on her office nunber. It was like a test.
Soneone new and keen should be at the office on a Sunday. Helen Rodin was at
the office on a Sunday. She answered the call sitting at her desk. Her desk
was secondhand and it sat proudly in a nostly enpty two-roomsuite in the sane
bl ack gl ass tower that had NBC as the second-fl oor tenant. The suite was
rented cheap through one of the business subsidies that the city was throw ng
around like confetti. The idea was to kick-start the rejuvenated downtown area
and clean up later with healthy tax revenues. Rosemary Barr didn't have to
tell Hel en Rodin about the case because the whol e thing had happened ri ght
outsi de Helen Rodin's new of fi ce window. She had seen sonme of it for herself,
and she had followed the rest on the news afterwards. She had caught all of
Ann Yanni's TV appearances. She recogni zed her, fromthe building' s | obby, and
the el evator.



W1l you help ny brother? Rosemary Barr asked.

Hel en Rodi n paused. The smart answer would be no way. She knew that. Like no
way, forget about it, are you out of your mind? Two reasons. One, she knew a
maj or clash with her father was inevitable at sone point, but did she need it
now? And two, she knew that a new | awer's early cases defined her. Paths were
taken that |ed down fixed routes. To end up as a when-all-else fails crimina
defence attorney would be OK, she guessed, all things considered. But to start
out by taking a case that had of fended the whole city would be a marketing

di saster. The shootings weren't being seen as a crinme. They were being seen as
an atrocity. Against humanity, against the whole comunity, against the
rejuvenation efforts downtown, against the whole idea of being fromlndiana.
It was |like LA or New York or Baltimore had cone to the heartland, and to be
the person who tried to excuse it or explain it away would be a fatal m stake.
Like a mark of Cain. It would follow her the rest of her life.

"Can we sue the jail?" Rosemary Barr asked. 'For letting himget hurt?

Hel en Rodi n paused agai n. Another good reason to say no. An unrealistic
client.

'Maybe later,' she said. 'Right now he woul dn't generate much synpathy as a
plaintiff. And it's hard to prove damages, if he's heading for death row
anyway. '

"Then | can't pay you much,' Rosemary Barr said. '|l don't have noney.'

Hel en Rodin paused for a third time. Another good reason to say no. It was a
little early in her career to be contenplating pro bono work.

But. But. But.

The accused deserved representation. The Bill of Rights said so. And he was

i nnocent until proven guilty. And if the evidence was as bad as her father
said it was, then the whole thing would be little nore than a supervisory
process. She would verify the case against him independently. Then she woul d
advise himto plead guilty. Then she would watch his back as her father fed

hi mt hrough the machine. That was all. It could be seen as honest dues-paying.
A constitutional chore. She hoped.

"OK," she said.



"He's innocent,' Rosemary Barr said. 'I'msure of it.
They al ways are, Hel en Rodin thought.

"OK,' she said again. Then she told her new client to meet her in her office
at seven the next norning. It was like a test. A sister who really believed in

her brother's innocence would show up for an early appoi ntnment.

Rosemary Barr showed up right on tine, at seven o'clock on Mnday norning.
Franklin was there, too. He believed in Helen Rodin and was prepared to defer
his bills until he saw which way the wi nd was bl owi ng. Hel en Rodin herself had
al ready been at her desk for an hour. She had informed David Chaprman of the
change in representati on on Sunday afternoon and had obtai ned his audi ot ape of
his initial interview wi th Janes Barr. Chapman had been happy to hand it over
and wash his hands. She had played the tape to herself a dozen tinmes Sunday

ni ght and a dozen nore that norning. It was all anyone had of Janes Barr

Maybe all anyone was ever going to get. So she had listened to it carefully,
and she had drawn sone early conclusions fromit.

'Listen,' she said.

She had the tape cued up and ready in an ol d-fashi oned nachi ne the size of a
shoe box. She pressed play and they all heard a hiss and breathing and room
sounds and then David Chapman's voice: 'l can't help you if you won't help
yoursel f. There was a |ong pause, full of nore hiss, and then James Barr

spoke: They got the wrong guy. They got the wong guy, he said again. Then

Hel en wat ched t he tape counter nunbers and spool ed forward to Chapman sayi ng:
Denying it is not an option. Then Barr's voice cane through: Get Jack Reacher
for me. Hel en spooled onward to Chapman's question: |Is he a doctor? Then there
was not hing on the tape except the sound of Barr beating on the interview room
door.

"OK,' Helen said. 'l think he really believes he didn't do it. He clains as
much, and then he gets frustrated and termi nates the intervi ew when Chapnan
doesn't take himseriously. That's clear, isn't it?

'"He didn't do it,' Rosemary Barr said.

"I spoke with ny father yesterday,' Helen Rodin said. 'The



evidence is all there, Ms Barr. He did it, I'mafraid. You need to accept that
a sister maybe can't know her brother as well as she'd like. O if she once
did, that he changed for some reason.' There was a |long sil ence.

"I's your father telling you the truth about the evidence? Rosemary asked.

'"He has to,' Helen said. 'W're going to see it all anyway. There's the

di scovery process. W're going to take depositions. There would be no sense in
himbluffing at this point' Nobody spoke.

"But we can still help your brother,' Helen said, in the silence. 'He believes
he didn't do it. I'msure of that, after listening to the tape. Therefore he's
delusional now. O at |least he was, on Saturday. Therefore perhaps he was

del usi onal on Friday, too.' 'How does that help hin?' Rosemary Barr asked.
"It's still admitting he did it.'

' The consequences will be different. If he recovers. Tine and treatnment in an
institution will be a lot better than tine and no treatnment in a nmaxi mum
security prison.' 'You want to have hi mdecl ared i nsane?

Hel en nodded. ' A nedical defence is our best shot. And if we establish it
right nowit mght inprove the way they handl e him before the trial.' 'He

m ght die. That's what the doctors said. | don't want himto die a crimnal. |
want to clear his name.' 'He hasn't been tried yet. He hasn't been convicted.
He's still an innocent man in the eyes of the law.' 'That's not the sane.’
"No,' Helen said. 'l guess it isnt.'

There was anot her |ong silence.

'Let's neet back here at ten thirty,' Helen said. 'W'll thrash out a
strategy. If we're aiming for a change of hospitals, we should try for it

sooner rather than later.' 'W need to find this Jack Reacher person,’
Rosemary Barr said

Hel en nodded. '|I gave his name to Enerson and ny father.'’

n W]y?ll

' Because Enerson's people cleared your brother's house out. They m ght have
found an address or a phone nunber. And ny



father needed to know because we want this guy on our witness list, not the
prosecution's. Because he m ght be able to help us.'

'"He might be an alibi.'

' Maybe an ol d arny buddy, at best’

"I don't see how,' Franklin said. 'They were different ranks and different
branches."

"W need to find him' Rosemary Barr said. 'Janes asked for him didn't he?
That has to nean sonet hing.'

Hel en nodded again. 'I'd certainly like to find him He m ght have sonet hing
for us. Some excul patory information, possibly. O at |east he mght be a |ink
to sonet hi ng we can use.'

"He's out of circulation,' Franklin said.

He was two hours away, in the back of a bus out of Indianapolis. The trip had
been sl ow, but pleasant enough. He had spent Saturday night in New Ol eans, in
a notel near the bus depot. He had spent Sunday night in Indianapolis. So he
had sl ept and fed hinmsel f and showered. But nostly he had rocked and swayed
and dozed on buses, watching the passing scenes, observing the chaos of
America, and surfing along on the menmory of the Norwegian. His life was like
that. It was a nosaic of fragments. Details and contexts would fade and be

i naccurately recalled, but the feelings and the experiences woul d weave over
time into a tapestry equally full of good tinmes and bad. He didn't know yet
exactly where the Norwegi an would fall. At that point he thought of her as a
m ssed opportunity. But she woul d have sail ed away soon anyway. Or he woul d
have. CNN s intervention had shortened things, but maybe only by a fraction
The bus was doing 55 on Route 37, heading south. It stopped in Bl oom ngton
Si x people got out. One of themleft the Indianapolis paper behind. Reacher
picked it up and checked the sports. The Yankees were still ahead in the East.
Then he flipped to the front and checked the news. He saw t he headline: Sniper
Suspect Hurt in Jail Attack. He read the first three paragraphs: Brain injury.
Coma. Uncertain prognosis. The journalist seenmed torn between condeming the

I ndi ana Board of Corrections for its |aw ess prisons and appl auding Barr's
attackers for doing their civic duty.



This m ght conplicate things, Reacher thought.

The | ater paragraphs carried a reprise of the original crime story, plus
updat ed background, plus new facts. Reacher read themall. Barr's sister had
nmoved out of his house sonme nmonths before the incident. The journalist seened
to think that was either a cause or an effect of Barr's evident instability.
O bot h.

The bus nmoved out of Bl oom ngton. Reacher folded the paper and propped his
head agai nst the w ndow and watched the road. It was a black ribbon, wet wth
recent rain, and it unspool ed beside himw th the centre line flashing by like
an urgent Mrse Code nessage. Reacher wasn't sure what it was saying to him
He couldn't read it.

The bus pulled into a covered depot and Reacher came out into the daylight and
found hinmsel f five blocks west of where a raised highway curl ed round behi nd
an old stone building. Indiana |inmestone, he guessed. The real thing. It would
be a bank, he thought, or a courthouse, or maybe a library. There was a bl ack
gl ass tower beyond it. The air was OK. It was colder than Manm but he was
still far enough south for winter to feel safely distant. He wasn't going to
have to refresh his wardrobe because of weather. He was in white chino pants
and a bright yellow canvas shirt. Both were three days old. He figured he
woul d get another day out of them Then he would buy repl acements, cheap. He
had brown boat shoes on his feet. No socks. He felt he was dressed for the
boar dwal k and thought he nmust ook a little out of place in the city.

He checked his watch. Nine twenty in the norning. He stood on the sidewal k in
the diesel fumes and stretched and | ooked around. The city was one of those
heartl and pl aces that are neither |large nor snmall, neither new nor old. It
wasn't booming and it wasn't decrepit. There was probably sone history.
Probably sone corn and soybean tradi ng. Maybe tobacco. Maybe |ivestock. There
was probably a river, or a rail head. Maybe some manufacturing. There was a
smal | downtown area. He could see it ahead of him east of where he stood.
Tal l er structures, sonme stone, sone brick, sonme billboards. He figured the

bl ack gl ass tower would be the flagship



buil ding. No reason to build it anyplace el se than the heart of downtown.

He wal ked towards it. There was a | ot of construction under way. Repairs,
renewal s, holes in the road, gravel piles, fresh concrete, heavy trucks noving
slowy. He crossed in front of one and hit a side street and cane out al ong
the north side of a half-finished parking garage extension. He recalled Ann
Yanni's fevered breaking-news recap and glanced up at it and then away fromit
to a public square. There was an enpty ornanental pool with a fountain spout
sticking up forlornly in the centre. There was a narrow wal kway between the
pool itself and a |low wall. The wal kway was decorated w th makeshift funeral
tributes. There were flowers, with their stens wapped in alumniumfoil.
Phot ogr aphs under plastic, and small stuffed aninmals, and candles. There was a
dusting of |leftover sand. The sand had soaked up the bl ood, he guessed. Fire
engi nes carry boxes of sand, for accidents and crine scenes. And stainless
steel shovels, for renoval of body parts. He gl anced back at the parking
garage. Less than thirty-five yards, he thought. Very cl ose.

He stood still. The plaza was silent. The whole city was quiet. It felt
stunned, like a linmb briefly paral ysed after a massive bruising blow The

pl aza was the epicentre. It was where the blow had | anded. It was |like a black
hole, with enotion conpressed into it too tight to escape.

He wal ked on. The old linestone building was a library. That's OK he thought.
Li brarians are nice people. They tell you things, if you ask them He asked
for the DA's office. A sad and subdued wonan at the checkout desk gave him
directions. It wasn't a long walk. It wasn't a big city. He wal ked east past a
new of fice building that had signs for the DW and a mlitary recruitnent
centre. Behind it was a bl ock of off brand stores and then a new courthouse
building. It was a plain flat-roof off-the-shelf design dressed up with
mahogany doors and etched glass. It could have been a church, from sone weird
denom nation with a generous but strapped congregation

He avoided the main public entrance. He circled the block until he canme to the
office wing. He found a door | abelled



District Attorney. Below it on a separate brass plate he found Rodin's nane.
An el ected official, he thought. They use a separate plate to nake it cheaper
when the guy changes every few Novenbers. Rodin's initials were A. A He had a
| aw degree. Reacher went in through the door and spoke to a receptionist at a
counter. Asked to see A. A Rodin hinself. 'About what?' the receptionist
asked, quietly, but politely. She was middle aged, well cared for, well turned
out, wearing a clean white bl ouse. She | ooked |ike she had worked behind a
desk all her life. A practised bureaucrat. But stressed. She | ooked |ike she
was carrying all the town's recent troubles on her shoul ders. 'About Janes
Barr,' Reacher said.

"Are you a reporter? the receptionist asked.

"No," Reacher said.

"May | tell M Rodin's office your connection to the case?

"I knew Janes Barr in the arny.’

' That rust have been sone tinme ago.'

A long tine ago,' Reacher said.

'May | have your nane?'

" Jack Reacher.'’

The receptionist dialled a phone and spoke. Reacher guessed she was speaki ng
to a secretary, because both he and Rodin were referred to in the third
person, |ike abstractions. Can he see a M Reacher about the case? Not the
Barr case. Just the case. The conversation continued. Then the receptioni st
covered the phone by clamping it to her chest, below her collar bone, above
her left breast. 'Do you have information? she asked.

The secretary upstairs can hear your heart beating, Reacher thought.

"Yes,' he said. 'Information.'

'"Fromthe arny?' she asked.

Reacher nodded. The receptionist put the phone back to her face and conti nued
the conversation. It was a long one. M A A Rodin had an efficient pair of
gat ekeepers. That was clear. No way of getting past them wi thout sonme kind of
an urgent and legitimte reason. That was clear, too. Reacher checked his
watch. Nine forty in the norning. But there was no rush, under



the circunstances. Barr was in a coma. Tonorrow would do it. O the next day.
O maybe he could get to Rodin through the cop, if need be. Wat was his nane?
Emer son?

The receptioni st hung up the phone.

' Pl ease go straight up,' she said. "M Rodin is on the third floor.'

' m honour ed, Reacher thought. The receptionist wote his name on a visitor
pass and slipped it into a plastic sleeve. He clipped it on his shirt and
headed for the elevator. Rode it to the third floor. The third floor had | ow
ceilings and internal corridors lit by fluorescent tubes. There were three
doors made of painted fibreboard that were cl osed and one set of double doors
made of polished wood that were open. Behind those was a secretary at a desk.
The second gat ekeeper. She was younger than the downstairs |ady, but
presunably nore seni or

"M Reacher?' she asked.

He nodded and she canme out from behind her desk and led himto where the

wi ndowed offices started. The third door they cane to was labelled A A

Rodi n.

"What's the AL A for?' Reacher asked.

"I"'msure M Rodin will tell you if he wants to,' the secretary said

She knocked on the door and Reacher heard a baritone reply frominside. Then
she opened the door and stood aside for Reacher to go in past her

' Thanks,' he said.

"You' re nost wel cone,’' she said.

Reacher went in. Rodin was already on his feet behind his desk, ready to

wel cone his visitor, full of reflexive courtesy. Reacher recogni zed himfrom
the TV. He was a guy of about fifty, fairly lean, fairly fit, grey hair cut
short. In person he | ooked smaller. He was maybe an inch under six feet and a
pound under two hundred. He was dressed in a sumer weight suit, dark blue. He
had a blue shirt on, and a blue tie. Hs eyes were blue. Blue was his col our
no doubt about it. He was inmmacul ately shaved and wearing col ogne. He was a
very squared away guy, no question. As opposed to me, Reacher thought. It was
like a study in contrasts. Next to Rodin, Reacher



was an unkenpt giant. He was six inches taller and fifty pounds heavier. H's
hair was two inches |longer and his clothes were a thousand dol |l ars cheaper

"M Reacher?' Rodin said.

Reacher nodded. The of fice was governnent-basic, but neat. It was cool and
quiet. No real view fromthe window Just the flat roofs of the off-brand
stores and the DW office, with all the duct work showi ng. The bl ack gl ass
tower was visible in the distance. There was a weak sun in the sky. At right
angles to the window there was a trophy wall behind the desk, with college
degree certificates and photographs of Rodin with politicians. There were
framed newspaper headlines reporting guilty verdicts in seven different cases.
On another wall was a photograph of a blonde girl wearing a nortar board and a

gown and hol ding a degree scroll. She was pretty. Reacher |ooked at her for a
nmonent | onger than he needed to. 'That's ny daughter,' Rodin said. 'She's a
| awyer too.'

"lI's she?" Reacher said.

' She just opened her own office here in town.'

There was nothing in his tone. Reacher wasn't sure whether he was proud, or

di sapproving. You're due to neet with her, | think,' Rodin said.

"Am | ?' Reacher said. 'Wy?

' She' s defending Janes Barr.'

" Your daughter? Is that ethical ?

"There's no law against it. It m ght not be sensible, but it's not unethical."’
He said sensible with enphasis, hinting at a nunber of meanings. Not smart to
defend a notorious case, not smart for a daughter to take on her father, not
smart for anyone to take on A. A Rodin. He sounded |like a very conpetitive
guy. 'She put your name on her provisional witness list,' he said. ny?

' She t hinks you have information.'

"Where did she get ny nane?

"I don't know.'

'From t he Pentagon?

Rodi n shrugged. 'I'mnot sure. But she got it from somewhere. Therefore people
have been | ooking for you.'



"I's that why | got in here?

Rodi n nodded.
"Yes, it is,' he said. 'That's exactly why. Cenerally | don't encourage
wal k-ins.' 'Your staff seens to be on board with that policy."'

"I certainly hope so,'" Rodin said. 'Sit down, please.'

Reacher sat in the visitor chair and Rodin sat behind his desk. The w ndow was
on Reacher's left and Rodin's right. Neither man had the light in his eyes. It
was an equitable furniture arrangenent. Different from sonme prosecutors

of fices Reacher had known. 'Coffee? Rodin asked.

' Pl ease,' Reacher said.

Rodi n made a call and asked for coffee

"Naturally I'"'minterested in why you cane to see nme first,' he said. 'The

prosecution, | mean, rather than the defence.' 'I wanted your persona
opi ni on,' Reacher said.
' On what ?'

'On how strong a case you' ve got agai nst James Barr.'

Rodin didn't answer imedi ately. There was a short silence and then there was
a knock at the door and the secretary came in with coffee. She had a silver
tray with the works on it. A cafetiere, tw cups, two saucers, a sugar bow, a
tiny pitcher of cream two silver spoons. The cups were fine china. Not
government issue, Reacher thought. Rodin likes his coffee done right. The
secretary put the tray on the edge of the desk, so that it was exactly hal fway
bet ween the desk chair and the visitor chair. 'Thanks,' Reacher said.

"You're nost wel conme,' she said, and left the room

"Hel p yoursel f,' Rodin said. 'Please.’

Reacher pushed the plunger down and poured hinmself a cup, no cream no sugar

It smelled dark and strong. Coffee, done right. 'The case against James Barr
is exceptionally good,' Rodin said.

' Eyewi t nesses?' Reacher asked.

"No,' Rodin said. 'But eyew tness testinony can be of random value. |'m al npst
gl ad we don't have eyew t nesses. Because



what we've got instead is exceptional physical evidence. And science doesn't

lie. It doesn't get confused.' 'Exceptional? Reacher said.

"A compl ete rock-solid evidence trail that ties the man to the crine.' 'How
sol i d?

"As good as it gets. The best |'ve ever seen. |'mconpletely confident' 'I've
heard prosecutors say that before.' 'Not this one, M Reacher. I'ma very
cautious man. | don't prosecute capital cases unless |I'mcertain of the
outconme.' ' Keeping score?

Rodi n gestured above and behind himat his trophy wall. 'Seven for seven,' he
said. 'One hundred per cent.' 'In how |ong?

"In three years. Janes Barr will make it eight for eight. If he ever wakes
up.' ' Suppose he wakes up damaged?’

"If he wakes up with any brain function at all, he's going to trial. Wat he
did here can't be forgiven.' 'OK,' Reacher said.

" K what ?'

"You've told me what | wanted to know.'

"You said you had information. Fromthe arny." 'I'Il keep it to nyself for
now. '

"You were a mlitary policeman, aml right?" 'Thirteen years,' Reacher said.
"And you knew Janes Barr?'

"Briefly.'

"Tell me about him'

'Not yet'

"M Reacher, if you have excul patory information, or anything to add at all,
you really need to tell me now.' 'Do |?

"Il get it anyway. My daughter will submit it. She'll be | ooking for a plea
bargain.' 'Wat does the A. A stand for?'

' Excuse ne?'



"Your initials.'
" Al eksei Al ekseivitch. My famly canme from Russia. But a long time ago. Before
the October Revolution.' 'But they keep up traditions.'

"As you can see.'

"What do people call you?

"Alex, of course.'

Reacher stood up. 'Well, thanks for your tine, Alex. And the coffee.’
"Are you going to see ny daughter now?'

'"I's there any point? You seempretty sure of yourself.'

Rodin smiled an indulgent snile

'"It's a matter of procedure,' he said.

I'man officer of the court, and

you're on a witness list. I'mobliged to point out that you' re obliged to go.
Anyt hing | ess woul d be unethical.' "Where is she?

"In the glass tower you can see fromthe w ndow. '

'"OK,' Reacher said. 'l guess | could drop by.'

"I still need whatever information you have,' Rodin said.

Reacher shook hi s head.
"No,' he said. "You really don't.'

He returned his visitor pass to the woman at the recepti on desk and headed
back to the public plaza. Stood in the cold sun and turned a conplete circle,
getting a sense of the place. Al cities are the same, and all cities are
different. They all have colours. Sone are grey. This one was brown. Reacher
guessed the brick was made fromlocal clay and had carried the col our of old
farm and into the facades. Even the stone was flecked with tan, like it
carried deposits of iron. There were accents of dark red here and there, like
old barns. It was a warm place, not busy, but it was surviving. It would
rebound after the tragedy. There was progress and optim smand dynani sm All
the new construction proved it. There were work zones and raw concrete kerbs
everywhere. Lots of planning, lots of rebuilding. Lots of hope. The new

par ki ng garage extension anchored the north end of the downtown strip. It
suggested conmerci al expansion. It was south and slightly west of the kil
zone. Very close. Directly



west and maybe twi ce as distant was a length of the raised highway. It ran
free and clear through a curve for maybe thirty yards before curling in behind
the library. Then it straightened a little and passed behind the bl ack gl ass
tower. The tower was due north of the plaza. It had an NBC sign near the door
on a black granite slab. Ann Yanni's workpl ace, Reacher guessed, as well as
Rodi n' s daughter's. East of the plaza was the office building with the DW and
the recruiting office. That was where the victins had come from They had
spilled out the door. \What had Ann Yanni said? At the end of a | ong working
week? They had hustled west across the plaza towards their parked cars or the
bus depot and had stunbled into a nightrmare. The narrow wal kway woul d have

sl owed them down and lined them up. Like shooting fish in a barrel

Reacher wal ked the | ength of the enpty ornanental pool to the revol ving door
at the base of the tower. He went in and checked the | obby for a directory.
There was a gl assed-in board made of ridged black felt with press-in white
letters. NBC was on the second floor. Sone of the other suites were enpty and
Reacher guessed the rest changed hands fast enough to nake it worth hol di ng on
to the press-in letter system Law Ofices of Helen Rodin was listed on four
The letters were a little msaligned and the spacing was off. Rockefeller
Center it ain't, Reacher thought.

He waited for the elevator in a queue of two, himand a pretty bl onde woman.
He | ooked at her and she | ooked at him She got out on two and he realized it
was Ann Yanni. He recogni zed her fromthe broadcast. Then he figured all he
needed to do was neet Enmerson fromthe |local PD and he woul d have brought the
whol e breaki ng-news tableau to life.

He found Helen Rodin's suite. It was at the front of the building. Her w ndows
were going to overlook the plaza. He knocked. Heard a nuffled reply and went
in. There was an enpty reception roomwith a secretary's desk. The desk was
unoccupi ed. It was secondhand, but not recently used. No secretary yet,

Reacher thought. Early days.

He knocked on the inner office door. Heard the sane voice make a second reply.
He went in and found Hel en Rodin at another secondhand desk. He recogni zed her
fromher father's



phot ograph. But face to face she | ooked even better. She was probably no nore
than thirty, quite tall, lightly built. Slim in an athletic sort of a way.
Not anorexic. Either she ran or she played soccer or she had been very | ucky
wi th her metabolism She had |ong blond hair and her father's blue eyes. There
was intelligence behind them She was dressed all in black, in a trouser suit
with a tight stretch top under the coat. Lycra, Reacher thought. Can't beat
it. 'Hello,' she said.

"I''mJack Reacher,' he said.

She stared at him 'You' re kidding. Are you really?

He nodded. ' Al ways have been, always wll be.’

" Unbel i evabl e."

"Not really. Everybody's sonebody.'

"I mean, how did you know to cone? We couldn't find you.'

"I saw it on the TV. Ann Yanni, Saturday norning.'

"Well, thank God for TV,' she said. 'And thank God you're here.’

"I was in Mam,' he said. 'Wth a dancer.'

" A dancer?

' She was Norwegi an,' he said.

He wal ked to the wi ndow and | ooked out. He was four storeys up and the main
shopping street ran away directly south, down a hill, enphasizing his

el evation. The ornanmental pool was placed with its Iong axis exactly |ined up
with the street. The pool was on the street, really, except they had bl ocked
the street off to make the plaza. Soneone returning froma |long spell away
woul d be surprised to find a big tank of water where once there had been
roadway. The pool was much | onger and narrower than it had | ooked from ground

level. It |ooked sad and enpty, with just a thin layer of nud and scum on the
black tile. Beyond it and slightly to the right was the new parking structure.
It was slightly downhill fromthe plaza. Maybe half a storey's difference.
'"Were you here?' Reacher asked. "Wen it happened?

"Yes, | was,' Helen Rodin said quietly.

'"Did you see it?

"Not at first. | heard the first three gunshots. They came very fast. The

first, and then a tiny pause, and then the next two.



Then anot her pause, a little longer, but just a split second, really. | stood
up in time for the last three. Horrible.' Reacher nodded. Brave girl, he

t hought. She hears gunshots, and she stands up. She doesn't dive under the
desk. Then he thought: The first, and then a tiny pause. That was the sound of
a skilled rifleman wat ching where his first cold shot went. So nmany vari abl es.
The cold barrel, the range, the wind, the zeroing, the sighting-in. 'Did you
see people die?" he asked.

Two of them' she said, behind him "It was awful .’

' Three shots and two peopl e?'

"He m ssed once. Either the fourth or the fifth shot, they're not sure. They
found the bullet in the pool. That's why it's enpty. They drained it.'

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"The bullet is part of the evidence,' Helen said. 'It ties the rifle to the
crime.' 'Did you know any of the dead peopl e?'
'"No. They were just people, | guess. In the wong place at the wong tine.'

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"I saw flames fromthe gun,' Helen said. 'Way over there, in the shadows, in
the dark. Little spits of flame.' 'Mizzle flashes,' Reacher said.

He turned back fromthe wi ndow She held out her hand.

"I"'mHelen Rodin,' she said. "I'msorry, | should have introduced nyself
properly.' Reacher took her hand. It was warmand firm

"Just Helen?' he said. 'Not Hel ena Al ekseyovnha or sonething?  She stared at
hi magain. 'How the hell did you know t hat ?'

"I met your dad,' he said, and |l et go of her hand.

'Did you?' she said. 'Were?

"In his office, just now.'

You went to his office? Today?'

"I just left there.

"Way did you go to his office? You' re ny witness. He shouldn't have seen you.'
'He was very keen to talk.'

What did you tell hinP



"Not hing. | asked questions instead.'

"What questions?

"I wanted to know how strong his case was. Against Janes Barr.'
"I"mrepresenting Janes Barr. And you're a defence w tness. You should have
been talking to ne, not him' Reacher said nothing.

"Unfortunately the case against Janes Barr is very strong,' she said. 'How
did you get ny nane?' Reacher asked

'From James Barr, of course,' she said. 'How el se?

"FromBarr? | don't believe it.'

"Well, listen,' she said.

She turned away to the desk and pressed a key on an ol d fashioned cassette
pl ayer. Reacher heard a voice he didn't recognize say: Denying it is not an
option. Helen touched the pause key and kept her finger on it. 'Hs first

| awyer,' she said. 'W changed representation yesterday.' 'How? He was in a
coma yesterday.'

"Technically my client is Janmes Barr's sister. H s next of kin.'

Then she let go of the pause key and Reacher heard room sounds and hiss and
then a voice he hadn't heard for fourteen years. It was exactly how he
renenmbered it. It was |low, and tense, and raspy. It was the voice of a man who
rarely spoke. It said: Get Jack Reacher for nme. He stood there, stunned.
Hel en Rodi n pressed the stop key.

' See?' she said.

Then she checked her watch

"Ten thirty,' she said. 'Stick around and join in the client conference.'

She unveiled himlike a conjurer on a stage. Like a rabbit out of a hat. First
in was a guy Reacher imediately took for an ex-cop. He was introduced as
Franklin, a contract investigator who worked for | awers. They shook hands.
"You're a hard man to find,' Franklin said.

'"Wong,' Reacher said. 'I'man inpossible man to find.'



"Want to tell me why?' There were instant questions in Franklin's eyes. A
cop's questions. Like, how rmuch use is this guy going to be as a w tness? \Wat
is he? Afelon? A fugitive? WIIl he have credibility on the stand? 'Just a
hobby,' Reacher said. 'Just a personal choice."'

'So you're cool ?

"You could skate on ne.’

Then a wonan canme in. She was in her md- to late thirties, probably, dressed
for an office, and stressed and sl eepl ess. But behind the agitation she wasn't
unappeal i ng. She | ooked |ike a kind and decent person. Even pretty. But she
was clearly Janes Barr's sister. Reacher knew that even before they were

i ntroduced. She had the sane colouring and a softer, femnized,

fourteen-years-ol der version of the sane face. 'I'm Rosenmary Barr,' she said.
"I"'mso glad you found us. It feels providential. Now | really feel we're
getting sonmewhere.' Reacher said nothing at all

The law offices of Helen Rodin didn't run to a conference room Reacher
figured that would conme later. Maybe. If she prospered. So all four people
crowded into the inner office. Helen sat at her desk. Franklin perched on a
corner of it. Reacher |eaned on the window sill. Rosemary Barr paced,
nervously. If there had been a rug, she would have worn holes init. 'K
Hel en said. 'Defence strategy. At the minimumwe want to pursue a nedica

pl ea. But we'll aimhigher than that. How high we eventually get wll depend
on a nunber of factors. In which connection, first, I"'msure we all want to
hear what M Reacher has to say.' 'l don't think you do,' Reacher said.

' Do what ?

Want to hear what |'ve got to say.'

"Way woul dn't we?'

' Because you junped to the wong concl usion.'

"Wich is?

"Way do you think | went to see your father first?

"I don't know.'

'Because | didn't cone here to help James Barr.'



Nobody spoke.

"I came here to bury him' Reacher said. They all stared.

'But why?' Rosenmary Barr asked. 'Because he's done this before. And once was
enough.'



THREE

REACHER MOVED AND PROPPED HI S BACK AGAI NST THE W NDOW reveal and turned
si deways so that he could see the plaza. And so that he couldn't see his

audience. 'Is this a privileged conversation? he asked.
"Yes,' Helen Rodin said. "It is. It's a client conference. It's automatically
protected. Nothing we say here can be repeated.' 'Is it ethical for you to

hear bad news, legally?
There was a | ong sil ence.
"Are you going to give evidence for the prosecution? Helen Rodin asked.

"I don't think I'lIl have to, under the circunstances. But | wll if
necessary.' 'Then we would hear the bad news anyway. W woul d take a
deposition fromyou before the trial. To guarantee no nore surprises.' Mre
si | ence.

"James Barr was a sniper,' Reacher said. 'Not the best the army ever had, and
not the worst. Just a good, competent rifleman. Average in al nost every way.'
Then he paused and turned his head and | ooked down to his



left. At the cheap new building with the recruitnent office init. Arny, Navy,
Air Force, Marine Corps.

"Four types of people join the mlitary,' he said. 'First, for people like ne,
it's a famly trade. Second, there are patriots, eager to serve their country.
Third, there are people who just need a job. And fourth, there are people who
want to kill other people. The military is the only place where it's legal to
do that. James Barr was the fourth type. Deep down he thought it would be fun
to kill.'

Rosemary Barr | ooked away. Nobody spoke.

"But he never got the chance,' Reacher said. '|l was a very thorough

i nvestigator when I was an MP, and | |earned all about him | studied him He
trained for five years. | went through his | og books. Sonme weeks he fired two
t housand rounds. All of them at paper targets or silhouettes. | counted a
career total of nearly a quarter-mllion rounds fired, and not one of them at
the enemy. He didn't go to Panama in 1989. W had a very big arny back then
and we required only a very small force, so nost guys mssed out. It burned
hi m up. Then Desert Shield happened, in 1990. He went to Saudi. But he wasn't
in Desert Storm in 1991. They made it a nostly arnoured canpai gn. Janes Barr
sat it out in Saudi, cleaning sand out of his rifle, firing two thousand
training rounds a week. Then after Desert Stormwas over, they sent himto
Kuwait City for the cleanup.'

"\What happened there?' Rosemary Barr asked.

'He snapped,' Reacher said. 'That's what happened there. The Sovi ets had
col l apsed. lIraq was back in its box. He | ooked ahead and saw t hat war was
over. He had trained nearly six years and had never fired his gun in anger and
was never going to. Alot of his training had been about visualization. About
seeing hinself putting the reticle on the medull a obl ongata, where the spina
cord broadens at the base of the brain. About breathing slow and squeezing the
trigger. About the split second pause while the bullet flies. About seeing the
puff of pink mist fromthe back of the head. He had visualized all of that.
Many times. But he had never seen it. Not once. He had never seen the pink
mst. And he really wanted to."'

Silence in the room



'So he went out one day, alone,' Reacher said. 'In Kuwait City. He set up and
wai ted. Then he shot and killed four people coning out of an apart ment

bui I di ng."'
Hel en Rodin was staring at him
"He fired froma parking garage,' Reacher said. 'Second level. It was directly

opposite the apartnment building' s door. The victinms were Anerican noncons, as
it happened. They had weekend passes, and they were in street clothes.'
Rosemary Barr was shaki ng her head.

"This can't be true,' she said. "It just can't be. He wouldn't do it. And if
he did, he'd have gone to prison. But he got an honourabl e di scharge instead.
Right after the Gulf. And a canpaign nmedal. So it can't have happened. It

can't possibly be true.'

"That's exactly why I'mhere,' Reacher said. 'There was a serious problem
Remenber the sequence of events. W had four dead guys, and we worked from
there. Inthe end | followed the trail all the way to your brother. But it was
a very tough trail. W took all kinds of wong turns. And al ong one of them we
found stuff out about the four dead guys. Stuff we really didn't want to know.
Because they had been doi ng things they shouldn't have been doing.'

"What things? Helen Rodin asked.

"Kuwait City was a hell of a place. Full of rich Arabs. Even the poor ones had
Rol exes and Rol | s-Royces and marbl e bathroons with solid gold faucets. A | ot
of themhad fled tenporarily, for the duration. But they had left all their
stuff behind. And sonme of themhad left their famlies behind. Their w ves and

daughters.'

" And?'

"Qur four dead noncons had been doing the conquering arny thing, just like the
Iragis before them That's how they sawit, | guess. W saw it as rape and

arnmed robbery. As it happened they had left quite a trail that day, inside
that building. And other buildings, on other days. W found enough loot in
their footlockers to start another branch of Tiffany's. Watches, dianonds, al
ki nds of portable stuff. And underwear. W figured they used the underwear to
keep count of the wi ves and daughters.'



'So what happened?”

"It got political, inevitably. It went up the chain of comand. The Gulf was
supposed to be a big shiny success for us. It was supposed to be a hundred per
cent wonderful and a hundred per cent squeaky clean. And the Kuwaitis were our
allies, and so on and so forth. So ultimately we were told to cover for the
four guys. W were told to bury the story. Which we did. Wich al so neant
letting Janes Barr wal k, unfortunately. Because whi spers had gotten out and we
knew his | awer would have used them We were afraid of blackmail, basically.
If we took Barr to trial, his | awer would have countered with a justifiable
hom cide claim He would have said Barr had been standing up for the honour of
the arny, in a rough and ready sort of a way. Al the beans woul d have spilled
in the process. W were told not to risk that. So our hands were tied. It was
a stalemate.’

"Maybe it was justifiable hom cide,' Rosemary Barr said. 'Maybe Janes really
did know all al ong."'

"Ma'am he didn't know. |I'mvery sorry, but he didn't. He was never near any
of those guys before. Didn't know themfrom Adam Didn't say anything to ne
about them when | caught up to him He hadn't been in KC |l ong. Not |ong enough
to know anything. He was just killing people. For fun. He confessed to that,
to ne personally, before any of the other stuff ever came to light.'

Silence in the room

'So we hushed it up and nmustered himout,' Reacher said. W said his four guys
had been killed by Pal estinians, which was plausible in Kuwait Gty in 1991
just. | was mldly pissed about the whole thing. It wasn't the worst situation
| had ever seen, but it wasn't the nicest, either. James Barr got away with
murder, by sheer luck. So | went to see himbefore he left and | told himto
justify his great good fortune by never stepping out of |ine again, not ever,
the whole rest of his life. | told himif he ever did, I wuld conme find him
and make him sorry.'

Silence in the room It lasted minutes.

"So here | am' Reacher said.

"This must be classified information,' Helen Rodin said. 'l nean, surely it
can't ever be used. There would be a huge scandal .’



Reacher nodded. 'It's highly classified. It's sealed inside the Pentagon
That's why | asked if this conversation was privil eged."'

You'd get in big trouble if you tal ked about it’

"I"ve been in big trouble before. | canme here to find out if | needed to get
in big trouble again. As it happens, | don't think I do. | think your father
can put Janmes Barr away w thout my help. But nmy help is always available if he
needs it.'

Then Hel en under st ood.

"You're here to pressure nme,' she said. "Aren't you? You're telling me if |
try too hard, you'll cut ne off at the knees.'

"I"'mhere to keep ny prom se,' Reacher said. 'To James Barr.'

He cl osed the door and left themthere, three silent and di sappoi nted people
in aroom Then he rode down in the elevator. Ann Yanni got in again on two.
He wondered for a nmoment if she spent all day riding the elevators, hoping to
be recogni zed. Hoping to be asked for an autograph. He ignored her. CGot out
with her in the | obby and just headed for the door.

He stood for a nonment in the plaza. Deciding. Janes Barr's nedical condition
was the conplicating factor. He didn't want to stick around until the guy woke
up. If that happened at all, it mght take weeks. And Reacher was not a guy
who liked to stick around. He liked to be on the nove. Two days in one place
was about his limt. But he was stuck for alternatives. He couldn't hint at
anything to Alex Rodin. Couldn't give hima call-ne-if-you-need-me nunber. For
one thing, he didn't have a phone. For another, a guy as squared away and
cautious as Alex Rodin was would worry away at the hint until something began
to unravel. He would nmake the link to the Pentagon easily enough. Reacher had
even asked did she get ny nane fromthe Pentagon? That had been a carel ess

nm stake. So Alex Rodin would put two and two together, eventually. He would
figure there's sonething extra here, and I can find out what it is fromthe
Pent agon. The Pentagon woul d stonewall him of course. But Rodin wouldn't |ike
bei ng stonewal l ed. He would go to the media. Ann Yanni, probably. She would be
ready for another network story. And at bottom Rodin woul d be i nsecure enough



about losing the case to sinply have to know. He wouldn't give up on it.

And Reacher didn't want the story out there. Not unless it was absolutely
necessary. @il f War vets had it hard enough, with the chemi cal stuff and the
urani um poi soning. Al they had going for themwas the conflict's spotless
just-war reputation. They didn't need defam ng by association with people |ike
Barr and his victinms. People would say hey, they were all doing it. And they
weren't all doing it, in Reacher's experience. That had been a good arny. So
he didn't want the story out there, unless it was absolutely necessary, and he
wanted to judge that for hinself.

So, no hints to Alex Rodin. No call-me contingencies.

So ... what, exactly?

He decided to stick around for twenty-four hours. Maybe there would be a

cl earer prognosis on Barr's condition after that. Maybe sonehow he coul d check
with Enmerson and get a better feel for the evidence. Then maybe he coul d feel
K about leaving things with Alex Rodin's office, on a kind of forensic
autopilot. If there were problens down the road maybe he woul d read about them
in a newspaper somewhere, far in the future, on a beach or in a bar, and then
he coul d cone all the way back again.

So, twenty-four hours in a small heartland city.

He decided to go see if there was a river

There was a river. It was a broad, slow body of water that noved west to east
t hrough an area south of downtown. Some tributary that fed the m ghty Chio, he
guessed. Its north bank was strai ghtened and strengthened w th nassive stone
bl ocks al ong a three-hundred-yard stretch. The bl ocks m ght have weighed fifty
tons each. They were inmmacul ately chiselled and expertly fitted. They nade a
quaysi de. A wharf. They had tall fat iron nushroonms set into them to tie off
ropes. Stone paving slabs nade the wharf thirty feet deep. Al along its
length were tall wooden sheds, open on the river side, open on the street

side. The street was nmade of cobbles. A hundred years ago there would have
been huge river barges tied up and unl oadi ng. There woul d have been swarns of
nmen at work. There would



have been horses and carts clattering on the cobbles. But now there was
not hi ng. Just absolute stillness, and the slow drift of the water. Scabs of
rust on the iron nmushroons, clunps of weeds between the stones.

Sone of the sheds still had faded nanes on them MG Nty Dry Goods. Allentown
Seed Conpany. Parker Supply. Reacher strolled the three hundred yards and
| ooked at all of them They were still standing, strong and square. Ripe for

renovati on, he guessed. A city that put an ornamental pool with a fountain in
a public plaza would spruce up the waterfront. It was inevitable. There was
construction all over town. It would nove south. They woul d gi ve sonmeone tax
breaks to open a riverside cafe. Maybe a bar. Maybe with |ive music, Thursday
t hrough Saturday. Maybe with a little nuseumlaying out the history of the
river trade.

He turned to wal k back and cane face to face with Hel en Rodin.

"You're not such a hard man to find,' she said.

"Evidently,' he said.

" Tourists always conme to the docks.'

She was carrying a | awyer-size briefcase.

"Can | buy you lunch?" she said.

She wal ked hi m back north to the edge of the new gentrification. In the space
of a single dug-up block the city changed fromold and worn to new and

repai nted. Stores changed from dusty nom and- pop places wi th displays of
vacuum cl eaner bags and washi ng machi ne hoses to new establishnents show ng
of f spotli”l hundred-dollar dresses. And shoes, and four-dollar lattes, and

t hi ngs made of titanium They wal ked past a few such places and then Hel en
Rodin led himinto an eatery. It was the kind of place he had seen before. It
was the kind of place he usually avoided. White walls, some exposed brick
engi ne-turned al um niumtables and chairs, weird salad conbi nati ons. Random

i ngredi ents thrown together, and called inventive.

She led himto a table in the far back corner. An energetic kid canme by with
menus. Hel en Rodin ordered sonething with oranges and wal nuts and Gorgonzol a
cheese. Wth a cup of



herbal tea. Reacher gave up on reading his nmenu and ordered the same thing as
her, but with coffee, regular, black. 'This is ny favourite place in town,'
Hel en sai d.

He nodded. He believed her. She | ooked right at home. The |long straight hair,
t he bl ack clothes. The youthful glow He was ol der and cane froma different
time and a different place. 'I need you to explain sonething,' she said.

She bent down and opened her briefcase. Cane out with the old tape player.
Placed it carefully on the table. Pressed play. Reacher heard James Barr's
first lawer say: Denying it is not an option. Then he heard Barr say: Get
Jack Reacher for ne. 'You already played that for me,' he said.

"But why would he say it?'" Hel en asked.

"That's what you want nme to explain?'

She nodded.

"I can't,' he said.

'Logically you're the |last person he should have asked for.'

"I agree.’
' Coul d he have been in any doubt about how you felt? Fourteen years ago?'
"I don't think so. I made nyself pretty clear.'

' Then why woul d he ask for you now?

Reacher didn't answer. The food cane, and they started eating. O anges,

wal nuts, Corgonzol a cheese, all kinds of |eaves and |l ettuces, and a raspberry
vinaigrette. It wasn't too bad. And the coffee was OK. 'Play ne the whole
tape,' he said.

She put her fork down and pressed the rewind key. Kept her hand there, one
fingertip on each key, like a pianist. She had |ong fingers. No rings.
Pol i shed nails, neatly trimed. She pressed play and picked up her fork again.
Reacher heard no sound for a nmonment until the blank | eader cleared the tape
head. Then he heard a prison acoustic. Echoes, distant nmetallic clattering. A
man breat hing. Then he heard a door open and the thunp of another man sitting
down. No scraping of chair |legs on concrete. A prison chair, bolted to the
floor. The |l awer started talking. He was old and bored. He didn't want to be
there. He knew Barr was guilty. He made banal small talk for a while. Gew
frustrated with Barr's silence. Then he said, full of



exasperation: 'l can't help you if you won't help yourself. There was a |ong,
| ong pause, and then Barr's voice canme through, agitated, close to the

m crophone: They got the wong guy. He said it again. Then the | awer started
up again, not believing him saying the evidence was all there, looking for a
reason behind an indisputable fact. Then Barr asked for Reacher, tw ce, and
the | awyer asked if Reacher was a doctor, twi ce. Then Barr got up and wal ked
out. There was the sound of hamering on a | ocked door, and then nothing nore.
Hel en Rodi n pressed the stop key.

'So why?' she asked. 'Why say he didn't do it and then call for a guy who
knows for sure he did it before? Reacher just shrugged his shoul ders and

said nothing. But he sawin Helen's eyes that she had an answer. ' You know
somet hing,' she said. 'Maybe you don't know you know it. But there's got to be
somet hing there. Something he thinks can help him' 'Does it matter? He's in

a coma. He mght never wake up.'

"It matters a lot. He could get better treatnent.'

"I don't know anything.'

"Are you sure? Was there a psychiatric evaluation nade back then?

"It never got that far.'

Did he claiminsanity?

'"No, he clained a perfect score. Four for four.'

"Did you think he was nuts?

"That's a big word. Was it nuts to shoot four people for fun? O course it

was. Was he nuts, legally? I'"'msure he wasn't' ' You nust know sonet hi ng,
Reacher,' Helen said. 'It nmust be way down in there. You' ve got to dredge it
up.' He kept quiet for a nmonent.

'Have you actually seen the evidence? he asked.

"I'"ve seen a summary.'

'How bad is it?

"It's terrible. There's no question he did it. This is about nitigation
nothing nore. And his state of mind. | can't let them execute an insane
person.' 'So wait until he wakes up. Run some tests.'

'They won't count. He could wake up like a fruitcake and the



prosecution will say that was caused by the blow to the head in the jail house
fight. They'll say he was perfectly sane at the tinme of the crine." 'Is your
dad a fair man?

"He lives to win.'

'Li ke father, 1ike daughter?

She paused.

' Sonmewhat ,' she sai d.

Reacher finished up his salad. Chased the last walnut round with his fork and
then gave up and used his fingers instead. 'Wat's on your nind? Helen
asked.

"Just a minor detail,' he said. 'Fourteen years ago it was a very tough case
wi th barely adequate forensics. And he confessed. This time the forensics seem
to be a total slamdunk. But he's denying it.' \What does that nean?

"I don't know.'

'So think about what you do know,' Helen said. 'Please. You nmust know
somet hi ng. You have to ask yourself, why did he conme up with your nane? There
has to be a reason.' Reacher said nothing. The kid who had served t hem cane
back and took their plates away. Reacher pointed at his coffee cup and the kid
made another trip and refilled it. Reacher cradled it in his hands and snell ed
the steam "My | ask you a personal question?" Helen Rodin said to him

' Depends how personal ,' Reacher said.

I Wiy were you so untraceable? Normally guys like Franklin can find anybody."

' Maybe he's not as good as you think.'

'"He's probably better than I think.'

'Not everyone is traceable.'

"I agree. But you don't | ook Iike you belong in that category.

"I was in the machine,' Reacher said. 'My whole life. Then the nachi ne coughed
and spat nme out. So I thought, OK, if I"'mout, I"'mout. Al the way out. | was
alittle angry and it was probably an immture reaction. But | got used to
it." 'Like a ganme?

'Li ke an addiction,' Reacher said. 'I'm addicted to being out

The kid brought the check. Helen Rodin paid. Then she put



her tape player back in her briefcase and she and Reacher |eft together. They
wal ked north, past the construction at the bottomof First Street. She was
headi ng to her office and he was going to | ook for a hotel

A man called Gigor Linsky watched themwal k. He was slunped low in a car
parked on the kerb. He knew where to wait. He knew where she ate, when she had

conpany.



FOUR

REACHER CHECKED | NTO A DOANTOAN HOTEL CALLED THE Metropol e Pal ace, two bl ocks
east of First Street, about level with the main shopping strip. He paid cash
up front for one night only and used the nane Jinmy Reese. He had cycl ed
through all the presidents and vice presidents | ong ago and was now usi ng
second basenen fromthe Yankees' non chanpi onship years. Jimy Reese had

pl ayed pretty well during part of 1930 and pretty badly during part of 1931
He had come from nowhere and nmoved on to St Louis for part of 1932. Then he
had quit. He had died in California, aged 93. But now he was back, with a
single roomand a bath in the Metropol e Pal ace, for one night only, due to
check out the next norning before el even o' clock

The Metropole was a sad, hal f-enpty, faded old place. But it had once been
grand. Reacher could see that. He could picture the corn traders a hundred
years ago, wal king up the hill fromthe river wharf and staying the night. He
guessed the | obby had once | ooked |ike a western saloon, but nowit was thinly
made over w th noderni st touches. There was a refurbished el evator. The roons
had swi pe cards instead of keys. But he guessed the building hadn't really
changed very nuch. Hi s room was



certainly ol d-fashioned and gl oormy. The mattress felt like a part of the
original inventory.

He lay down on it and put his hands behind his head. Thought back nore than
fourteen years to Kuwait City. Al cities have colours, and KC was white.
White stucco, white painted concrete, white nmarble. Skies burned white by the
sun. Men in white robes. The parking garage Janes Barr had used was white, and
t he apartnent buil di ng opposite was white. Because of the glare the four dead
guys had all been wearing aviator shades. Al four men had been hit in the
head, but none of the shades had broken. They had just fallen off. Al four
bul | ets had been recovered, and they broke the case. They were match-grade
168-grain jacketed boat tails. Not holl ow points, because of the Geneva
Convention. They were an Anerican sniper's bullets, either Army or Marines. If
Barr had used a battle rifle or a sub-nmachine gun or a sidearm Reacher would
have got nowhere. Every firearmin theatre except the sniper rifles used
standard NATO rounds, which woul d have cast the net way too w de, because just
about all of NATO was in country. But Barr's whol e purpose had been to use his
own speci alist weapon, just for once, this tinme for real. And in the process,
his four thirteen-cent bullets had nailed him

But it had been a tough, tough case. Maybe Reacher's finest ever. He had used
| ogi c, deduction, paperwork, footwork, intuition, and ultimately elimnation
At the end of the trail was Janes Barr, a man who had finally seen the pink

m st and was strangely at peace with his capture.

He had confessed.

The confession was voluntary, fast, and conplete. Reacher never laid a hand on
him Barr talked quite freely about the experience. Then he asked questions
about the investigation, |like he was fascinated by the process. Cearly he had
not expected to be caught. Not in a mllion years. He was simultaneously
aggrieved and admiring. He had even acted a little synpathetic when the
political snafu eventually broke him| oose. Like he was sorry that Reacher's
fine efforts had conme to not hing.

Fourteen years | ater he had not confessed.

There was anot her difference between this tine and the | ast



time, too. But Reacher couldn't pin it down. Sonething to do with how hot
Kuwait City had been

Grigor Linsky used his cell phone and called the Zee. The Zee was the man he
worked for. It wasn't just Zee. It was the Zee. It was a question of respect.
The Zee was eighty years old, but he still broke arms if he snelled

di srespect. He was like an old bull. He still had his strength and his
attitude. He was eighty years old because of his strength and his attitude.
W thout them he would have died at age twenty. O later, at thirty, which was
about when he went insane and his real nanme finally slipped his nmind. 'The

| awyer went back to her office,' Linsky said. 'Reacher turned east off First
Street. | laid back and didn't follow him But he turned away fromthe bus
depot. Therefore we can assune he's staying in town. My guess is he checked
into the Metropol e Pal ace. There's nothing else in that direction.' The Zee
made no reply.

' Shoul d we do anyt hi ng?' Linsky asked.

"How Il ong is he here for?

' That depends. Cearly he's on a mssion of nercy.'

The Zee sai d not hi ng.

' Shoul d we do anyt hi ng?' Linsky asked agai n.

There was a pause. Cellular static, and an old nan breat hi ng.

"We shoul d maybe distract him' the Zee said. 'Or discourage him |I'mtold he

was a soldier. Therefore he will probably maintain a predictable pattern of
behaviour. If he's at the Metropole, he won't stay in tonight. Not there. No
fun for a soldier. He'll go out somewhere. Probably alone. So there could be
an incident. Use your inagination. Make it a big scenario. Don't use our own
people. And make it | ook natural.' ' Danmage?'

' Broken bones, at |east. Maybe he gets a head injury. Maybe he winds up in the
coma ward along with his buddy James Barr.' 'Wat about the | awer?

'Leave her alone. For now. We'll open that can of worns later. If we need to.'



Hel en Rodi n spent an hour at her desk. She took three calls. The first was

fromFranklin. He was bailing out. 'I'msorry, but you're going to |lose,' he
said. "And |'ve got a business to run. | can't put in unbilled hours on this
any nore.' 'Nobody |ikes hopel ess cases,' Helen said, diplomatically. She was
going to need himagain, in the future. No point in holding his feet to the
fire. 'Not pro bono hopel ess cases,' Franklin said.

"If I get a budget, will you cone back on board?

"Sure,' Franklin said. 'Just call ne.
Then they hung up, all proprieties observed, their relationship preserved. The
next call cane ten minutes later. It was fromher father, who sounded full of
concern. 'You shouldn't have taken this case, you know,' he said.

"It wasn't like I was spoiled for choice,'" Hel en said.

"Losing mght be winning, if you know what | nean.'’

W nni ng m ght be wi nning, too.'

"No, winning will be losing. You need to understand that.'

"Did you ever set out to |lose a case?" she asked.

Her father said nothing. Then he went fi shing.

'Did Jack Reacher find you?' he asked, neaning: Should | be worried? 'He
found ne,' she said, keeping her voice |ight.

WAs he interesting? Meaning: Should | be very worried?

"He's certainly given me sonmething to think about.'’

"Well, should we discuss it?" Meaning: Please, tell ne.

"I"'msure we will soon. Wen the time is right.’

They snall-talked for a minute nore and arranged to neet for dinner. He tried
again: Please, tell ne. She didn't. Then they hung up. Helen sniled. She
hadn't lied. Hadn't even really bluffed. But she felt she had partici pated.
The | aw was a gane, and like any game it had a psychol ogi cal conponent. The
third call was from Rosemary Barr at the hospital

"James is waking up,' she said. 'He coughed up his breathing tube. He's coning
out of the coma." 'Is he talking?

' The doctors say he mi ght be tonorrow.'

W11l he remenber anything?

'The doctors say it's possible.’



An hour | ater Reacher left the Metropole. He stayed east of First Street and
headed north towards the off-brand stores he had seen near the courthouse. He
want ed cl ot hes. Sonething |ocal. Maybe not a set of bib overalls, but
certainly sonething nore generic than his Mani gear. Because he figured he

m ght head to Seattle next. For the coffee. And he couldn't wal k around
Seattle in a bright yellow shirt.

He found a store and bought a pair of pants that the |abel called taupe and he
called olive drab. He found a flannel shirt al nost the sane col our. Plus
underwear. And he invested in a pair of socks. He changed in the cubicle and
threw his old stuff away in the store's own trash bin. Forty bucks, for what
he hoped woul d be four days' wear. Extravagant, but it was worth ten bucks a
day to himnot to carry a bag.

He cane out and wal ked west towards the afternoon sun. The shirt was too thick
for the weather, but he could regulate it by rolling up the sleeves and
opening a second button. It was OK. It would be fine for Seattle.

He cane out into the plaza and saw that the fountain had been restarted. It
was refilling the pool, very slowy. The nmud on the bottomwas an inch deep
and noving in slow swirls. Some people were standing and watching it. Qhers
wer e wal ki ng. But nobody was using the short route past the nmenorial tributes,
where Barr's victinms had di ed. Maybe nobody woul d ever again. Instead everyone
was | ooping the | ong way round, past the NBC sign. Instinctively,
respectfully, fearfully, Reacher wasn't sure.

He picked his way anong the flowers and sat on the low wall, with the sound of
the fountain behind him and the parking garage in front of him One shoul der
was warmed by the sun and the other was cool in the shade. He could feel the

| eftover sand under his feet. He |ooked to his |eft and watched the DW

buil ding's door. Looked to his right and watched the cars on the raised

hi ghway. They tracked through the curve, high up in the air, one after the
other, single file, in a single lane. There weren't nmany of them Traffic up
there was light, even though First Street itself was already building up to
the afternoon rush hour. Then he | ooked to his



| eft again and saw Hel en Rodin sitting down beside him She was out of breath.
"I was wong,' she said. 'You are a hard man to find."'
"But you triunphed none the |less,' he said.

'"Only because | saw you fromny window. | ran all the way down, hoping you
woul dn't wander off. That was a hal f-hour after calling all the hotels in town
and being told you aren't registered anywhere.' 'Wat hotels don't know won't
hurt them'

"James Barr is waking up. He nmight be tal king tonorrow.'
'"Or he might not.'

" You know nuch about head injuries?

Only the ones | cause.'

"I want you to do sonething for ne.
'Li ke what?' he asked.

"You can help nme,' she said. Wth something inportant.’

"Can | ?'

" And you can hel p yoursel f.'

He sai d not hing.

"I want you to be ny evidence anal yst,' she said.

"You' ve got Franklin for that.'

She shook her head. 'Franklin's too close to his old PD buddies. He won't be
critical enough. He won't want to tear into them" 'And |l will? | want Barr
to go down, renenber.’

'Exactly. That's exactly why you should do it. You want to confirmthat

t hey' ve got an unbreakabl e case. Then you can | eave town and be happy.'

"Wuld | tell you if I found a hol e?'

"I'd see it in your eyes. And |I'd know fromwhat you did next. If you go, it's

a strong case. If you stay around, it's weak.' 'Franklin quit, didn't he?
She paused, and then she nodded. 'This case is a loser, all ways around. |I'm
doing it pro bono. Because nobody else will. But Franklin's got a business to
run.' 'So he won't do it for free, but I will?

"You need to do it. I think you' re already planning to do it. That's why you

went to see nmy father first. He's confident, for sure. You saw that. But you
still want a peek at the data.



You were a thorough investigator. You said so yourself. You're a
perfectionist. You want to be able to | eave town knowi ng everything is
buttoned down tight, according to your own standards.'

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"This gets you a real good |ook,' she said. 'It's their constitutiona
obligation. They have to show us everything. The defence gets a full discovery
process.'

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

You' ve got no choice,' she said. 'They're not going to show you anyt hi ng
ot herwi se. They don't show stuff to strangers off the street.'

A real good | ook. Leave town and be happy. No choice.

'OK," Reacher said.

She pointed. 'Walk four blocks west and one bl ock south. The PD is right

there. 1'll go upstairs and call Enerson.'’

W' re doing this now?

"James Barr is waking up. | need this stuff out of the way early. 1'"mgoing to
be spending nost of tonmorrow trying to find a psychiatrist who will work for
free. A nmedical plea is still our best bet

Reacher wal ked four bl ocks west and one bl ock south. It took himunder the

rai sed hi ghway and brought himto a corner. The PD had the whol e bl ock. Their
bui | di ng occupi ed nost of it and there was an L-shaped parking lot on the rest
of it for their vehicles. There were bl ack-and-whites slotted in at angles,
and unmar ked detective cars, and a crinme scene van, and a SWAT truck. The
building itself was made of glazed tan brick. It had a flat roof with big HVAC
ducts all over it. There were bars on all the wi ndows. Razor wire here and
there round the perineter.

He went inside and got directions and found Enmerson waiting for himbehind his
desk. Reacher recognized himfromhis TV spot on Saturday norning. Sanme guy,
pal e, quiet, conpetent, not big, not small. In person he |ooked Iike he had
been a cop since birth. Since the noment of conception, naybe. It was in his
pores. In his DNA. He was wearing grey flannel pants and a white short-sl eeved
shirt. Open neck. No tie. There was a



tweed jacket on the back of his chair. His face and his body were a little
shapel ess, |ike he had been noul ded by constant pressures. 'Wlconme to

I ndi ana,' he sai d.

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"I mean it,' Emerson said. 'Really. W love it when old friends of the accused
show up to tear our work to shreds.' 'I'mhere for his |l awer,' Reacher said.
"Not as a friend.'

Ener son nodded.

"I"ll give you the background nyself,' he said. 'Then ny crine scene guy will
wal k you through the particulars. You can see absolutely anything you want and

you can ask absolutely anything you want.' Reacher smiled. He had been a cop
of sorts hinself for thirteen long years, on a tough beat, and he knew t he
| anguage and all its dialects. He knew the tone and he understood the nuances.

And the way Enmerson spoke told himthings. It told himthat despite the
initial hostility this was a guy secretly happy to neet with a critic. Because
he knew for sure he had a solid gold slamdunk case. 'You knew James Barr
pretty well, am| right? Enerson asked.

'Did you?' Reacher asked back

Emer son shook his head. 'Never met him There were no warning signs.'

"Was his rifle legal ?

Enmerson nodded. 'It was registered and unnodified. As were all his other

guns.'

"Did he hunt?

Emer son shook his head again. 'He wasn't an NRA nenber and he didn't belong to
a gun club. W& never saw himout in the hills. He was never in trouble. He was
just a lowprofile citizen. A no-profile citizen, really. No warning signs at
all." 'You seen this kind of thing before?

"Too many tines. If you include the District of Colunbia then Indiana is tied
for sixteenth place out of fifty-one in terms of hom ci de deaths per capita.
Wrse than New York, worse than California. This town isn't the worst in the
state, but it's not the best, either. So we've seen it all before, and
sonetines there



are signs, and sonetines there aren't, but either way around

we know what we're doing.'

"I spoke with Alex Rodin,' Reacher said. 'He's inpressed.' 'He should be. W
performed well. Your old buddy was toast

six hours after the first shot. It was a textbook case, begi nning

to end.’

'"No doubts at all? 'Put it this way. | wote it up Saturday norning and
haven' t

given it a whole lot of thought since then. It's a done deal

About the best done deal | ever saw, and |'ve seen a lot.' 'So is there any
point in me wal king through it?" 'Sure there is. |I've got a crinme scene guy
desperate to

show of f. He's a good man, and he deserves his nonent in the

sun. '

Emer son wal ked Reacher to the Iab and introduced himas a | awer's scout, not
as James Barr's friend. Wiich helped a little with the atnosphere. Then he
left himthere. The crime scene guy was a serious forty-year-old called

Bel l antonio. H s nanme was nore exuberant than he was. He was tall, dark, thin,
and stooped. He could have been a nortician. And he suspected Janmes Barr was
going to plead guilty. He thought he wasn't going to get his day in court.

That was clear. He had | aid out the evidence chain in a | ogical sequence on
long tables in a seal ed police garage bay, just so that he could give visitors
t he performance he woul d never give a jury.

The tables were white canteen-style trestles and they ran all the way round
the perimeter of the bay. Above themwas a horizontal |ine of cork boards wth
hundreds of printed sheets of paper pinned to them The sheets were cased in
pl astic page protectors and they related to the specific itenms found directly
bel ow. Trapped tight in the square made by the tables was Janmes Barr's beige
Dodge Caravan. The bay was clean and brightly Iit with harsh fluorescent tubes
and the mnivan | ooked huge and alien in there. It was old and dirty and
snel l ed of gasoline and oil and rubber. The sliding rear door was open and

Bel  antonio had rigged a light to shine in on the carpet.

"This all |ooks good,' Reacher said.

'Best crinme scene | ever worked,' Bellantonio said.



"So walk me through it.'

Bel  antonio started with the traffic cone. It was sitting there on a square of
but cher paper, |ooking |arge and odd and out of place. Reacher saw the print
powder on it, read the notes above it. Barr had handled it, that was for sure.
He had cl anped his right hand round it, near the top, where it was narrow.
More than once. There were fingerprints and pal mprints. The match was a

| augher. There were way nore conpari son points than any court would demand.
Sane for the quarter fromthe parking neter, sane for the shell case

Bel | ant oni o showed Reacher |aser-printed stills fromthe parking garage video,
showi ng the minivan comng in just before the event and goi ng out again just
after it. He showed himthe interior of the Dodge, showed himthe autonotive
carpet fibres recovered fromthe raw new concrete, showed himthe dog hairs,
showed himthe denimfibres and the raincoat threads. Showed hima square of
rug taken fromBarr's house, showed himthe matching fibres found at the
scene. Showed hi mthe desert boots, showed himhow crepe rubber was the best
transfer nechani sm goi ng. Showed hi mhow the tiny crunbs of rubber found at
the scene matched new scuffs on the shoes' toes. Showed himthe cenent dust
tracked back into Barr's house and recovered fromthe garage and the basenent
and the kitchen and the living roomand the bedroom Showed hima conparison
sanmpl e taken fromthe parking garage and a lab report that proved it was the
sane.

Reacher scanned the transcripts fromthe 911 calls and the radio chatter

bet ween the squad cars. Then he gl anced t hrough the crime scene protocol. The
initial sweep by the uniformed officers, the forensic examni nation by

Bel | ant oni o' s own people, Enerson's inspiration with the parking neter. Then
he read the arrest report. It was printed out and pinned up along with
everything el se. The SWAT tactics, the sleeping suspect, the ID fromthe
driver's licence fromthe wallet in the trouser pocket. The paramedics' tests.
The capture of the dog by the K9 officers. The clothes in the closet. The
shoes. The guns in the basement. He read the witness reports. A Marine
recruiter had heard six shots. A cell phone company had provided a recording.
There was a graph attached. A grey snear of sound,



with six sharp spikes. Left to right, they were arrayed in a pattern that

mat ched what Hel en Rodin had said she had heard. One, two-three, pause,
four-five-six. The graph's vertical axis represented volune. The shots had
been faint but clear on the recording. The horizontal axis represented the
time base. Six shots in less than four seconds. Four seconds that had changed

acity. For a spell, at least. Reacher |ooked at the rifle. It was
heat-sealed into a clear plastic sleeve. He read the report pinned above it. A
Springfield MA Super Match, ten shot box magazine, four cartridges still in

it. Barr's prints all over it. Scratches on the forestock matching varnish
scrapings found at the scene. The intact bullet recovered fromthe pool. A
ballistics Iab report matching the bullet to the barrel. Another report

mat ching the shell case to the ejector. Slam dunk. Case closed. 'OK, enough,"’
Reacher said.

"It's good, isn't it?" Bellantonio said.

"Best | ever saw,' Reacher said.

"Better than a hundred eyewi tnesses.'

Reacher snmiled. Crine scene techs |loved to say that.

"Anything you're not happy wth? he asked.

"I love it all,' Bellantonio said.

Reacher gl anced at his reflection in the Dodge's tinted wi ndow. The bl ack

gl ass made his new shirt | ook grey.

Why did he |l eave the traffic cone behind? he said. 'He could have pitched it
into the back of the van, easy as anything.' Bellantonio said nothing.

"And why did he pay to park?' Reacher asked.

"I"'mforensics,' Bellantonio said. 'Not psychol ogy."

Then Enerson came back in and stood there, waiting to accept Reacher's
surrender. Reacher gave it up, no hesitation. He shook their hands and
congratul ated themon a wel |l -worked case.

He wal ked back, one block north and four bl ocks east, under the raised

hi ghway, heading for the black glass tower. It was after five o' clock and the
sun was on his back. He arrived at the plaza and saw that the fountain was
still going and the pool had filled another inch. He went in past the NBC sign
and rode



up in the elevator. Ann Yanni didn't show Maybe she was preparing for the six
o' clock news. He found Hel en Rodin at her secondhand desk.

"Watch ny eyes,' he said.

She wat ched t hem

"Pick your own cliche,' he said. 'It's a cast-iron, solid gold slamdunk. It's
Wllie Mays under a fly ball.' She said nothing.

' See any doubt in ny eyes?" he asked.

"No," she said. 'l don't’

"So start calling psychiatrists. If that's what you really want to do.' 'He

deserves representation, Reacher.'

'He stepped out of line.’

"W can't just lynch him'

Reacher paused. Then he nodded. 'The shrink should think about the parking
meter. | mean, who pays for ten mnutes even if they' re not shooting people?
It strikes ne as weird. It's so lawabiding, isn't it? It kind of puts the
whol e event into a | aw abi di ng envel ope. Maybe he really was nuts this tine.
You know, confused about what he was doing.' Helen Rodin nade a note. 'I'I|
be sure to nmention it.' 'You want to get some dinner?

W're on opposite sides.'

"W had | unch.'

'Only because | wanted sonething fromyou.'

"We can still be civilized.'
She shook her head. 'I'mhaving dinner with ny father.'" 'He's on the opposite
si de.'

"He's nmy father.'

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

Were the cops OK?' she asked.

Reacher nodded. 'They were courteous enough.'

'They can't have been very pleased to see you. They don't understand why

you're really here.' 'They don't need to worry. They've got a great case.'
"It's not over until the fat |ady sings.'
' She' s been singing since Friday at five. Pretty loud.' 'Maybe we could have

a drink after dinner,' she said. 'If | can



get away in time. There's a sports bar six blocks north of here. Mnday night,
it's about the only place in town. 1'll drop by and see if you're there. But |
can't prom se anything.' 'Neither can |I,' Reacher said. 'Maybe I'Il be at the
hospital, unplugging Janmes Barr's |ife support.'

He rode down in the elevator and found Rosenary Barr waiting for himin the

| obby. He guessed she had just got back fromthe hospital and had called
upstairs and Helen Rodin had told her he was on his way down. So she had
wai t ed. She was pacing nervously, side to side, crossing and recrossing the
route between the el evator bank and the street door. 'Can we talk?' she
asked.

"CQutside," he said.

He | ed her through the door and across the plaza to the south wall of the
pool. It was still filling, slowy. The fountain splashed and tinkled. He sat
where he had sat before, with the funeral tributes at his feet. Rosemary Barr
stood in front of him facing him very close, her eyes on his, not |ooking
down at the flowers and the candl es and the photographs. 'You need to keep an
open nmind,' she said.

"Do 1?" he said.

"James wanted you here, therefore he can't be guilty.

"That's a leap.'

It's logical,' she said

"I just saw the evidence,' he said. 'Mre than enough for anyone.'

"I"mnot going to argue about fourteen years ago.'

You can't.'

But he's innocent now.'

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"I understand how you feel,' Rosemary said. 'You think he let you down.'

"He did.'

' But suppose he didn't? Suppose he met your conditions and this is all a

m st ake? How woul d you feel then? What would you do for hinP If you' re ready
to stand up agai nst himdon't you think you should be equally ready to stand
up for hin?' 'That's too hypothetical for ne.'



"It's not hypothetical. |I'mjust asking, if you' re proved wong, if he didn't

doit, will you put the sane energy into helping hin?" 'If I'm proved w ong
he won't need ny help.'
WIl you?

'Yes,' Reacher said, because it was an easy prom se to make.

'So you need to keep an open mnd.'

"Way did you nove out?

She paused. 'He was angry all the tinme. It was no fun living with him'
"Angry at what ?'

'"At everything.'

'So maybe it's you who shoul d keep an open nind.'

"I could have made up a reason. But | didn't. | told you the truth. | don't
want to hide anything. | need you to trust ne. | need to nmake you believe.
He's an unhappy nman, maybe even disturbed. But he didn't do this.' Reacher

sai d not hi ng.
"WIl you keep an open m nd?' she asked.
Reacher didn't answer. Just shrugged and wal ked away.

He didn't go to the hospital. Didn't unplug Janes Barr's machi nes. He went to
the sports bar instead, after a shower back at the Metropol e Pal ace. The six
bl ocks north of the black glass tower took himunder the highway again and out
into a hinterland. Gentrification had a boundary to the south, as he had seen
and now he saw it had a boundary to the north, too. The bar was a little way
beyond it. It was in a plain square building that could have started out as
anyt hi ng. Maybe a feed store, maybe an autonobil e showoom maybe a pool hall
It had a flat roof and bricked-up w ndows and nbss grow ng where bl ocked
rainwater gutters had spilled. Inside it was better, but generic. It was like
every other sports bar he had ever been in. It was one tall roomwth

bl ack-pai nted air conditioning ducts pinned to the ceiling. It had three dozen
TV screens hanging fromthe walls and the roof. It had all the usual sports
bar stuff all over the place. Signed uniformjerseys franed under gl ass,
football hel mets di splayed on shel ves, hockey sticks, basketballs, baseballs,
ol d game-day



programes. The waiting staff was all female, all of themin cheerl eader-style
uni forms. The bar staff was mal e and dressed in striped unpire uniforns.

The TVs were all tuned to football. Inevitable, Reacher guessed, on a Monday
ni ght. Some of the screens were regular TVs, and sone were plasmas, and sone
were projectors. The sanme event was di spl ayed dozens of times, all with
slightly different colour and focus, sone big, sone small, some bright, sone
dim There were plenty of people in there, but Reacher got a table to hinself.
In a corner, which he Iiked. A hard worked waitress ran over to him and he
ordered beer and a cheeseburger. He didn't | ook at the nenu. Sports bars

al ways had beer and cheeseburgers.

He ate his neal and drank his beer and watched the game. Tine passed and the
place filled up and got nore and nore crowded and noi sy but nobody cane to
share his table. Reacher had that kind of effect on people. He sat there

al one, in a bubble of quiet, with a nessage plainly displayed: Stay away from
ne.

Then someone ignored the nessage and cane to join him It was partly his own
fault. He | ooked away fromthe screen and saw a girl hovering nearby. She was
juggling a bottle of beer and a full plate of tacos. She was quite a sight.
She had waved red hair and a red gi ngham shirt open at the neck and tied off
at the navel. She had tight pants on that |ooked like denimbut had to be
Spandex. She had the whol e hourgl ass thing going, big tinme. And she was in
shiny lizard-skin boots. Open the encyclopedia to C for Country Grl and her
picture was going to be right there staring back at you. She | ooked too young
for the beer. But she was past puberty. That was for damm sure. Her shirt
buttons were straining. And there was no visible panty |ine under the Spandex.
Reacher | ooked at her for a second too long, and she took it as an invitation
"Can | share your table? she asked, froma yard away.

"Hel p yoursel f,' he said.

She sat down. Not opposite him but in the chair next to him

' Thanks,' she said.

She drank from her bottle and kept her eyes on him G een eyes, bright, w de
open. She half turned towards himand arched the small of her back. Her shirt
was open three buttons.



Maybe a 34D, Reacher figured, in a push-up bra. He could see the edge of it.

White | ace. She |eaned close, because of the noise. 'Do you like it?" she
asked.

'Li ke what?' he said.

"Footbal I ,' she said.

"A bit,' he said.
'Did you play?
Did you, not do you. She made himfeel old. You're certainly big enough,' she

said. 'l tried out for Arnmy,' he said. 'Wen | was at West Point.' 'Did you
make the tean®
"Only once.'

"Were you injured?
"I was too violent.'

She half snmiled, not sure if he was joking. 'Want a taco?' she said.

"I just ate.'

"I'"'m Sandy,' she said.

So was |, he thought. Friday, on the beach. |Wat's your name?' she asked.

"Jimy Reese,' he said.

He saw a flash of surprise in her eyes. He didn't know why. Maybe she had had
a boyfriend called Jimy Reese. O maybe she was a serious fan of the New York
Yankees. 'I'm pleased to neet you, Jimy Reese,' she said. 'Likewse,' he
said, and turned back to the game. You're newin town, aren't you?' she said.
"Usual ly," he said.

"I was wondering,' she said. '"If you only Iike football a bit, naybe you woul d
like to take me somewhere else.' 'Like where?
'Li ke somewhere quieter. Maybe sonmewhere a little lonelier.' He said nothing.

|'ve got a car,' she said.

You ol d enough to drive?

I"mold enough to do lots of things. And I'm pretty good at sone of them
Reacher said nothing. She noved on her chair. Pushed it out



fromthe table a little way. Turned towards himand | ooked down. 'Do you like
t hese pants?' she asked.

"I think they suit you very well.'

‘"I do too. Only problemis, they're too tight to wear anything underneath.'
"We all have our cross to bear.’

"Do you think they're too revealing?

' They' re opaque. That usually does it for ne.
"I magi ne peeling themoff."’

"I can't. | doubt if I would have gotten themon.'

The green eyes narrowed. 'Are you a queer?

"Are you a hooker?

"No way. | work at the auto parts store.'

Then she paused and seened to think again. She reconsidered. She canme up with
a better answer. Which was to junmp up from her chair and scream and slap his
face. It was a loud screamand a |oud slap and everyone turned to | ook. 'He
called ne a whore,' she screamed. 'He called nme a damm whore!' Chairs scraped
and guys stood up fast. Big guys, in jeans and work boots and plaid shirts.
Country boys. Five of them all the same. The girl snmiled in triunph.

' Those are ny brothers,' she said.

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"You just called me a whore in front of ny brothers

Fi ve boys, all staring.

"He called me a whore,' the girl wail ed.

Rul e one, be on your feet and ready.

Rul e two, show them what they're nessing wth.

Reacher stood up, slow and easy. Six-five, two-fifty, cal meyes, hands held

| oose by his sides. 'He called ne a whore,' the girl wailed again.
Rule three, identify the ringl eader
There were five guys. Any five guys will have one ringl eader, two enthusiastic

followers, and two reluctant followers. Put the ringleader down, and both of
t he keen sidekicks, and it's over



The reluctant pair just run for it. So there's no such thing as five-on-one.
It never gets worse than three-on-one. Rule four: The ringleader is the one
who noves first.

A big corn-fed twenty-sonething with a shock of yellow hair and a round red
face nmoved first. He stepped forward a pace and the others fell in behind him
in a neat arrowhead formati on. Reacher stepped forward a pace of his own to
nmeet them The downside of a corner table is there's no other way to go except
forward. But that was fine.

Because, rule five: Never back off.

But, rule six: Don't break the furniture.

Break furniture in a bar, and the owner starts thinking about his insurance
policy, and insurance conpanies require police reports, and a patrol man's
first instinct is to throw everyone in jail and sort it out later. Which
generally nmeans: Blane it on the stranger. 'He called ne a whore,' the girl
said, plaintively. Like her heart was broken. She was standing off to the
side, looking at Reacher, |ooking at the five guys, |ooking at Reacher. Her

head was turning like a spectator at a tennis gane. 'Qutside,' the big guy
sai d.

'Pay your check first,' Reacher said.

"I"1l pay later.'

"You won't be able to.'

"You thi nk?

"That's the difference between us.'

What is?

"1 think.'

"You' ve got a smart mouth, pal.’

"That's the | east of your worries.'

"You called ny sister a whore.'

"You prefer sleeping with virgins?

'CGet outside, pal, or I'll put you down right here.’
Rul e seven: Act, don't react.

'"OK,' Reacher said. 'Let's go outside.’

The big guy snil ed.

"After you,' Reacher said.

'Stay here, Sandy,' the big guy said.



"I don't mind the sight of blood,' she said.

"I"msure you love it,' Reacher said. 'One week in four, it makes you fee

m ghty relieved.'

"Qutside,' the big guy said. 'Now'

He turned round and shooed the others towards the door. They forned up in
single file and threaded between the tables. Their boots clattered on the
wood. The girl called Sandy tagged after them Oher customers shrank away
fromthem Reacher put twenty dollars on his table and gl anced up at the
football gane. Soneone was wi nni ng, soneone was losing. He followed the girl
call ed Sandy. Followed the blue Spandex pants.

They were all waiting for himon the sidewal k. They were all tensed up in a
shal l ow semicircle. There were yell ow | anps on poles twenty yards away north
and south and another across the street. The | anps gave each guy three
shadows. There was neon outside the bar that filled the shadows w th pink and
blue. The street was enpty. And quiet. No traffic. No noise, except sports bar
sounds muffled by the door. The air was soft. Not hot, not cold.

Rul e eight: Assess and eval uate.

The big guy was round and snmooth and heavy, like a bull seal. Mybe ten years
out of high school. An unbroken nose, no scar tissue on his brows, no

m sshapen knuckl es. Therefore, not a boxer. Probably just a |linebacker. So he
woul d fight like a westler. He would be a guy who wants you on the ground.
So he would start by charging. Head | ow

That was Reacher's best guess.

And Reacher was right.

The guy expl oded out of the bl ocks and charged, head | ow Straight for
Reacher's chest. Looking to drive himbackwards and have himstunble and fall.
Wher eupon the other four could all pile in together and stonp himand kick him
to their hearts' content. M stake.

Because, rule nine: Don't run head-on into Jack Reacher.

Not when he's expecting it. It's like running into an oak tree.

The big guy charged and Reacher turned slightly sideways and bent his knees a
little and tined it just right and drove al



his weight up and forward off his back foot and through his shoul der straight
into the big guy's face.

Kinetic energy is a wonderful thing.

Reacher had hardly noved at all but the big guy bounced off crazily, stunned,
st aggeri ng backwards on stiff |egs, desperately trying to stay upright, one
foot tracing a lazy half-circle in the air, then the other. He cane to rest
six feet anay with his feet firmy planted and his | egs wi de apart, just like
a big dunb capital letter A

Bl ood on his face.

Now he had a broken nose.

Put the ringl eader down.

Reacher stepped in and kicked himin the groin, but left footed. Right-footed,
he woul d have popped bits of the guy's pelvis out through his nose. Your big
soft heart, an old arnmy instructor had said. One day it'll get you killed.

But not today, Reacher thought. Not here. The big guy went down. He fell on
hi s knees and pitched forward on his face.

Then it got real easy.

The next two guys cane in together shoul der to shoul der and Reacher dropped
the first with a head butt and the second with an elbow to the jaw. They both
went straight down and lay still. Then it was over, because the |ast two guys
ran. The last two guys always do. The girl called Sandy ran after them Not
fast. The tight Spandex and the high-heel ed boots inmpeded her. But Reacher |et
her go. He turned back and ki cked her three downed brothers onto their sides.
Checked they were still breathing. Checked their hip pockets. Found their
wal | ets. Checked their licences. Then he dropped them and strai ghtened up and
turned round because he heard a car pull up behind himat the kerb

It was a taxi. It was a taxi with Helen Rodin getting out of it.
She threw a bill at the driver and he took off fast, gazing straight ahead,
deliberately not |looking left or right. Helen Rodin stood still on the

si dewal k and stared. Reacher was ten feet away fromher, with three neon
shadows and three inert forms on the ground behind him
"What the hell is going on?'" she asked.



"You tell nme,'" he said. 'You live here. You know t hese damm people.' "Wat
does that nean? What the hell happened?

"Let's wal k,' he said.

They wal ked south, fast, and turned a corner and went east. Then south again.
Then they slowed a little. You' ve got blood on your shirt,' Helen Rodin said
"But not mne,' Reacher said.

'What happened back there?

"I was in the bar watching the game. M nding ny own business. Then sone

under age red-haired binbo started coming on to ne. | wasn't playing and she
got it to where she found a reason to slap nme. Then five guys junped up. She
said they were her brothers. We took it outside.' 'Five guys?

'"Two ran away.'

"After you beat up the first three?

"I defended nyself. That's all. Mnimmforce.'

' She sl apped you?

'"Right in the face.'

"What had you said to her?

"Doesn't matter what | said to her. It was a set-up. So |I'm asking you, is

t hat how people get their kicks around here? Picking on strangers in bars?
"I need a drink,' Helen Rodin said. 'l canme to neet you for a drink.' Reacher
stopped wal king. 'So let's go back there.'

"W can't go back there. They m ght have called the cops. You left three nen
on the sidewal k. He | ooked back over his shoul der

"So let's try nmy hotel,' he said. 'There's a | obby. There night be a bar.’
They wal ked together in silence, through dark quiet streets, four blocks
south. They stayed east of the plaza and passed by the courthouse. Reacher

glanced at it. 'How was dinner?" he asked.
"My father was fishing. He still thinks you're ny witness.' 'Did you tel
hi n?'

'l can't tell him Your infornmation is classified. Thank CGod.'



'"So you let himstew'

'"He's not stewing. He's totally confident.'’

'He should be.'

'So are you | eaving tonorrow?

"You bet | am This place is weird."'

"Some girl comes on to you, why does that have to be a big conspiracy?
Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"It's not unheard of,' she said. '"Wll, is it? A bar, the new guy in town al
al one, why shouldn't sone girl be interested? You' re not exactly repul sive,
you know.' Reacher just wal ked.

What did you say to her to get slapped?

"I wasn't showing any interest, she kept on coming on, | asked her if she was
a hooker. Sonething like that.' 'A hooker? That'll get you slapped, in

I ndi ana. And her brothers would hate it.' 'It was a set-up, Helen. Let's be
realistic. It's nice of you to say it, but I'mnot the sort of guy that wonen
chase after. | know that, OK? So it was a setup.' 'No woman ever chased you
bef or e?

"She smiled in triunph. Like she had found an opening and delivered ne. Like
she had succeeded at sonmething.' Helen Rodin said nothing.

"And those guys weren't her brothers,' Reacher said. 'They were all nore or
| ess the same age and when | checked their licences they all had different
[ ast names.' ' Oh.
"So it was all staged. Wiich is weird. There are only two reasons for doing
sonmething like that. Fun, or noney. A guy in a bar mght have a few bucks, but
that's not enough. So they staged it for fun. Which is weird. Doubly weird,
because why pick on nme? They nust have known they were going to get their
butts kicked.' 'There were five of them Five guys never think one guy could
kick their butts. Especially not in Indiana." 'O maybe | was the only
stranger in the bar.’

She | ooked ahead, down the street. 'You're at the Metropol e Pal ace?



He nodded. The and not too many ot her people.’

"But | called and they said you weren't registered. | called all the hotels,
| ooking for you this afternoon.' 'l use aliases in hotels."'

"Why on earth?

"Just a bad habit. Like | told you. It's automatic now.'

They went up the front steps together and in through the heavy brass door. It
wasn't late, but the place was quiet. The | obby was deserted. There was a bar
in aside room It was enpty, except for a | one barman | eani ng back agai nst
the register. 'Beer,' Helen Rodin said.

"Two,' Reacher said.

They took a table near a curtained wi ndow and the guy brought two beers in
bottles, two napkins, two chilled glasses, and a bow of m xed nuts. Reacher
signed the check and added his room nunber. Helen Rodin smled. 'So who does
the Metropol e think you are?

"Jimy Reese,' Reacher said.

"Who' s he?'

"Wiit,' Reacher said.

A flash of surprise in her eyes. He didn't know why.

I'"mpl eased to nmeet you, Jimy Reese.

"The girl was |ooking for ne personally,' he said. 'She wasn't |ooking for
some random | one stranger. She was | ooking for Jack Reacher specifically.'

' She was?'

He nodded. ' She asked ny nane. | said Jimy Reese. It knocked her off bal ance
for a second. She was definitely surprised. Like, you're not Jinmmy Reese,
you' re Jack Reacher, soneone just told nme. She paused, and then she
recovered.' "The first letters are the sane. Jinmy Reese, Jack Reacher
Peopl e sometinmes do that.' 'She was fast,' he said. 'She wasn't as dunb as
she | ooked. Soneone pointed her at me, and she wasn't going to be defl ected.
Jack Reacher was supposed to get worked over tonight, and she was going to
make sure it happened.' 'So who were they?



"Who knows ny nane?'

' The police departnent. You were just there.'

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"What ?' Helen said. Were they cops? Protecting their case?

"I"'mnot here to attack their case.’

"But they don't know that. They think that's exactly why you're here.' 'Their
case doesn't need protecting. It's solid gold. And they didn't |ook |ike
cops.' 'Who else has an interest?

'Rosemary Barr. She has an interest. She knows ny nane. And she knows why |'m
here." 'That's ridiculous,' Helen said.

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"That's ridiculous,' Helen said again. 'Rosemary Barr is a mousy little | ega
secretary. She wouldn't try a thing |ike that. She wouldn't know how. Not in a

mllion years." 'It was a very amateur attenpt.'’

"Conpared to what? It was five guys. Enough for npbst people.' Reacher said
not hi ng.

'"Rosemary Barr was at the hospital,' Helen said. 'She went over there after

the client conference, and she stayed there nost of the afternoon, and | bet
she's back there now. Because her brother is waking up. She wants to be with

him' ' A buck gets ten she's got a cell phone.’
"Can't use cell phones near the I CU. They cause interference.' 'A pay phone,
then.'

' She's too preoccupied.'’

"Wth saving her brother.'

Hel en Rodi n sai d not hi ng.

"She's your client,' Reacher said. 'Are you sure you're inpartial? "You're
not thinking straight. Janmes Barr asked for you. He wanted you here. Therefore
his sister wants you here too. She wants you to stick around | ong enough to
figure out how you can hel p. And she knows you can hel p, or why would her

br ot her have asked for you in the first place?" Reacher said nothing.



"Accept it,' Helen said. 'It wasn't Rosemary Barr. It's in her best interests
to have you here, alive and well and thinking.' Reacher took a long pull on
his beer. Then he nodded. 'I was followed to the bar tonight, obviously. From
here. Therefore | was followed here, after lunch. If Rosemary went straight to
the hospital this nmorning she didn't have tine to set that up.' 'So we're
back to soneone who thinks you can danage the case. Wiy not the cops? Cops
could foll ow you anywhere. There's a lot of themand they all have radios."'
'Cops start trouble face to face. They don't get a girl to do it for them'
"The girl mght be a cop too.'

Reacher shook his head. 'Too young. Too vacant. Too much hair."'

Hel en took a pen from her purse and wote sonet hing on her cocktail napkin.
Slid it across the table.

"My cell phone number,' she said. 'You mght need it.'

"I don't think anyone will sue ne.'

"I"'mnot worried about you getting sued. |I'mworried about you getting
arrested. Even if it wasn't cops actually doing it, they m ght have gone to

t he bar anyway. The owner might have called them O the hospital night have
called them Those three boys went to the hospital, that's for sure. And the
girl definitely knows your alias now. So you might be in trouble. If you are,
listen to the Mranda and then call me.' Reacher sniled. 'Anmbul ance chasi ng?
' Looki ng out for you.'

Reacher picked up the napkin. Put it in his back pocket.

"COK,' he said. 'Thanks.'

"Are you still going to | eave tonorrow?

' Maybe. O maybe not. Maybe I'Il stick around and think about why someone
woul d use violence to protect a case that's already a hundred per cent

wat erti ght'

Gigor Linsky called the Zee, on his cell phone fromhis car. "They failed,'
he said. 'I'mvery sorry.' The Zee said nothing, which was worse than a
tirade. 'They won't be traced to us,' Linsky said. WIIl you nake sure of

t hat ?'



"Certainly.’

The Zee sai d not hi ng.

"No harm no foul,' Linsky said.

"Unless it served nerely to provoke the soldier,' the Zee said. 'Then there
woul d be harm Possibly considerable harm He is Janes Barr's friend, after
all. That fact will have inplications.'

Now Li nsky sai d not hi ng.

"Let him see you one nore tine,' the Zee said. "Alittle additional pressure
m ght help. But after that, don't let himsee you again.'

"And t hen?'

'Then nmonitor the situation,' the Zee said. 'Make absolutely certain it
doesn't turn frombad to worse.’

Reacher saw Helen Rodin into a cab and then went upstairs to his room He took
off his shirt and put it in the bathroomsink and left it to soak in cold
water. He didn't want bl oodstains on a one-day-old shirt. Three-days-old,
maybe. But not a brand new garnent.

Questions. There were a | ot of questions, but as always the key woul d be
finding the basic question. The fundamental question. \Why woul d soneone use
violence to protect a case that was already watertight? First question: Ws
the case already watertight? He trawl ed through the day in his head and heard
Alex Rodin say: It's as good as it gets. The best |'ve ever seen. Enerson had
said: It's the best done deal | ever saw. The nortician-like Bellantonio had
said: It's the best crinme scene | ever worked. | love it all. Those guys al
had professional self interest in play, of course. And pride, and expedi ency.
But Reacher hinmself had seen Bellantonio's work. And had said: It's a
cast-iron, solid gold slamdunk. It's WIlie Mays under a fly ball

Was it?

Yes, it was. It was Lou Gehrig with the bases |loaded. It was as close to a
certainty as human life offers.

But that wasn't the fundanental question.

He rinsed his shirt and wung it out hard and spread it on the room heater
Turned the heater on high and opened the wi ndow. There was no noi se outsi de.
Just silence. New York City, it wasn't. It sounded like they rolled up the

si dewal ks at



nine o' clock. 'l went to Indiana, but it was closed. He lay down on the bed.
Stretched out. Danp heat canme off his shirt and filled the roomw th the snell
of wet cotton. What was the fundanental question?

Hel en Rodin's cassette tape was the fundanental question. James Barr's voice,
| ow, hoarse, frustrated. H s demand: Get Jack Reacher for ne. Wy would he
say that?

Who was Jack Reacher, in Janmes Barr's eyes? Fundanmentally?

That was the basic question.

The best crime scene | ever worked.

The best |'ve ever seen

Why did he pay to park?

WIl you keep an open mind?

Get Jack Reacher for ne.

Jack Reacher stared at his hotel roomceiling. Five nminutes. Ten. Twenty. Then
he roll ed over one way and pulled the cocktail napkin out of his back pocket.
Rol l ed the other way and dialled the phone. Helen Rodin answered after eight

rings. She sounded sl eepy. He had woken her up. 'It's Reacher,' he said.
"Are you in troubl e?

"No, but I've got sone questions. |Is Barr awake yet?' 'No, but he's close.
Rosemary went back to the hospital. She left nme a message.’ \What was the
weat her like last Friday at five?' 'The weather? Friday? It was kind of dull
Coudy." 'lIs that normal ?

"No, not really. It's usually sunny. O else raining. This tinme of year it's
usual ly one or the other. Mre likely sunny." Ws it warm or col d?

"Not cold. But not hot. It was confortable, | guess.' \What did you wear to
wor k?

What is this, a dirty phone call?
"Just tell nme.’

'Same as | wore today. Pant suit.'
"No coat ?'

"Didn't need one.'



'Have you got a car?

"Acar? Yes, |I've got a car. But | use the bus for work.' 'Use your car
tomorrow. |'Il nmeet you at eight o' clock in your office.’

"What's this about?

"Tormorrow,' he said. 'Eight o' clock. Go back to sleep now.' He hung up. Rolled
of f the bed and checked his shirt. It was warmand wet. But it would be dry
by morning. He hoped it wouldn't shrink.



FI VE

REACHER WOKE AT SK. TOOK A LONG COLD SHOWER, BECAUSE THE room was hot. But his

shirt was dry. It was as stiff as a board, and still the right size. There was
no room service. He went out for breakfast. The roads were full of trucks,
haul i ng gravel, hauling fill, mxing concrete, feeding the work zones

appetites. He dodged them and wal ked south towards the waterfront. Through the
gentrification frontier. He found a workingnmen's diner with a basic nenu. He
drank coffee and ate eggs. He sat at a wi ndow and watched the street for
ai m ess doorway lurkers or nmen in parked cars. Because if he had been foll owed
the night before it was |ogical to assunme he would be foll owed again. So he
kept his eyes open. But he saw nobody.

Then he wal ked the length of First Street, north. The sun was up on his right.
He used store windows as mirrors and watched his back. Plenty of people were
goi ng his way, but none of themwas follow ng him He guessed whoever it was
woul d be waiting for himin the plaza, ready to confirmwhat he expected to
see: The witness went to the |lawyer's office.

The fountain was still going. The pool was nearly half full. The tributes were
still there, neatly |lined up, another day ol der



alittle nore faded, a little nore wilted. He figured they would be there for
a week or so. Until after the last of the funerals. Then they woul d be
renoved, discreetly, naybe in the mddle of the night, and the city woul d nove
on to the next thing.

He sat for a nonment on the NBC nmonolith, with his back to the tower, like a
guy wasting time because he was early. Wich he was. It was only seven
forty-five. There were other people in the sane situation. They stood around,
singly or in groups of two or three, snoking |last cigarettes, reading the
nmorni ng news, chilling before the daily grind. Reacher |ooked first at men on
their own with newspapers. That was a pretty traditional surveillance cover.

Al though in his opinion it was due for replacenent with a new exil ed- snoker
cover. Quys standi ng near doorways and smoking were the new invisibles. O
guys on cell phones. You could stand there with a Nokia up to your ear for
ever and nobody thought tw ce.

In the end he settled on a guy who was snoking and tal king on a cell phone. He
was a short man of about sixty. Maybe nore. A damaged nan. There was a

per manent | opsided tension in the way he held hinself. An old spinal injury,
maybe. Or busted ribs that had been badly set, years ago. \Whatever it was, it
made hi m | ook unconfortable and querul ous. He wasn't the type of guy who woul d
happi |y converse at length. But there he was, on his phone, just talking,
aimessly. He had thin grey hair, recently barbered but not stylishly. He was
in a double breasted suit that had been expensively tailored, but not in the
United States. It was square and boxy, too heavy for the weather. Polish,
maybe. O Hungarian. Eastern European, certainly. H s face was pale and his
eyes were dark. They didn't gl ance Reacher's way, even once.

Reacher checked his watch. Seven fifty-five. He slid off the shiny granite and
wal ked into the tower's | obby.

Grigor Linsky stopped pretending and dialled an actual nunmber on his phone.
'"He's here,' he said. 'He just went up.'

'"Did he see you?' the Zee asked.

"Yes, I'msure he did.'

'So nmake that the last time. Now you stay in the shadows.'



Reacher found Hel en Rodin already at her desk. She |ooked settled in, |like she
had been there a long tine already. She was in the sane black suit, but her
shirt was different. It was a sinple scoop-neck, not tight. It was china blue
and matched her eyes exactly. Her hair was tied back in a long pony tail. Her
desk was covered with | egal books. Some were face down, sone were face up
They were all open. She had about eight pages of notes going, on a yellow

| egal pad. References, case notes, decisions, precedents.

"James Barr is conscious,' she said. 'Rosenmary called nme at five this
nor ni ng. "'

"I's he tal king?'

'"Only to the doctors. They won't | et anyone el se near himyet. Not even
Rosemary hersel f.'

'What about the cops?

"They're waiting. But I'll need to be there first. | can't let himtalk to the
cops w thout representation.'

What is he saying to the doctors?

' That he doesn't know why he's there. That he doesn't remenber anythi ng about
Friday. The doctors say that's to be expected. Amesia is predictable with
head injuries, possibly covering several days before the trauna. Severa

weeks, sonetines.’

'Where does that |eave you?

"Wth two big problens. First, he nmight be faking the ammesia. And that's
actually very hard to test, either way. So now |I'm going to have to find a
speci alist opinion on that, too. And if he isn't faking, we're in a real grey
area. If he's sane now, and he was sane before, but he's mssing a week, then
how can he get a fair trial? He won't be able to participate in his own
defence. Not if he hasn't got the slightest idea what anyone is talking about.
And the state put himin that position. They let himget hurt. It was their
jail. They can't do that and then go ahead and try him'

What's your father going to think?

'"He's going to fight it tooth and nail. Oobviously. No prosecutor can afford to
admt the possibility that ammesia mght screw up a trial. Oherw se everyone
woul d junp right on



it. Everyone would be |l ooking to get beat up in pretrial detention. Suddenly
nobody woul d be able to renenber anything.' 'It mnmust have happened before.'
Hel en nodded. 'It has.'’

'So what do the | aw books say?

"I"mreading them now. As you can see. Dusky versus the United States, WIson
versus the United States.' 'And?

"There are lots of ifs and buts.'

Reacher said nothing. Helen | ooked straight at him

"It's spinning out of control,' she said. 'Now there'll be a trial about a
trial. It's sonething that mght need to go all the way to the Suprenme Court.
" mnot equipped for that. And | don't want that. | don't want to be the

| awyer who gets people off on weird technicalities. That's not who | am and
it's alabel | can't afford right now' 'So plead himguilty and the hel
withit.'

"When you called ne |last night | thought you were going to walk in here this
nmorning and tell nme he's innocent.' 'Dreamon,' Reacher said.

She | ooked away.

"But,' he said.

She | ooked back. 'There's a but?

He nodded. 'Unfortunately.'

"What's the but?

"He's not quite as guilty as | thought he was.'
" How?"

'"CGet your car and I'll show you.'

They rode down together to a tenants-only underground parki ng garage. There
were NBC broadcast trucks in there and cars and pickups and SUVs of vari ous
makes and vintages. There was a new bl ue Miustang convertible with an NBC
sticker in the windshield. Ann Yanni's, probably, Reacher thought. It was
right for her. She would drive top-down on her days off and top-up during the
wor ki ng week, to keep her hair OK for the cameras. O naybe she used a | ot of
spray. Helen Rodin's ride was a small dark green sedan so



anonymous Reacher didn't know what it was. A Saturn, nmaybe. It was unwashed
and not new. It was a graduate student's car, the sort of thing a person uses
until a first salary kicks in and | ease paynents becone affordable. Reacher
knew al | about | ease paynents. Baseball on the TV carried a | ot of
commercials. Every half inning, and every call to the bullpen. 'Were are we
goi ng?' Hel en asked.

' Sout h,' Reacher said.

He racked his seat back and crunched a whole lot of stuff in the footwell
behi nd him She had her seat close to the wheel, even though she wasn't a

short worman. He ended up | ooking at her nore or less frombehind. 'Wat do
you know?' she asked.

"It's not what | know,' he said. 'lIt's what James Barr knows.'

" About what ?'

" About ne.'

She came up out of the garage and started south down a street parallel with
First. Eight o' clock in the nmorning, the rush hour traffic was still heavy.
Goi ng the opposite way fromthe afternoon rush, he guessed. 'Wat does Janes

Barr know about you?' she asked.

' Soret hing that made hi mwant nme here,’' he said.

'He ought to hate you.'

"I"'msure he does. But he still wanted nme here.’

She crawl ed south, towards the river

'He never net me before,' Reacher said. 'Never saw me again afterwards. W
knew each other for three weeks, nore than fourteen years ago.' 'He knew you
as an investigator. Someone who broke a tough case.'

" A case he thought couldn't be broken. He watched ne do it every step of the
way. He had a front row seat. He thought | was an investigative genius.'
"That's why he wanted you here?

Reacher nodded. '| spent last night trying to live up to his opinion.'

They crossed the river, on a long iron trestle. The sun was on their left. The
wharf was on their right. The slow grey water noved listlessly past it.



'Co west now,' Reacher said.

She nade a right and took a two-lane county road. There were bait stores on
the riverbank, and shacks selling barbecue and beer and crushed ice. 'But
this case was al ready broken,' she said. 'He knew that'

'"This case was only hal fway broken,' Reacher said. 'That's what he knew.'

" Hal f way?'

Reacher nodded, even though he was behi nd her

"There's nore to this case than Enerson saw,' he said. 'Barr wanted sonmeone
el se to understand that. But his first |awer was lazy. He wasn't very

interested. That's why Barr got so frustrated.' Wat nore is there?
"Il show you.'

"Alot?

"I think so.'

"So why didn't he just lay out the facts, whatever they are?

' Because he couldn't. And because nobody woul d have believed hi m anyway.'

Why? What the hell happened here?

There was a hi ghway cl overl eaf ahead, just |ike he had hoped.

"I"ll show you,' he said again. 'Take the highway north.'

She powered the little car through the ranp and nmerged with the traffic. There
was a mixed stream flow ng north. Eighteen wheel ers, panel trucks, pickups,
cars. The road recrossed the river on a concrete bridge. The wharf was visible
to the east, in the distance. The city centre was ahead, on the right. The

hi ghway rose gently on its stilts. Helen drove onward, with the roofs of |ow

edge-of -t own buil dings flashing past on the left and the right. 'Be ready to
take the spur that runs behind the library,' Reacher said.
It was going to be a right exit. It was announced well in advance with a sign

The broken line separating the right lane fromthe centre | ane becane a solid
line. Then the solid |ine became a narrow wedge. The through traffic was
forced away to the left. The exit | ane angled slightly right. They stayed in
it.



The wedge grew wi der and was filled in with bold crosshatched lines. Up ahead
were yell ow drunms. They passed them by, onto the spur that would | ead behind
the library. Reacher twisted in his seat and checked the rear w ndow. Nobody
behind them 'Go slow,' he said.

Two hundred yards ahead the spur started to curve, behind the library, behind
the bl ack gl ass tower. The roadbed was w de enough for two | anes. But the
radius was too tight to nake it safe for two lanes to run side by side at high
speed into the corner. Traffic engineers had thought better of it. They had
advised a gentler trajectory. They had nmarked out a single |ane through the
curve. It was a little wider than a nornmal lane, to allow for m sjudgenents.
It started way on the left and then swung sharply to the right and cut across
the apex of the curve at a shallower angle. 'Go real slow now,' Reacher said.
The car slowed. WAy up ahead of themon the left was a crescent-nmoon shape of
white cross-hatching. Beginning right next to themon the right was a | ong
thin triangle of white cross-hatching. Just lines of paint on the bl acktop

but they shepherded peopl e along and kept them safe. 'Pull over,' Reacher
said. 'Here, on the right.'

"Can't stop here,' Helen said.

'Li ke you had a flat. Just pull over. Right here.’

She braked hard and turned the wheel and steered onto the cross-hatched
no-man' s-land on their right. They felt the thick painted |lines thunping under
the tyres. Ajuddery little rhythm It slowed as she slowed. She stopped.
"Back up a little,' Reacher said.

She backed up, |ike she was parallel parking against the concrete parapet.
"Now forward a yard,' Reacher said.

She drove forward a yard.

"OK, ' he said.

He wound hi s wi ndow down. The traffic lane on their left was clear and snooth,
but the cross-hatched no-man' s-1and they were stopped on was covered with grit
and trash and debris



bl own across it by years of passing vehicles. There were cans and bottles and
detached nmud flaps and tiny cubes of broken headlight glass and plastic
splinters fromold fender benders. Far away to the left the through traffic
runbled north on a separate bridge. There was a constant stream over there.
But they sat for a whole nminute before anyone el se canme the way they had
taken. A lone pickup passed close on their left and rocked themwth its
slipstream Then the spur went quiet again.

'Not busy,' Reacher said.

"It never is,' Helen said. 'This doesn't really go anywhere people need to
get. It was a total waste of nmobney. But | guess they've always got to be
bui I di ng son®et hi ng."'

' Look down,' Reacher said.

The hi ghway was raised up on tall stilts. The roadbed was maybe forty feet
above ground | evel. The parapet wall was three feet high. Beyond it, ahead and
to their right, was the upper storey of the library building. It had an
intricate cornice, carved fromlinestone, and a slate roof. It felt close
enough to touch.

"What ?' Hel en asked.

Reacher pointed with his thunmb, and then | eaned way back so she could see
across him Directly to their right was an unobstructed view down into the

pl aza, with a perfectly straight Iine of sight along the narrow bottl eneck
bet ween the end of the ornamental pool and the plaza wall. And beyond it, dead
ahead, perfectly aligned, was the door of the DW office.

'James Barr was a sniper,' Reacher said. 'Not the best, not the worst, but he
was one of ours and he trained for nore than five years. And training has a
purpose. It takes people who aren't necessarily very smart and it nakes them
seem snmart by beating some basic tactical awareness into them Until it
becones instinctive.'

"l don't understand.’

"This is where a trained sniper would have fired from Up here on the highway.
Because fromhere he's got his targets walking directly towards himin a
straight line. Single file, into a bottleneck. He sets up with one aim ng
poi nt and never has to vary it. His targets just walk into it, one after the
other. Shooting fromthe side is much harder. The targets are passing right



to left in front of him relatively quickly, he's got to figure in deflection
conpensation, he's got to nove the rifle after each shot

"But he didn't fire fromhere.'

"That's my point. He should have, but he didn't.'

' 5p2"

'"He had a minivan. He should have parked it right where we are now On this
exact spot. He should have clinmbed through into the back seat and opened the
sliding door. He should have fired frominside the mnivan, Helen. It had
tinted wi ndows. The few cars that passed hi mwoul dn't have seen a thing. He
shoul d have fired his six shots, with the nmuch easier aim and the six
cartridge cases woul d have ejected inside the van, and then he shoul d have
shut the door and clinbed back into the driver's seat and driven away. It
woul d have been a rmuch better firing position and he woul d have | eft nothing
at all behind. No physical evidence of any kind, because nothing woul d have
touched anyt hing except his tyres would have touched the road.’

"It's farther away. It's a longer distance to shoot.'

"It's about seventy yards. Barr was reliable at five tines that distance. Any
mlitary sniper is. Wth an M A Super Match, seventy yards is the sane thing
as point-blank range.'

' Somreone woul d have gotten his plate nunber. There's always sonme traffic. They
woul d have renmenbered hi m being here, afterwards.’

"His plates were covered with rmud. Probably on purpose. It would have been a
great getaway. In five mnutes he woul d have been five nmles away. Mich better
than threadi ng through the traffic on the surface streets.'

Hel en Rodi n sai d not hi ng.

"And he was expecting it to be sunny,' Reacher said. 'You told ne it usually
is. Five o' clock in the afternoon, the sun would have been in the west, behind
him He woul d have been firing out of the sun. That's an absolutely basic
preference, for a sniper.'

"Sonetines it rains.’

' That woul d have been K too. It would have washed his tyre tracks out of this
grit. Either way around, he should have been



up here in his van. Every reason in the world says he shoul d have been up here
in his van.' 'But he wasn't'

"Evidently.'

"Way not ?'

"W shoul d get back to your office. That's where you need to be now You've
got a lot of strategizing to do.'

Hel en Rodin sat down at her desk. Reacher wal ked to her w ndow and | ooked out
into the plaza. Looked for the damaged man in the boxy suit. Didn't see him
"What strategizing? Helen asked. 'Barr made a choi ce about where to shoot

from that's all, and it wasn't a great choice, according to you, according to
some fourteen-year-old mlitary theory that he probably forgot all about the
day he quit the service." 'They don't forget,' Reacher said.

"I'"'mnot convinced.'

'That's why he wal ked out on Chapman. Chapnan wasn't going to be convinced
either. That's why he asked for nme.' 'And you are convi nced?

"I"mlooking at a situation where a trained sni per passed up an excell ent

| ocation in favour of a nuch worse one.' 'He used a parking garage in Kuwait
City. You said so yourself.'

' Because that was a good location. It was directly in line with the apartnment
buil ding's door. The four guys were wal king directly towards him They went
down |ike domnoes." 'This is fourteen years later. He's not as good as he
was. That's all.’

'They don't forget,' Reacher said again.

"\What ever, how does it nake himless guilty?

"Because if a person chooses a terrible B instead of a great A there has to

be a reason for it. And reasons have inplications.' 'Wat was his reason?
"It had to be a real good one, didn't it? Because he trapped hinself inside a
buil di ng, down at street level, in a congested area, with a rmuch harder shot,

in a place whose very nature



made it the best crime scene a twenty-year veteran |ike Emerson has ever
seen. '

'K, tell ne why he would do that.'

'Because he was literally going out of his way to | eave every | ast piece of
evi dence he coul d."'

She stared at him 'That's crazy.

"It was a great crinme scene. Everyone was so happy with how great it was they
never stopped to realize it was way too great. Me included. It was like Crine
Scene 101, Helen. It was what they nust have given Bellantonio on his first
day in college. It was too good to be true, therefore it wasn't true.
Everything was wong with it. Like, why would he wear a raincoat? It was warm
and it wasn't raining and he was in a car and he was never outside. He wore it
so he could scrape unique fibres off it onto the pillar. Wiy would he wear

t hose stupid shoes? You | ook at a pair of shoes like that and you just know
they track every | ast piece of crap around. Wy did he shoot out of the dark?
So that people would see his nmuzzle flash and pinpoint the | ocation so they
could go up there afterwards and find all the other clues. Wiy would he scrape
his rifle on the wall? That's a twenty-five-hundred-dollar purchase. Wy
didn't he take the traffic cone away with hin? It woul d have been easier just
to throwit in the back of his van than leave it there.’

"This is crazy,' Helen said.

"Two clinchers,' Reacher said. "Wiy did he pay to park? That bothered nme from

the start. | mean, who does that? But he did. And he did it just so he could
| eave one little extra clue. Nothing el se nakes any sense. He wanted to | eave
a quarter in the meter with his prints on it. Just to tie it all in a nice

little bow. To connect it with the shell case, which he probably also left

t here on purpose.’

"It fell in a trench.'

'"He could have gotten it out. There was plenty of wire |ying around, according
to Bellantonio's report. It would have taken a second and a hal f."'

Hel en Rodi n paused. Wat's the other clincher?

'That's easy, once you start | ooking through the right end of the tel escope.
He wanted to be | ooking at the pool fromthe



south, not the west. That was crucial. He wanted to be |ooking at it

| engt hwi se, not sideways.'

' \Why 2

'Because he didn't mss, Helen. He fired into the pool deliberately. He wanted
to put a bullet in the water, down the I ong diagonal axis, froma | ow angle
just like a ballistics tank, just so it could be found | ater, undamaged. Just
so it could tie his barrel to the crinme. Sideways woul dn't have worked for
hi m Not enough travel distance through the water. The bullet woul d have hit
the wall too hard. It would have gotten damaged.' 'But why the hell would he
do all that?

Reacher didn't answer.

' Renorse? For fourteen years ago? So he could be found and puni shed?'

Reacher shook his head. 'He woul d have confessed as soon as they found him A
renorseful person would have been wanting to confess.' 'So why did he do al

t hat ?'

' Because he was made to, Helen. Sinple as that'

She stared at him

' Soneone forced himto do it," Reacher said. 'He was forced to do it and he
was forced to take the blame for it. He was told to go honme afterwards and

wait for the arrest. That's why he took the sleeping pill. He was probably
going crazy, sitting there waiting for the shoe to fall." Helen Rodin said
not hi ng.

'He was coerced,' Reacher said. '"Believe it. It's the only |ogica

expl anation. He wasn't a |lone nutcase. That's why he said They' ve got the
wrong guy. It was a nmessage. He was hoping someone would pick up on it. He
meant they should be | ooking for the other guy. The guy who made himdo it.
The guy he feels is nore responsible.' Helen Rodin said nothing.

' The puppet master,' Reacher said.

Reacher checked the plaza again, fromthe wi ndow. The ornanmental pool was
about two-thirds full. The fountain was splashing nerrily. The sun was out.
There were no loiterers visible.



Hel en Rodin got up from her desk. Just stood there behind it.
"I should be turning cartwheels,’' she said.
"He still killed five people.’

"But if the coercion was substantial, it's going to help him' Reacher said
not hi ng.
What do you think it was? A doubl e-dare? Some kind of thrill-seeking?

' Maybe,' Reacher said. 'But | doubt it. On the face of it Janes Barr is twenty
years too old for double-dares. That's a kid thing. And they'd have done it
fromthe hi ghway, anyway. They woul d have wanted to survive to do it again.'
'So what was it?

' Somet hing el se entirely. Something real.’

"Should we take it to Emerson?

"No," Reacher said.

"I think we should.’

'There are reasons not to.'

"Li ke?'
' For one, Emerson's got the best done deal he ever saw. He's not going to pick
at the seans now. No cop would.' 'So what should we do?

"W shoul d ask oursel ves three basic questions,' Reacher said. 'Like who, and
how, and why. It was a transaction. W need to figure out who benefits.

Because Janmes Barr certainly didn't.' "The who was whoever set those guys on
you |l ast night. Because he |iked the way the transacti on was goi ng and he
didn't want the boat rocked by some new guy showing up.' 'Correct,' Reacher
sai d.

"So | need to |look for that person.'

"You mght not want to do that.'

"Way wouldn't 1?2

"It mght get your client killed," Reacher said.

'"He's in the hospital, guarded night and day.'

"Your client isn't James Barr. It's Rosemary Barr. You need to think about
what kind of a threat can have made Janes Barr do what he did. He was | ooking
at life without parole at best. Getting strapped to the gurney at worst. He
knew that, well in



advance. He nust have. So why woul d he go al ong? Why woul d he wal k neekly into
all that? It had to have been one hell of an effective threat, Helen. And
what's the only thing Barr's got to | ose? No wife, no kids, no fanmly at all.
Except a sister.' Helen Rodin said nothing.

"He was told to keep quiet, to the end. Qoviously. That's why he asked for ne.
It was |like a coded conmuni cation. Because the puppet can't tal k about the
puppet master, not now, not ever, because the threat is still out there. |
think he mght be trading his life for his sister's. Wich gives you a big
problem |f the puppet master sees you poking around, he'll think the puppet
tal ked. That's why you can't go to Enerson.' 'But the puppet didn't tal k. You
figured it out.'

"W coul d put an announcenent in the paper. Think anyone would believe it?

'So what should I do?

"Not hi ng,' Reacher said. "There's nothing you can do. Because the nore you try
to help James Barr, the nore likely you are to get Rosemary Barr killed for
it." Helen Rodin was quiet for a | ong nmonent.

"Can we protect her?' she asked.

'"No,' Reacher said. 'We can't. There's only two of us. W'd need four guys

m ni mum and a safe house. That would cost a |lot of noney.' Helen Rodin cane
out from behind her desk. Wal ked round and stood next to Reacher and gazed out
of the wi ndow. She put her hands on the sill, lightly, like a pianist's on a
keyboard. Then she turned round and | eaned agai nst the gl ass. She was
fragrant. Sone clean scent a little |ike soap. 'You could look for him' she
sai d.

"Could I?" he answered, nothing in his voice.

She nodded. 'He nmade a nistake. He gave you a reason that's not connected to
James Barr. Not directly. He set those boys on you. Therefore you've got a
legitimate interest in finding their enployer. An independent interest. You
could go after himand he woul dn't necessarily conclude that Janes Barr had
talked." 'I'mnot here to help the defence.'

'"Then l ook at it as hel ping the prosecution. If two people were



i nvol ved, then two people deserve to go down. Way let the patsy take the fall
on his own?' Reacher said nothing.
"Just look at it as helping nme,' Helen said.

Gigor Linsky dialled his cell phone.
"They're back in her office,' he said. '|I can see both of themin the w ndow. "'



SI X

REACHER RCDE THE ELEVATOR TO THE TOP OF THE BLACK GLASS tower and found a

mai nt enance stairwell that led to the roof. He came out through a triangular
metal hutch next to the water tank and the el evator wi nding gear. The roof was
grey tarpaper covered with gravel. It was fifteen storeys up, which wasn't
much in conparison with sone cities. But it felt like the highest point in

I ndiana. He could see the river to the south. South and west, he could see
where the rai sed highway separated. He wal ked to the northwest corner and w nd
whi pped at himand flattened his shirt against his body and his pants agai nst
his legs. Directly below himthe highway spur curled round behind the library
and the tower and ran away due east. Far beyond it in the distance the state
hi ghway carried on north and net a cloverleaf about two mles away in the
haze. A long straight road cane off the cloverleaf and ran back towards him
He fixed its position in his mnd, because that was the road he wanted.

He rode down to the | obby and set out wal king. At street level the air was
warm and still. He went north and west, which neant he mi ssed the sports bar
by a bl ock. The road he wanted came in at a shallow angle south of it and

di verted himaway. It



was straight and wi de. Four |anes. C osest to downtown it had small rundown
establ i shnments. There was a gun store with heavy mesh on the wi ndows. There
was a barbershop with a sign: Any Style $7. There was an ol d-fashi oned notor
court hotel on a lot that once nust have stood on the edge of town. Then there
was a raw cross street and beyond it the | ots got bigger and the buil dings got
newer. Fresh comrercial territory. No existing | eases, nothing to tear down.
Once virgin | and, now paved over.

He kept on wal king and after a mle he passed a fast food drive-through. Then
a tyre store. Four New Radials $99! Then a | ube franchise and a deal ership for
small cars from Korea. America's Best Warranty! He | ooked ahead, because he
figured he was getting close.

Are you a hooker?

No way. | work at the auto parts store.

Not an auto parts store. The auto parts store. Maybe the only one, or at | east
the main one. The biggest one. Wich in any city is always right there on the
same strip as the tyre stores and the auto deal ers and the | ube shops. Wich
inany city is always a wide new strip near a highway cloverleaf. Cties are
all different, but they're also all the sane.

He spent ten mnutes hiking past a Ford deal ership with about a thousand new
pi ckup trucks lined up shoulder to shoulder with their front wheels up on
ranps. Behind themwas a giant inflatable gorilla tied dowmn with guy wres.
The wires had tinsel bunting attached to them Beyond the new trucks were old
trucks. Trade-ins, Reacher guessed, |ooking for new hones. Beyond the used | ot
was a fire road.

And then an auto parts store.

It was a franchi se operation, long and | ow, neat and clean. New bl acktop in
the I ot, urgent nmessages in the windows. Cheap oil filters, cheap antifreeze,
guar ant eed brake parts, super duty truck batteries. The parking | ot was about
a quarter full. There were sl amed Hondas with wi de pi pes and bl ue headli ght
bul bs and rubber-band tyres on chrome wheels. There were listing pickup trucks
wi th broken springs. There were tired sedans hal fway through their third
hundred t housand miles. There were two cars al one together in the end bays.
The store staffs cars,



Reacher figured. They weren't allowed to park in the prine front-and-centre
slots, but they wanted their rides where they could see themthrough the

wi ndows. One was a four-cylinder Chevy, and the other was a small Toyota SUV
The Chevy had chromed sil houettes of reclining wonen on the nud flaps, which
made the Toyota the redhead's car. That was Reacher's concl usi on

He went inside. The air was set very cold and snelled of sharp chenica
flavours. There were maybe a hal f-dozen custoners wal ki ng around, | ooking. At
the front of the store were racks full of glass and chrome things. Dress-up
accessori es, Reacher guessed. At the back were racks of things in red
cardboard boxes. dutch plates, brake pads, radiator hoses, stuff Iike that,
he guessed. Parts. He had never put parts on a car. In the arny there had been
guys to do it for him and since the arny he had never had a vehicle of his
own.

Bet ween the gl anour stuff and the boring stuff was a service corral made of
four counters boxed together. There were registers and conputers and thick
paper manual s. Behind one of the conmputers was a tall boy somewhere in his
early twenties. Not someone Reacher had seen before. Not one of the five from
the sports bar. Just a guy. He | ooked to be in charge. He was wearing red
overalls. A uniform Reacher guessed, partly practical and partly suggestive
of the kind of thing an I ndy 500 pit mechanic m ght wear. Like a synbol. Like
an inplied prom se of fast hands-on help with all kinds of matters autonotive.
The guy was a nanager, Reacher guessed. Not the franchise owner. Not if he
drove a four-cylinder Chevy to work. H's nanme was enbroidered on the left of
his chest: Gary. Up close he | ooked sullen and unhel pf ul

"I need to speak with Sandy,' Reacher said to him 'The redhead."

'She's in back right now,' the guy called Gary said.

"Shall | go through or do you want to go get her for ne?
"What's this about?
' Personal .

'"She's here to work.'
"It's a legal matter.'



You're not a cop.'

I"'mworking with a | awer."'

"l need to see sone ID.'

"No, Gary, you don't. You need to go get Sandy.'

"I can't. I'mshort-staffed today.'
"You could call her on the phone. O page her.'
The guy called Gary just stood still. Did nothing. Reacher shrugged and

bypassed the corral of counters and headed for a door marked No Admittance. It
woul d be an office or a lunch room he guessed. Not a stock room A place |like
that, stock was unl oaded directly onto the shelves. No hidden inventory.
Reacher knew how nodern retail worked. He read the papers people left behind
on buses and in diner booths. It was an office, small, maybe ten by ten

dom nated by a large white lam nate desk with oily hand prints on it. Sandy
was sitting behind it, wearing red overalls. Hers | ooked a whole I ot better
than Gary's. They were cinched in tight round her waist with a belt. The

zi pper was open about eight inches. Her nane was enbroidered on the left,

di splayed a lot nore prominently than Gary's was. Reacher figured that if he
owned the franchi se he woul d have Sandy working the counter and Gary in the

of fice, no question. W neet again,' he said.

Sandy sai d nothing. Just |ooked up at him She was working with invoices.
There was a stack of themon her left, and a stack of themon her right. One
of themwas in her hand, frozen in mid-air on its journey fromone stack to
the other. She | ooked smaller than Reacher renenbered, quieter, |ess

energetic, duller. Deflated. "W need to talk,' he said. 'Don't we?
"I"'mvery sorry for what happened,' she said.
"Don't apologize. | wasn't offended. | just want to know how it went down.'

"I don't know how.'

"You do, Sandy. You were there.'

She said nothing. Just placed the invoice on top of the stack to her right,
and used her fingers to line it up exactly. "Who set it up? Reacher asked.
"I don't know.'



" You must know who told you about it." 'Jeb,' she said.

' Jeb?'

"Jeb Aiver,' she said. 'He works here. W hang out sonetines.' 'Is he here
t oday?'

"No, he didn't show'

Reacher nodded. The guy called Gary had said: |I'mshort- staffed today. 'Dd

you see himagain last night? Afterwards?" "No, | just ran for it.'

"Where does he live?

"I don't know. Wth his nother somewhere. | don't know himthat well."' | What
did he tell you?

"That | could help with sonething he had to do.' 'Did it sound like fun?
"Anyt hi ng sounds like fun on a Monday night in this town. Watching a barn

pl ank warp sounds l|ike fun.' 'How nuch did he pay you?'

Sandy didn't answer.

"Athing like that, nobody does it for free,' Reacher said. 'Hundred
dol l ars,' she said.

What about the other four guys?

'Sane for them'

Who were they?'

"Hi s buddies."'

Who cane up with the plan? The brothers thing? 'It was Jeb's idea. You were
supposed to start pawing ne. Only you didn't' 'You inprovised very well.'
She smiled a little, like it had been a small unscripted success in a life
that held very few of them 'How did you know where to find nme?" Reacher
asked. We were cruising in Jeb's truck. Around and around. Kind of standing
by. Then he got word on his cell.' Wo called hint

"l don't know. '
Woul d hi s buddi es know?'



"I don't think so. Jeb likes to know things that nobody el se knows.' ' You
want to |lend nme your car?

"My car?

"I need to go find Jeb.'

"l don't know where he lives.'

"You can |l eave that part to me. But | need wheels.'

1 don't know.'

"I"'mold enough to drive,' Reacher said. 'I'"mold enough to do |ots of things.
And |'mpretty good at some of them' She half smiled again, because he was
using her own line fromthe night before. She | ooked away, and then she | ooked
back at him shy, but curious. 'Was | any good?' she asked. 'You know, | ast
night, with the act?" 'You were great,' he said. '| was preoccupied, or |
woul d have given up on the football in a heartbeat.' 'How |long would you need
nmy car for?

'"How big is this town?

"Not very.'

Not very long, then.'

Is this a big deal ?

You got a hundred bucks. So did four other guys. That's five hundred right
there. My guess is Jeb kept another five for hinself. So sonmeone paid a

t housand bucks to put ne in the hospital. That's a noderately big deal. For
me, anyway.' 'I wish | hadn't gotten invol ved now. '

"It turned out OK.'

"Am | in trouble?

' Maybe,' Reacher said. 'But maybe not. W could deal. You could I end ne your

car and | could forget all about you.' 'Prom se?

"No harm no foul,' Reacher said.

She ducked down and lifted her purse off the floor. Rooted through and cane
out with a set of keys. 'It's a Toyota,' she said.

"I know,' Reacher said. 'End of the row, next to Gary's Chevy.' 'How did you

know t hat ?'
"Intuition,' he said.



He took the keys and closed the door on her and headed back to the corral of
counters. Gary was ringing sonme guy up for sone unidentifiable purchase.
Reacher waited in line behind him Got to the register inside about two

m nut es.

"l need Jeb Adiver's address,' he said

Why?' Gary said.

"Alegal matter.'

"I want to see sonme ID.'

"You had a crimnal conspiracy running out of your store. If | were you, the
less | knew about it, the better.’

"I want to see sonething.'

'What about the inside of an anmbul ance? That's the next thing you re going to
see, Gary, unless you give ne Jeb diver's address.'

The guy paused a nonent. d anced beyond Reacher's shoul der at the line form ng
behi nd him Apparently decided that he didn't want to start a fight he knew he
couldn't win with a whol e bunch of people watching. So he opened a drawer and
took out a file and copied an address onto a slip of paper torn off the top of
a nmeno pad provided by an oil filter nanufacturer

"North of here,' he said. 'About five mles.'

' Thank you,' Reacher said, and took the slip of paper

The redhead's Toyota started on the first turn of the key. Reacher let the
engine idle and racked the seat back and adjusted the mirror. Cipped his belt
and propped the slip of paper against the instrument panel. It neant he
couldn't see the tachonmeter, but he wasn't very interested in whatever

i nformation that dial mght supply. Al he cared about was how rmuch gas was in
the tank, and there | ooked to be nore than enough for five mles out and five
m | es back.

Jeb Aiver's address was nothing nore than a house number on a rural route.
Easier to find than a road with a name, like Elm Street, or Maple Avenue. In
Reacher's experience sonme towns had nore roads naned after trees than trees

t hensel ves.

He noved out of the parking | ot and drove north to the highway cl overl eaf.
There was the usual forest of signs. He saw the route nunmber he wanted. It was
going to be a dogleg, right and then left. East, and then north. The little
SW hunmed



along K. It was tall for its width, which made it feel tippy on the turns.

But it didn't fall over. It had a snmall engine that kept itself working hard.
The interior snelled of perfune.

The west-east part of the dogleg was sone kind of mmjor county road. But after
the turn north the blacktop narrowed and the shoul ders grew ragged. There was
agriculture going on to the left and the right. Sone kind of a winter crop was
planted in giant circles. Radial irrigation boons turned slowy. The corners
where the boons didn't reach were unplanted and stony. Superinposing circles
on squares wasted nore than twenty-one per cent of every acre, but Reacher
figured that might be an efficient trade-off in places where | and was
plentiful and irrigation hardware wasn't.

He drove four nore nmiles through the fields and passed a hal f-dozen tracks
with mail boxes at the end of them The mail boxes were painted with nunbers and
the tracks | ed away west and east to snmall swaybacked farm dwel | ings rmaybe two
hundred yards off the road. He watched the nunbers and sl owed before he got to
the Aiver place. It had a mailbox like all the others, up on a post nade out
of two figure-eight concrete bl ocks stacked end on end. The nunber was daubed
in white on a weathered pl ywood rectangle wired to the concrete. The track was
narrow with two nuddy ruts flanking a weedy centre hunp. There were sharp tyre
tracks in the nud. New treads, w de, aggressive, froma big truck. Not the

ki nd of tyres you bought at the $99-for-four place.

Reacher turned the Toyota in and bunped down the track. At the end of it he
could see a cl apboard farnmhouse with a barn behind it and a clean red pickup
truck next to it. The truck was turned nose-out and it had a massive chrone
radi ator grille. A Dodge Ram Reacher figured. He parked in front of it and
got out. The house and the barn were about a hundred years old and the truck
was about a nmonth old. It had the big Hemi notor, and the crew cab, and four
wheel drive, and huge tyres. It was probably worth nore than the house, which
was badly mai ntained and one winter away from serious trouble. The barn was no
better. But it had new iron clasps on the doors, with a bicycle U1l ock through
t hem

There was no sound except for a distant rainfall hiss as the



irrigation booms turned slowy in the fields. No activity anywhere. No traffic
on the road. No dogs barking. The air was still and full of the sharp snell of
fertilizer and earth. Reacher wal ked to the front door and knocked twi ce with
the flat of his hand. No response. He tried again. No response. He wal ked
round to the back of the house and found a wonman sitting on a porch glider

She was a lean and | eathery person wearing a faded print dress and holding a
pint bottle of sonething golden in colour. She was probably fifty, but she
coul d have passed for seventy, or forty if she took a bath and got a good
night's sleep. She had one foot tucked up underneath her, and was using the
other to scoot the glider slowy back and forth. She wasn't wearing shoes.
'"What do you want ?' she said.

"Jeb,’ Reacher said.

"Not here."’

"He's not at work either.’

"I know that."'

'So where is he?

" How woul d | know?'

"Are you his nother?

"Yes, | am You think I'm hiding himhere? Go ahead and check.' Reacher said
not hi ng. The woman stared at himand rocked the glider, back and forth, back
and forth. The bottle rested easy in her lap. 'l insist,' she said. 'l mean

it. Search the damm house."

"Il take your word for it.'

"Why shoul d you?

'Because if you invite ne to search the house it means he's not in it.' 'Like
| said. He's not here.’

What about the barn?

"It's locked fromthe outside. There's only one key and he's got if Reacher
sai d not hi ng.

'He went away,' the worman said. 'Di sappeared."’

' Di sappear ed?"

"Only tenmporarily, | hope.'’



"I's that his truck?

The wonman nodded. Took a small, delicate sip fromher bottle.

'So he wal ked?' Reacher sai d.

'"He was picked up. By a friend.'

Wien?'

'Late last night.'

'"To go where?

"l have no idea.’

' Take a guess.'

The woman shrugged, rocked, sipped.

'Far away, probably,' she said. 'He has friends all over. California, maybe.
O Arizona. Or Texas. O Mexico.' "Was this trip planned?” Reacher asked.
The wonman w ped the neck of the bottle on the hemof her dress and held it out
towards him He shook his head. Sat down on the porch step. The old wood
creaked once under his weight. The glider kept on rocking, back and forth. It
was al nost silent. Alnost, but not quite. There was a small sound fromthe
mechani smthat canme once at the end of each swing, and a little creak froma
porch board as it started its return. Reacher could snell mldew fromthe
cushi ons, and bourbon fromthe bottle. 'Cards on the table, whoever the hel
you are,' the wonan said. 'Jeb got hone |last night linping. Wth his nose
busted. And I'mfiguring you for the guy who bust it' Wy?

Who el se would cone | ooking for hinf |I'm guessing he started sonethi ng he
couldn't finish.' Reacher said nothing.

'So he ran,' the woman said. 'The pussy.'

'"Did he call soneone last night? O did soneone call hin?

"How woul d | know? He makes a thousand calls a day, he takes a thousand calls
a day. Hs cell phone is the biggest thing in his [ife. Next to his truck."'
'"Did you see who picked himup?

"Some guy in a car. He waited on the road. Wuldn't come down the track.
didn't see much. It was dark. White lights on the front, red lights on the
back, but all cars have those.'



Reacher nodded. He had seen only a single set of tyre marks in the nud, from
the big pickup. The car that had waited on the road was probably a sedan, too
lowslung to nake it down the farmtrack. 'Did he say how | ong he woul d be
gone?'

The woman just shook her head.

'Was he scared of sonething?

'He was kind of beaten down. Deflated.'

Defl ated. Like the redhead in the auto parts store.

'OK,"' Reacher said. 'Thanks.'

' You goi ng now?'

'Yes,' Reacher said. He wal ked back the way he had cone, listening to the
glider noving, listening to the hiss of irrigation water. He backed the Toyota
all the way to the road and swung the wheel and headed sout h.

He put the Toyota next to the Chevy and headed inside the store. Gary was
still behind the register. Reacher ignored himand headed straight for the No
Admi ttance door. The redhead was still behind the desk. She was al nost through
with the invoices. The stack on her right was tall, and the stack on her left
had just one sheet of paper in it. She wasn't doing anything with it. She was
| eani ng back in the chair, unwilling to finish, unwilling to get back out to
the public. O to Gary. Reacher put the car keys on the desk.

' Thanks for the loan,' he said.

"Did you find hin" she asked.

'He's gone.'

She sai d not hi ng.

"You |l ook tired,' Reacher said.

She sai d not hi ng.

'Li ke you've got no energy. No sparkle. No enthusiasm'

' 507"

'Last night you were full of beans.'

['"'mat work now.'

"You were at work last night too. You were getting paid.'

"You said you were going to forget all about that.'’

"I am Have a nice life, Sandy.'

She watched himfor a minute.



"You too, Jimy Reese,' she said.
He turned round and cl osed the door on her again and headed out to the
daylight. Started wal ki ng south, back to town.

There were four people in Helen Rodin's office when he got there. Helen
herself, and three strangers. One of themwas a guy in an expensive suit. He
was sitting in Helen's chair, behind her desk. She was standing next to him
head bent, tal king. Some kind of an urgent conference. The other two strangers
were standi ng near the window, like they were waiting, |ike they were next in
l[ine. One was a man, one was a worman. The worman had | ong dark hair and

gl asses. The man had no hair and gl asses. Both were dressed casually. Both had
| apel badges with their nanes printed | arge. The woman had Mary Mason fol | owed
by a bunch of letters that had to be nedical. The man had Warren N ebuhr wth
t he sane bunch of letters. Doctors, Reacher figured, probably psychiatrists.
The nane badges made them | ook |ike they had been dragged out of a convention
hall. But they didn't seem unhappy about it.

Hel en | ooked up from her di scussion

"Fol ks, this is Jack Reacher,' she said. 'My investigator dropped out and M
Reacher agreed to take over his role.’

News to ne, Reacher thought. But he said nothing. Then Hel en gestured at the
guy in her chair, proudly.

"This is Alan Danuta,' she said. 'He's a |lawer specializing in veterans

i ssues. From D.C. Probably the best there is.'

"You got here fast,' Reacher said to him

"I had to," the guy said back. 'Today is the critical day for M Barr.'

W're all headed for the hospital,' Helen said. The doctors say he's ready for
us. | was hoping that Al an woul d consult by phone or e-mail, but he flew right
in.'

'Easier for ne that way,' Danuta said.

"No, | got lucky,' Helen said. 'And then even |uckier, because there's a

psychiatric conference in Bloom ngton all week. Dr Mason and Dr Ni ebuhr drove
strai ght down.'

"I specialize in menmory loss,' Dr Mason said.

"And | specialize in coercion,' Dr N ebuhr said. 'Dependency issues in the
crimnal mnd, and so on.'



"So this is the team' Hel en said.

"\What about his sister? Reacher asked.

"She's already with him

"W need to talk.'

"Privately?

"Just for a nmoment'’

She nade an excuse ne face to the others and | ed Reacher into the outer

office. 'You get anywhere?' she asked him

' The binbo and the four other guys were recruited by a friend of theirs called
Jeb Aiver. He paid thema hundred bucks each. | figure he kept another five

for his trouble. I went to his house, but he's gone.' 'Were?
' Nobody knows. He was picked up by a guy in a car.'
Wio is he?

"He works at the store with the binbo. But he's also a small-tine dope
dealer.' 'Really?

Reacher nodded. 'There's a barn behind his house with a fancy lock on it.
Maybe a neth | ab, maybe a store room He spends a lot of tine on his cel

phone. He owns a truck that had to cost twi ce what a store clerk makes in a
year. And he lives with his mother.' \hat does that prove?

"Drug dealers are nore likely than anyone else to live with their nothers.
read it in the paper.' 'Wy?

' They' ve usually got small-time priors. They can't pass the kind of background
checks that landlords like to run.' Helen said nothing.

'They were all hopped up last night,' Reacher said. 'Al six of them Speed,
probably, judging by the way the binbo | ooked today. She was different. Really
down, like an anphetam ne hangover.' ' They were doped up? Then you were

[ ucky.'

Reacher shook his head. 'You want to fight with ne, your best choice would be
aspirin.' "Were does this get us?



"Look at it fromJeb Aiver's point of view He was doing sonething for
somebody. Part work, part favour. Wrth a thousand bucks. Had to be for
someone hi gher up on one of his various food chains. And it probably wasn't
for the auto parts manager.' 'So you think Janes Barr was involved with a
dope deal er?

'Not necessarily involved. But naybe coerced by one for sone unknown reason.'
"This raises the stakes,' Hel en said.

"Alittle,' Reacher said.

"What should we do?'

"W should go to the hospital. Let Dr Mason find out if Ban is bullshitting
about the amesia. If he is, then the fastest way through all of this is to

slap himaround until he tells us the truth.' Wat if he isn't bullshitting?
' Then there are other approaches.'
' Li ke what ?'

'Later,' Reacher said. 'Let's hear what the shrinks have to say first.'

Hel en Rodin drove out to the hospital in her Saturn with the |lawer Al an
Danuta sitting beside her in the front and Reacher sprawing in the back
Mason and Ni ebuhr followed her in the Taurus they had rented that norning in
Bl oomi ngton. The two cars parked side by side in a large visitors' |lot and al
five people got out and stood for a nonent and then headed together towards
the building' s nmain entrance.

Gigor Linsky watched themwal k. He was fifty feet across the lot, in the
Cadillac that Jeb Aiver's nother had seen in the dark the night before. He
kept the notor running and dialled his cell phone. The Zee answered on the
first ring. 'Yes? he said.

'"The soldier is very good,"' Linsky said. 'He's already been out to the boy's
house.' ' And?

' Not hi ng. The boy is no |onger there.'

"\Where is the boy?



"Di stributed.
' Specifical ly?
"Hi s head and his hands are in the river. The rest of himis under eight yards

of crushed stone in the new First Street roadbed.' 'Wat's happeni ng now?
'The soldier and the I awer are at the hospital. Wth three others. Another
| awyer and two doctors, | think. Specialist counsel and expert witnesses, |
imgine.' 'Are we rel axed?

"W should be. They have to try. That's the system here, as you know. But they
won't succeed.'’
' Make sure they don't,' the Zee said.

The hospital was on the outer edge of the city and therefore relatively
spacious. Clearly there had been no real estate restraints. Just county budget
restrictions, Reacher figured, that had limted the building to plain concrete
and six storeys. The concrete was painted white inside and out and the storeys
were short of headroom But other than those factors the place | ooked |ike any
hospital anywhere. And it snelled |like any hospital anywhere. Decay,

di sinfectant, disease. Reacher didn't like hospitals very nuch. He was
follow ng the other four down a long bright corridor that led to an el evator
The two shrinks were | eading the way. They seened pretty nuch at hone. Hel en
Rodi n and Al an Danuta were right behind them They were side by side, talking.
The shrinks reached the el evator bank and N ebuhr hit the button. The little
col um of people closed up behind him Then Hel en Rodin turned back and

st opped Reacher before he caught up with the others. Stepped cl ose and spoke
quietly. 'Does the name Eileen Hutton nean anything to you?

" \hy 2

"My father faxed a new witness |list. He added her nane.'

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

' She seenms to be fromthe arny,' Helen said. 'Do you know her?

" Should I'?

Hel en cane cl oser and turned away fromthe others.



"I need to know what she knows,' she said quietly. This could conplicate

t hi ngs, Reacher thought. 'She was the prosecutor,' he said.
'When? Fourteen years ago?
"Yes.'

'So how much does she know?'

"I think she's at the Pentagon now.'
" How much does she know, Reacher?
He | ooked away.

' She knows it all,' he said.

' How? You never got anywhere near a courtroom' 'Even so.'

" How?"

'Because | was sleeping with her.'

She stared at him 'Tell me you're kidding." 'I'mnot Kkidding.'

"You told her everything?
W were in a relationship. Naturally | told her everything. W were on the

same side.' 'Just two lonely people in the desert.'

W had a good thing going. Three great nonths. She was a nice person. Stil
is, probably. | liked her very much.' 'That's nmore information than | need,
Reacher.' He said not hing.

"This is way out of control now,' Helen said. 'She can't use what she's got.
Even less than | can. It's still classified and she's still in the arny.’

Hel en Rodi n sai d not hi ng.

"Believe it,' Reacher said.

' Then why is she on the dam |ist?

"My fault,' Reacher said. '|I nentioned the Pentagon to your father. When |
couldn't understand how my nanme had conme up. He must have poked around. |

t hought he mght' 'It's over before it starts if she talks.' 'She can't'

' Maybe she can. Maybe she's going to. Wio knows what the hell the mlitary is
going to do?" The elevator bell rang and the small crowd shuffled closer to
t he doors.



"You're going to have to talk to her,' Helen said. 'She'll be coming here for
a deposition. You're going to have to find out what she's going to say.'

' She's probably a one-star general by now | can't make her tell nme anything.'
"Find a way,' Helen said. 'Exploit old nmenories.'
'Maybe | don't want to. She and | are still on the same side, remenber. As far

as Specialist E-4 James Barr is concerned.’
Hel en Rodin turned away and stepped into the el evator car

The el evator opened into a sixth-floor |obby that was all bl ank painted
concrete except for a steel-and-w red-glass door that led into a security
airl ock. Beyond that Reacher could see signs to an ICU, and two isolation
wards, one nale, one fermale, and two general wards, and a neonatal facility.
Reacher guessed the whole sixth floor had been funded by the state. It wasn't
a pleasant place. It was a perfect blend of prison and hospital, and neither
thing was a fun ingredient.

A guy in a Board of Corrections uniformnet the party at a reception desk.
Everyone was searched and everyone signed a liability waiver. Then a doctor
showed up and led themto a small waiting area. The doctor was a tired man of
about thirty and the waiting area had chairs made of tubular steel and green
vinyl. They | ooked |ike they had been ripped out of 1950s Chevrolets.

"Barr is awake and reasonably lucid,' the doctor said. 'We're listing himas
stabl e, but that doesn't nean he's a well man. So today we're restricting his
visitors to a maxi mum of two at any one time, and we want themto keep things
as brief as possible.’

Reacher saw Helen Rodin snmile, and he knew why. The cops would want to cone in
pairs, and therefore Helen's presence as defence counsel would make three at a
time. Which neant that the medical restrictions were handi ng her a

def ence-only day.

"His sister is with himright now,' the doctor said. 'She'd prefer it if you
woul d wait until they' ve finished their visit before going in.'

The doctor left themthere and Helen said, '"I'll go first, on nmy own. | need
to introduce nyself and get his consent for the



representation. Then Dr Mason should see him | think. Then we'll deci de what
to do next based on her conclusions.'

She spoke fast. Reacher realized she was a little nervous. Alittle tense. A
of them were, apart fromhim None of themapart from himhad ever nmet Janes
Barr before. Barr had becone an unknown destination for each of them all in
separate ways. He was Helen's client, albeit one that she didn't really want.
He was an object of study for Mason and N ebuhr. Maybe the subject of future
academ c papers, even fame and reputation. Maybe he was a condition waiting to
be naned. Barr's Syndrone. Sane for Al an Danuta. Maybe to himthe whol e thing
was a Suprene Court precedent waiting to be argued. A textbook chapter. A |law
school class. Indiana versus Barr. Barr versus the United States. They were
all investing in a man they had never even seen.

They took a green vinyl chair each and settled in. The little | obby snelled of
chlorine disinfectant and it was silent. There was no sound at all except for
a faint rush of water in pipes and a distant electronic pulse froma machi ne

i n another room Nobody said anything but everyone seemed to know they were in
for a long slow process. No point in starting out inpatient. Reacher sat
opposite Mary Mason and wat ched her. She was relatively young, for an expert.
She seened warm and open. She had chosen eyegl asses with | arge franes so that
her eyes could be clearly seen. Her eyes |ooked kind and wel com ng, and
reassuring. How much of that was bedsi de manner and how nmuch was for real
Reacher didn't know.

'How do you do this? he asked her

' The assessnment?' she said. 'l start out assuming it's nore likely to be rea
than fake. A brain injury bad enough for a twos-day coma al nost al ways produces
amesi a. Those data were settled |l ong ago. Then | just watch the patient. True
amesi acs are very unsettled by their condition. They're disoriented and
frightened. You can see themreally trying to remenber. They want to renenber.
Fakers show up different. You can see them avoiding the days in question. They
| ook away fromthem nentally. Sonetines even physically. There's often sone
di stinctive body |anguage.'

"Kind of subjective,' Reacher said.



Mason nodded. 'It is basically subjective. It's very hard to prove a negative.
You can use brain scans to show differing brain activity, but what the scans
actually nmean is still subjective. Hypnotismis sonetimes useful, but courts
are scared of hypnotism generally. So yes, I'min the opinion business,
not hi ng nore.'

"Who does the prosecution hire?

' Someone exactly like me. 1've worked both sides of the fence.'
"So it's he said, she said?
Mason nodded again. 'It's usually about which of us has nore letters after her

nane. That's what juries respond to.'

"You've got a lot of letters.'

'More than nost people,' Mason said

"How much will he have forgotten?

' Several days, minimum |f the trauma happened Saturday, |'d be very surprised
if he remenbers anything after Wednesday. Before that there'll be a shadowy
period just about as |ong where he renenbers sonme things and not others. But
that's the minimum 1've seen cases where nonths are m ssing, sonetines after
concussi ons, not even conas.'

W11 anything come back?

"Fromthe initial shadowy period, possibly. He m ght be able to work backwards
fromthe last thing he renenbers, through the preceding few days. He m ght be
able to pick out a few previous incidents. Wrking forward, he'll be much nore
limted. If he remenbers his last lunch, he might eventually get as far as
dinner. If he remenbers being out at a novie, he mght eventually recal
driving honme. But there'll be a hard boundary somewhere. Typically it would be
when he went to sleep on the last day he's aware of.'

"WIl he remenber fourteen years ago?

Mason nodded. 'His long term nmenory should be uninpaired. Different people
seemto have different internal definitions of Iong term because there seens
to be a literal chemical migration fromone part of the brain to another, and
no two brains are identical. The physical biology isn't well understood.
Peopl e like to use conputer metaphors now, but that's all wong. It's not

about hard drives and random access



menory. The brain is entirely organic. It's like throwing a bag of apples down
the stairs. Sone bruise, sonme don't. But | would say fourteen years counts as
long termfor just about anybody.'

The waiting area went quiet. Reacher listened to the distant electronic pulse.
It was a sinus rhythm he guessed, froma machine that was either nonitoring a
heart beat, or causing one. It was running at about seventy beats a minute. It
was a restful sound. He liked it. Then a door opened hal fway down a corridor
and Rosemary Barr stepped out of a room She was showered and her hair was
brushed but she | ooked thin and exhausted and sl eepl ess and ten years ol der
than the day before. She stood still for a monment and then | ooked right,

| ooked left, and wal ked slowmy towards the waiting area. Hel en Rodin got up
and went to neet her hal fway. They stood together, talking | ow Reacher
couldn't hear what they were saying. A two-way progress report, he guessed,
first nedical, and then legal. Then Hel en took Rosemary's arm and | ed her
onward to the group. Rosemary | ooked at the two psychiatrists, at Al an Danuta,
at Reacher. She said nothing. Then she wal ked on al one towards the security
desk. Didn't |ook back

" Avoi dance,’ N ebuhr said. We're all here to poke and prod at her brother
physically, nmentally, legally, metaphorically. That's invasive and
unattractive. And to acknow edge us neans to acknow edge her brother's

j eopardy. "

' Maybe she's just tired,' Reacher said.

"I"'mgoing in to see himnow,' Helen said.

She wal ked back up the corridor and went into the room Rosemary had cone out
of . Reacher watched her until he heard the door close. Then he turned back to
Ni ebuhr.

'Seen this kind of thing before? he asked him

' Coercion? Have you seen it before?

Reacher smiled. Every psychiatrist he had ever nmet |iked to answer questions
wi th questions. Maybe they were taught to, day one at psychiatry school

"I've seen it a lot,' he said.

' But ?'

"Usual ly there was nore evidence of a dire threat'

"A threat against the sister isn't dire? You cane up with that hypothesis
yoursel f, | believe.'



' She hasn't been ki dnapped. She's not a prisoner somewhere. He could have
arranged to have her safeguarded. Or told her to get out of town.' 'Exactly,"
Ni ebuhr said. 'We can only conclude that he was instructed not to do any such
thing. Evidently he was told to | eave her open, and ignorant, and vul nerable.
That dempnstrates to us how powerful the coercion must have been. And it
denonstrated to himhow powerful it was. And it denonstrated to hi m how
power| ess he was in conparison. Every day. He nust have been living with deep
dread, and hel pl essness, and guilt for his obedience." 'Ever seen a rationa
man afraid enough to do what he did?

"Yes,' N ebuhr said.

'"Me too,' Reacher said. 'Once or twce.'

' The threatener nmust be a real nonster. Although |I'd expect to see other
factors present, as enhancers, or multipliers. Very likely a recent

rel ati onship, sonme kind of dependency, an infatuation, a desire to please, to

i npress, to be valued, to be loved.' 'A wonan?

'"No, you don't kill people to inpress wonmen. That usually has the opposite
effect. This will be a nman. Seductive, but not in a sexual way. Conpelling,
somehow.' ' An al pha male and a beta male.'

'Exactly,' N ebuhr said again. 'Wth any final reluctance resolved by the
threat to the sister. Possibly M Barr was never entirely sure whether the
threat was a joke or for real. But he chose not to test it. Human notivation
is very conplex. Mst people don't really know why they do things.' 'That's
for sure.'

'"Do you know why you do things?

'Sonetines,’ Reacher said. 'Other tines | don't have the faintest idea. Maybe
you could tell ne.’

"I"'mnormal |y very expensive. That's why | can afford to do things like this
for nothing.'

' Maybe | could pay you five bucks a week, like rent.’
Ni ebuhr sniled, uncertainly.
"Uh, no," he said. 'l don't think so.'

Then the waiting area went quiet again and stayed qui et



for ten long mnutes. Danuta stretched his | egs way out and worked on papers

i nside an open briefcase that he kept bal anced on his knees. Mason had her
eyes closed and mi ght have been asleep. N ebuhr stared into space. The three
of themwere clearly accustoned to waiting. As was Reacher hinself. He had
been a military cop for thirteen years, and Hurry Up And Wait was the real M
notto. Not Assist, Protect, Defend. He focused on the distant el ectronic
heartbeat, and passed the tine.

Gigor Linsky turned his car round and watched the hospital door in his
mrror. Made a bet with hinself that nothing would happen for at |east sixty
m nutes. At |least sixty, but not nore than ninety. Then he rehearsed an order
of priority in case they didn't all come out together. W should he ignore
and who should he tail? In the end he decided to stick w th whoever acted
alone. He figured that was nost likely to be the soldier. H's guess was the

| awyers and the doctors woul d head back to the office. They were predictable.
The sol dier wasn't.

Hel en Rodin came out of Janes Barr's roomfifteen mnutes after she went in.
She wal ked straight back to the waiting area. Everyone | ooked at her. She

| ooked at Mary Mason.

"Your turn,' she said. Mason stood up and wal ked away down the corridor. She
took nothing with her. No briefcase, no paper, no pen. Reacher watched her
until Barr's door closed behind her. Then he | eaned back in his chair, in the
si | ence.

"I liked him' Helen said, to nobody in particul ar

"How is he?" Ni ebuhr asked.

Weak,' Helen said. 'Smashed up. Like he got hit by a truck.'

"I's he nmaki ng sense?

'He's coherent. But he doesn't renmenber anything. And | don't think he's

faking.'
'How far back is he bl anki ng?
"I can't tell. He renenbers listening to a baseball game on the radio. Could

have been | ast week or last nonth.'
'Or last year,' Reacher said.
'Did he accept your representation?' Danuta asked.



"Verbally," Helen said. '"He can't sign anything. He's handcuffed to the bed.’
"Did you wal k himthrough the charges and the evidence?

"I had to," Helen said. 'He wanted to know why | thought he needed a | awer.'

" And?'

'He assunes he's guilty.’

There was silence for a nmonent. Then Al an Danuta cl osed his briefcase and took
it off his knees and put it on the floor. Sat up straight, fast, all in one
fluid noverent. "Welconme to the grey areas,' he said. 'This is where good | aw
conmes from'

' Not hi ng good about it,"' Helen said. 'Not so far.'

"W absolutely cannot let himgo to trial. The government injured himthrough
its own negligence and now it wants to put himon trial for his life? | don't
think so. Not if he can't even renenber the day in question. Wiat kind of a

defence could he conduct? 'MWy father will have kittens.'

"Cbviously. W'll have to cut himout. W'Il have to go straight to federa
court. It's a Bill of Rights issue anyway. Federal, then Appeals, then the
Supremes. That's the process.' 'That's a |long process.’

Danut a nodded.

"Three years,' he said. 'If we're lucky. The nost applicable precedent is

Wl son, and that case took three and a half years. Alnmpbst four.' 'And we've
got no guarantee of w nning. W mght |ose.'

"I'n which case we'll go to trial down the road and we'll do the best we can.'’

"I"'mnot qualified for this,' Helen said.

"Intellectually? That's not what | heard.'

"Tactically and strategically. And financially.'

'There are veterans' associations that can help with the noney. M Barr served
his country, after all. Wth honour." Helen didn't reply to that. Just

gl anced Reacher's way. Reacher said nothing. He turned away and stared at the
wall. He was thinking this guy is going to get away w th nurder again? Twi ce?



Al an Danuta noved in his chair.

"There is an alternative,' he said. 'Not very exciting legally, but it's out
there.'

"What is it?" Helen asked.

"G ve your father the puppet master. Under these circunstances, half a loaf is
better than none. And the puppet master is the better half anyway.' Wuld he
go for it?

You know himbetter than nme, presumably. But he'd be a fool not to go for it.
He's |l ooking at a mninmumthree-year appeals process before he even gets M
Barr inside a courtroom And any prosecutor worth his salt wants the bigger

fish.' Helen glanced at Reacher again.
' The puppet naster is only a theory,' she said. W don't have anything that
even renotely resenbl es evidence.' 'Your choice,' Danuta said. 'But one way or

the other, you can't let Barr go to trial.'
"One step at atine,' Helen said. 'Let's see what Dr Mason thinks.'

Dr Mason cane back twenty minutes |ater. Reacher watched her wal k. The | ength
of her stride and the look in her eyes and the set of her jaw told himshe had
arrived at a firmconclusion. There was no uncertainty there. No diffidence,

no doubt. None at all. She sat back down and snoothed her skirt across her
knees. 'Permanent retrograde amesia,' she said. 'Conpletely genuine. As
clear a case as | ever saw.' 'Duration? N ebuhr asked.

' Mpj or League baseball will tell us that,' she said. 'The last thing he
renenbers is a particular Cardinals game. But my bet would be a week or nore
counti ng backwards fromtoday.' \Which includes Friday,' Helen said.

"I"'mafraid so.'

"CK,' Danuta said. 'There it is.'

'"Great,' Helen said. She stood up and the others joined her and they all noved
round and ended up facing the exit, either consciously or unconsciously,
Reacher wasn't sure. But it was clear that Barr was behind them literally and
figuratively. He



had changed from being a man to being a nedical specinen and a | egal argumnent.
"You guys go on ahead,' he said.

You' re staying here?" Hel en asked.

Reacher nodded.

"I"'mgoing to look in on ny old buddy,' he said.

' \Why 2"

"I haven't seen himfor fourteen years.'

Hel en stepped away fromthe others and cane cl ose.

'No, why?' she asked quietly.

"Don't worry,' he said. 'I"'mnot going to switch his machines off." 'l hope
you're not.'

"I can't,' he said. 'l don't have nuch of an alibi, do I?

She stood still for a moment. Said nothing. Then she stepped back and joi ned
the others. They all left together. Reacher watched them process out at the

security desk and as soon as they were through the steel door and in the

el evator | obby he turned round and wal ked down the corridor to James Barr's
door. He didn't knock. Just paused a beat and turned the handl e and went

i nsi de.



SEVEN

THE ROOM WAS OVERHEATED. YOU COULD HAVE ROASTED chickens in it. There was a

wi de wi ndow with white Venetian blinds cl osed agai nst the sun. They gl owed and
filled the roomwith soft white light. There was nedical equipnent piled
everywhere. A silent respirator, disconnected. |V stands and heart nonitors.
Tubes and bags and wires.

Barr was flat on his back in a bed in the nmddle of the room No pillow H s
head was clanped in a brace. H's hair was shaved and he had bandages over the
holes they had drilled in his skull. H's left shoul der was w apped i n bandages
that reached to his elbow. His right shoul der was bare and unmarked. The skin
there was pale and thin and marbled. H s chest and his sides were bandaged.
The bed sheet was folded down at his waist. Hs arns were straight at his
sides and his wists were handcuffed to the cot rails. He had IV needl es taped
to the back of his left hand. There was a peg on his right mddle finger that
was connected by a grey wire to a box. There were red wires | eading out from
under the bandages on his chest. They led to a machine with a screen. The
screen was showing a rolling pattern that renm nded Reacher of the cellular
conpany's recordi ng of the gunshots. Sharp peaks, and | ong



troughs. The machi ne made a nuted beep every tinme a peak hit the screen

"Who's there? Barr asked.

H s voice was weak and rusty, and slow. And scared.

"Who's there? he asked again. The way his head was clanped limted his field
of vision. H s eyes were noving, left and right, up and down. Reacher stepped

cl oser. Leaned over the bed. Said nothing. 'You,' Barr said.
The,' Reacher said.

Why ?

" You know why.'

Barr's right hand trenbled. The notion put a ripple in the wire fromthe peg.
The handcuff noved against the bed rail and nade a quiet netallic sound. ‘I
guess | let you down,' he said.

"l guess you did."'

Reacher watched Barr's eyes, because they were the only part of himthat could
nove. He was incapable of body | anguage. Hi s head was i mobile and nost of the

rest of himwas trussed up like a numy. 'l don't renenber anything,' Barr

sai d.

"You sure?'

"It's all blank.'

"You clear on what I'Il do to you if you're bullshitting me?" 'l can guess.'
"Triple it,'" Reacher said.

"I"'mnot bullshitting,' Barr said. 'I just can't renmenber anything.' Hi s voice
was qui et, hel pless, confused. Not a defence, not a conplaint. Not an excuse.
Just a statenment of fact, like a lament, or a plea, or a cry. 'Tell me about

t he bal |l gane,' Reacher said.

"It was on the radio.'

"Not the TV?

"I prefer the radio,' Barr said. 'For old tines' sake. That's how it always
was. When | was a kid. The radio, all the way from St Louis. Al those nmiles.
Sunmer eveni ngs, warm weat her, the sound of baseball on the radio.' He went
qui et .



Toil OK?' Reacher said.

"My head hurts real bad. | think | had an operation.' Reacher said nothing
"I don't like baseball on the TV,' Barr said. 'I'mnot here to discuss your
nmedi a preferences.' 'Do you watch baseball on TV?

"l don't have a TV,' Reacher said.
"Real | y? You should get one. You can get themfor a hundred bucks. Maybe |ess,

for a small one. Look in the Yellow Pages." 'I don't have a phone. O a
house."

Way not? You're not still in the arnmy.' 'How would you know?'

'Nobody's still in the arny. Not fromback then.' ' Some people are,' Reacher

sai d, thinking about Eileen Hutton. 'Officers,' Barr said. 'Nobody else.'

"I was an officer,' Reacher said. You' re supposed to be able to renenber stuff
like that.' 'But you weren't like the others. That's what | neant.' 'How was
| different?

You worked for a living.'

"Tell me about the ballgane.’

Why don't you have a house? Are you doing OK?' You worried about me now?

"Don't like it when folks aren't doing so well.' 'lI'mdoing fine,' Reacher
said. 'Believe me. You're the one with the problem' 'Are you a cop now?
Here? | never saw you around.' Reacher shook his head. 'I'mjust a citizen.'

" From wher e?'

"From nowhere. CQut in the world.'
Why are you here?

Reacher didn't answer.

"Ch," Barr said. 'To nail ne.
"Tell me about the ballgane.’
"It was the Cubs at the Cardinals,' Barr said. 'C ose game. Cards won, bottom
ninth, wal k-off.' 'Hone run?

"No, an error. A walk, a steal, then a groundout to second put



the runner on third, one out. Soft grounder to short, check the runner, throw
to first, but the throw went in the dugout and the run scored on the error
The winning run, without a hit in the inning." 'You renenber it pretty well.'
"I followthe Cards. | always have.'

"Wiaen was this?

"I don't even know what day it is today.'

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"I can't believe that | did what they say,' Barr said. 'Just can't believe

it." 'Plenty of evidence,' Reacher said.
"For real ?
'"No question.'

Barr closed his eyes.
' How many peopl e?' he asked.

"Five.'
Barr's chest started noving. Tears welled out of his closed eyes. H s nouth
opened in a ragged oval. He was crying, with his head in a vice. "Wy did

do it?" he said.

"Way did you do it the first tine? Reacher said.
"I was crazy then,' Barr said.

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

'"No excuses,' Barr said. 'l was a different person then. | thought 1'd
changed. | was sure | had. | was good afterwards. | tried real hard. Fourteen
years, reformed.' Reacher said not hing.

"I would have killed myself,' Barr said. 'You know, back then. Afterwards. |
cane close, a couple of tines. | was so ashaned. Except those four guys from
KC turned out to be bad. That was nmy only consolation. | clung on to it, Ilike
redenmption.' "Wy do you own all those guns?

"Couldn't give themup. They were rem nders. And they keep me straight. Too
easy to stay straight without them' 'Do you ever use then?

"Qccasionally. Not often. Now and then.'

" How?"

"At a range.'



"\Where? The cops checked.'

"Not here. | go across the line to Kentucky. There's a range there, cheap.'
"You know t he pl aza downt own?
"Sure. | live here.’

"Tell me how you did it.'

"I don't remenber doing it'’

"So tell me how you would do it. Theoretically. Like a recon briefing.' What
woul d the targets be?'

' Pedestrians. Comi ng out of the DW building."'

Barr closed his eyes again. 'That's who | shot?

"Five of them' Reacher said.

Barr started crying again. Reacher noved away and pulled a chair from agai nst
a wall. He turned it round and sat down on it, backwards. "When?' Barr said.
"Friday afternoon.’

Barr stayed quiet for a long tine.

'"How did they catch nme?' he asked

"You tell the story.'

"Was it a traffic stop?

"Way would it be?

"I would have waited until late. Maybe just after five. Plenty of people then
| woul d have stopped on the highway behind the library. Wiere it's raised. Sun
in the west, behind me, no reflection off the scope. | would have opened the

passenger wi ndow and lined it all up and enptied the nag and hit the gas
again. Only way to get caught would be if a state trooper pulled nme over for
speeding and saw the rifle. But | think | would have been aware of that.
Wouldn't 1?1 think | would have hidden the rifle and driven slow Not fast.
Way woul d | have risked standing out?' Reacher said nothing.

"What ?' Barr said. 'Maybe a trooper stopped to help ne right there. Was that
it? While | was parked? Maybe he thought | had a flat. O | was out of gas.'
'"Do you own a traffic cone?' Reacher asked.

" A what ?'

"Atraffic cone.’



Barr started to say no, but then he stopped.

"I guess |'ve got one,' he said. '"Not sure if | own it, exactly. | had ny
driveway bl acktopped. They left a cone on the sidewalk to stop people driving
onit. | had to leave it there three days. They never canme back for it.' 'So

what did you do with it?

"I put it in the garage.’

"Is it still there?

"I think so. I"'mpretty sure.’

"When was this driveway work done?

"Start of spring, | think. A few nmonths ago.'
' You got receipts?

Barr tried to shake his head. Wnced at the pressure fromthe clanp. 'It was
a gypsy crew,' he said. 'l think they stole the blacktop fromthe city.
Probably from where they were starting to fix First Street. | paid cash, quick
and dirty." 'You got any friends?

"Afew '

"Who are they?

"Just guys. One or two.'

"Any new friends?

"I don't think so.'

"Wnen?

'They don't like me.'

"Tell me about the ballgane.’

"I already did.'
Where were you? In the car? At hone?
'"Home,' Barr said. 'l was eating.'

"You renenber that?
Barr blinked. 'The shrink lady said | should try to renenber the

circunmstances. It nmight bring nore stuff back. | was in the kitchen, eating
chicken, cold. Wth potato chips. | remenber that. But that's as far as | can
get.' 'Drink? Beer, juice, coffee?

"I don't remenmber. | just renenber listening to the gane. |'ve got a Bose

radio. It's in the kitchen. There's a TV in there too, but | always listen to
t he gane, never watch. Like when | was a kid."'



'How did you feel ?

' Feel ?'

' Happy? Sad? Nor nal ?'

Barr went quiet again for a nonent.

' The shrink | ady asked the same question,' he said. 'l told her normal, but
actually I think I was feeling happy. Like sonething good was on the horizon.'
Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"I really blewthat call, didn't |?" Barr said. 'Tell ne about your sister,’
Reacher said.

' She was just here. Before the | awer came in.' 'How do you feel about her?
"She's all 1've got.'

'How far would you go to protect her?
"I would do anything,' Barr said.
"What ki nd of anything?'

"I"ll plead guilty if they let ne. She'll still have to nove, maybe change her
nane. But I'll spare her what | can. She bought ne the radio. For the
baseball. Birthday gift.' Reacher said nothing.

"Why are you here?' Barr asked him

'"To bury you.'

"l deserve it'

"You didn't fire fromthe highway. You were in the new parking garage.’ 'On
First Street?

"North end.'’

"That's insane. Wiy would | fire fromthere? 'You asked your first [awer to
find me. On Saturday.' "Wy would | do that? You ought to be the | ast person
| wanted to see. You know about Kuwait City. Why would | want that brought

up?' 'What was the Cards' next gane?

"I don't know.'

"Try to renenber. | need to understand the circunstances here.' 'I can't
renenber,' Barr said. 'There's nothing there. | renenber that w nning run, and
that's all. The announcers were going crazy. You know how they are. They were

ki nd of



i ncredul ous. | nean, what a stupid way to |lose a ballgame. But it's the Cubs,
right? They were saying they always find some way to lose.' "Wat about
before the gane? Earlier that day? 'l don't renenber.'

"What woul d you normally be doing? 'Not nuch. | don't do nuch.'

'\What happened in the Cardinals' previous gane?" 'l don't recall.’

"What's the next to last thing you remenber?" 'I'mnot sure. The driveway?'
' That was nonths ago.'

"I remenber going out somewhere,' Barr said. 'Wen?

"Not sure. Recently.'

" Al one?

'Maybe with people. I'"'mnot sure. Not sure where, either.' Reacher said

not hi ng. Just | eaned back in his chair and listened to the quiet beep fromthe
heart machine. It was running pretty fast. Both handcuffs were rattling.
"What's in the IVs?' Barr asked. Reacher squinted agai nst the daylight and
read the witing on the bags. 'Antibiotics,' he said.

'Not painkillers?

"No.

"I guess they think I don't deserve any.' Reacher said nothing.

"W go way back, right?" Barr said. 'You and nme?' 'Not really,' Reacher said.
"Not like we were friends.'

"You got that right.'

'But we were connected.'’

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

Weren't we?' Barr asked.

"In a way,' Reacher said.

'"So woul d you do sonething for ne?" Barr asked. 'As a favour?' 'Like what?
Reacher said.



"Pull the IV needles out of ny hand.'

ny?*

"So | can get an infection and die.'

"No," Reacher said.

"Why not ?'

"Not tine yet,' Reacher said.

He stood up and put his chair back against the wall and wal ked out of the
room He processed out at the security desk and passed through the airl ock and
rode the elevator down to the street. Helen Rodin's car wasn't in the lot. She
was al ready gone. She hadn't waited for him So he set out wal king, all the
way fromthe edge of town.

He picked his way past ten bl ocks of construction and went to the library
first. It was getting late in the afternoon, but the library was still open
The sad woman at the desk told himwhere the old newspapers were kept. He
started with the previous week's stack of the sanme |Indianapolis paper he had
read on the bus. He ignored Sunday, Saturday, and Friday. He started with
Thur sday, Wednesday, and Tuesday, and he got a hit with the second paper he
| ooked at. The Chicago Cubs had played a three-game series in St Louis
starting Tuesday. It was the series opener that had ended the way Barr had
described. Tie gane in the bottomof the ninth, a walk, a steal, a ground out,
an error. The details were right there in Wdnesday norning's paper. A

wal k-of f winning run without a hit in the inning. About ten in the evening,
Tuesday. Barr had heard the announcers' frenzied screans just sixty-seven
hours before he opened fire.

Then Reacher backtracked all the way to the police station. Four blocks west,
one bl ock south. He wasn't worried about its opening hours. It had | ooked Iike
a 24/ 7 kind of a place to him He went straight to the reception desk and

cl ai ned defence counsel's right to another | ook at the evidence. The desk guy
made a call to Emerson and then pointed Reacher straight to Bellantonio's

gar age bay.

Bel  antoni o met himthere and unl ocked the door. Not much had changed, but
Reacher noticed a couple of new additions.



New sheets of paper, behind plastic, pinned above and bel ow the origi nal pages
on the cork boards, |ike footnotes or addenda or appendi ces. 'Updates?' he
asked.

"Always,' Bellantonio said. 'W never sleep.' 'So what's new?'

"Animal DNA,' Bellantonio said. 'Exact match of Barr's dog's hair to the
scene.' "Wuere is the dog now?

"Put to sleep.'

"That's cold."'

"That's col d?'

' The damm dog didn't do anything wong.' Bellantonio said nothing.

Wiat el se?" Reacher asked.

"More tests on the fibres, and nore ballistics. W' re beyond definite on
everything. The Lake City ammp is relatively rare, and we've confirned a

purchase by Barr less than a year ago. In Kentucky.' 'He used a range down
there.'

Bel | ant oni 0 nodded. We found that out, too.' 'Anything el se?

"The traffic cone cane fromthe city's construction departnent. W don't know
how or when.' 'Anything else?

"I think that's about it.'

What about the negatives?'

' The negatives?'

"You're giving ne all the good news. What about the questions that didn't get

answered?' 'l don't think there were any.'
' You sure about that?
"I"'msure."'

Reacher gl anced round the square of cork boards, one nore tinme, and carefully.
' You play poker?' he asked.

" No.

'Good decision. You're a terrible liar.' Bellantonio said nothing.



"You should start worrying,' Reacher said. 'He slides, he's going to sue your
ass for the dog.' 'He won't slide,' Bellantonio said. 'No," Reacher said. 'l
don't suppose he will.'

Emer son was waiting outside Bellantonio's door. Jacket on, tie off.
Frustration in his eyes, the way cops get when they' re snagged up in | awer
stuff. 'Did you see hin?' he asked. 'At the hospital ?

'"He's blank from Tuesday ni ght onward,' Reacher said. "You' ve got a battle on

your hands.' ‘'Terrific'
"You should run safer jails.'
"Rodin will bring experts in.'

H s daughter already did."'

There are | egal precedents.'

' They go both ways, apparently.’

"You want to see that piece of shit back on the street?
" Your screw up,' Reacher said. 'Not mne.'

"As |l ong as you're happy.'

' Nobody' s happy,' Reacher said. 'Not yet.'

He left the police station and wal ked all the way back to the black gl ass
tower. Helen Rodin was at her desk, studying a sheet of paper. Danuta and

Mason and Ni ebuhr had left. She was al one. 'Rosemary asked her brother about
Kuwait City,' she said. 'She told me so, when she came out of his roomat the
hospital.' 'And?" Reacher said.

"He told her it was all true.’

"Not a fun conversation, probably.’

Hel en Rodi n shook her head. 'Rosemary is pretty devastated. She says James is,
too. He can't believe he did it again. Can't believe he threw fourteen years

away.' Reacher said nothing. Silence in the office. Then Hel en showed Reacher
t he sheet of paper she was reading. 'Eileen Hutton is a brigadier general,’
she said.

' Then she's done well,' Reacher said. 'She was a major when | knew her.’



'What were you?

"A captain.'

"Wasn't that illegal?

' Technically. For her.'

' She was in the JAG Corps.'

'Lawyers can break the | aw, sanme as anyone else.' 'She's still in the JAG
Cor ps.'

' Cbviously. They don't retrain them

'Based in the Pentagon.'

"That's where they keep the smart people.’ 'She'll be here tonorrow. '
Reacher sai d not hi ng.

' For her deposition,' Helen said.

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"It's scheduled for four o' clock in the afternoon. Chances are she'll fly down
in the norning and check in somewhere. Because she'll have to stay the night
intown. Too late for a flight back.' 'You going to ask me to take her out
for dinner?” 'No,' Helen said. '"I'"'mnot. I'mgoing to ask you to take her out
for lunch. Before she neets with ny father. | need to know i n advance what
she's here for.' 'They put Barr's dog to sleep,' Reacher said. 'It was old.'
' That doesn't bother you?

"Should it?

"The dog didn't do anything to anyone.'

Hel en sai d not hi ng.

"Which hotel will Hutton use?" Reacher asked.

"I have no idea. You'll have to catch her at the airport.' \hat flight?

"I don't know that either. But there's nothing direct fromD.C. So | expect
she' Il change planes in Indianapolis. She won't get here before eleven in the
nmorni ng.' Reacher said not hing.

"I apol ogi ze,' Helen said. 'For telling Danuta we didn't have any evi dence for
t he puppet master. | didn't nean it to sound dismissive.'" 'You were right,’
Reacher said. W didn't have any evidence. At the tine.'



She | ooked at him 'But?

"W do now.'

' What ?'

' They' ve been gilding the Iily over at the police station. They've got fibres,
ballistics, dog DNA, a receipt for the anmunition all the way from sone pl ace
in Kentucky. They traced the traffic cone to the city. They've got all kinds

of stuff.' 'But? Helen said again.
"But they haven't got James Barr on tape driving in to place the cone in the
garage beforehand.' 'Are you sure?

Reacher nodded. 'They nust have | ooked at the tapes a dozen tines by now |If

they had found him they'd have printed the stills and pinned themup for the
world to see. But they're not there, which neans they didn't find them Which
neans Janes Barr didn't drive in and | eave the cone beforehand.' Which neans
soneone else did.'

' The puppet naster,' Reacher said. 'Or another of his puppets. Sonetine after
Tuesday night. Barr thinks the cone was still in his garage Tuesday.' Helen

| ooked at hi magain. 'Woever it was nust be on the tapes.'

"Correct,' Reacher said.

"But there'll be hundreds of cars.'
"You can narrow it down sone. You're |ooking for a sedan. Sonething too
lowslung to get itself down a farmtrack.' 'The puppet master really exists,

doesn't he?

'"No ot her explanation for how it went down.'

"Alan Danuta is probably right, you know,' Helen said. 'My father will trade
Barr for the puppet master. He'd be a fool not to.' Reacher said nothing.
"Whi ch neans Barr is going to walk,' Helen said. 'You understand that, right?
There's no alternative. The prosecution's |egal problens are overwhel mng.'
Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"I"mnot happy about it either,' Helen said. 'But for me it's just a PR
problem | can spin nmy way out of it. At least | hope | can



| can blame it all on the way the jail was run. | can claimthat it wasn't ne
who got himoff.' 'But? Reacher said.

'What are you going to do? You came here to bury himand he's going to wal k.’
"I don't know what |'mgoing to do,' Reacher said. 'What choices do | have?
"Only two that |I'mscared of. One, you could give up on helping nme find the
puppet master. | can't do it al one and Enerson won't even be willing to try.
"And two?'

"You could settle things with Barr yourself.'

"That's for sure.'

"But you can't do that. You'd go to prison for life if you were lucky.' 'If |
got caught.'

"You woul d get caught. | would know you did it.' Reacher smiled. 'You'd rat
me out ?

"I would have to," Helen said.

"Not if you were ny |lawyer. You couldn't say a word.' 'I'mnot your |awer.'

"I could hire you.'
' Rosemary Barr woul d know too, and she'd rat you out in a heartbeat. And
Franklin. He heard you tell the story.' Reacher nodded.

"I don't know what |'mgoing to do,' he said again. 'How do we find this
guy?'

'Li ke you said, why would I want to?

'Because | don't think you're the type who settles for half a loaf.' Reacher
sai d not hi ng.

"I think you want the truth,' Helen said. 'I don't think you like it when the

wool gets pulled over your eyes. You don't |ike being played for a sucker.'
Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"Plus this whole situation stinks,' Helen said. 'There were six victins here.
The five who died and Barr hinmself.' 'That expands the definition of
victinmhood a little too far for ne.'



"Dr N ebuhr expects we'll find a pre-existing relationship. Probably recent.
Sone new friend. We could go at it that way.' 'Barr told ne he doesn't have
any new friends,' Reacher said. 'Only has one or two old friends.' WAas he
telling the truth?

"I think he was.'

'So is N ebuhr wong?

"Ni ebuhr's guessing. He's a shrink. Al they do is guess.'

"I could ask Rosemary.'

Wul d she know his friends?

"Probably. They're pretty close.'

'"So get a list,' Reacher said.

"I's Dr Mason guessing too?

No question. But in her case |I think she's guessing right

If N ebuhr's wong about the friend, what do we do?

We go proactive.'

" How?'
'There had to have been a guy following nme |last night and | know for sure
there was one following me this norning. | saw himout there in the plaza. So
the next time | see himl'll have a word with him He'll tell me who he's
working for." "Just like that?

"People usually tell ne what | want to know.'

' \Why 2

Because | ask themnicely.'
Don't forget to ask Eileen Hutton nicely."'
"I"ll see you around,' Reacher said.

He wal ked south, beyond his hotel, and found a cheap place to eat dinner. Then
he wal ked north, slowy, through the plaza, past the black glass tower, under
t he hi ghway spur, all the way back to the sports bar. Altogether he was on the
street the best part of an hour, and he saw nobody behind him No danaged nen
in odd suits. Nobody at all. The sports bar was half enpty and there was
basebal | on every screen. He found a corner table and watched the Cardinals
play the Astros in Houston. It was a listless | ate season gane between two
teans well out of contention. During the comercial breaks he watched the
door. Saw nobody.



Tuesday was even qui eter than Mnday, out there in the heartl and.

Grigor Linsky dialled his cell.
"He's back in the sports bar,' he said.
'"Did he see you?' the Zee asked.

" No.
Wiy is he in the sports bar again?

'"No reason. He needed a destination, that's all. He paraded around for nearly
an hour, trying to make me show nyself.' Silence for a beat.

'Leave himthere,' the Zee said. "Cone in and we'll talk.'

Al ex Rodin called Enerson at home. Emerson was eating a late dinner with his
wi fe and his two daughters, and he wasn't thrilled about taking the call. But
he did. He went out to the hallway and sat on the second-to-bottom stair,

| eani ng forward, his elbows on his knees, the phone trapped between his

shoul der and his ear. 'W need to do sonething about this Jack Reacher guy,"
Rodin said to him

"I don't see how he's a huge problem' Emerson said. 'Maybe he wants to, but
he can't make the facts go away. We've got nore than we need on Barr.' 'This
is not about facts now,' Rodin said. 'It's about the ammesia. It's about how
hard the defence is going to push it.' "That's up to your daughter.'

'"He's a bad influence on her. |'ve been reading the case law. It's a real grey
area. The test isn't really about whether Barr renenbers the day in question
It's about whet her he understands the process, right now, today, and whether
we' ve got enough other stuff on himto convict without his direct testinony.'
"I would say we do.'

'"Me too. But Helen needs to swallow that. She needs to agree. But she's got
that guy standing over her all the time, turning her head. | know her. She's
not going to suck it up until he's out of the picture." 'I don't see what |
can do.'



"I want you to bring himin.'
"I can't,' Enerson said. 'Not wthout a conplaint.’
Rodi n went qui et .

"Well, keep an eye on him' he said. 'He spits on the sidewal k, | want you to
bring himin and do sonething to him

"This isn't the Wld West,' Emerson said. 'l can't run himout of town.'

"An arrest mght be enough. W need somnething that breaks the spell. He's
pushi ng Hel en where she doesn't want to go. | know her. On her own she'll give

Barr up, no question.'

Li nsky was in pain on the way back to his car. An hour on his feet was about
all he could take. A long tine ago the bones in his spine had been

nmet hodi cal |y cracked with an engi neer's ball-peen hammer, one after the other
starting with the coccyx and nmoving upward through all the | ower vertebrae,
and not in rapid sequence. Cenerally one bone had been allowed to heal before
t he next was broken. Wen the | ast had heal ed, they had started over again.

Pl ayi ng the xyl ophone, they had called it. Playing scales. Utimtely he had
| ost count of how many scal es they had played on him

But he never spoke of it. Wrse had happened to the Zee.

The Cadillac had a soft seat and it was a relief to get in. It had a quiet
motor and a gentle ride and a nice radio. Cadillacs were the kind of thing

t hat made Anerica such a wonderful place, along with the trusting popul ation
and the hanstrung police departnents. Linsky had spent time in severa
different countries and there was no question in his mnd about which was the
nost satisfactory. Elsewhere he had wal ked or run or crawl ed through dirt or
haul ed carts and sl eds by hand. Now he drove a Cadill ac.

He drove it to the Zee's house, which stood eight mles north and west of
town, next to his stone-crushing plant. The plant was a forty-year-old
industrial facility built on a rich limestone seamthat had been di scovered
under farm and. The house was a big fancy palace built a hundred years ago
when the | andscape was still unspoiled, for a rich dry goods nerchant. It was
bourgeois and affected in every way, but it was a confortable house in the
same way that the Cadillac was a confortable car



Best of all it stood alone in the centre of many acres of flat |and. Once

t here had been beautiful gardens, but the Zee had razed the trees and | evelled
the shrubberies to create a conpletely flat and open vista all round. There
were no fences, because how could the Zee bear to |live another day behind
wire? For the same reason there were no extra | ocks, no bolts, no bars. The
openness was the Zee's gift to hinself. But it was al so excellent security in
its own right. There were surveillance cameras. Nobody coul d approach the
house undetected. By day visitors were clearly visible at | east two hundred
yards away and after dark night-vision enhancenent picked themup only a
little closer.

Li nsky parked and eased hinsel f out of the car. The night was quiet. The
stone-crushi ng plant shut down at seven every evening and sat broodi ng and
silent until dawn. Linsky glanced in its direction and wal ked towards the
house. The front door opened before he got near it. Warmlight spilled out and
he saw that Viadinmr hinmself had come down to wel come him which neant that
Chenko had to be there too, upstairs, which neant that the Zee had assenbl ed
all his top boys, which neant that the Zee was worri ed.

Li nsky took a breath, but he wal ked inside without a nmoment's hesitation
After all, what could be done to himthat hadn't been done to himbefore? It
was different for VMladimr and Chenko, but for men with Linsky's age and
experi ence nothing was entirely uni magi nabl e any nore.

VI adi mir said nothing. Just closed the door again and foll owed Linsky
upstairs. It was a three-storey house. The ground fl oor was used for nothing
at all, except surveillance. Al the roonms were conpletely enpty, except one
that had four TV screens on a |long table, show ng w de-angle views north,
east, south and west. Sokolov would be in there, watching them O Raskin.
They alternated twel ve-hour shifts. The second fl oor of the house had a
kitchen, a dining room a living room and an office. The third fl oor had
bedr oons and bat hroons. The second floor was where all the business was done.
Li nsky could hear the Zee's voice fromthe living room calling him He went
straight in wthout knocking. The Zee was in an arnthair with a glass of tea
cl anped between his pal ns. Chenko was spraw ed



on a sofa. M adimr pushed in behind Linsky and sat down next to Chenko.

Li nsky stood still and waited.

"Sit, Gigor,' the Zee said. 'Nobody's upset at you. It was the boy's
failure.'

Li nsky nodded and sat down in an arnchair, a little closer to the Zee than
Chenko was. That maintained the hierarchy in the proper order. The Zee was

ei ghty, and Linsky hinmself was nore than sixty. Chenko and MVl adimr were both
intheir forties, inportant nmen for sure, but conparative youngsters. They
didn't have the history that the Zee and Linsky shared. Not even cl ose.

'Tea?' the Zee asked, in Russian

' Pl ease,' Linsky said.

' Chenko,' the Zee said. 'Bring Gigor a glass of tea.'

Li nsky smled inside. Chenko's being made to serve himtea was a statenent of
the greatest inportance. And he noted that Chenko did it with no

unwi | I i ngness. He just got up out of his slouch and went out to the kitchen
and came back in with a glass of tea on a snmall silver tray. Chenko was a very
smal |l man, short, wiry, no bulk at all. He had coarse black hair that stuck up

in all directions, even though he kept it cropped short. M adinr was
different. Mladimr was very tall and heavy and bl ond. Unbelievably strong. It
was entirely possible that Vladimr had Gernan genes somewhere in his
background. Perhaps his grandnot her had pi cked them up, back in 1941, Iike
germs. We've been talking,' the Zee said.

" And?' Linsky said.

"W have to confront the fact that we nmade a nistake. Just one, but it could
prove irksone.'

' The cone,' Linsky said.

"Cbviously Barr isn't on tape placing it,' the Zee said.

' Cbvi ousl y. '

"But will it be a probl en?

"Your opinion?' Linsky asked, politely.

"Significance is in the eye of the beholder,' the Zee said. 'The detective
Emerson and the DA Rodin won't care about it. It's a minor detail, one they
won't feel inclined to pursue. Wiy would they? They're not looking to trip

t hensel ves up. And no case is



ever a hundred per cent perfect. They know that. So they'll wite it off as an
i nexplicable | oose end. They m ght even convince thensel ves that Barr used a
different vehicle.' 'But?

"But it's still a loose end. If the soldier tugs on it, sonething m ght

unr avel .’

' The evidence against Barr is indisputable.'

The Zee nodded. 'That's true.'

'So won't that be enough for then?

"Certainly it would have been. But it's possible that Barr no | onger exists.
Not in the sense that he's a legal entity accessible to their jurisprudence.
He has permanent retrograde amesia. It's possible that Rodin won't be able to
put himon trial. If so, Rodin will be very frustrated about that. He'll be
expected to seek a consolation prize. And if the consolation prize were
eventually to assune a higher profile than Barr hinself, how could Rodin turn
it down?" Linsky sipped his tea. It was hot and sweet.

"Al'l this froma videotape?' he said.

"It depends entirely on the soldier,' the Zee said. 'It depends on his
tenacity and his imagination." 'He was a military cop,' Chenko said, in
English. '"Did you know t hat ?'

Li nsky gl anced at Chenko. Chenko rarely spoke English in the house. He had a
perfect American accent, and sonetimes Linsky thought he was ashanmed of it.

' That doesn't necessarily inmpress ne,' Linsky said, in Russian

'O ne,' the Zee said. 'But it's a factor we nust weigh in the bal ance.’
"Silencing himnow would draw attention,' Linsky said. '"Wuldn't it?

It would depend on how it was done.'’

' How many ways are there?

"W coul d use the redheaded girl again,' the Zee said.

' She woul d be no use against the soldier. He's a giant, and al nost certainly
extensively trained in self-defence.' 'But he already has an established
issue with her. Several people know she tried to set himup for a beating.
Per haps she



could be found severely injured. If she was, the soldier would be the obvious
prime suspect. We could let the police departnent silence himfor us.' 'She
woul d know who attacked her,' Vliadinmr said. 'She would know it wasn't the
soldier.'

The Zee nodded appreciatively. Linsky watched him He was accustoned to the

Zee's nethods. The Zee liked to tease solutions out of people, |ike Socrates
of old. 'Then perhaps she should be left unable to tell anyone anything,' the
Zee said.

' Dead?

'"We've always found that the safest way, haven't we?

"But it's possible she has many enemies,' Vladinir said. 'Not just him Maybe
she's a big time prick-teaser.'

'Then we should firmup the link. Possibly she should be found somewhere
suggestive. Maybe he invited her out to renew their acquaintance.' 'In his
hot el ?'

'"No, outside his hotel, | think. But close by. Were she can be di scovered by
someone ot her than the soldier hinself. Sonmeone who can call the police while
the soldier is still asleep. That way he's a sitting duck.' "Why woul d her
body be outside his hotel ?

"Evidently he hit her and she staggered away and col | apsed before she got very
far.'

' The Metropol e Pal ace,’ Linsky said. 'That's where he is.'

"Wien?' Chenko asked.

"\Whenever you like,' the Zee said.

The Astros beat the Cardinals 10-7 after a |linp defensive performance by both
franchi ses. Plenty of cheap hits, plenty of errors. A bad way to win, and a
worse way to | ose. Reacher had stopped paying attention hal fway through. He
had started thinking about Eileen Hutton instead. She was part of his npsaic.
He had seen her once in the States before the Gulf, just briefly across a
crowded courtroom just |ong enough to register her head-turning quality, and
he had assumed he woul d never see her again, which he figured was a pity. But
then she had shown up in Saudi as part of the |ong ponderous



Desert Shield buil d-up. Reacher had been there pretty nmuch fromthe start, as
a recently demoted captain. The first stage of any cl ean-sheet foreign

depl oyrment al ways resenbl ed gang warfare between the MPs and the troops they
were sent out with, but after six weeks or so the situation usually settled
down sone, and Desert Shield wasn't any different. After six weeks there was a
structure in place, and in terns of nmilitary |law enforcement a structure
demanded i n-country personnel all the way up fromjailers to judges, and
Hutton had shown up as one of the prosecutors they shipped in. Reacher had
assuned it was volunteer duty for her, which he was happy about, because that
made it |ikely she was unnmarri ed.

She was unmarried. First time their paths crossed, he checked her |eft hand
and saw no ring. Then he checked her collar and saw a major's oak | eaves. That
woul d make it a challenge, he figured, for a recently denoted captain. Then he
checked her eyes and saw that the challenge would be worth it. Her eyes were
blue and full of intelligence and m schief. And pronise, he figured. And
adventure. He had just turned thirty one years old, and he was up for

anyt hi ng.

The desert heat hel ped. Mdst of the tine the tenperature was above a hundred
and twenty degrees and apart fromregul ar gas-attack practices standard

on- post dress devolved down to shorts and sl eevel ess undershirts. And in
Reacher's experience the close proximty of hot and nearly naked nen and wonen
al ways | ed somewhere good. Better than serving out Novenber in M nnesota, that
was for damm sure

The initial approach had pronmised to be tricky, given the disparity in rank
And when it cane to it he funbled it slightly, and was saved only because she
was just as up for it as he was, and wasn't afraid to let it show After that
it had been as snoboth as silk, three | ong nonths. Good times. Then new orders
had come through, like they always did eventually. He hadn't even said goodbye
to her. Didn't get the chance. Never saw her again, either

"Il see her again tonorrow, he thought.

He stayed in the bar until ESPN started recycling the highlights it had
al ready shown once. Then he settled up his tab and



stepped out to the sidewalk, into the yellow glare of the street lights. He
deci ded he woul dn't go back to the Metropol e Pal ace. He decided it was tine
for a change. No real reason. Just his normal restless instinct. Keep noving.
Never stay in one place too long. And the Metropole was a gloony old pile.

Unpl easant, even by his undemandi ng standards. He decided to try the notor
court instead. The one he had seen on his way to the auto parts store. The one
next to the barbershop. Any Style $7. Maybe he could get a haircut before
Hutton bl ew i nto town.

Chenko left the Zee's house at m dnight. He took Vladimr with him If the
redhead was to be beaten to death, then VMiadimr would have to do it. It had
to look right, forensically. Chenko was too small to inflict the kind of
battering that an enraged six foot five, tw hundred and fifty pound

ex-sol dier mght be provoked to. But Mladinir was a different matter. VMiadimr
m ght well be able to do the job with a single blow, which night be convincing
on the postnortem slab. A refusal, an objection, a sexual taunt, a big man

m ght |ash out once in frustration, a little harder than he intended.

They were both familiar with the girl. They had nmet her before, because of her
connection to Jeb Aiver. They had even all worked together once. They knew
where she lived, which was in a rented garden apartnent that nestled on a
barren patch of land in the shadow of the state highway, where it first rose
on its stilts, south and west of downtown. And they knew that she lived there
al one.

Reacher wal ked a | ong aim ess three-block circle before approachi ng the notor
court. He kept his own footsteps light and listened hard for the gritty crunch
of a shadow behind him He heard nothing. Saw not hing. He was al one.

The notor court was practically an antique. At one time it nmust have been the
| atest thing and consequently fairly upmarket. But since then the relentless
march of time and fashion had left it behind. It was well naintained but not
updated. It was exactly the kind of place he liked.

He roused the clerk and paid cash for one night only. He used the name Don
Hef f ner, who had pl ayed second base and



hit .261 during the Yankees' |ean year of 1934. The clerk gave hima big brass
key and pointed himdown the row to room nunber eight. The room was faded and
alittle danp. The counterpane on the bed and the drapes at the w ndow | ooked
original. So did the bathroom But everything worked and the door | ocked
tight. He took a short shower and folded his pants and his shirt very
carefully and put themflat under the mattress. That was as cl ose as ever he
got to ironing. They would |l ook OK in the norning. He woul d shave and shower
very carefully and go to the barbershop after breakfast. He didn't want to
deval ue whatever nenories Hutton m ght have retai ned. Assuning she had

retai ned any at all.

Chenko parked east of the highway and he and Vladi mir wal ked under it and
approached the girl's apartment building fromthe back, unseen. They kept
close to the wall and wal ked round to her door. Chenko told Viadimr to keep
out of sight. Then he knocked gently. There was no response, which wasn't
entirely unexpected. It was |late, and she was probably already in bed. So
Chenko knocked again, a little |ouder. And again, as loud as he dared. He saw
alight conme on in a window. Heard the quiet shuffle of feet inside. Heard her
voi ce, through the crack where the door net the jamb. 'Who's there?' she
asked.

"It's me," he said.

"What do you want ?

"W need to talk.'

"I was asleep.'

"I"'msorry."'

"It's awful late.'

"I know,' Chenko said. 'But it's very urgent.'

There was a pause.

Wit a minute,' she said.

Chenko heard her shuffle back towards her bedroom Then silence. Then she cane
back. The door opened. She was standing there, clutching a robe around her
"What ?' she sai d.

"You need to cone with us,' Chenko said.



VI adi mr stepped out of the shadow. 'Wuy is he here?" Sandy asked. 'He's
hel ping nme toni ght,' Chenko said. 'Wat do you want?' You need to go out
"Like this? | can't’

"I agree,' Chenko said. 'You need to get dressed. Like for a date.' 'A date?
"You need to ook really good." "But 1'll have to shower. Do ny hair.' 'We
have tinme.' 'A date with who?

You just have to be seen. Like you were ready for a date.' 'At this time of
ni ght? The whole town is asleep.' 'Not the whole town. W' re awake, for

i nstance.' 'How nuch do | get?

"Two hundred,' Chenko said. 'Because it's so late.' "How long will it take?
"Just a minute. You just have to be seen wal king somewhere.' 'I don't know.'
"Two hundred for a minute's work isn't bad.' "It isn't a minute's work. It'll

take me an hour to get ready.' 'Two-fifty, then,' Chenko said. 'OK ' Sandy
sai d.

Chenko and Mladimr waited in her living room listening through the thin
wal I s, hearing the shower running, hearing the hair dryer, the held breaths as
she put on her makeup, the elastic snap of undergarments, the whisper of
fabric on skin. Chenko saw that Vladinmr was restless and sweating. Not
because of the task ahead. But because there was a wonan in a state of undress
in a nearby room Viadimr was unreliable, in certain situations. Chenko was
gl ad he was there to supervise. If he hadn't been, the plan would have
derailed for sure.

Sandy wal ked into the living roomafter an hour | ooking, as the Anericans
woul d say, like a mllion dollars. She was wearing a filmy black bl ouse that
was nearly transparent. Underneath it was a black bra that noul ded her breasts
into



twi n mounds of i nplausible roundness. She had on tight black pants that ended
just bel ow the knee. Pedal pushers? Capri pants? Chenko wasn't sure of the
nane. She was wearing bl ack high-heel ed shoes. Wth her pale skin and her red
hai r and her green eyes she looked like a picture in a magazine. Pity, Chenko
t hought .

"My noney?' Sandy asked.

" Afterwards,' Chenko said. 'Wen we bring you back.'

"Let nme see it.’

"It's in the car.'

"So let's go ook at it," Sandy said.

They wal ked in single file. Chenko |l ed the way. Sandy came next. Vliadimr
brought up the rear. They wal ked under the highway. The car was right there
ahead of them It was cold and m sted over. There was no noney in it. None at
all. Chenko knew that. So he stopped six feet short and turned around. Nodded
to Madimr. 'Now ' he said.

VI adimr reached forward with his right hand and put it on Sandy's right

shoul der from behind. He used it to turn her upper body sideways and then he
crashed his left fist into her right tenple, a little above and in front of
her ear. It was a col ossal blow Explosive. Her head snapped violently

si deways and round and her | egs gave way and she fell to the ground vertically
like an enpty suit of clothes slipping off a hanger. Chenko squatted down
next to her. Waited a nmonent for the body to settle and then felt the neck for
a pul se. There wasn't one. 'You broke her neck,' he said.

VI adi mi r nodded.

"It's about placenent,' he said. 'The main vector is nostly sideways,
obviously, but you try for alittle rotation, too. So it's not so nuch a

break. It's nmore like a wenching action. Like a hangnan's noose.' 'Is your
hand OK?'

"It will be tender tonorrow. '

' Good work.'

"I try ny best'

They unl ocked the car and raised the rear arnrest and laid



t he body across the back seat. There was just enough space, side to side. She
had been a small girl. Not tall. Then they got in the front together and drove
of f. They looped well to the east and came up on the Metropol e Palace from
behi nd. They avoi ded the bay where the garbage was piled and found a side
alley. They stopped outside a fire exit. Vladimr slid out and opened the rear
door. Pulled the body out by the shoulders and left it where it fell. Then he
got back in. Chenko drove on and paused after five yards and turned in his
seat. The body was lying in a heap against the alley's far wall. Directly
opposite the fire door. It |ooked Iike a plausible scenario. She had fled the
soldier's roomin shanme and panic, chosen not to wait for the elevator, and
run down the fire stairs and out into the night. Maybe she had stunbl ed at
that point and aggravated an injury already done to her. Maybe she had tripped
and fallen against the wall, and the shock had di sl odged an al ready w enched
vertebra.

Chenko turned back and faced front and drove on, not fast, not slow, not
drawi ng attention, not standing out, eight mles north and west, all the way
back to the Zee's house.



El GHT

REACHER WOKE HI MSELF UP AT SEVEN | N THE MORNI NG AND VENT out to check for a
tail and to |l ook for a drugstore. He wal ked a zigzag half-nile and saw nobody
behind him He found a drugstore two bl ocks east of the notor court and bought
bl ack coffee in a cardboard cup, a pack of throwaway razors, a can of shaving
foam and a new tube of toothpaste. He carried his purchases back by a
roundabout route and put his clothes back under the mattress and sat on the
bed and drank the coffee. Then he showered and shaved, using his ful
twenty-two mnute routine. He washed his hair twi ce. Then he dressed again and
went out for breakfast to the only place he could find, which was the
drive-through he had seen the day before. It had a small counter inside. He
had nmore coffee and an English muffin filled with a round piece of ham and
somet hing that m ght have once been egg, first dried and powdered and then
reconstituted. His threshold of culinary acceptability was very |ow, but right
then he felt he might be pushing at the bottom edge of his personal envel ope.
He followed the nuffin with a piece of lenon pie, for a sugar hit. It was
better than the nmuffin, so he had a second piece, with a second cup of coffee.
Then he wal ked south to the



bar bershop. He pulled the door and sat down in the chair at eight thirty
exactly.

By which tine the homicide investigation outside the Metropol e Pal ace was
already three hours old. The body in the alley had been di scovered at half
past five in the norning by a cleaner coning in to work. The cl eaner was a

m ddl e-aged man from Honduras. He didn't touch the body. Didn't check for
vital signs. The way it was lying there told himall he needed to know. The
slack emptiness of death is recogni zabl e anywhere. The guy just rushed inside
and told the night porter. Then he went hone again, because he had no green
card and didn't want to be around a police investigation. The night porter
dialled 911 fromthe desk phone and then went out through the fire door to
take a | ook. Came back inside thirty seconds |later, not having enjoyed it.

Two patrol cars and an anmbul ance showed up within eight mnutes. Paranedics
confirmed the DOA and the anmbul ance went away agai n. The patrol nen bl ocked of f
the alley and the fire exit and then took a statenent fromthe night porter

He said he had stepped out for some air and di scovered the body hinself, to
protect the illegal from Honduras. It was close to true. Certainly the

patrol men had no reason to doubt his word. They just stood back and waited for
Ener son.

Emerson got there by six twenty-five. He brought his nunmber two, a woman
call ed Donna Bianca, and the city ME, and Bellantonio hinmself to run the crine
scene. Technical work occupied the first thirty mnutes. Measurenent,
phot ogr aphy, the accunul ation of trace evidence. Then Emerson got the OK and
stepped close to the body and ran into his first major problem The girl had
no purse and no ID. Nobody had the slightest idea who she was.

Ann Yanni showed up behind the Metropole at seven fifteen. She had an NBC crew
wi th her, consisting of a cameraman and a sound guy with a m crophone on a

| ong boom The m crophone had a grey fur windsock on it and the boomwas ten
feet long. The guy put his hips against the police tape and extended his arms
as far as he could and heard Enerson's



voi ce in his headphones. Emerson was tal king to Bianca about prostitution

The ME had checked the girl's arnms and thi ghs and between her toes and found
no needl e tracks. So she hadn't been there to score. So naybe she was hooki ng.
Wio el se woul d cone out the side door of a downtown hotel in the mddle of the
ni ght, dressed like that? She was young and she still had her | ooks. Therefore
she woul dn't have been cheap. Therefore she woul d have been carrying a big
purse full of twenties that had just conme out of sonme businessman's ATM She
had run into sonebody waiting for her. Either sonebody waiting for her
specifically, or sonebody waiting on the off chance for someone like her
Whoever, he had snatched her purse and hit her in the head, a little harder

t han necessary.

A nineteen- or twenty-year-old who wasn't an addict woul dn't necessarily have
been fingerprinted, unless she had a vice conviction somewhere. Emerson wasn't
willing to count on that, therefore he didn't expect to discover her identity
t hrough the databases. He expected to discover it inside the hotel, either
fromthe night porter who had pinped her in and out, or through the John who
had cal |l ed her.

' Nobody | eaves,' he said to Bianca. W'll talk to all the guests and all the
staff one by one. So find a room somewhere. And tell all units to be on the

| ookout for a guy with nmore new twenties than he shoul d have.'

"A big guy,' Bianca said.

Emer son nodded. 'A real big guy. That was sone punch.'

The ME took the body away to the norgue and Donna Bi anca commandeered the
hotel bar and the interviews were two-thirds through by eight thirty in the
nor ni ng.

The barber was a conpetent old guy who had probably been cutting the sane
style for close to fifty years. He went for what the military would have
called a whitewall. He left an inch and a half on the top and used his
clippers to shave the bottom and the sides up towards it. Then he flipped the
clippers over and squared off the sideburns and cl eaned the fuzz off the neck
It was a style Reacher was famliar with. He had worn it nmost of his life,
except for periods when he had been too lazy to care,



and a couple of six-nonth stretches when he had favoured an all-over
nunber - one buzz cut.

The barber did the thing with the hand mrror, to show Reacher the back.

' Happy?' he asked.

Reacher nodded. It | ooked OK, except that there was a half inch margin al
round where his skin was dead white. He had had longer hair in Mam and the
tan hadn't penetrated. The barber brushed the clippings off his collar and
renoved the towel. Reacher gave himhis seven bucks and tipped hima dollar
Then he wal ked round the bl ock. Nobody foll owed him He unl ocked his room and
washed his face and shaved under his sideburns again. There was a new

hal f-i nch of stubble there. The barber's clippers had been a little blunt.

The Metropole interviews were finished by nine twenty and they gave Emerson
absolutely nothing at all. The night porter swore blind that he knew not hi ng
about the girl. There were only el even guests and none of them was prom sing.
Emer son was an experienced and tal ented detective and he knew t hat people
sonmetines tell the truth. And he knew that accepting the truth was as

i mportant a part of a detective's professional arsenal as rejecting lies. So
he conferred with Donna Bi anca and together they concluded they had just

wast ed the best part of three hours on a faulty hunch. Then a guy named Gary
called, fromthe auto parts store.

Gary had got to work at eight and had found hinself really short-staffed.
There was still no sign of Jeb Aiver and Sandy didn't show, either. At first
he had been annoyed. He had called her apartnment and got no reply. On her way,
he had assumed. Late. But she never showed. Thereafter he called every thirty
m nutes. By nine thirty the annoyance had given way to worry and he started

t hi nki ng about auto wrecks. So he called the cops for information. The desk
guy told himthere had been no traffic accidents that norning. Then there was
a pregnant pause and the desk guy seemed to consider another possibility and
asked for a nanme and a description. Gary said Al exandra Dupree, known as
Sandy, nineteen years old, white, petite,



green and red. Ten seconds after that Gary was speaking to a detective called
Emerson on a cell phone.

Gary agreed to close the store for the day and Enerson sent a patrol car to
pick himup. First stop was the norgue. Gary identified the body and was white
and badly shaken when he arrived in Emerson's office. Donna Bianca cal med him
down and Enerson watched himcarefully. Statistics show that wonen get killed
by husbands, boyfriends, brothers, enployers, and workmates, in descending
order of likelihood, well before passing strangers show up on the |ist of
possi bl e suspects. And sonetines a boyfriend and a workmate can be the sane
guy. But Enerson knew that Gary was in the clear. He was too shaken. No way
could a person fake that kind of sudden shock and surprise over sonething he
had al ready known about for eight or ten hours.

So Enerson started in, gently, with all the usual cop questions. Last tinme you
saw her? Know anyt hi ng about her private |ife? Fam |y? Boyfriends?

Ex- boyfriends? Wird phone calls? Did she have any eneni es? Probl ens? Mney
troubl es?

And then, inevitably: Anything unusual over the |ast couple of days?

And so by ten fifteen Emerson knew all about the stranger who had conme to the
store the day before. Very tall, heavily built, tan, aggressive, demanding,
wearing olive green pants and an olive green flannel shirt. He had spent two
nmysterious sessions with Sandy in the back office, and had borrowed her car
and had dermanded Jeb Aiver's address wi th nenaces, and Jeb Qdiver was

m ssi ng, too.

Emerson left Gary with Donna Bianca and went out to the corridor and used his
cell tocall Alex Rodin in his office.

"Your lucky day,' he said. W've got a nineteen-year-old femal e honicide
victim Soneone broke her neck.'

' How does that make me | ucky?

"Her | ast unexpl ai ned contact was yesterday, at her place of work, with a guy
that sounds a whole lot |ike our pal Jack Reacher.'

'Real | y?'



"W got a pretty good description fromher boss. And her neck was busted by a
single blowto the side of the head, which ain't easy unless you're built Iike
Reacher is.' 'Wo was the girl?

"A redhead fromthe auto parts store out towards the highway. There's also a
boy mssing fromthe same store.' 'Were did this thing happen?

'Qutside the Metropol e Pal ace Hotel.'

"I's that where Reacher is staying?

"Not according to the register.’

'"So is he a suspect or not?

"Right now he | ooks pretty damm good for it.

'So when are you going to bring

himin?
"As soon as | find him'
"I"Il call Helen,' Alex Rodin said. 'She'll know where he is.'

Rodin lied to his daughter. He told her that Bellantonio needed to see Reacher
to correct a possible m sunderstandi ng about part of the prosecution's

evi dence. 'What part?' Hel en asked.

"Just somet hing they di scussed. Probably nothing inportant, but |I'm playing
this very cautiously. Don't want to hand you grounds for an appeal.' The
traffic cone, Hel en thought.

'"He's on his way to the airport,' she said. 'Wy?

"To say hello to Eileen Hutton.'

' They know each ot her ?'

" Apparently.'

"That's unethical .’

' To know each ot her?

"To influence her testinony.'

"I"msure he won't do that'

"Waen will he be back?

"After lunch, | think.'

"OK," Rodin said. '"It'Il keep.'

But it didn't keep, of course. Enerson left for the airport i mediately. He
had met Reacher twi ce face to face and coul d



pi ck himout of a crowd. Donna Bianca went with him They went in together
through a restricted area and found a security office that | ooked out over the
whol e arrivals hall through one-way gl ass. They scanned the waiting faces
carefully. No sign of Reacher. Not here yet. So they settled down to wait.



NI NE

REACHER DIDN' T GO TO THE Al RPORT. HE KNEW BETTER. SENIOR military personne
spend a lot of tine flying small aircraft, either fixed wing or rotary, and
they don't like it. Qutside of conbat nore military personnel die in plane
crashes than from any ot her single cause. Therefore given a choice a smart

bri gadi er general like Eileen Hutton wouldn't ride a puddle junmper down from

I ndi anapolis. She woul d be happy enough with a big jet out of Washi ngton
National, but she wouldn't contenplate a twin-prop for the final Ieg of her
journey. No way. She would rent a car instead.

So Reacher wal ked south and east to the library. Asked the subdued woman at

t he desk where the Yell ow Pages were stored. He went where she pointed and
haul ed the book out onto a table. Opened it to Hfor Hotels. Started | ooking.
Al most certainly sone JAG Corps office grunt had done the equivalent thing the
previ ous day, but renotely, probably on-line. Hutton would have told himto
book her a room He woul d have been anxi ous to please, so he would have turned
first to the street map and found the courthouse and the road in fromthe
north. Then he woul d have chosen a decent place convenient for both. Somewhere
wi th parking, for the rental car. Probably a



chain, with an established government rate accessi ble by a code nunber.

The Marriott Suites, Reacher thought. That's where she'll be headed. Of the
hi ghway, south towards town, an obvious left turn east, and there it was,

t hree bl ocks north of the courthouse, an easy wal k, breakfast included. The

of fice grunt had probably printed out driving directions fromthe Internet and
clipped themto her itinerary. Anxious to please. Hutton had that effect on
people. He nmenorized the Marriott's nunber and put the book away. Then he

wal ked out to the | obby and dialled the pay phone. 'I want to confirma
reservation,' he said.

' Name?'

"Hutton.'

"Yes, we've got that. Tonight only, a suite.'

' Thank you,' Reacher said, and put the phone down.

She woul d take an early flight out of D.C. After two decades in uniformshe
woul d be up at five, in a cab at six, boarding at seven. She would be in

I ndi anapolis by nine, latest. Qut of the Hertz lot by nine thirty. It was a
two and a half hour drive. She would arrive at noon. In about an hour. He
st epped out of the | obby and | ooped through the plaza and headed north and
east through a thin crowd of people, past the far side of the recruiting

of fice, past the back of the courthouse. He found the Marriott easily enough
and took a corner table in its coffee shop and settled down to wait.

Hel en Rodin called Rosemary Barr at work. She wasn't there. The recepti oni st
sounded a little enbarrassed about it. So Helen tried Rosemary's hone numnber,

and got her after the second ring. 'Did they let you go?' she asked
"Unpaid | eave,' Rosemary said. 'l volunteered for it. Everyone was acting
awkwar d around ne.'

"That's awful .’

"It's human nature. | need to make a plan. | mght have to nove.'

"I need a list of your brother's friends,' Hel en said.
'He doesn't have any. The true test of friendship is adversity,



isn'"t it? And nobody's visited him Nobody's even tried. Nobody's called nme to

ask how he is.' 'I meant before,' Helen said. 'I need to know who he saw, who
he hung out with, who knew himwell. Especially anyone new." 'There wasn't
anyone new,' Rosemary said. 'Not that |'maware of." 'Are you sure?

"Pretty sure.'

"What about ol d?

' Have you got a big piece of paper?
"I"ve got a whole yellow pad.’

"Well, you aren't going to need it. A matchbook cover would do it. Janes is a
very self-sufficient person.' 'He nust have buddies.'

"A couple, | guess,' Rosemary said. 'There's a guy called Mke fromthe

nei ghbour hood. They tal k about |awns and basebal |, you know, guy stuff.’

M ke, Helen wote. CGuy stuff. 'Anyone el se?
There was a | ong pause.

' Sonmeone called Charlie,' Rosemary said.
"Tell me about Charlie,' Helen said.

"I don't know rmuch about him | never really met him' 'How | ong has Janes
known hi n®'

Tears.'

"Including the time you lived there?

'He never cane around when | was in. | only ever saw himonce. He was | eaving
as | was coming in. | said, who was that? Janes said, that was Charlie, |ike
he was an old pal.' "Wat does he | ook |ike?

'"He's small. He's got weird hair. Like a black toilet brush.' 'Is he |ocal?
"l guess so.'

"What was their point of contact?
Anot her | ong pause.
'@Quns,' Rosemary said. 'They shared an interest' Charlie, Helen wote. Quns.

Donna Bi anca spent sone time on her cell phone and napped out the flight
schedul es between D.C. and | ndi anapolis. She



knew t he onward connecting flights then left on the hour and took thirty-five
m nutes. She figured a person with a courthouse appoi ntment at four o'clock
wouldn't aimto arrive on anything later than the two thirty-five. \Wich neant
| eavi ng I ndi anapolis at two, which nmeant getting in there at about one thirty,
latest, to allow for the wal k between gates. \Wich nmeant | eaving Washi ngton
National at eleven thirty or twelve, latest. Which wasn't possible. The |ast
direct flight fromNational to Indianapolis was at nine thirty. There was a
norni ng cluster and an evening cluster. Nothing in between.

"She'll cone in on the twelve thirty-five,' she said.
Emer son checked his watch. Quarter to twelve
Whi ch neans Reacher will be here soon,' he said.

At ten to twelve a courier arrived at Helen Rodin's building with six |arge
cardboard cartons containing the defence's copies of the prosecution's

evi dence. The discovery process, mandated by the rul es of due process. By the
Bill of Rights, as interpreted. The courier called fromthe | obby and Hel en
told himto cone on up. He had to make two trips with his hand cart. He
stacked the boxes in the enpty secretarial pen. Helen signed for them and he
left. Then she opened them There was a nass of paperwork and dozens of

phot ographs. And el even new VHS cassettes. They had | abels with nunbers neatly
printed on themthat referred to a notarized sheet that described them as
faithful and conpl ete copies of the parking garage's security tapes, made by
an i ndependent third-party contractor. Helen took themall out and stacked

t hem separately. She would have to take them hone and use her own VCR to | ook
at them She didn't have a VCRin the office. O a television set.

There was a television set in the Marriott's coffee shop. It was nounted high
in the corner, on a black articul ated bracket bolted to the wall. The sound
was of f. Reacher watched an advertisement that featured a young woman in a
filmy sumer dress ronping through a field of wild flowers. He wasn't sure
what product was being advertised. The dress, nmaybe, or make-up, or shampoo,
or allergy medicine. Then a news banner popped up. Noon Report. Reacher
checked his watch. Twel ve



exactly. He glanced towards the reception desk in the | obby. He had a clear
view. No sign of Hutton. Not yet. So he glanced back at the television. Ann
Yanni was on. She seened to be live on |ocation, downtown, out on the street.
In front of the Metropole Palace Hotel. She talked silently but earnestly for
a nonent and then the picture cut to tape of dawn twilight. An alley. Police
barriers. A shapeless formunder a white sheet. Then the picture cut again. To
a driver's licence photograph. Pale skin. Geen eyes. Red hair. Just under the
chin a caption was superinposed: Al exandra Dupree.

Al exandra. Sandy.

Now t hey' ve gone too far, Reacher thought.

He shivered.

Way too far.

He stared at the screen. Sandy's face was still there. Then the picture cut
again, back to tape of the early hours, to a head-and shoul ders shot of
Emerson. A recorded interview Yanni had her m crophone shoved up under
Emerson' s nose. He was tal king. Yanni pulled the mcrophone back and asked a
guestion. Emerson tal ked sonme nore. His eyes were flat and enpty and tired and
hooded agai nst the bright light on the camera. Even without the sound Reacher
knew what he was saying. He was promising a full and conplete investigation
W'l get this guy, he was saying.

"I saw you fromthe desk,' a voice said.

Then it said, '"And | thought to nyself, don't | know that guy?

Reacher | ooked away fromthe TV.

Eil een Hutton was standing right there in front of him

Her hair was shorter. She had no tan. There were fine |ines around her eyes.
But ot herwi se she | ooked just the same as she had fourteen years ago. And j ust
as good. Medium height, slim poised. Gooned. Fragrant. Femi nine as hell. She
hadn't put on a pound. She was wearing civvies. Khaki chino pants, a white "I
a blue oxford shirt open over it. Penny |oafers, no socks, no make-up, no
jewel lery.

No weddi ng band.

' Renenber nme?' she said.

Reacher nodded.



"Hello, Hutton,' he said. 'l renenmber you. O course | do. And it's good to

see you again.' She had a purse and a key card in her hand. Arolling
carry-on with a long handle at her feet. 'It's good to see you again too,"'
she said. 'But please tell ne it's a coincidence that you re here. Please tel
me that.' Fenminine as hell, except she was still a woman in a man's worl d,
and you could still see the steel if you knew where to | ook. Wich was into
her eyes. They ran like a stock ticker, warm warm welcome, welconme, with a
periodic bright flash: Mess with me and I'll rip your lungs out. 'Sit down,'
Reacher said. 'Let's have lunch.'

" Lunch?

"It's what people do at lunch tine.'
" You were expecting ne. You've been waiting for ne.
Reacher nodded. d anced back up at the TV set. Sandy's driver's licence

pi cture was on the screen again. Hutton followed his gaze. 'Is that the dead
girl?" she asked. 'l heard it on the radio, driving down. Sounds |like a person
shoul d get conbat pay, coming here.' 'Wat did the radio say? There's no

sound in here.'
"Homicide. Late last night. Local girl got her neck broken. A single blowto

the right tenple. In an alley outside a hotel. Not this one, | hope.' 'No,'
Reacher said. 'It wasn't this one.'
"Brutal .’

"l guess it was.'

Eil een Hutton sat down at the table. Not across fromhim In the chair next to
him Just |ike Sandy, at the sports bar. 'You |look great,' he said. 'You
really do.'

She sai d not hi ng.

'"It's good to see you,' he said again.

'Li kewi se,' she said.

"No, | nmean it.’
"I mean it too. Believe nme, if we were at sone Beltway cocktail party | would
be getting all misty and nostalgic with the best of them | might still, as

soon as | find out you're not here for the reason | think you're here.'



What reason woul d that be?'

'To keep your promse.'

"You renenber that?

"OfF course | do. You tal ked about it all one night'

"And you're here because the Departnment of the Arnmy got a subpoena.'’
Hutt on nodded. ' From some idiot prosecutor.'’

"Rodi n,' Reacher said.

"That's the guy.'

"My fault,' Reacher said.

"Christ,' Hutton said. What did you tell hin®

"Not hi ng,' Reacher said. 'l didn't tell himanything. But he told ne
somet hing. He told ne ny nane was on the defence's witness list.' 'The
defence list?

Reacher nodded. 'That surprised ne, obviously. So | was confused. So | asked

himif ny name had cone from sone old Pentagon file.' 'Not in this lifetine,'
Hutton said.

"As | found out,' Reacher said. 'But still, |I had said the magic words. | had
nmenti oned the Pentagon. The type of guy he is, | knew he would go fi shing.
He's very insecure. He likes his cases arnmour-plated. So |I'msorry.' 'You
should be. | get to spend two days in the back of beyond and | get to perjure
nmysel f fromhere to breakfast tine." 'You don't need to do that. You can

claimnational security.'’

Hutt on shook her head. 'We tal ked about it, |ong and hard. W decided to stay
away from anything that draws attention. That Pal estinian thing was very thin.
If that unravels, everything unravels. So |I'mhere to swear blind that Janes
Barr was d Joe.' 'You OK with that?

"You know the army. None of us is a virgin any nore. It's about the m ssion,
and the missionis to keep alid on the KC thing.' Wy did they del egate
you?'

"Two birds with one stone. No good to themto send soneone el se and still have
me out there knowing the truth. This way, | can't talk about it ever again,
anywhere. Not w thout



ef fectively confessing to perjury one time in Indiana. They' re not dunb.'’
"I"msurprised they still care. It's practically ancient history.' 'How |long
have you been out?

' Seven years.'

"And clearly you don't have a subscription to the Arny Tinmes' 'Wat?

'"Or maybe you never knew.'

' Never knew what ?

"Where it went back then, up the chain of command.' 'Division, | supposed.
But maybe not all the way to the top.' 'It stopped on a certain colonel's
desk. He was the one who nixed it.' 'And?

'"Hi s nane was Petersen.'

" And?'

' Col onel Petersen is now Lieutenant Ceneral Petersen. Three stars.
Congressional |iaison. About to get his fourth star. About to be named Vice

Chief of Staff of the Army.' That could conplicate things, Reacher thought.

' Enbarrassing,' he said.

'You bet your ass enbarrassing,' Hutton said. 'So believe ne, this is one lid
that is going to stay on. You need to bear that in mnd. Watever you want to
do about your prom se, you can't talk about what happened. Any nore than |

can. They would find a way to get to you.' 'Neither of us needs to tal k about
it. It's a done deal." 'I'mvery glad to hear it'

"1 think.'

"You thi nk?

Ask me how they really got ny nane.’

How did they really get your name?

From Janmes Barr hinself.'

"I don't believe it.'

"I didn't believe it either. But | do now' 'Wy?

"W shoul d have lunch. W really need to talk. Because | think there's someone
el se out there who knows.'



Emerson and Bianca called it quits at twelve fifty. Reacher never showed. The
feeder flight came in on time. Nobody who could have been a femal e brigadier
general fromthe Pentagon got off. They waited until the arrivals hall enptied
out and went quiet. Then they got in their car and drove back to town.

Reacher and Hutton had lunch. A waitress cane over, happy to get sone business
out of her corner table at |last. The nmenu was coffee-shop basic. Reacher
ordered a grilled cheese sandwi ch and coffee. Hutton went wi th chi cken Caesar
and tea. They ate and tal ked. Reacher ran through the details of the case.
Then he ran through his theory. The perverse choice of |ocation, the presuned
coercion. He told Hutton about N ebuhr's theory of the new and persuasive
friend. Told her that Barr clainmed he had no new friends, and very few old
ones.

'"Can't be a new friend anyway,' Hutton said. 'Because this is a multi-Iayered
set-up. There's the contenporaneous evidence, and the historical parallels.
Second | evel of a parking garage fourteen years ago in KC, second |evel of a
par ki ng garage here and now. Virtually the sane rifle. Boat tail sniper

amuni tion. And the desert boots. | never saw them before Desert Shield.
They' re suggestive. Woever scripted this for himknew all about his past.
Which neans it isn't a newfriend. It can't be. It would take years and years
before Barr would feel l|ike sharing anything about KC.'

Reacher nodded. 'But obviously he did, eventually. Wich is why | said there's
soneone el se out there who knows.'

"W need to find that person,' Hutton said. 'The missionis to keep the lid on

this thing.'
"Not my mission. | don't care if this Petersen guy gets his fourth star.'
"But you do care that a quarter-mllion veterans don't get their reputations

trashed. The scandal would taint all of them And they were good people.’
Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"It's easy enough,' Hutton said. 'If Janes Barr doesn't have many friends, you
don't have a very big pool to search through. One of themhas to be the guy.'



Reacher sai d not hi ng.

Two birds with one stone,' Hutton said. 'You get to the puppet naster and the
arnmy gets to relax.' 'So why doesn't the arny do it for ne?

"W can't afford to draw attention.'

"I"ve got operational problens,' Reacher said.

No jurisdiction?

"Wrse than that. |I'm about to get arrested.’
' For what ?'

"For killing that girl behind the hotel .’

' What ?'

' The puppet naster doesn't like me being here. He already tried sonething on
Monday night, with that same girl as bait. So | went to see her yesterday,
twice. And now they killed her and I'msure |I'm her |ast unexpl ai ned contact.'
' Have you got an alibi?

' Depends on the exact timing, but probably not. |I'msure the cops are already
| ooking for nme.' 'Problem' Hutton said.

"Only tenmporary,' Reacher said. 'Science is on ny side. If her neck was broken
by a single blowto her right tenple, then her head rotated a little,
count ercl ockwi se, which nmeans the punch was thrown by a left-hander. And I'm
right-handed. If | had hit her in the right tenple I would have knocked her

out for sure, but | wouldn't have broken her neck. | would have had to do that
separately, afterwards.' 'You sure?

Reacher nodded. 'I| used to do this stuff for a living, renenber.' 'But will
they believe you? O will they figure you' re big enough to have done it wth
your weak hand?' 'I'mnot going to risk finding out

You're going to run?

"No, I'mgoing to stick around. But |I'mgoing to have to stay out of their
way. Which will slow ne down sonme. Alot, in fact. Wiich is why | said |'ve
got operational problens.' 'Can | hel p?

Reacher smi | ed.
'"It's good to see you, Hutton,' he said. "It really is.'



' How can | hel p?

"My guess is there'll be a cop called Enerson waiting for you after you're
done with your deposition. He'll ask you about ne. Just play dunb. Just say |
never showed up, you didn't see ne, you don't know where | am all that kind
of stuff.' She was quiet for a spell

"You're upset,' she said. 'l can tell.’

He nodded. Rubbed his face, |ike he was washi ng wi thout water

"l don't care nmuch about Janes Barr,' he said. 'If soneone wanted to set him

up so he took the punishnment he shoul d have taken fourteen years ago, that was
K with me. But this thing with the girl is different. It's way out of I|ine.
She was just a sweet dunb kid. She nmeant no harm' Hutton was quiet for a
nmonent | onger.

"Are you sure about the threat to Barr's sister? she asked.

"I don't see any other |everage.'

"But there's no sign of a threat. As a prosecutor | couldn't see entering it

as a separate charge.' Wy else would Barr have done what he did?
Hutton didn't answer.

"WIl | see you later?' she asked.

"I"ve got a roomnot far away,' he said. 'I'll be around.’

"OK," she said.

"Unless I'malready in jail.'

The waitress came back and they ordered dessert. Reacher asked for nore coffee
and Hutton got nore tea. They kept on tal king. Random subjects, random
guestions. They had fourteen years to catch up on

Hel en Rodi n searched through the six cartons of evidence and found a crisp
phot ocopy of a sheet of paper that had been found next to James Barr's

tel ephone. It was as close as he had got to a personal phone book. It had
three nunmbers on it, witten in neat and careful handwiting. Two were for his
sister Rosemary, one at her condo and the other at work. The third nunber was
for Mke. The nei ghbourhood guy. Nothing for anyone called Charlie. Helen
dialled Mke's number. It rang six tines and cut to an



answering machine. She left her office number and asked for a return call on a
matter of great inportance.

Emerson spent an hour with a sketch artist and came up with a pretty good

i keness of Jack Reacher's face. The drawi ng was then scanned into a conputer
and colourized. Dirty-blond hair, ice blue eyes, nediumto-dark tan. Emerson
then typed the nane, and estimated the height at six-five, the weight at
two-fifty, the age between thirty-five and forty-five. He put the police
department's phone nunber on the bottomline. Then he e-mailed it all over the
pl ace and set the printer to churn out two hundred col our copies. He told
every prow car driver to take a sheaf and give one to every hotel clerk and
barman in town. Then he added: every restaurant, diner, |unch counter and
sandwi ch shop, too.

Janes Barr's friend Mke called Helen Rodin back at three o'clock in the

aft ernoon. She asked for his address and got himto agree to a face-to-face
interview. He said he was home for the rest of the day. So she called a cab
and headed out. Mke lived on James Barr's street, twenty minutes from
downtown. Barr's house was visible fromMke's front yard. Both houses were
simlar. Al the houses on the street were simlar. They were 1950s ranches,
long and | ow. Hel en guessed they had all started out identical. But a

hal f-century's worth of adding on and reroofing and re-siding and ongoi ng

| andscapi ng had nmade them di verge in appearance. Sone | ooked upmarket and somne

still |ooked basic. Barr's place | ooked worn. Mke's place | ooked mani cur ed.
M ke hinself was a tired fifty-sonething who worked the nmorning shift at a
pai nt whol esaler. His wife arrived hone while Helen was still introducing

herself. She was also a tired fifty something. Her nane was Tanmmy, which
didn't suit her. She was a part-tine dental nurse. She worked two nornings a
week for a downtown dentist. She ushered Helen and Mke into the living room
and then went away to make coffee. Helen and M ke sat down and started out
with an awkward initial silence that |asted minutes.

"So what can | tell you?" M ke asked, eventually.



"You were M Barr's friend,' Helen said.

M ke gl anced at the living roomdoor. It was open.

"Just a nei ghbour,' he said.

'"His sister called you a friend.'

"W were neighbourly. Some folks mght call that friendly." 'Did you spend
time toget her?'

"W would chat a little if he wal ked by with his dog."'

' About what kind of thing?

"Qur yards,' Mke said. 'If he was decorating he would ask nme about paint. |
asked himwho fixed his driveway. Things like that.' 'Baseball ?

M ke nodded. W woul d tal k about that."’

Tammy came in with three cups of coffee on a tray. There was cream and sugar
and a small plate of cookies with them and three paper napkins. She put the
tray on a |low table and sat down next to her husband. 'Help yourself,' she
sai d.

" Thank you,' Helen said. 'Thank you very rmuch.'

They all served thenselves and there was silence in the room Wre you ever
in M Barr's house? Helen asked.

M ke gl anced at his wife.

"Once or tw ce,' he said.

'They weren't friends,' Tamy said.

Was it a surprise? Helen asked. 'That he did what he did?" 'Yes,' Tamy
said. "It was.'

'"So you don't need to feel bad about mixing with himbefore. It wasn't
somet hi ng that anyone coul d have predicted. These things are always a

surprise. Neighbours never know.' You're trying to get himoff.'
"Actually I'"'mnot,' Helen said. '"But there's a new theory that he didn't act
alone. I"'mjust trying to make sure that the other man gets puni shed too.'

"It wasn't Mke," Tamy said.

"I don't think it was,' Helen said. 'Really. Not for a nonment. Not now that
I'"ve met him But whoever the other man is, you or Mke m ght know himor have
heard about himor even seen himconing and going.'



"Barr didn't really have friends,' M ke said.

' Nobody?'

'"Not that he spoke about to ne. He lived with his sister until she noved out.
| guess that was enough for him' 'Does the name Charlie mean anything to
you?'

M ke just shook his head.

"What did M Barr do when he had a job?

"I don't know,' Mke said. 'He hasn't worked for years.'
"I"ve seen a nman over there,' Tanmy said.

' When?

"Now and then. Cccasionally. He cones and goes. All times of the day and
night, like a friend would.' 'For how | ong?'

'Ever since we noved here. | spend nore tine at hone than M ke does. So |
notice nore.' '\Wen was the last tinme you saw this man?

'Last week, | think. A couple of tines.'

" Friday?

'No, earlier. Tuesday and Wednesday, maybe.'

"What does he | ook |ike?

"He's small. He's got funny hair. Black, like hog bristles.'
Charlie, Helen thought.

Ei |l een Hutton wal ked three fast bl ocks south fromthe Marriott and arrived at
the courthouse at one mnute to four exactly. Alex Rodin's secretary came down
to escort her up to the third floor. Depositions were taken in a |arge

conf erence room because nost w tnesses brought their own | awers and court
reporters with them But Hutton was on her own. She sat down al one on one | ong
side of a large table and smiled as a m crophone was placed in front of her
and a video canera was focused on her face. Then Rodin cane in and introduced
hi nsel f. He brought a small teamw th him An assistant, his secretary, a
court reporter with her machine. 'Wuld you state your full nane and title
for the record?" he asked. Hutton | ooked at the canera.

"Eileen Ann Hutton,' she said. 'Brigadier General, Judge Advocate General's
Corps, United States Arny.'



"I hope this won't take long,' Rodin said.

"It won't,' Hutton said.

And it didn't. Rodin was trawmling in a sea he hadn't charted. He was like a
man in a darkened room All he could do was dart around randomy and hope he
bunped into somet hing. After six questions he realized he was never going to.
He asked, 'How would you characterize Janes Barr's mlitary service?

' Exenpl ary wi t hout being exceptional,' Hutton said.

He asked, 'Was he ever in trouble?

"Not to my know edge,' Hutton said.

He asked, 'Did he ever commit a crine?

"Not to my know edge,' Hutton said.

He asked, 'Are you aware of recent events in this city?

"Yes, | am' Hutton said.

He asked, 'Is there anything in James Barr's past that mght shed light on the
i kelihood or otherwi se of his having been involved in those events? 'Not to
nmy know edge,' Hutton said.

Finally he asked, 'Is there any reason why the Pentagon m ght be nore aware of
James Barr than any other veteran?' 'Not to nmy know edge,' Hutton said.

So at that point Al ex Rodin gave up.
'"OK,' he said. 'Thank you, General Hutton.'

Hel en Rodin wal ked thirty yards and stood on the street for a nonent outside
James Barr's house. It had police tape across the entryway and a pl ywood sheet
nail ed over the broken front door. It |ooked forlorn and enpty. There was
nothing to see. So she used her cell phone to call a cab and had it take her
to the county hospital. It was after four o' clock in the afternoon when she
arrived and the sun was in the west. It lit up the white concrete building
wi th pal e shades of orange and pink. She rode up to the sixth floor and
signed in with the Board of Corrections and found the tired thirty-year-old
doctor and asked hi m about Janmes Barr's condition. The doctor didn't really
answer. He wasn't very interested in Janes Barr's condition. That was clear
So Hel en just wal ked past himand opened Barr's door.



Barr was awake. He was still handcuffed to the cot. H's head was stil

cl anped. Hi s eyes were open and he was staring at the ceiling. H s breathing
was | ow and sl ow and the heart nonitor was beeping | ess than once a second.
Hs arns were trenmbling slightly and his handcuffs were rattling against the
bed franme. Quiet, dull, nmetallic sounds. 'Wuo's there?" he said.

Hel en stepped close and | eaned into his field of view 'Are they |ooking
after you?' she asked.

"I have no conplaints,' he said.

"Tell me about your friend Charlie.'

"I's he here?

"No, he's not here.’

'Did M ke cone?

"I don't think they allow visitors. Just |lawers and famly.' Barr said
not hi ng.

"Are those your only friends? Helen said. 'Mke and Charlie? 'l guess,'
Barr said. 'And Mke's nore of a neighbour.' 'Wat about Jeb diver?

' Vho?'

'"He works at the auto parts store.'’
"I don't know him'
"Are you sure?

Barr's eyes moved and his lips pursed, like a man searching his menory, trying
to be hel pful, desperate for approval. 'I'msorry,' he said. '|I never heard
of him'

'Do you use drugs?

"No,' Barr said. 'Never. | wouldn't do that.' He was quiet for a beat. 'Truth
is 1 don't really do nuch of anything. | just live. That's why this whole
thi ng nakes no sense to nme. | spent fourteen years in the world. Why woul d |
throwit all away now?' 'Tell ne about Charlie,' Helen said.

"W hang out,' Barr said. W do stuff.’

'"Wth guns?'

"Alittle bit.'

Wiere does Charlie live?

"I don't know.'

' How | ong have you been friends?
Five years. Maybe six.'



"And you don't know where he |ives?

'He never told ne.'

'"He's been to your place.’

' 5p?"

"You never went to his place?

He came to mine instead.’

Do you have his phone nunber?

He just shows up, here and there, now and then.' 'Are you close?

C ose enough.’

How cl ose exactly?'

We get along.'

"Well enough to tell himwhat happened fourteen years ago? Barr didn't
answer. Just closed his eyes. 'Did you tell hin®

Barr sai d not hi ng.

"I think you told him' Hel en said.

Barr didn't confirmor deny it.

"I"msurprised that a man doesn't know where his friend lives. Especially a
friend as close as | think Charlie is." 'l didn't push it,' Barr said. '|I was
lucky to have a friend at all. | didn't want to ruin it with questions.’

Eileen Hutton got up from Al ex Rodin's deposition table and shook hands al
round. Then she stepped out to the corridor and cane face to face with a guy
she assumed was the cop call ed Ererson. The one Reacher had warned her about.
He confirmed it by handing her a card with his nane on it. 'Can we talk? he
asked.

" About what?' she asked back

' About Jack Reacher,' Enmerson said.

"What about hi n®?

"You know him am | right?

"I knew himfourteen years ago.'

"When did you | ast see hin®

"Fourteen years ago,' she said. 'W were in Kuwait together. Then he shipped
out somewhere. O | did. | can't renmenber.' 'You didn't see himtoday?
"He's in Indiana?



"He's in town. Right here, right now' 'Small world.' 'How did you get here?

"I flewinto Indianapolis and rented a car.' 'Staying overnight?" 'Do | have a
choi ce?" 'Were?' 'The Marriott.' 'Reacher killed a girl last night.' 'Are
you sure?' 'He's our only suspect' 'That would be very unlike him' 'Call ne

if you see him The station house nunber is on nmy card. And ny direct
extension. And ny cell phone.' 'Wiy would | see hin®?' 'Like you said, it's a
smal | world.'

A police black-and-white craw ed north through the building rush hour traffic.
Past the gun store. Past the barbershop. Any Style $7. Then it eased right and
turned into the notor court. The cop in the passenger seat got out and wal ked
to the office. Gave the clerk a flyer. Laid it flat on the counter and
swivelled it round and slid it across. 'Call us if this guy shows up, OK?'

t he cop said.

"He's already here,' the clerk said. '"But his name's Heffner, not Reacher.

put himin roomeight, last night.' The cop stood still. '"Is he in there
now?'

"I don't know. He's come and gone a few tines.'

'How | ong di d he book for?

'"He paid one night. But he didn't give the key back yet.'

'"So he's planning to be here again tonight

"l guess.'

"Unl ess he's already here.’

"Unless,' the clerk said.

The cop stepped back to the office door. Signalled his partner. H s partner
shut the notor down and | ocked the car and wal ked over. 'Room eight, false
nane,' the first cop said.

"In there now?' his partner asked.



W don't know.'

"So let's find out

They took the clerk with them They nade himstand well back. They drew their
weapons and knocked on room eight's door. No response.

They knocked agai n.

No response.

'CGot a naster key?' the first cop asked

The clerk handed hima key. The cop put it in the | ock, gently, one-handed.
Turned it slowWy. Opened the door a half inch and paused and then smashed it
all the way open and stepped inside. His partner stepped in right behind him
Their guns traced left and right and up and down, fast and random and tense.
The room was enpty.

Nothing in there at all, except a forlorn little sequence of bathroomitens
lined up on a shelf above the sink. A new pack of throwaway razors, open, one
used. A new can of shaving foam wth dried bubbles round the nozzle. A new
tube of toothpaste, tw ce squeezed. 'This guy travels light,' the first cop
sai d.

"But he hasn't checked out,' his partner said. 'That's for sure. \Which neans
he's com ng back.'



TEN

REACHER WAS FALLI NG ASLEEP ON THE BED I N ROOM 310 AT THE Marriott Suites. He
was on his back, like a dead man. He and Hutton had tal ked so long in the

cof fee shop that she had al nost been | ate for her appointment. She had checked
her watch at five to four and had thrust her key card at him and asked himto
dunp her bag in her room Then she had run straight out to the street. He
guessed he was supposed to | eave her card at the desk afterwards. But he
didn't. He didn't have anywhere he needed to be. Not right then. So he just
parked the bag and stayed inside.

He wasn't crazy about room 310, all things considered. It was on the third
floor, which made the window a difficult escape route. Room ei ght at the notor
court had been better. Mich better. Gound floor, a tangled old nei ghbourhood,
it gave a guy a sporting chance. Open the wi ndow, step out, look for an alley,
or a door, or another w ndow. That was good. This was bad. He was three floors
up. Along clinmb. And he wasn't even sure if the Marriott's w ndows opened at
all. Maybe they didn't. Maybe the main office |l awers had been worried about
l[iability. Maybe they had foreseen a steady deluge of infants raining down on
the parking ot blacktop. O maybe it was a question of



econom es of scale. Maybe the cost of hinges and handl es outweighed a little
extra on the air conditioning bill. Watever, it wasn't a great roomto be in.
Not by any neasure. Not for the long term But it was OK for the short term
So he closed his eyes and drifted away. Sl eep when you can, because you never
know when you're going to sleep again. That was the old arny rule.

Emerson's plan was pretty straightforward. He put Donna Bianca in room seven.
Told the two patrolnen to stash their car three streets away and wal k back and
wait in roomnine. He put a car two streets behind the motor court, and

anot her four blocks north, where the auto dealers were, and another two bl ocks
south. He told the clerk to stay awake and watch through the wi ndow and cal

Bi anca in room seven as soon as he saw the guy he knew as Heffner wal king in.

Eil een Hutton got back to the Marriott at four thirty. There was no key card
waiting for her at the desk. No nessage. So she went up in the elevator and
followed the arrows to room 310 and knocked on the door. There was a short
pause and then the door opened and Reacher let her in. 'How s ny roon? she
asked.

"The bed's confortable,' he said.

"I"msupposed to call Enerson if | see you,' she said.

'"Are you going to?

" No.

"Perjury and harbouring a fugitive,' he said. '"All in one day.'

She dug in her purse and cane out with Enerson's card. “You're their only
suspect. He gave ne three separate phone nunbers. They sound pretty serious.'
He took the card fromher. Put it in his back pocket, with the cocktail napkin
that had Helen Rodin's cell nunber on it. He was turning into a wal ki ng phone
book. 'How was the thing with Rodi n?' he asked.

"Straightforward,' she said.

He said nothing. She nmoved around, checking the suite. Bathroom bedroom
living room kitchenette. She took her bag and stood it neatly against a wall.



"Want to stay?' she said.

He shook hi s head.

"I can't,' he said.

"OK,' she said.

"But | could cone back later, if you like.'
She paused a beat.

'"OK,' she said. 'Come back later.'

Al ex Rodin stepped back into his office and cl osed the door and call ed

Ener son.

' Have you got himyet?' he asked

"Just a matter of tine,' Enerson said. 'We're looking for himall over. And
we're watching his room He's at the old motor court. Under a fal se nane.'

"That's interesting,' Rodin said. 'It means he m ght have used a fal se nane at
t he Metropole too.'

"I"ll check,' Enerson said. 'I'll show the clerk the picture.'

"W might really be able to nail him' Rodin said. He clicked off, thinking
about two new franmed headlines for his office wall. First Barr, and then
Reacher.

Reacher let himself out of Hutton's suite and used the stairs instead of the
el evator. On the ground floor he turned away fromthe | obby and found a back
corridor with a fire door at the end of it. He pushed the fire door open and
held it ajar with his foot. Took Enerson's card out of his pocket and tore it
in half | engthwi se and folded the half with the name on it four times. He
pressed the tongue into the fire door's lock with the ball of his thunb and
wedged it there with the fol ded cardboard. He cl osed the door gently and
pushed it flush with the frame with the flat of his hand. Then he wal ked away,
past a Dunpster, through the staff lot, out to the street, heading north. The
si dewal ks were busy and the traffic | anes were starting to clog. He wal ked at
a normal pace and used his height to scan the middle distance for patrol cars
or cops on corners. The day was still warm There was a weat her system
somewhere out there. Somewhere near. There was high pressure in the sky,

cl ampi ng down, trapping the snmell of danp earth and nitrogen fertilizer in the
air.



He reached the raised highway and turned west in its shadow. The roadbed
strode along on pillars forty feet high. Underneath it were untidy lots, sone
vacant and full of trash, some with old brick buildings with dark skylights in
their roofs, some with new nmetal sheds housi ng body shops and spray paint
operations. He passed the back of the black glass tower and stayed in the

hi ghway' s shadow and turned south, ready to pass behind the library. He

st opped suddenly and crouched and fiddled with his shoe. Like he had a stone.
d anced back under his arm and saw nobody behind him No tail

He noved on. After the library he was exposed for forty yards. The plaza was
east of him He stopped nonentarily on a spot he judged was directly bel ow
where Hel en Rodin had parked the day before and where Janes Barr shoul d have
parked on Friday. Forty feet |ower down the view was different but the
geonetry was the sanme. He could see the wilted tributes propped agai nst the
pool's southern wall. They were small splashes of faded colour in the

di stance. Beyond them was the DW' s door. People were com ng out in ones and
twos. He checked his watch. Ten to five.

He noved on, in the open, and nade it across to First Street's northernnpst

bl ock. He | ooped one bl ock south and three bl ocks east and cane up on the
par ki ng garage fromthe west. He wal ked up the entrance ranp and found the
security canmera's lens. It was a small circle of dirty glass nmounted on a

pl ain bl ack box that was bolted high up in the angle of two concrete beans. He
waved at it. It was too high, ideally. It should have been | ower, at licence
plate level. But all the pillars bel ow wai st hei ght were scuffed and scraped.
A rai nbow of different colours. Drivers were careless. Munted |ower, the
canera woul d have lasted a day and a hal f. Maybe | ess.

He wal ked up the ranps to the second |l evel. Headed north and east, to the far
back corner. The garage was still and quiet, but full. The space that Janes
Barr had used was occupied. No roomfor sentiment in the scranble for downtown
parking. No room for reverence.

The border between the ol d garage and the new constructi on was marked by a
triple barrier of tape strung between pillars. There was standard yel |l ow and
bl ack contractor's Caution Do



Not Enter tape and above it and below it were new |l engths of blue and white
Police Line Do Not Cross tape. He used his forearmand stretched all three

i nes higher and just ducked underneath. No need to drop to one knee. No need
to scuff a pair of jeans. No need to |l eave a ness of fibres. Not even for a
guy six inches taller than Barr, and not even with a new line of tape six

i nches | ower than the one Barr had encountered. He was literally going out of
his way to | eave every | ast piece of evidence he could.

Reacher wal ked on into the gl oom The new construction was rectangular in
shape. Maybe forty yards south to north, maybe two hundred east to west. Which
meant Reacher arrived at the new northeast corner after thirty-five paces. He
stood six feet back fromthe perineter wall and | ooked down and right. He had
a perfectly good view No need to press up against a pillar. No need to squirm
around like a horse on its back in a sumer neadow.

He stood there and watched. People were coming out of the government office in
i ncreasi ng nunbers. There was quite a flow. Some paused and lit cigarettes as
soon as they were out in the air. Ohers noved on directly west, sone fast,
some slow. Al of themturned and tracked round the north end of the pool

None of them wal ked where Barr's victins had wal ked. The funeral tributes were
a disincentive. Aremnder. Therefore it was hard to judge what Friday's scene
had | ooked |ike. Hard, but not inpossible. Reacher watched the wal ki ng peopl e
and in his mnd made them forgo their respectful right turns. He nmade them
continue straight on. They would be slow entering the bottl eneck. But not too
slow. And they would be close. The conbi nati on of noderate speed and proximty
woul d exaggerate the deflection angles. It would nmake the job harder. It was a
basic principle of long gun use. A bird traversing the sky a hundred yards
away was an easy target. The sane bird at the sanme speed flying six feet in
front of your face was an inpossible target.

He pictured the people streaming right to left. He cl osed one eye and extended
his armand pointed his finger. Cick, click-click, click-click-click. Six

ai mred shots. Four seconds. Fast. Tough geonetry. Tension, exposure,

vul nerability.



Six hits, including the deliberate niss.

Excepti onal shooti ng.

They don't forget.

He dropped his armto his side. It was cold in the gloom He shivered. The air
was clamy and danp and full of the smell of lime. It had been hot in Kuwait
City. The air had been shinmering and full of the smell of baked dust and
desert sand. Reacher had stood in the parking garage and sweated. The street
bel ow hi m had been blinding. Murderous. Like a blast furnace. Hot in Kuwait
Gty.

Four shots there.

Si x shots here.

He stood and watched the people coming out the DW door. There were plenty of
them Ten, twelve, fifteen, twenty. They turned and | ooped north and then
turned again and wal ked west between the pool and the NBC peacock. They gave
each other space. But if they had been in the bottleneck they woul d have
bunched up tight. Plenty of them

Si x shots, in four seconds.

He | ooked for anyone not nmoving. Didn't see anybody. No cops, no old men in
boxy suits. He turned round and retraced his steps. Lifted the tape again and
ducked under it and wal ked back down the ranps. Slipped out to the street and
turned west, heading for the shadows under the hi ghway. Heading for the
library. He crossed the forty yards of open ground and hugged the library's
side wall and went in through a handi capped entrance. He had to wal k close to
t he desk, but he wasn't worried about that. If Emerson started circul ating
want ed notices he would hit the post offices and bars and hotels first. It
woul d be a long time before he started canvassing librarians. He nmade it to
the | obby OK and stepped over to the pay phones. Took the cocktail napkin out
of his pocket and dialled Helen Rodin's cell. She picked up on the fifth ring.
He pictured her rooting through her purse, squinting at the screen, funbling
with the buttons. 'Are you alone? he asked.



' Reacher ?

"Yes,' he said. 'Are you al one?

'Yes,' she said. 'But you're in trouble.'
"Who cal | ed you?

"My father.'
"You believe hin®
" No.

"I"'mcomng to see you.'

"There's a cop in the | obby.'

"I figured. I'Il come in through the garage.'

He hung up and wal ked back past the desk and out the side entrance. Back under
the highway. He stayed in its shelter until he was opposite the back of the

bl ack gl ass tower. QOpposite the vehicle ranp. He checked | eft, checked right,
and wal ked straight down. Past the NBC trucks, past the Mustang he figured for
Ann Yanni's, to the elevator. He pressed the call button and waited. Checked
his watch. Five thirty. Mst people would be | eaving the building. A down

el evator was certain to stop at the |obby level. An up el evator, maybe not. He
hoped. The car arrived in the garage and |l et three people out. They wal ked
away. Reacher stepped in. Pressed four. Stood back. The car rose one floor and
stopped. In the | obby. The doors slid back like a theatre curtain. The cop was
right there, four feet fromthe elevator, facing away. He had his feet apart
and his hands on his hips. He was al nost close enough to touch. A man stepped
into the elevator. He didn't speak. Just nodded a two-guys-in-an-el evator
greeting. Reacher nodded back. The guy pressed seven. The doors stayed open
The cop watched the street. The new guy jiggled the button. The cop noved. He
swi ped his cap off his head and ran his fingers through his hair. The doors

cl osed. The el evator nmoved up. Reacher got out on four and wal ked through a
smal | knot of people on their way hone. Hel en Rodin had her door open and
ready. He stepped inside her suite and she closed up after him She was
wearing a short black skirt and a white bl ouse. She | ooked young. Like a
school girl. And she | ooked worried. Like a conflicted person. 'l should turn
you in,"' she said.

"But you won't,' Reacher said.



"No,' she said. 'l should, but I won't.'

"Truth is | liked that girl,' Reacher said. 'She was a sweet kid.'
' She set you up.'

"I wasn't offended."’

' Sormeone didn't |ike her.'

W can't tell. Affection didn't come into it. She was di sposable, that's all
A means to an end.' 'The puppet master really doesn't want you around.'
Reacher nodded. 'That's for damm sure. But he's shit out of luck there,
because |I'mnot | eaving now He just guaranteed that for hinmself.' ‘'Is it

safe to stay?
"It's safe enough. But this thing with the girl is going to slow ne down. So

you're going to have to do nost of the work.'" She led himinto the inner

of fice. She sat down at her desk. He stayed well away fromthe w ndow. He sat
on the fl oor and propped his back against the wall. 'I| already started the
work,' Helen said. 'l spoke to Rosemary and tal ked to Barr's nei ghbours. Then
I went back to the hospital. | think we're looking for a guy called Charlie.
Small guy, bristly black hair. Interested in guns. | got the inpression he's
kind of furtive. | think he's going to be hard to find.' 'How long has he

been on the scene?

"Five or six years, apparently. He's the only long-termfriend anyone coul d
nane. And he's the only one Barr owns up to.' Reacher nodded again. 'That
wor ks for ne.'

"And Barr doesn't know Jeb diver and doesn't use drugs.'

"You believe hin®

"Yes, | do,' Helen said. 'Really. Right now | believe everything he says. It's
like he spent fourteen years turning his |life around and now he can't believe
he went back. | think he's as upset about all this as anyone.' 'Except the
victins.'

"G ve hima break, Reacher. Sonething weird was going on.'
'Does this guy Charlie know about Kuwait City?

"Barr wouldn't say. But | think he does.'

"Where does he live?

"Barr doesn't know.'

'He doesn't know?'



'"He just sees himaround. He just shows up now and then. Like |I said, | think
he's going to be hard to find.' Reacher said nothing.

'"Did you speak to Eileen Hutton?' Helen asked.

"She's no threat. The arny is keeping the lid on.'

"Did you find the guy that was follow ng you?

"No,' Reacher said. 'l didn't see himagain. They nust have pulled himoff.'
'So we're nowhere.'

"W're closer than we were. W can start to see a shape. W can see four guys,
at least. One, the old guy in the suit. Two, this guy called Charlie. Three,

someone big and very strong and | eft-handed.' 'Wy hin?'

"He killed the girl last night. The old guy is too old and it sounds I|ike
Charlie mght be too small. And the physical evidence suggests a | eft-handed
blow.' 'And number four is the puppet master.'

Reacher nodded again. 'In the shadows sonewhere, naking plans, pulling
strings. W can assune he doesn't run around doing this kind of stuff
hinself." 'But how can we get to hin? If he's pulled the guy off your tail,

we can assune he's pulled Charlie back, too. They're hunkering down.'

' There's another way. A big wi de highway.'

" Wher e?

"W m ssed sonething very obvious,' Reacher said. 'We spent all this tine
| ooki ng down the wong end of the gun. Al we've done is | ook at who fired
it." 'What should we have done?

"W shoul d have t hought harder.’

" About what ?'

"James Barr fired four tinmes in Kuwait City. And he fired six times here.’
"CK,'" Helen said. "He fired two nore shots here. So?

"But he didn't,' Reacher said. 'Not really. Not if you think about it
laterally. Truth is he fired four fewer shots here." 'That's ridiculous. Six
is two nore than four. Not |our fewer.'

"Kuwait City was very hot. Unbearable in the niddle of the



day. You had to be nuts to be out and about. The streets were enpty nost of
the tine.'

' 5p?"

"So in Kuwait City James Barr killed every live human he saw. One, two, three,
four, game over. The street was deserted apart from our four guys. They were
the only people dunmb enough to be out in the heat. And Barr took themall. He
ran the table. At the tinme it seemed logical to ne. He wanted to see the pink
mst. It struck me that maybe he m ght have been satisfied with seeing it
once, but apparently he wasn't. So it nmade sone kind of sense that if he
didn't stop at one, he would go all the way until he ran out of targets. And
he did. In Kuwait City, he ran out of targets.'

Hel en Rodi n sai d not hi ng.

"But he didn't run out of targets here,' Reacher said. 'There had to have been
a dozen people in that bottleneck. O fifteen. More than ten, anyway. And he
had a ten-round magazi ne. But he stopped shooting after six. Just stopped. He
left four rounds in the gun. They're listed right there in Bellantonio' s dog
and pony show. And that's what | meant. He fired the nost he could fire in
Kuwait City, and four less than the nmost he could fire here. Which nakes the
psychol ogy different here. He chose not to run the table here. Wy?

' Because he was hurrying?'

'He had an autol oader. The voice mail recording shows six shots in four
seconds. Wi ch means he could have fired ten in | ess than seven seconds. Three
seconds woul dn't have made any kind of a difference to him'

Hel en sai d not hi ng.

"I asked him' Reacher said. "When | saw himin the hospital. | asked hi m how
he woul d have done it, theoretically. Like a recon briefing. So he thought
about it. He knows the area. He said he woul d have parked on the highway.
Behind the library. He said he would have buzzed t he wi ndow down and enpti ed

t he nmag.'

Hel en sai d not hi ng.

"But he didn't enpty the mag,' Reacher said. 'He stopped shooting after six.
Just stopped. Coldly and calmy. Wich nmakes the whole dynamic different. This
wasn't a crazy man sent out to



terrorize the city on a dare. He wasn't pushed into it just for the fun of the
carnage. This wasn't random Helen. It wasn't psychotic. There was a specific,
limted, coherent purpose behind it. Wich reverses the focus. W shoul d have
seen it. W should have seen that this whole thing is about the victins, not
the shooter. They weren't just unlucky people in the wong place at the wong
tinme.'

'They were targets?' Helen said.

"Carefully chosen,' Reacher said. 'And as soon as they were safely down, Barr
packed up and left. Wth four bullets remaining. A random psycho episode

woul dn't have panned out |like that. He'd have kept on pulling the trigger
until he clicked on enpty. So this wasn't a spree. It was an assassination.'
Silence in the office.

"We need to ook at who the victinms were,' Reacher said. 'And we need to | ook
at who wanted them dead. That's what's going to lead us to where we need to
be.'

Hel en Rodin didn't nove.

"And we need to do it real fast,' Reacher said. 'Because | don't have nuch
time and we already wasted the best part of three days | ooking at everything
ass- backward."

The tired thirty-year-old doctor on the sixth floor of the county hospital was
finishing up his afternoon rounds. He had | eft Janes Barr for last. Partly
because he wasn't expecting any dramatic change in his condition, and partly
because he didn't care anyway. Looking after sick thieves and sw ndlers was
bad enough, but |ooking after a nmass-nurderer was absurd. Doubly absurd,
because straight after Barr was on his feet he was going to be laid back down
on a gurney and sone other doctor was going to come in and kill him

But ethical obligations are hard to ignore. As is habit. As is duty, and
routine, and structure. So the doctor went into Barr's room and picked up his
chart. Took out his pen. danced at the machines. danced at the patient. He
was awake. Hi s eyes were noving

Alert, the doctor wote.

' Happy?' he asked.

"Not really,' Barr said.



Responsi ve, the doctor wrote.
Tough shit,' he said, and put his pen away.

Barr's right handcuff was rattling gently against the cot rail. H s right hand
itself was trenmbling and slightly cupped and the thunmb and i ndex finger were
in constant nmotion, like he was trying to roll an imaginary ball of wax into a
perfect sphere. 'Stop that,' the doctor said.

' Stop what ?

" Your hand.'

"I can't.'

"I's that new?

"A year or two.'

"Not just since you woke up?'

" No.

The doctor |ooked at the chart. Age: Forty-one.

"Do you drink?' he asked.

"Not really,' Barr said. 'A sip sonetines, to help me sleep.’

The doctor disbelieved himautomatically and flipped through the chart to the
tox screen and the liver function test. But the tox screen was clear and the
liver function was healthy. Not a drinker. Not an al coholic. Not even close.
'Have you seen your own physician recently? he asked.

"l don't have insurance,' Barr said.

"Stiffness in your arns and | egs?'

"Alittle.!

' Does your other hand do that too?

' Sonetinmes.’

The doctor took out his pen again and scribbled on the bottom of the chart:
oserved trenor in right hand, not posttraumatic, primary diagnosis al coho
unlikely, stiffness in |inbs present, possible early-onset PA? 'Wat's w ong
with ne?" Barr asked.

' Shut up,' the doctor said. Then, duty done, he clipped the chart back on the
foot of the bed and wal ked out of the room

Hel en Rodi n searched through the evidence cartons and cane out with the fornal
speci fication of charges against James Barr. Anong many ot her technica
violations of the law the State of Indiana had listed five counts of hom cide
in the first degree



wi th aggravating circunstances, and as due process required had gone on to
list the five alleged victins by nanme, sex, age, address, and occupation

Hel en scanned t he page, ran her fingers down the colums for address and
occupation. 'l don't see any obvious connections,' she said.

"I didn't nean they were all targets,' Reacher said. 'Probably only one of
them was. Two, at nost. The others were w ndow dressing. An assassination

di sgui sed as a spree. That's my guess.' 'I'll get to work,' she said

"I"ll see you tonorrow,' he said.

He used the fire stairs instead of the el evator and got back to the garage
unseen. He hustled up the ranp and across the street and under the hi ghway
again. The invisible man. Life in the shadows. He smiled. He stopped. He
decided to go | ook for a pay phone.

He found one on the side wall of a small grocery called Martha's two bl ocks
north of the cheap clothing store he had used. The booth faced a wi de alley
that was used as a narrow parking lot. There were six slanted spaces full of
six cars. Beyond them a high brick wall topped with broken glass. The alley
turned ni nety degrees behind the grocery. He guessed it turned agai n somewhere
and |l et out on the next block south. Safe enough, he thought.

He took Emerson's torn card out of his pocket. Chose the cell number. Dialled
t he phone. Leaned his shoul der against the wall and watched both ends of the
alley at once and listened to the purr of the ring tone in his ear. 'Yes?
Enerson said.

' Guess who?' Reacher said.

' Reacher ?

"You naned that tune in one.’

'Where are you?

"I'mstill in town.'

" Wher e?

'"Not far away.'

" You know we're | ooking for you, right?

"l heard.'

'So you need to turn yourself in.



'l don't think so.'

'Then we'll come find you," Emerson said. ' Think you can?

"It'"1l be easy.'

"You know a guy call ed Franklin?

"Sure | do.'

"Ask himhow easy it'll be.'

'That was different. You could have been anywhere.' 'You got the notor court
staked out?' There was a pause. Emerson said nothing. 'Keep your people
there,' Reacher said. 'Maybe I'Il be back. O on the other hand, maybe
won't' "We'll find you.'

'Not a chance. You're not good enough.' 'Maybe we're tracing this call.’
"I"ll save you the trouble. I"'moutside a grocery called Martha's.' 'You

shoul d conme in fromthe cold."'
"I"ll trade,' Reacher said. 'Find out who placed the cone in the parking

garage and then 1'Il think about coming in.' 'Barr placed the cone.’
"You know he didn't. His van isn't on the tapes.' 'So he used anot her
vehicle.'

'He doesn't have another vehicle.'
'So he borrowed one.'
"Froma friend?" Reacher said. 'Maybe. O maybe the friend placed the cone for

him Either way, you find that friend, and I1'll think about comng in to talk
to you.' 'There are hundreds of cars on those tapes.' You' ve got the
resources,' Reacher said. 'I don't trade,' Enerson said.

"I think his nane is Charlie,' Reacher said. 'Small guy, wiry black hair." 'l
don't trade,' Enerson said again.

"I didn't kill the girl," Reacher said. 'Says you.'

"I liked her.’

You' re breaking ny heart.'

"And you know | didn't stay at the Metropole | ast night.'



"Which is why you dunped her there.'

"And |'mnot |eft-handed."’

"I don't follow'

"Tell Bellantonio to talk to your ME'

"W'll find you,' Enmerson said.

"You won't,' Reacher said. 'Nobody ever has before.'

Then he hung up and wal ked back to the street. Crossed the road and hi ked hal f
a block north and took cover behind a stack of unused concrete |ane dividers
in a vacant lot. He waited. Six mnutes later two cruisers pulled up in front
of Martha's grocery. Lights, but no sirens. Four cops spilled out. Two went in
the store and two went to find the phone. Reacher watched themregroup on the
si dewal k. Watched them search the alley and check round its corner. \Watched

t hem come back. Watched them admit defeat. He saw one of the four get on his
radio for a short conversation full of defensive body |anguage. Raised pal ns,
shrugged shoul ders. Then the conversati on ended and Reacher slipped away east,
headi ng back towards the Marriott.

The Zee had only a thunb and a single finger remaining on each hand. On the
right was a stunp of an index finger, blackened and gnarled by frostbite. He
had once spent a week outdoors in the winter, wearing an old Red Arny tunic,
and the way its previous owner's water canteen had ridden on his belt had worn
the fabric of the right pocket thinner than the left. On such trivia

di fferences survival had hung. H's left hand had been saved, and his right
hand lost. He had felt his fingers die fromthe pinkie i nmard. He had taken
his hand out of his pocket and let it freeze hard enough to go conpletely
nunb. Then he had chewed off the dead fingers before the gangrene could
spread. He renmenbered dropping themto the ground, one by one, like small
brown tw gs.

H s left hand retained the pinkie. The nmiddle three fingers were nissing. Two
had been anputated by a sadist with garden shears. The Zee had renpved the
other himself, with a sharpened spoon, so as to be disqualified for |abour in
some machi ne shop or other. He couldn't recall the specifics, but he
renenbered a persuasive runmour that it was better to | ose



anot her finger than work on that particular detail. Something to do with the
over seer.

Rui ned hands. Just two of many souvenirs of another tine, another place. He
wasn't very aware of them any nore, but they made nodern life difficult. Cel
phones had got so damm snmall. Linsky's nunmber was ten digits long, and it was
a pigto dial. The Zee never retained a phone |ong enough to nake it worth
storing a nunber. That woul d be madness.

Eventual |y he got the nunber entered and he concentrated hard and pressed the
call button with his left-hand pinkie. Then he juggled the phone into his

ot her pal mand cupped it near his ear. He didn't need to hold it close. H's

hearing was still excellent, which was a miracle all by itself.
"Yes?' Linsky said.
"They can't find him' the Zee said. 'l shouldn't have told you to break off

our own surveillance. My m stake.'

'Where have they | ooked?

"Here and there. He stayed |last night at the notor court. They've got it
staked out, but I'msure he won't go back. They've got a nan at the | awer's
office. Oher than that, they're stunbling around in the dark.'

What do you want ne to do?

"I want you to find him Use Chenko and Madimr. And |I'll send Raskin to you.
Wrk together. Find himtonight and then call ne.’

Reacher stopped two bl ocks short of the Marriott. He knew what Enmerson woul d
be doing. He had been Emerson for thirteen years. Enerson would be running
down a nental list. Likely haunts, known associates. Likely haunts at this
time of day would include eating places. So Emerson would be sending cars to
di ners and restaurants and cafes, including the salad place that Hel en Rodin
liked and the sports bar. Then he would nove on to known associ ates, which
pretty much limted himto Hel en Rodin herself. He woul d have the | obby cop
ride up to the fourth floor and knock on the office door

Then he woul d take a chance on Eileen Hutton

So Reacher stopped two bl ocks short of the Marriott and | ooked round for a
place to wait. He found one behind a shoe



store. There was a three-sided corral made of head-high brick walls shielding
a shoul der-hi gh plastic garbage receptacle from public view Reacher stepped
in and found that if he | eaned his shoulder on the trash can he could see a
yard-wi de sliver of the Marriott's main door. He wasn't unconfortable. And it
was the best-snelling garbage dunp he had ever been in. The can snelled of
fresh cardboard and new shoes. Better than the kind of place you find behind a
fish store.

He figured if Emerson was efficient he would have to wait less than thirty

m nutes. Very efficient, less than twenty. Average, sonewhere up around an
hour. He | eaned on the trash can and passed the tine. It wasn't late but the
streets were already quiet. There were very few people out and about. He

wat ched, and waited. Then the smell of new | eather fromthe discarded shoe
boxes distracted him It started himthinking about footwear. Maybe he shoul d
drop by the store sonetinme and pick out a brand new pair. He stuck his foot
out and | ooked down. The boat shoes he had on were soft and light and the
soles were thin. They had been fine for Mam . Not so good for his current
situation. He could foresee a time when he woul d appreci ate somnet hi ng heavi er
Then he | ooked down agai n. Rocked back and brought his feet together and took
t he sane pace forward. And stopped. He tried it again with his other foot, and
stopped again, like a freeze-frame of a man wal king. He stared down, wth
something in the back of his mnd. Sonething fromBellantonio' s evidence.
Sonet hi ng anong all those hundreds of printed pages.

Then he | ooked up again, because he sensed nmovenent in the corner of his eye
at the Marriott's door two bl ocks away. He saw a squad car's hood. It noved
into his field of view and di pped once as it braked and stopped. Then two cops
appeared, in uniform walking forward. He glanced at his watch. Twenty three
m nutes. He sniled. Enerson was good, but not unbelievable. The cops went in

t hrough the door. They woul d spend five mnutes with the desk clerk. The clerk
woul d give up Hutton's room nunber without a fight. Generally speaki ng hotel
clerks fromsmall heartland cities weren't ACLU activists. And guests were
gone tonorrow, but the |ocal PD was al ways there.



So the cops would go to Hutton's room They woul d knock on her door. Hutton
would et themin. She had nothing to hide. The cops woul d poke around and be
on their way. Ten mnutes, tops, beginning to end.

Reacher checked his watch again, and waited.

The cops were back out after eight mnutes. They paused outside the doors,
tiny figures far in the distance. One of them ducked his head to his collar
and used his radio, calling in a negative progress report, listening for the
next destination. The next |ikely haunt. The next known associate. Pure
routi ne. Have a fun evening, boys, Reacher thought. Because |'m going to.
That's for damm sure. He watched themdrive off and waited another minute in
case they were driving his way. Then he stepped out of the brick corral and
headed for Eileen Hutton

Gigor Linsky waited in his car in a fire lane in a supermarket parking |ot,
framed agai nst a wi ndow that was entirely pasted over with a gigantic orange
advertisenment for ground beef at a very low price. AOd and spoil ed, Linsky
thought. O full of listeria. The kind of thing the Zee and | woul d once have
killed to eat. And killed was the truth. Linsky had no illusions. None at all.
The Zee and he were bad peopl e made worse by experience. Their shared
suffering had conferred no grace or nobility. Quite the reverse. Men in their
situation inclined towards grace and nobility had died within hours. But the
Zee and he had survived, |ike sewer rats, by abandoning inhibition, by
fighting and cl awi ng, by betraying those stronger than thensel ves, by

dom nati ng those weaker.

And they had | earned. \What works once works al ways.

Li nsky watched in his mirror and saw Raskin's car comng towards him It was a
Li ncoln Town Car, the old square style, black and dusty, listing Iike a holed
battleship. It stopped nose to tail with himand Raskin got out. He | ooked
exactly like what he was, which was a second-rate Mdscow hoodl um Square
build, flat face, cheap | eather jacket, dull eyes. Forty-sonme years old. A
stupid man, in Linsky's opinion, but he had survived the Red Arny's | ast
hurrah in Afghani stan, which had to count for sonething. Plenty of people
smarter than Raskin hadn't conme back whole, or come back at all. Wich nade
Raskin a survivor,



whi ch was the quality that neant nore than any other to the Zee.

Raski n opened the rear door and slid into the back seat behind Linsky. He
didn't speak. Just handed over four copies of Enerson's wanted poster. A
delivery fromthe Zee. How the Zee had got the posters, Linsky wasn't sure.
But he could make a guess. The posters thensel ves were pretty good. The

i keness was pretty accurate. It would serve its purpose.

' Thank you,' Linsky said politely.

Raskin didn't respond.

Chenko and Ml adimir showed up two minutes later, in Chenko's Cadillac. Chenko
was driving. Chenko al ways drove. He parked behind Raskin's Lincoln. Three

| arge black cars, all in a line. Jack Reacher's funeral procession. Linsky
snmled to hinself. Chenko and Viadimr got out of their car and wal ked
forward, one snall and dark, the other big and fair. They got into Linsky's
own Cadillac, Chenko in the front, VMiadimr in the back next to Raskin, so
that counting cl ockwi se there was Linsky in the driver's seat, then Chenko,
then Ml adimr, then Raskin. The proper pecking order, instinctively obeyed.

Li nsky sm | ed agai n and handed out three copies of the poster. He kept one for
hi nsel f, even though he didn't need it. He had seen Jack Reacher many tines
al r eady.

"We're going to start over,' he said. 'Right fromthe begi nning. W can assune
the police will have m ssed sonething.'

Reacher pulled the fire door open and renoved the cardboard plug fromthe | ock
and put it in his pocket. He stepped inside and let the door |atch behind him
He foll owed the back corridor to the elevator and rode up to three. Knocked on
Hutton's door. He had a line in his head, from Jack N chol son playing a

hard- ass Marine colonel in sone novie about Navy |awyers: Nothing beats a
worman you have to salute in the norning.

Hutton took her time opening the door. He guessed she had settled down
somewhere after getting rid of the cops. She hadn't expected to be disturbed
again so soon. But eventually the door opened and she was standing there. She
was wearing a robe, fresh out of the shower. The Iight behind her hal oed her



hair. The corridor was dimand the room | ooked warmand inviting. 'You cane
back,' she said.

"Did you think I wouldn't?

He stepped into the suite and she cl osed the door behind him ' The cops were
just here,' she said.

"I know,' he said. 'I watched themall the way.' 'Were were you?

"In a garbage dunp two bl ocks away.'

'You want to wash up?

"It was a very cl ean garbage dunp. Behind a shoe store.' 'You want to go out
to di nner?

"I'"d prefer roomservice,' he said. 'l don't want to be wal ki ng around nore
than I have to.' 'OK,' she said. 'That makes sense. Roomservice it is.'

"But not just yet.'

" Should I get dressed?

"Not just yet.'

She paused a beat.

"Way not?' she said.

" Unfi ni shed business,' he said.

She sai d not hi ng.

"It's good to see you again,' he said. 'It's been less than three hours,' she
said. 'l mean today,' he said. 'As a whole. After all this time.' Then he

st epped cl ose and cupped her face in his hands. Pushed his fingertips into her
hair |ike he used to and traced the contours of her cheekbones with his

t humbs. ' Should we do this?" she said.

"Don't you want to?

"It's been fourteen years,' she said. 'Like riding a bicycle,' he said.
"Think it will be the same?
"It'1l be better.'

" How nmuch better?' she asked
"W were always good,' he said. 'Wren't we? How much better could it get?
She held still for a I ong noment. Then she put her hands



behi nd his head. She pulled and he bent down and they kissed. Then agai n,
harder. Then again, longer. Fourteen years nelted away. Sane taste, sane feel
Sanme excitenment. She pulled his shirt out of his pants and unbuttoned it from
the bottom upward, urgently. Wen the |ast button was open she snoot hed the
flat of her hands over his chest, his shoulders, his back, down to his
wai st band, around to the front. Hi s boat shoes cane off easily. And his socks.
He ki cked his pants across the roomand untied her belt. Her robe fell open
"Dam, Hutton,' he said. 'You haven't changed a bit.’

"You either,' she said.

Then they headed for the bed, stunbling, fast and urgent, |ocked together |ike
an awkward four-Iegged ani mal .

Grigor Linsky took the south side of town. He checked the sal ad place and then
crui sed down to the docks. Turned around and quartered the narrow streets,
covering three sides of every block, pausing at the turns to scan the

si dewal ks on the fourth. The Cadillac idled al ong. The power steering hissed
at every corner. It was slow, patient work. But it wasn't a large city. There
was no bustle. No crowds. And nobody could hide for ever. That had been Gigor
Li nsky' s experi ence.

Afterwards Hutton lay in Reacher's arms and used her fingertips to trace a

I ong slow inventory of the body she had known so well. It had changed in
fourteen years. He had said you haven't changed a bit and she had said you

ei ther, but she knew both of them had been generous. Nobody stays the sane.
The Reacher she had known in the desert had been younger and baked | ean by the
heat, as fluid and graceful as a greyhound. Now he was heavier, with knotted
nmuscl es as hard as ol d mahogany. The scars she renmenbered had snoot hed out and
faded and were replaced by newer nmarks. There were lines in his forehead.

Li nes around his eyes. But his nose was still straight and unbroken. His front
teeth were still there, like trophies. She slid her hand down to his and felt
his knuckl es. They were large and hard, |ike walnut shells matted with scar
tissue. Still a fighter, she thought. Still trading his hands for his nose and

his teeth. She nmoved up to his chest. He had a hole there, left of



centre. Ruptured nmuscle, a crater big enough for the tip of her finger. A
gunshot wound. A d, but new to her. Probably a .38. 'New York,' Reacher said
Tears ago. Everyone asks.'

' Everyone?

"Wio sees it.'

Hutton snuggled in closer. 'How many people see it?

He smiled. 'You know, on beaches, stuff like that.'

"And in bed?

' Locker roons,' he said.

"And in bed,' she said again.

"I"'mnot a nonk,' he said.

"Did it hurt?

"I don't renenber. | was out for three weeks.'

"It's right over your heart.'

It was a little revolver. Probably a weak | oad. He should have tried a head

shot. That woul d have been better.' 'For him Not for you.'
"I"'ma lucky man. Al ways have been, always will be.’

' Maybe. But you should take better care.'

"I try ny best.'

Chenko and Ml adimr stayed together and took the north side of town. They kept
wel | away fromthe notor court. The cops had that situation buttoned up
presumably. So their first stop was the sports bar. They went in and wal ked
around. It was dark inside and not very busy. Maybe thirty guys. None of them
mat ched t he sketch. None of them was Reacher. M adinmr stayed near the door
and Chenko checked the nen's room One stall had a cl osed door. Chenko waited
until the toilet flushed and the guy came out. It wasn't Reacher. It was just
a guy. So Chenko rejoined Vladimr and they got back in the car. Started
quartering the streets, slowy, patiently, covering three sides of every block
and pausing at the turns to scan the sidewal ks on the fourth.

Hutt on propped herself on an el bow and | ooked down at Reacher's face. His eyes
were still the same. Set a little deeper, maybe, and a little nore hooded. But
they still shone blue like ice chips under an Arctic sun. Like a colour map of
twn



snownelt |akes in a high mountain | andscape. But their expression had
changed. Fourteen years ago they had been rimmed red by the desert sandstorns
and cl ouded with sonme kind of bitter cynicism They had been arny eyes. Cop
eyes. She renenbered the way they would swing slow and | azy across a roomlike
deadly tracers curling in towards a target. Now they were clearer. Younger
More innocent. He was fourteen years ol der, but his gaze was like a child's

again. 'You just had your hair cut,' she said.

"This norning,' he said. 'For you.'

" For ne?

"Yesterday | | ooked like a wild man. They told ne you were conming. | didn't
want you to think | was sonme kind of a bum' 'Aren't you?

"Some kind, | guess.'

"What ki nd?'

' The vol untary kind.
W shoul d eat,' she said.

'Sounds like a plan,' he said.

What do you want ?

What ever you get. We'll share. Order big portions.'

'You can choose your own if you want

He shook his head. 'A nonth from now some DoD clerk is going to go through
your expenses. Better for you if he sees one nmeal rather than two.' \Worried
about rmny reputation?

"I"mworried about your next pronotion.'

"I won't get one. I'mtermnal at brigadier general.' 'Not now this Petersen
guy owes you a big one.'

"Can't deny two stars would be cool .’

"For me too,' Reacher said. '|I got screwed by plenty of two stars. To think
screwed one nyself would be fun.' She nade a face.

' Food,' Reacher said.

"I l'ike salads,' she said.

' Soneone's got to, | guess.'

"Don't you?

"Cet a chicken Caesar to start and a steak to follow. You eat



the rabbit food, I'll eat the steak. Then get sone kind of a big dessert. And
a big pot of coffee.’

"I like tea.'

"Can't do it," Reacher said. 'There are sone conpromises | just can't make.
Not even for the DoD.'

"But I'mthirsty.'

'"They'll send ice water. They al ways do.'

"I outrank you.'

"You always did. You ever see nme drink tea because of it?

She shook her head and got out of bed. Padded naked across to the desk.
Checked the nenu and dialled the phone. Ordered chicken Caesar, a

si xteen-ounce sirloin, and a big pie with ice cream And a six-cup pot of
cof fee. Reacher smiled at her

"Twenty mnutes,' she said. 'Let's take a shower.'

Raski n took the heart of downtown. He was on foot with the sketch in his hand
and a list in his head: restaurants, bars, diners, sandw ch shops, groceries,
hotels. He started at the Metropol e Pal ace. The | obby, the bar. No luck. He
nmoved on to a Chinese restaurant two bl ocks away. In and out, fast and

di screet. He figured he was pretty good for this kind of work. He wasn't a
very noticeabl e guy. Not menorable. Average hei ght, average weight,

unremar kabl e face. Just a hole in the air, which in some ways was a
frustration, but in others was a naj or advantage. People | ooked at him but
they didn't really see him Their eyes slid right on by.

Reacher wasn't in the Chinese place. O the sub shop, or the Irish bar. So
Raski n stopped on the sidewal k and decided to dodge north. He could check the
| awyer's office and then head towards the Marriott. Because according to

Li nsky those places were where the wonen were. And in Raskin's experience guys
who weren't just holes in the air got to hang out with wonmen nore than the
aver age.

Reacher got out of the shower and borrowed Hutton's toothbrush and toothpaste
and comb. Then he towel |l ed of f and wal ked around and col |l ected his cl othes.
Put them on and tucked themin. He was dressed and sitting on the bed when he
heard the knock at the door



'Room service,' a foreign voice called

Hutton put her head out the bat hroom door. She was dressed but hal fway through
drying her hair. 'You go,' Reacher said.

The?

"You have to sign for it.
"You can wite nmy name.'
"Two hours from now the cops won't have found me and they' Il cone back here.
Better that we don't have a guy downstairs who knows you're not alone.' 'You
never relax, do you?

"The less | relax the luckier | get.'

Hutton patted her hair into shape and headed for the door. Reacher heard the
rattle of a cart and the clink of plates and the scratch of a pen. Then he
heard the door close and he stepped through to the Iiving roomand found a
wheel ed table set up in the mddle of the floor. The waiter had placed one
chair behind it. 'One knife,'" Hutton said. 'One fork. One spoon. W didn't
think of that.' 'W'Ill take turns,' Reacher said. 'Kind of romantic'

"Il cut your steak up and you can use your fingers.'

"You could feed it to me. W should have ordered grapes.'

She smil ed.

'Do you renenber James Barr?' he asked

'Too much water over the dam' she said. 'But | reread his file yesterday.'

' How good a shooter was he?

"Not the best we ever had, not the worst

"That's what | renmenber. | was just in the garage, taking a look. It was

i mpressive shooting. Very inpressive. | don't renenber him being that good.'
"There's a | ot of evidence there.'

He nodded. Sai d not hing.

' Maybe he's been practising hard,' she said. "He was in five years but he's
been out nearly three tinmes as |ong. Maybe he was a | ate devel oper.' ' Maybe,'
he sai d.

She | ooked at him 'You're not staying, are you? You're



pl anning on leaving right after dinner. Because of this thing with the cops.
You think they'Il cone back to the room' 'They will,' Reacher said. 'Count
onit.'

'l don't have to let themin.'

"A place like this, the cops will do pretty nuch what they want. And if they
find me here, you're in trouble.'

"Not if you're innocent.'’

You' ve got no legitimte way of telling what | am That's what they'll say.'
"I"'mthe lawer here,' Hutton said.

"And | was a cop,' Reacher said. 'I know what they're like. They hate
fugitives. Fugitives drive themnuts. They'll arrest you along with ne and
sort it all out next nonth. By which time your second star will be in the
toilet." 'So where are you goi ng?

"No idea. But I'll think of something.'

The street door at the bottom of the black glass tower was |ocked for the

ni ght. Raskin knocked on it, twice. The security guard at the | obby desk

| ooked up. Raskin waved the sketch at him 'Delivery,' he nouthed.

The guard got up and wal ked over and used a key froma bunch on a chain to

unl ock the door. Raskin stepped inside. 'Rodin,' he said. 'Fourth floor.'

The guard nodded. The | aw of fices of Hel en Rodin had received plenty of
deliveries that day. Boxes, cartons, guys with hand trucks. One nore was to be
expected. No big surprise. He wal ked back to his desk w thout coment and
Raski n wal ked over to the elevator. Got in and pressed four. First thing he
saw on the fourth floor was a city cop standing outside the | awer's door
Raski n knew what that neant, inmediately. It meant the |awer's office was
still a live possibility. Wich meant Reacher wasn't in there at the present
time and hadn't tried to get in there any tine recently. So Raskin wheel ed
round |i ke he was confused by the corridor |ayout and headed round a corner
Wiited a noment and then headed back to the elevator. He fol ded the sketch and
put it in his pocket. In the | obby he gave the guard a job-done type of



wave and headed back out into the night. Turned | eft and headed north and east
towards the Marriott Suites.

The six-cup pot of coffee was nore than even Reacher coul d manage. He quit
after five. Hutton didn't seemto nmind. He guessed she thought five out of six
justified his insistence.

' Come see ne in Washington,' she said.

"I will," he said. 'For sure. Next tine I'mthere.’

"Don't get caught'

"I won't,' he said. 'Not by these guys.'

Then he just |ooked at her for a minute. Storing away the menory. Addi ng

anot her fragnent to his nosaic. He kissed her once on the lips and wal ked to
the door. Let hinmself out into the corridor and headed for the stairs. On the
ground fl oor he turned away fromthe | obby and used the fire door again. It
swung shut and | ocked behind him and he took a deep breath and stepped out of
t he shadows and headed for the sidewalk.

Raskin saw himinmredi ately. He was thirty yards away, wal king fast, coning up
on the Marriott fromthe rear. He saw a flash of glass in the street light. A
fire door, opening. He saw a tall man stepping out. Standing still. Then the
door jerked shut on a hydraulic closer and the tall nman turned to watch it

| atch behind himand a stray beam of |ight was reflected off the moving gl ass
and pl ayed briefly across his face. Just for a split second, |ike a hand-held
flashlight swinging through a fast arc. Like a canera strobe. Not mnuch. But
enough for Raskin to be certain. The man who had come through the fire door
was the man in the sketch. Jack Reacher, for sure, no question. Right height,
right weight, right face. Raskin had studied the details |ong and hard.

So he stopped dead and stepped backwards into the shadows. Watched, and

wai ted. Saw Reacher gl ance right, glance left, and set out wal king straight
ahead, due west, fast and easy. Raskin stayed where he was and counted one,
two, three in his head. Then he canme out of the shadows and crossed the
parking | ot and stopped again and peered round the corner to the west. Reacher
was twenty yards ahead. Still walking, still relaxed. Still unaware. Centre of
the sidewal k, long strides, his arns



swi nging | oose at his sides. He was a big guy. That was for sure. As big as
Vladimr, easily. Raskin counted to three again and | et Reacher get forty
yards ahead. Then he set out follow ng. He kept his eyes fixed on the target
and funmbl ed his cell phone out of his pocket. Speed dialled Gigor Linsky's
nunber. Reacher wal ked on, forty yards in the distance. Raskin put the phone
to his ear. 'Yes?' Linsky said.

"I found him"' Raskin whispered. nere?

"He's wal king. West fromthe Marriott. He's about |level with the courthouse
now, three blocks to the north.' 'Were's he going?

"Wait,' Raskin whispered. 'Hold on.'

Reacher stopped on a corner. d anced left and turned right, towards the

shadows under the raised highway. Still rel axed. Raskin watched hi macross
wai st-high trash in an enpty lot. 'He's turned north,' he whispered.
' Towar ds?'

"I don't know. The sports bar, maybe.'’

"OK,"' Linsky said. We'll come north. We'll wait fifty yards up the street from
the sports bar. Call nme back in three mnutes exactly. Meanwhile don't let him
out of your sight.' 'OK ' Raskin said. He clicked his phone off but kept it
up at his ear and took a short cut across the enpty |ot. Paused agai nst a

bl ank brick wall and peered round its corner. Reacher was still forty yards
ahead, still in the centre of the sidewal k, arms sw nging, still noving fast.
A confident man, Raskin thought. Perhaps overconfident.

Li nsky clicked off with Raskin and i medi ately dialled Chenko and M adimr.
Told themto rendezvous fifty yards north of the sports bar as fast as
possi bl e. Then he dialled the Zee. 'W found him' he said.

" Wher e?'

"North part of downtown.'

"Wao's on hin®

'"Raskin. They're on the street, wal king."'

The Zee was quiet for a nmonent.



Wait until he settles somewhere,' he said. 'And then get Chenko to call the
cops. He's got the accent. He can say he's a barman or a desk clerk or
what ever .’

Raskin stayed forty yards back. He called Linsky again and kept the connection
open. Reacher kept on wal ki ng, sanme stride, same pace. H s cl othes were dul
and hard to see in the darkness. Hs neck and his hands were tan, but a little
nmore visible. And he had a narrow stripe of pale skin round a fresh haircut,
ghostly in the gloom Raskin fixed his eyes onit. It was a white U shaped
glow, six feet off the ground, alternately rising and falling an inch with
every step Reacher took. Idiot, Raskin thought. He should have used boot
polish. That's what we'd have done in Afghani stan. Then he thought: Not that
we ever had boot polish. O haircuts.

Then he stopped because Reacher stopped forty yards ahead. Raskin stepped back
into a shadow and Reacher glanced right and turned left, into the mouth of a
cross street, out of sight behind a building.

'He's gone west again,' Raskin whispered into the phone.

"Still good for the sports bar?' Linsky asked.

"Or the notor court.’

"Either one works for us. Move up a little. Don't |ose himnow'

Raskin sprinted ten paces and slowed at the turn. Pressed hinself up against
the corner of the building and peered round. And stared. Problem Not with the
view. The cross street was long and wide and straight and lit at the far end
by bright lights on the four-lane that ran north to the state hi ghway. So, he
had an excellent view The problemwas that Reacher was no | onger part of it.
He had di sappeared. Comnpletely.



ELEVEN

REACHER HAD ONCE READ THAT BOAT SHCES HAD BEEN | NVENTED by a yacht sman | ooki ng
for better grip on slippery decks. The guy had taken a regul ar snoot h-sol ed
athletic shoe and cut tiny sipes into the rubber with a straight razor. He had
experimented and ended up with the cuts lateral and wavy and cl ose toget her.
They had done the trick, like a miniature tyre tread. A whole new i ndustry had
grown up. The style had migrated by association fromyachts to slips to

mari nas to boardwal ks to sumrer sidewal ks. Now boat shoes were everywhere.
Reacher didn't like them much. They were thin and light and insubstanti al

But they were quiet.

He had seen the guy in the | eather coat as soon as he stepped out of the
Marriott's fire door. It would have been hard not to. Thirty yards distant,
shal | ow angl e, decent illum nation fromvapour lights on poles all over the

pl ace. His glance had flicked |l eft and he had seen himquite clearly. Seen him
react. Seen himstop. Seen himthereby identify hinmself as an opponent.

Reacher had set out wal ki ng strai ght ahead and had scrutinized the after-inmge
hi s night vision had retai ned. What kind of opponent



was this guy? Reacher had closed his eyes and concentrated, two or three
paces.

CGeneri c Caucasi an, medi um hei ght, nedi um weight, red face and fair hair tinted
orange and yellow by the street |ights.

Cop or not?

Not. Because of the jacket. It was a boxy square-shoul dered doubl e- breast ed
styl e nmade of chestnut-coloured |leather. By day it would be a definite shade
of red-brown. And it had a glossy patina. It was definitely shiny. Not
Anerican. Not even fromthe kind of fire-sale store that sells |eather
garnments for forty-nine bucks. It was a foreign style. East European, just
like the suit the twisted old guy had worn in the plaza. Not cheap. Just

di fferent. Russian, Bulgarian, Estonian, somewhere in there.

So, not a cop

Reacher wal ked on. He kept his own footsteps quiet and focused on the sounds
behind him forty yards back. Shorter strides, thicker soles, the slap of

| eather, the faint crunch of grit, the thunp of a rubber three-quarter heel
This wasn't Charlie. No way woul d anybody call this guy small. Not |arge, but
definitely not small, either. And he didn't have black hair. And this wasn't
the guy who had killed the girl. Not big enough. So, add one to the tally. Not
four of them Five of them At |east. Muybe nore.

Pl an?

Was this guy armed? Possibly, but only with a handgun. He hadn't been carrying
anyt hi ng | onger. And Reacher was sangui ne about his chances as a noving target
a hundred and twenty feet in front of a guy with a handgun. Handguns were
across-t he-room weapons, not down-the-street propositions. Average range for a
successful engagenent with a handgun was about twelve feet. He was ten tines
nore distant. And he woul d hear the sound of the slide in the stillness. He
woul d have tinme to react.

So, what was the plan? It was tenpting to think about doubling back and taking
the guy down. Just for fun. For retaliation. Reacher liked retaliation. GCet
your retaliation in first, was his credo. Show them what they' re dealing wth.
Maybe.



O maybe not. O maybe | ater.

He wal ked on. He kept his steps silent. He kept his pace steady. He let the
guy behind himfall into the rhythm Like hypnosis. Left, right, left, right.
He forced everything out of his mnd except the distant footsteps behind him
He zooned in on them Concentrated on them They were there, faint but
percepti ble. Crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch. Left, right, left, right. Like
hypnosis. He heard the sound of a cell phone being dialled. Just ten little
el ectroni ¢ squawks, very quiet, alnost inaudible, comng at himon the breeze
in arandomlittle sequence.

He took a randomturn and wal ked on. Left, right, left, right. The streets
were deserted. Downtown was dead after working hours were over. The city stil
had some way to go before it grew a vibrant urban community. That was for
sure. He wal ked on. Heard faint sibilant whispering, forty yards behind him
The cell phone. Who are you talking to, pal? He wal ked on. Then he stopped on
the next corner. danced right and turned left, into a wide straight cross
street, behind the cover of a four-storey buil ding.

Then he ran. Five paces, ten, fifteen, twenty, fast and silent, across the
street to the right-hand sidewal k, past the first alley he saw, into the
second. He crouched back in the shadows, in a blank grey doubl e doorway. A
fire exit, mybe froma theatre or a novie house. He lay down flat on his
front. The guy had been used to a vertical target. Instinctively he would be
| ooking six feet off the ground. A |l ow shape on the floor would nean less to
hi m

Reacher waited. He heard footsteps on the opposite sidewal k. The guy had seen
his quarry turn a tight radius fromthe I eft-hand sidewal k of one street onto
the I eft-hand sidewal k of the next street. Therefore subconsciously he woul d
concentrate on the left, not the right. His first thought would be to | ook for
still vertical shapes in the alleys and the doorways on the left.

Reacher waited. The footsteps kept on com ng. Cl ose now Then Reacher saw the
guy. He was on the left-hand sidewal k. He was noving slow. He was | ooking

i ndeci si ve. He was gl anci ng ahead, glancing left, glancing ahead. He had a
cell phone up at his ear. He stopped. Stood still. Looked back over



his right shoul der, at the doorways and the alleys on the other side of the
street. Wrth checki ng?

Yes.

The guy noved si deways and backwards |ike a crab, diagonally, facing the
street ahead of him and searching the right-hand sidewal k all at the sane
time. He noved out of Reacher's field of viewlike a filmrunning in reverse.
Reacher stood up silently and noved deeper into the alley into total darkness
at its far end. He found a fat vertical kitchen vent and slid round behind it.
Crouched on his haunches and wait ed.

It was a long wait. Then the footsteps canme back. On the sidewal k. Into the
alley. Slow, soft, careful. The guy was on his toes. No sound fromthe heels.
Just the scrape of |leather soles on grit. They rustled gently and | ow | evel
echoes of the sound came back off the alley's walls. The guy cane closer. And
cl oser.

He canme cl ose enough to snell.

Col ogne, sweat, leather. He stopped four feet from where Reacher was hi dden
and peered hopelessly into the darkness. Reacher thought: Another step and
you're history, pal. Just one nore and it's gane over for you.

The guy turned round. WAl ked back to the street.

Reacher stood up and followed him swift and silent. Tables turned. Now I'm
behi nd you. Time to hunt the hunters.

Reacher was bi gger than nost human beings and in sone ways quite clunsy, but
he could be light on his feet when he needed to be and had al ways been good at
covert pursuit. It was a skill born of long practice. Mstly it enpl oyed
caution and anticipation. You had to know when your quarry was going to slow,
stop, turn, check. And if you didn't know, you had to err on the side of
caution. Better to hide and fall ten extra yards behind than give yourself

away.

The guy in the | eather coat searched every alley and every doorway on both
sides of the street. Not well, but adequately. He searched and he noved
forward, prey to the mistake that all adequate people make: | didn't screw up
yet. He's still somewhere up ahead. He spoke twice on his cell phone. Quietly,

but with agitation obvious in the tenor of his whisper. Reacher slipped



from shadow t o shadow behi nd him hanging well back because the bright Iights
at the end of the street were getting close. The guy's searches becane faster
and nore cursory. Hopel ess and panicked, all at the same tinme. He made it to
within twenty feet of the next turn and stopped dead and stood still.

And gave up. Just quit. He stood in the mddle of the sidewal k and listened to
hi s phone and said sonething in reply and then dropped his arns to his sides
and all the covert rigidity went out of his body. He slunped a little and

wal ked straight ahead, fast and big and | oud and obvious like a guy with no
purpose in the world except getting directly fromA to B. Reacher waited | ong
enough to be certain it wasn't a trick. Then he followed, noving silently from
shadow t o shadow.

Raski n wal ked past the sports bar's door and headed up the street. He could
see Linsky's car in the distance. And Chenko's. The two Cadill acs were parked
nose to tail at the kerb, waiting for him Wiiting for the failure. Waiting
for the hole in the air. Wll, here | am he thought.

But Linsky was civil about it. Mainly because to criticize one of the Zee's
appoi ntees was to criticize the Zee hinsel f, and nobody would dare to do that.
'He probably took a wong turn,' Linsky said. 'Maybe he didn't intend to be on
that particular street at all. He probably doubled back through the alleys. O
el se went into one of themto take a | eak. Del ayed hinmself and came out behind
you.'

"Did you check behind you?' VIadimr asked.

"Of course | did," Raskin lied

'So what now?' Chenko asked.

"I"ll call the Zee,' Linsky said.

"He'll be royally pissed,” Mladimr said. 'W nearly had the guy.'

Li nsky dialled his phone. Relayed the bad news and |listened to the response.
Raski n watched his face. But Linsky's face was al ways unreadable. A skill born
of long practice, and vital necessity. And it was a short call. A short
response. Indeci pherable. Just faint plastic sounds in the earpiece.

Li nsky clicked off.

"W keep on |l ooking,' he said. '"On a half-mle radius of where



Raskin last saw him The Zee is sending us Sokol ov. He says we're sure of
success with five of us.'

'"W're sure of nothing,' Chenko said. 'Except a big pain in the ass and no

sl eep tonight.'

Li nsky held out his phone. 'So call the Zee and tell himthat."'

Chenko sai d not hi ng.

' Take the north, Chenko,' Linsky said to him 'V adimr, the south. Raskin,
head back east. I'Il take the west. Sokolov can fill in where we need hi mwhen
he gets here.'

Raski n headed back east, the way he had conme, as fast as he could. He saw the
sense in the Zee's plan. He had | ast seen Reacher about fifteen m nutes ago,
and a furtive man noving cautiously couldn't cover nore than half a mle in
fifteen mnutes. So elenmentary | ogic dictated where Reacher nust be. He was
somewhere inside a circle one mle across. They had found hi monce. They could
find himagain.

He nade it all the way down the wi de straight cross street and turned south
towards the raised highway. Retracing his steps. He passed through the shadows
under the hi ghway and headed for the vacant |ot on the next corner. Kept close
to the wall. Made the turn.

Then the wall fell on him

At least that was what it felt like. He was hit a staggering bl ow from behi nd
and he fell to his knees and his vision went dark. Then he was hit again and
his lights went out and he pitched forward on his face. Last thing he felt

bef ore he | ost consci ousness was a hand in his pocket, stealing his cel

phone.

Reacher headed back under the hi ghway spur with the cell phone warmin his
hand. He | eaned his shoul der against a concrete pillar as wide as a notel room
and slid round it until his body was in the shadow and his hands were in the
light froma |anp on a pole far above him He took out the torn card with
Enerson's nunbers on it and dialled his cell

'Yes?' Enerson said.

' Guess who?' Reacher said.

"This isn't a gane, Reacher.'

'"Only because you're |losing.'



Emer son sai d not hi ng.

'How easy am | to find?" Reacher asked.

No reply.

'CGot a pen and paper?'

'O course | do.'

"So listen up,' Reacher said. 'And take notes.' He recited the plate nunbers
fromthe two Cadillacs. 'My guess is one of those cars was in the garage
before Friday, |eaving the cone. You should trace the plates, check the tapes,
ask some questions. You'll find sone kind of an organization with at |east six
men. | heard sone names. Raskin and Sokol ov, who seemto be |low |evel guys.
Then Chenko and Vladimr. Madimr |ooks good for the guy who killed the girl.
He's as big as a house. Then there's sone kind of a |ieutenant whose nane |
didn't get. He's about sixty and has an old spinal injury. He talked to his
boss and referred to himas the Zee' 'Those are Russian nanes.'

"You thi nk?

' Except Zee. What kind of a name is Zee?

"It's not Zee. It's the Zee. It's a word. A word, being used as a nane.'

"What does it nmean?'

"Look it up. Read sone history books.'

There was a pause. The sound of witing.

"You should conme in," Enerson said. Talk to ne face to face.'

'"Not yet,' Reacher said. 'Do your job and I'Il think about it.'

"I amdoing ny job. I"'mhunting a fugitive. You killed the girl. Not sone guy
whose nane you claimyou heard, as big as a house." 'One nore thing,' Reacher
said. 'l think the guy called Chenko al so goes by the name of Charlie and is
James Barr's friend.' 'Wy?

' The description. Small guy, dark, with black hair that sticks up like a
brush.' 'James Barr has got a Russian friend? Not according to our
inquiries.' 'Like | said, do your job.'

"W're doing it. Nobody nentioned a Russian friend.'



'He sounds Anerican. | think he was involved w th what happened on Friday,

whi ch neans maybe this whole crew was involved.' 'Involved how?

"I don't know. But | plan to find out. I'lIl call you tonorrow.' "You'll be in
jail tomorrow '

"Like I'min jail now? Dream on, Enerson.'

'Where are you?

'C ose by,' Reacher said. 'Sleep well, detective.'

He clicked the phone off and put Emerson's number back in his pocket and took
out Helen Rodin's. Dialled it and noved round the concrete pillar into deep
shadow. 'Yes?' Helen Rodin said.

"This is Reacher.'

"Are you OK? The cop is right outside my door now.'

"Suits ne,' Reacher said. 'Suits himtoo, | expect. He's probably getting
forty bucks an hour for the overtime.' 'They put your face on the six o'clock
news. It's a big story." 'Don't worry about ne.'

'Where are you?

'"Free and clear. Mking progress. | saw Charlie. | gave Emerson his plate
nunber. Are you making progress? 'Not really. Al |'ve got is five random
nanes. No reason | can see why anybody told James Barr to shoot any one of
them' "You need Franklin. You need research.’

"I can't afford Franklin.'

"I want you to find that address in Kentucky for ne.
' Kent ucky?'

"Where Janmes Barr went to shoot.'

Reacher heard her juggle the phone and flip through paper. Then she cane back
and read out an address. It neant nothing to Reacher. A road, a town, a state,
a zip. 'Wiat's Kentucky got to do with anything? Helen asked.

Reacher heard a car on the street. Cose by, to his left, fat tyres rolling
slow. He slid round the pillar and | ooked. A PD prow car, crawing, lights
off. Two cops in the front, craning their necks, |ooking right, |ooking left.
'"CGot to go,' he said. He clicked the phone off and put it on the ground at the
base of the pillar. Enerson's caller ID would have



trapped the nunber and any cell phone's physical |ocation could be tracked by
the recognition pulse that it sends to the network, once every fifteen
seconds, regular as clockwork. So Reacher left the phone in the dirt and
headed west, forty feet bel ow the rai sed roadbed.

Ten minutes later he was opposite the back of the black glass tower, in the
shadows under the highway, facing the vehicle ranp. There was an enpty cop car
parked on the kerb. It |ooked still and cold. Settled. Like it had been there
for a spell. The guy outside Helen's door, Reacher thought. He crossed the
street and wal ked down the ranp. Into the underground garage. The concrete was
all painted dirty white and there were fluorescent tubes blazing every fifteen
feet. There were pools of |ight and pools of darkness. Reacher felt |ike he
was wal ki ng out of the wi ngs across a succession of brightly lit stages. The
ceiling was |l ow. There were fat square pillars holding up the building. The
service core was in the centre. The whol e space was cold and silent and about
forty yards deep and maybe three tinmes as w de.

Forty yards deep

Just like the new extension on First Street. Reacher stepped over and put his
back against the front wall. Wal ked all the way across to the back wall.
Thirty-five paces. He turned like a swmer at the end of a | ap and wal ked
back. Thirty-five paces. He crossed diagonally to the far corner. The garage
was dark back there. He threaded between two NBC vans and found the blue Ford
Must ang he guessed bel onged to Ann Yanni. It was clean and shiny. Recently
waxed. It had small w ndows, because of the convertible top. A raked

wi ndshield. Tinted gl ass.

He tried the passenger door. Locked. He noved round the hood and tried the
driver's door. The handl e noved. Unl ocked. He gl anced around and opened t he
door.

No al arm

He reached inside and touched the unlock button. There was a triple thunk as
both door |ocks and the trunk | ock unlatched. He closed the driver's door and
stepped back to the trunk. The spare tyre was under the floor. Nested inside
the wheel were the jack and a length of nmetal pipe that both worked the jack



and undid the wheel nuts. He took the pipe out and closed the trunk. Stepped
round to the passenger side and opened the door and got inside the car

The interior snelled of perfume and coffee. He opened the glove box and found
a stack of road maps and a small |eather folder the size of a purse diary.
Inside the folder were an insurance slip and an auto regi stration both made
out to Ms Janine Lorna Ann Yanni at a local Indiana address. He put the folder
away again and cl osed the gl ove box. Found the right Ievers and | owered his
seat as far as it would go. He reclined the back all the way, which wasn't
far. Then he noved the whol e seat backwards to give hinself as nmuch | egroom as
he coul d get. He untucked his shirt and rested the pipe in his lap and |ay
back in the seat. Stretched. He had about three hours to wait. He tried to

sl eep. Sl eep when you can was the old army rule.

First thing Emerson did was contact the phone conpany. He confirnmed that the
nunber his caller ID had caught was a cell phone. The service contract was
witten out to a business operating under the nane Specialized Services of

I ndi ana. Emerson tasked a first-year detective to track the business and told
t he phone conpany to track the phone. Initial progress was m xed. Specialized
Servi ces of Indiana dead-ended because it was owned by an offshore trust in
Ber nuda and had no | ocal address. But the phone conpany reported that the cel
phone was stationary and was showing up on three cells at once, which neant it
had to be in the downtown area and woul d be easy to triangul ate.

Rosemary Barr sweet-tal ked her way past the Board of Corrections desk on the
sixth floor of the hospital and was granted an out-of-hours visit with her
brot her. But when she got to his room she found he was deeply asl eep. Her
sweet talk was wasted. She sat for thirty mnutes but he didn't wake up. She
wat ched the nmonitors. His heartbeat was strong and regul ar. H s breathing was
fine. He was still handcuffed and his head was still clanped but his body was
perfectly still. She checked his chart, to nake sure he was being properly
cared for. She



saw t he doctor's scribbled note: possible early-onset PA? She had no idea what
that nmeant, and in the mddle of the evening she couldn't find anyone willing
to explain it to her.

The phone conpany marked the cell phone's | ocation on a large scale city map
and faxed it to Emerson. Enerson tore it out of the machine and spent five
mnutes trying to nmake sense of it. He was expecting to find the three arrows
nmeeting at a hotel, or a bar, or a restaurant. Instead they nmet on a vacant

| ot under the raised highway. He had a brief image in his mnd of Reacher

sl eeping rough in a cardboard box. Then he concluded that the phone was
abandoned, which was confirmed ten mnutes later by the patrol car he sent out
to check.

And then just for formality's sake he fired up his computer and entered the
pl ate nunbers Reacher had given him They canme back as | ate-nodel Cadillac
Devilles, both black, both registered to Specialized Services of Indiana. He
wrote dead end on the sheet of paper and put it in a file.

Reacher woke up every tine he heard the elevator notors start. The sound

whi ned down the shaft through the cables and the nmoving cars runbled. The
first three tines were false alarns. Just anonynmous office peopl e headi ng hone
after a long day at work. Every forty minutes or so they came down al one and
wal ked wearily to their cars and drove away. Three tinmes the tang of cold
exhaust funmes drifted and three tines the garage went quiet again and three

ti mes Reacher went back to sleep

The fourth time, he stayed awake. He heard the el evator start and checked his
wat ch. El even forty-five. Showine. He waited and heard the el evator doors
open. This time, it wasn't just another lone guy in a suit. It was a big
cromd. Eight or ten people. Noisy. It was the whole cast and crew fromthe NBC
affiliate's el even o' cl ock news.

Reacher pressed hinmself down in the Miustang's passenger seat and hid the tyre
iron underneath the tails of his shirt. It was cold against the skin of his
stomach. He stared up at the fabric roof and waited.

A heavy guy in baggy jeans passed through the darkness within five feet of the
Mustang's front fender. He had a ragged



grey beard and was wearing a Grateful Dead T-shirt under a torn cotton

cardi gan. Not on-screen talent. Maybe a caneraman. He wal ked on towards a
silver pickup and clinbed inside. Then cane a man in a sharkskin suit and
orange nake-up. He had big hair and white teeth. Definitely on-screen talent,
maybe weat her, maybe sports. He passed by on the Mustang's other side and got
into a white Ford Taurus. Then canme three wonen together, young, casual dress,
maybe the studio director and the floor nanager and the vision mixer. They
squeezed between the Miustang's trunk and a broadcast van. The car rocked three
times as they nudged it. Then they split up and headed for their own separate
rides.

Then cane three nore people.

Then canme Ann Yanni

Reacher didn't notice her individually until she put her hand on her car's
door handl e. She paused and cal |l ed sonmething out to one of the others. She got
an answer, said sonething else, and then opened the door. She came in butt
first, swivelling and ducki ng her head. She was wearing old jeans and a new
silk blouse. It |ooked expensive. Reacher guessed she had been on canera, but
at an anchor's desk, visible fromthe waist up only. Her hair was stiff with
spray. She dunped herself in the seat and shut her door. Then she glanced to
her right.

'Keep very quiet,' Reacher said to her. "Or I'Il shoot you.'

He jabbed the tyre iron at her, under his shirt. Half-inch wi de, |ong and
straight, it |ooked plausible. She stared at it in shock. Face to face two
feet away she | ooked thinner and ol der than she | ooked on the television
screen. There were fine lines all around her eyes, full of makeup. But she was
very beautiful. She had inpossibly perfect features, bold and vivid and | arger

than life, like nmost TV people. Her blouse had a formal collar but was open
three buttons. Primand sexy, all at the sane tine.
'Hands where | can see them' Reacher said. 'In your lap.' He didn't want her

to go for the horn. 'Keys on the console.' He didn't want her to hit the panic
button. The new Fords he had driven had a little red button on the renote fob
He assunmed it set off an alarm

"Just sit tight,' he said. '"Nice and quiet. W'Ill be K '

He clicked the button on his side and | ocked the car



"I know who you are,' she said.

'"So do 1/ he said.

He kept the tyre iron in place and waited. Yanni sat still, hands in her Iap,
breat hi ng hard, | ooking nore and nore scared as all around them her

col | eagues' cars started up. Blue haze drifted. People drove away, one by one.

No backward gl ances. The end of a long day. 'Keep very quiet,' Reacher said
again, as a reminder. 'Then we'll be OK' Yanni glanced left, glanced right.
Tension in her body.

"Don't do it,' Reacher said. '"Don't do anything. Or I'Il pull the trigger. Gut

shot. O thigh. You'll take twenty mnutes to bleed out. Lots of pain.' \What
do you want?' Yanni asked.

"I want you to be quiet and sit still. Just for a few nore mnutes.'

She cl anped her teeth and went quiet and sat still. The |last car drove away.
The white Taurus. The guy with the hair. The weather man, or the sportscaster
There was tyre squeal as he turned and engi ne noi se as he gunned up the ranp.
Then those sounds faded out and the garage went conpletely silent. 'Wat do
you want?' Yanni asked again. Her voice was faint. Her eyes were huge. She was
trenbling. She was thinking rape, murder, torture, disnenbernent. Reacher
turned on the dome |ight.

"I want you to win the Pulitzer Prize,' he said.

"Wat ?1

'"Or the Ermy or whatever it is you guys get.'
' What ?'

"I want you to listen to a story,' he said.
"What story?'

"Watch,' Reacher said.

He lifted his shirt. Showed her the tyre iron resting against his stomach. She
stared at it. O at his shrapnel scar. O both. He wasn't sure. He bal anced
the tyre iron in his palm Held it up in the light. 'Fromyour trunk,' he
said. 'Not a gun.'

He clicked the button on the door and unl ocked the car

You're free to go,' he said. Whenever you want.'



She put her hand on the handle.

"But if you go, | go,' Reacher said. 'You won't see ne again. You'll mss the
story. Soneone else will get it.'

'"W' ve been running your picture all night," she said. 'And the cops have got
want ed posters all over town. You killed the girl.'

Reacher shook his head. 'Actually | didn't, and that's part of the story.
"What story?' she said again.

'Last Friday,' Reacher said. 'It wasn't what it seened.’

"I"'mgoing to get out of the car now,' Yanni said.

"No,' Reacher said. '"I'll get out. | apologize if | upset you. But | need your
hel p and you need mne. So I'll get out. You | ock the doors, start the car
keep your foot on the brake, and open your wi ndow an inch. We'll talk through

the wi ndow. You can drive off any tine you want.'

She said nothing. Just stared straight ahead as if she could make hi mvani sh
by not |ooking at him He opened his door. Slid out and turned and laid the
tyre iron gently on the seat. Then he cl osed the door and just stood there. He
tucked his shirt in. He heard the thunk of her door |ocks. She started her
engine. Her brake lights flared red. He saw her reach up and switch off the
done light. Her face disappeared into shadow. He heard the transm ssion nove
out of Park. Her reversing lights flashed white as she noved the sel ector

t hrough Reverse into Drive. Then her brake |lights went out and the engi ne
roared and she drove off in a fast wide circle through the enpty garage. Her
tyres squeal ed. Gippy rubber on smooth concrete. The squeal s echoed. She
lined up for the exit ranp and accel erated hard.

Then she jamed on the brakes.

The Mustang cane to rest with its front wheels on the base of the ranp.
Reacher wal ked towards it, crouching a little so he could see through the
smal |l rear window. No cell phone. She was just sitting there, staring straight
ahead, hands on the wheel. The brake lights blazed red, so bright they hurt.
The exhaust pipes burbled. White fumes ki cked backwards. Drops of water

dri pped out and made tiny twin pools on the floor

Reacher wal ked round to her w ndow and stayed three



feet away. She buzzed the gl ass down an inch and a half. He dropped into a
crouch, so he could see her face. 'Wiy do | need your hel p?' she asked.

' Because Friday was over too soon for you,' he said. 'But you can get it back
There's another layer. It's a big story. You'll win prizes. You'll get a
better job. CNN will beat a path to your door.' You think I'mthat
anbi ti ous?'

"I think you're a journalist.'

What does that nean?

"That in the end journalists like stories. They like the truth.’

She paused, alnobst a whole minute. Stared straight ahead. The car ticked and
clicked as it warnmed up. Reacher could sense the idle speed straining against
t he brakes. Then he saw her gl ance down and nove her arm and shove the

sel ector into Park. The Mustang roll ed back six inches and stopped. Reacher
shuffl ed sideways to stay |level with the wi ndow. Yanni turned her head and

| ooked straight at him 'So tell ne the story,' she said. 'Tell me the
truth.’

He told her the story, and the truth. He sat cross-legged on the concrete
floor, so as to appear i mobile and unthreatening. He left nothing out. He ran
through all the events, all the inferences, all the theories, all the guesses.
At the end he just stopped talking and waited for her reaction. 'Were were
you when the girl was killed? she asked.

"Asleep in the notor court.'

" Al one?

"All night. Roomeight. | slept very well.’

"No alibi.'

You never have an alibi when you need one. That's a universal |aw of nature.’
She | ooked at himfor a | ong nonent.

What do you want ne to do?' she said.

"I want you to research the victins.'

She paused.
We could do that,' she said. We have researchers.'
"Not good enough,' Reacher said. '|l want you to hire a guy called Franklin.

Hel en Rodin can tell you about him She's in this building, two floors above
you.'



"Way hasn't she hired this Franklin guy hersel f?

' Because she can't afford him You can. | assume you' ve got a budget. A week
of Franklin's time probably costs | ess than one of your weather guy's
haircuts.” 'And then what?

'Then we put it all together.’

'"How big is this?

"Pulitzer-sized. Emmy-sized. New-job-sized.'

How woul d you know? You're not in the business.'

"I was in the army. | would guess this is worth a Bronze Star. That's probably
a rough equivalent. Better than a poke in the eye with a sharp stick.' "I
don't know,' she said. 'l should turn you in.'

"You can't,' he said. 'You pull out a phone and I'll take off up the ranp.
They won't find me. They've been trying all day.' 'l don't really care about

prizes,' she said.

"So do it for fun,' he said. "Do it for professional satisfaction.'

He rocked sideways and took out the napkin with Helen Rodin's nunber on it.
Held it edge-on at the crack of the window. Yanni took it from him
delicately, trying to avoid touching his fingers with hers. 'Call Helen,'

Reacher said. 'Right now She'll vouch for ne.’

Yanni took a cell phone out of her purse and turned it on. Watched the screen
and waited until it was ready and then dialled the nunber. She passed the
napki n back. Listened to the phone. 'Helen Rodin? she said. Then she buzzed

the wi ndow all the way up and Reacher didn't hear any of the conversation. He
ganbled that it was really Hel en she was speaking to. It was possible that she
had | ooked at the napkin and dialled anot her number entirely. Not 911, because
she had dialled ten digits. But she nmight have called the cops' main desk. A
reporter mght know that number by heart. But it was Helen on the line. Yann
buzzed the wi ndow down agai n and passed hi m her phone through the gap. 'Is
this for real ? Helen asked him

"I don't think she's decided yet,' Reacher said. 'But it mght work out.'

'Is it a good idea?



' She's got resources. And having the nedi a wat ching our backs might help us.'
"Put her back on.'

Reacher passed the phone through the window. This tinme Yanni kept the gl ass
down so that Reacher heard her end of the rest of the conversation. Initially
she sounded sceptical, and then neutral, and then sonewhat convi nced. She
arranged to neet on the fourth floor first thing in the norning. Then she
clicked the phone off. "There's a cop outside her door,' Reacher said.

"She told ne that,' Yanni said. 'But they're looking for you, not ne.' 'What
exactly are you going to do?

"I haven't decided yet.'

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"I guess | need to understand where you're coning fromfirst,' Yanni said.

" Cbviously you don't care anything about Janmes Barr hinmself. So is this al
for the sister? Rosemary?' Reacher watched her watching him A woman, a
journalist.

"Partly for Rosemary,' he said.

' But ?'

"Mostly for the puppet naster. He's sitting there thinking he's as smart as a
whip. | don't like that. Never have. Makes ne want to show hi m what smart
really is.' 'Like a challenge?

'"He had the girl killed, Yanni. She was just a dumb sweet kid |ooking for a
little fun. He pushed open the wong door there. So he deserves to have

somet hing cone out at him That's the challenge.' "You hardly knew her.'

' That doesn't make her any | ess innocent.'

DK

'K what ?

"NBC wi |l spring for Franklin. Then we'll see where that takes us.' 'Thanks,"
Reacher said. 'l appreciate it.'

"You shoul d."’
"l apol ogi ze again. For scaring you.'
"I nearly died of fright.'



"I"'mvery sorry.'
" Anyt hi ng el se?'

'Yes,' Reacher said. 'l need to borrow your car.' 'M car?

"Your car.'

"Waat for?

"To sleep in and then to go to Kentucky in.'" 'Wat's in Kentucky?

"Part of the puzzle.'
Yanni shook her head. 'This is nuts.'
"I"'ma careful driver.

"I"d be aiding and abetting a fugitive crimnal." 'lI'mnot a crimnal,’
Reacher said. "A crimnal is someone who has been convicted of a crime after a
trial. Therefore I"'mnot a fugitive, either. | haven't been arrested or
charged. |I'ma suspect, that's all." 'l can't lend you my car after running
your picture all night." "You could say you didn't recognize ne. It's a
sketch, not a photograph. Maybe it isn't totally accurate.'" 'Your hair is
different.’

" There you go. | had it cut this norning.'

"But | would recognize your name. | wouldn't lend ny car to a stranger without
at |least knowi ng his nane, would I?" ' Mybe | gave you a fal se nane. You net

a guy with a different name who didn't | ook nuch like the sketch, that's all."’
"What nane?’

'Joe CGordon,' Reacher said.

"Wio' s he?

Yankees' second basenman in 1940. They finished third. Not Joe's fault. He had
a decent career. He played exactly one thousand ganes and had exactly one
thousand hits.' ' You know a |ot.

"I"l'l know nore tonorrow if you lend nme your car.' 'How would |I get hone

t oni ght ?'

"I"1l drive you.'

" Then you' Il know where | live.'

"I already know where you live. | checked your registration. To make sure it

was your car.' Yanni said nothing.



"Don't worry,' Reacher said. '"If | wanted to hurt you, you'd already be hurt,
don't you think?

She sai d not hi ng.

"I"'ma careful driver,' he said again. 'I'll get you hone safe.’

"I"ll call a cab,' she said. '"Better for you that way. The roads are qui et now
and this is a distinctive car. The cops know it's nmine. They stop ne all the
time. They claim|'m speeding but really they want an autograph or they want
to | ook down ny shirt.'

She used her phone again and told a driver to nmeet her inside the garage. Then
she clinbed out of the car and left the motor running.

'"Go park in a dark corner,' she said. 'Safer for you if you don't |eave before
t he norning rush.’

' Thanks,' Reacher said.

"And do it now,' she said. 'Your face has been all over the news and the cab
driver will have been watching. At |least | hope he was watching. | need the
ratings.'

' Thanks,' Reacher said again.

Ann Yanni wal ked away and stood at the bottom of the ranmp |ike she was waiting
for a bus. Reacher slid into her seat and racked it back and reversed the car
deep into the garage. Then he swung it round and parked nose-in in a distant
corner. He shut it down and watched in the mirror. Five minutes later a
green-and-white Crown Vic rolled down the ranp and Ann Yanni clinbed into the
back. The cab turned and drove out to the street and the garage went quiet.

Reacher stayed in Ann Yanni's Mistang but he didn't stay in the garage under
the black gl ass tower. Too risky. If Yanni had a change of heart he would be a
sitting duck. He could picture her getting hit by cold feet or a crisis of
consci ence and picking up the phone and calling Enerson. He's fast asleep in
my car in the corner of the garage at work. Right now So three nminutes after
her cab left he started up again and drove out and round to the garage on
First Street. It was enpty. He went up to the second |l evel and parked in the
space that James Barr had used. He didn't put noney in the meter. Just pulled
out Yanni's stack of road maps and pl anned his route and then pushed back on

t he wheel and reclined the seat and went back to sl eep.



He woke hinmself up five hours later, before dawn, and set out on the drive
south to Kentucky. He saw three cop cars before he passed the city limts. But
they didn't pay himany attention. They were too busy hunting Jack Reacher to

waste tine harassing a cute news anchor.



TVWELVE

DAWN HAPPENED SOVEWHERE WAY OVER | N THE EAST ABOUT AN hour into the drive. The
sky changed fromblack to grey to purple and then | ow orange sunlight came up
over the horizon. Reacher switched his headlights off. He didn't like to run
with lights after daybreak. Just a sublimnal thing, for the State Troopers
canped out on the shoulders. Lights after dawn suggested all kinds of things,
i ke fast through-the-night escapes fromtroubl e hundreds of mles behind. The
Must ang was al ready provocative enough. It was |oud and aggressive and it was
the kind of car that gets stolen a |lot.

But the troopers that Reacher saw stayed put on the shoul der. He kept the car
at a nothing-to-hide seventy mles an hour and touched the CD button on the
dash. CGot a blast of md period Sheryl Crowin return, which he didn't mnd at
all. He stayed with it. Every day is a winding road, Sheryl told him 'I know,
he thought. Tell me about it.

He crossed the Chio river on a long iron trestle with the sun low on his left.
For a nonent it turned the slow water into nolten gold. Light reflected up at
hi m from bel ow the horizontal and made the inside of the car unnaturally

bri ght.



The trestle spars flashed past |ike a stroboscope. The effect was

di sconcerting. He closed his left eye and entered Kentucky squinting.

He kept south on a county road and waited for the Blackford river. According
to Ann Yanni's maps it was a tributary that flowed on a southeast to northwest
di agonal into the Chio. Near its source it formed a perfect equilatera
triangle about three nmles on a side with two rural routes. And according to
Hel en Rodin's information James Barr's favoured firing range was sonewhere

i nside that triangle.

But it turned out that the firing range was the triangle. Three mles out
Reacher saw a wire fence on the left shoulder of the road that started
directly after he crossed the Blackford on a bridge. The fence ran all the way
to the next intersection and had Keep Qut Live GQunfire signs on every fourth
post. Then it turned a sixty-degree angle and ran three nore mles north and
east. Reacher followed it and where it net the Bl ackford again he found a gate
and a gravel clearing and a conplex of |low huts. The gate was chained. It was
hung wi th a hand-painted sign that read: Open 8 a.m wuntil dark

He checked his watch. He was a half-hour too early. On the other side of the
road was an al um ni um coach diner fronted by a gravel lot. He pulled in and
stopped the Mustang right by the diner's door. He was hungry. The Marriott's
roomservi ce steak seenmed like a long tine ago

He ate a | ong sl ow breakfast at a w ndow tabl e and watched the scene across
the street. By eight o' clock there were three pickup trucks waiting to get
into the range. At five after eight a guy showed up in a black diesel Hunvee
and m med an apol ogy for being |ate and unchai ned the gate. He stood aside and
let his custonmers in ahead of him Then he clinbed back in his Hunvee and
followed them He went through the same apol ogetic routine with the main hut
door and then all four guys went inside and di sappeared from vi ew. Reacher
called for another cup of coffee. He figured he would let the guy deal with
the early rush and then stroll over when he had a nmonent to talk. And the

cof fee was good. Too good to pass up. It was fresh, hot, and very strong.



By eight twenty he started to hear rifles firing. Dull percussive sounds,
robbed of their power and inpact by distance and wi nd and berns of earth. He
figured the guns were about two hundred yards away, firing west. The shots
cane slow and steady, the sound of serious shooters aimng for the inner
rings. Then he heard a string of lighter pops, froma handgun. He listened to
the fam liar sounds for a spell and then left two bucks on the table and paid
a twel ve-doll ar check at the register. Wnt outside and got back in the

Must ang and drove through the | ot and bunped up over the canber of the road
and straight in through the range's open gate.

He found the Hunvee guy behind a waist-high counter in the main hut. Up cl ose
he was ol der than he had | ooked froma distance. Mre than fifty, |ess than
sixty, sparse grey hair, lined skin, but ranrod straight. He had a weat hered
neck wi der than his head and the sort of eyes that pegged him as an ex-Marine
noncom even wi thout the tattoos on his forearns and the souvenirs on the wall
behind him The tattoos were old and faded and the souvenirs were nostly
pennants and unit patches. But the centrepiece of the display was a yell ow ng
paper target framed under glass. It had a tight group of five .300 holes
inside the inner ring and a sixth just clipping it.

"Hel p you?' the guy said. He was | ooking past Reacher's shoul der, out the

wi ndow, at the Mistang.

"I"mhere to solve all your problens,' Reacher said.

'Real | y?'

"No, not really. | just want to ask you sone questions.'
The guy paused. ' About Janmes Barr?

' Good guess.'

" No.

" No?

"I don't speak to reporters.’

"I"'mnot a reporter.'

"That's a five-litre Mustang out there, with a couple of options onit. So it
ain't a cop car or arental. And it's got Indiana plates. And it's got an NBC
sticker in the windshield. Therefore my guess is you're a reporter fixing to
gin up a television story about how Janmes Barr used ny place to train and
prepare.’

"Did he?



"I told you, I'mnot talking.'

"But Barr came here, right?

"I"'mnot talking,' the guy said again. No malice in his voice. Just

determ nation. No hostility. Just self-assurance. He wasn't tal king. End of
story. The hut went quiet. Nothing to hear except the distant gunfire and a

low rattling humfrom another room A refrigerator, maybe. 'I'mnot a
reporter,' Reacher said again. '|I borrowed a reporter's car, that's all. To
get down here.' 'So what are you?

"Just a guy who knew Janes Barr way back. | want to know about his friend

Charlie. | think his friend Charlie led himastray.' The guy didn't say: \Wat
friend? He didn't ask: Who's Charlie? He just shook his head and said, 'Can't
hel p you.' Reacher switched his gaze to the franed target.

"I's that yours?' he asked.

'Everything you see here is mne.'

"What range was it?'" he asked.

Why ?

"Because I'mthinking that if it was six hundred yards, you're pretty good. If
it was eight hundred, you're very good. If it was a thousand, you're

unbel i evable.' "You shoot?' the guy asked.
"l used to,' Reacher said.
"Mlitary?

'Once upon a tine.'

The guy turned round and lifted the frame off its hook. Laid it gently on the
counter and turned it round for inspection. There was a handwitten
inscription in faded ink across the bottom of the paper: 1978 U.S. Marine
Corps 1000 Yard Invitational. Gunny Sarmuel Cash, third place. Then there were
three signatures fromthree adjudicators. You' re Sergeant Cash?' Reacher

sai d.

'"Retired and scuffling,' the guy said.

"Me too.'

"But not fromthe Corps.'

"You can tell that just by Iooking?

"Easily.'’



"Arny,' Reacher said. 'But nmy dad was a Marine.'

Cash nodded. ' Makes you hal f - human.

Reacher traced his fingertip over the glass, above the bullet holes. A fine
group of five, and a sixth that had drifted just a hair.

' Good shooting,' he said.

"I'"d be lucky to do that at half the range today.'

'"Me too,' Reacher said. 'Time marches on.'

"You saying you could have done it back in the day?

Reacher didn't answer. Truth was he had actually won the Marine Corps 1000
Yard Invitational, exactly ten years after Cash had scraped third place. He
had placed all his rounds through the precise centre of the target, in a
ragged hole a man could put his thunb through. He had di spl ayed the shiny cup
on one office shelf after another through twelve busy nmonths. It had been an
exceptional year. He had been at some kind of peak, physically, nentally,
every way there was. That year, he couldn't miss, literally or netaphorically.
But he hadn't defended his title the follow ng year, even though the M

hi erarchy had wanted himto. Later, |ooking back, he understood how t hat
deci si on marked two things: the beginning of his long slow divorce fromthe
arny, and the begi nning of restlessness. The begi nni ng of always nmoving on and
never | ooking back. The begi nning of never wanting to do the same thing tw ce.
' Thousand yards is a long way,' @nny Cash said. 'Truth is since | left the
Corps | haven't met a man who could even put a nmark on the paper.’

"I mght have been able to clip the edge,' Reacher said.

Cash took the frame off the counter and turned and hung it back on its hook
He used the ball of his right thunb to level it.

"I don't have a thousand-yard range here,' he said. 'It would be a waste of
amunition and it woul d make the custoners feel bad about thenselves. But |'ve
got a nice three-hundred that's not being used this norning. You could try it.
A guy who could clip the paper at a thousand should be able to do pretty well
at three hundred."’

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"Don't you think? Cash said.



"l guess,' Reacher said.

Cash opened a drawer and took out a new paper target. What's your nane?

' Bobby Ri chardson,' Reacher said. Robert dinton Richardson, hit .301 in 1959,
141 hits in 134 ganes, but the Yanks still only finished third.

Cash took a roller ball pen fromhis shirt pocket and wote R Richardson, 300
yards, and the date, and the time, on the paper

'Record keeper,' Reacher said.

"Habit,' Cash said. Then he drew an X inside the inner ring. It was about half
an inch tall and because of the slant of his handwiting a little |ess than
hal f an inch wide. He left the paper on the counter and wal ked away into the
roomw th the refrigerator noise. Cane back out a mnute later carrying a
rifle. It was a Remington M24, with a Leupold Utra scope and a front bipod. A
standard-i ssue Marine sniper's weapon. It |ooked to be well used but in
excel l ent condition. Cash placed it sideways on the counter. Detached the
magazi ne and showed Reacher that it was enpty. Operated the bolt and showed
Reacher that the chanmber was enpty, too. Reflex, routine, caution

pr of essi onal courtesy.

"Mne,' he said. 'Zeroed for three hundred yards exactly. By nme nyself,
personal ly."'

' Good enough,' Reacher said. Wich it was. An ex-Marine who in 1978 had been
the third-best shooter in the world could be trusted on such matters.

'One shot,' Cash said. He took a single cartridge fromhis pocket. Held it up
It was a .300 Wnchester round. Match grade. He stood it upright on the X on
the paper target. It hid it entirely. Then he sniled. Reacher sniled back. He
understood the chall enge. He understood it perfectly. Hit the X and I'Il talk
to you about Janes Barr

At least it's not hand-to-hand conbat, Reacher thought.

"Let's go,' he said.

Qutside the air was still and it was neither hot nor cold. Perfect shooting
weat her. No shivering, no risk of thermals or currents or shimer. No w nd
Cash carried the rifle and the target and Reacher carried the cartridge in the
pal m of his hand. They



clinmbed into Cash's Hunmvee together and Cash fired it up with a Ioud diese
clatter.
"You like this thing? Reacher asked, over the noise.

"Not really,' Cash said. 'I'd be happier with a sedan. But it's a question of
i mge. Customers like it'
The | andscape was all low hills, covered in grass and stunted trees. Soneone

had used a bull dozer to carve wi de straight paths through it. The paths were
hundreds of yards apart and hundreds of yards long, and all of them were
paral l el . Each path was a separate rifle range. Each range was isolated from
the others by natural hills and backed by high bernms made fromthe earth
scraped up by the bulldozer. The whol e place |ooked |ike a half-built golf
course. It was part green, part raw, all covered with red earth gashes.

Whi t e- pai nted rocks and boul ders delineated tracks through it, some for
vehicles, sonme for foot traffic.

"My family owned this land for ever,' Cash said. 'The range was ny idea. |

t hought | could be like a golf pro, or tennis. You know those guys, they've
been on the tour, they retire, they set up teaching afterwards.’

"Did it work? Reacher asked.

"Not really,' Cash said. 'People come here to shoot, but to get a guy to admt
he doesn't really know howis like pulling teeth.'

Reacher saw three pickup trucks parked at separate shooting stations. The guys
who had been waiting at eight o' clock were well into their norning sessions.
They were all prone on coconut mats, firing, pausing, sighting, firing again.
"It's a living,' Cash said, in answer to a question Reacher hadn't asked. Then
he pulled the Hunvee off the main track and drove three hundred yards down the
length of an enpty range. He got out and clipped the paper target to a frane
and got back in and K-turned the truck and headed back. He parked it neatly
and shut it down.

' Good luck,' he said.

Reacher sat still for a nmonent. He was nore nervous than he shoul d have been
He breathed in and held it and felt the thrill of caffeine in his veins. Just
atiny mcroscopic trenble. Four fast cups of strong coffee were not an idea
preparation for accurate |ong-distance shooting.



But it was only three hundred yards. Three hundred yards, with a good rifle,
no heat, no cold, still air. Mdre or |less the sane thing as pressing the
muzzle into the centre of the target and pulling the trigger. He could do it
with his eyes closed. There was no fundanental problemw th the marksmanship.
The problemwas with the stakes. He wanted the puppet master nore than he had
wanted the Marines' cup all those years before. Alot nore. He didn't know
why. But that was the probl em

He breathed out. It was only three hundred yards. Not six. Not eight. Not a

t housand. No bi g deal

He slid out of the Hunvee and took the rifle off the back seat. Carried it
across rough earth to the coconut mat. Placed it gently with its bipod feet a
yard back fromthe edge. Bent down and | oaded it. Stepped back behind it and
lined hinmself up and crouched, knelt, lay full length. He snuggl ed the stock
into his shoulder. Eased his neck left and right and | ooked around. It felt
like he was alone in the nmiddle of nowhere. He ducked his head. O osed his
left eye and noved his right eye to the scope. Draped his |left hand over the
barrel and pressed down and back. Now he had a tripod mount. The bi pod, and
his shoulder. Solid. He spread his legs and turned his feet out so they were
flat on the mat. Drew his left leg up a little and dug the sole of his shoe
into the mat's fibres so the dead weight of the Iinb anchored his position. He
rel axed and let hinself spraw. He knew he must | ook |ike a guy who had been
shot, instead of a guy preparing to shoot.

He gazed through the scope. Saw the hyper-vivid i mage of great optics. He
acquired the target. It | ooked close enough to touch. He laid the reticle
where the two strokes of the X met. Squeezed the slack out of the trigger.

Rel axed. Breathed out. He could feel his heart. It felt like it was |loose in
his chest. The caffeine was buzzing in his veins. The reticle was dancing over
the X. It was hopping and jerking, left and right, up and down, in a tiny
random circl e.

He closed his right eye. Wlled his heart to stop. Breathed out and kept his
| ungs enpty, one second, two. Then again, in, out, hold. He pulled all his
energy downward, into his gut. Let his shoulders slacken. Let his nuscles
relax. Let hinself settle. He



opened his eye again and saw that the reticle was still. He stared at the
target. Feeling it. Wanting it. He pulled the trigger. The gun kicked and
roared and the nuzzle blast blew a cloud of dust out of the coconut mat and
obscured his view. He lifted his head and coughed once and ducked back to the
scope. Bull's eye.

The X was gone. There was a neat hole drilled through the centre of it,

| eaving only four tiny ballpoint ticks visible, one at the top and one at the
bott om of each stroke. He coughed again and pushed back and stood up. Cash
dropped down in his place and used the scope to check the result. ' Good
shooting,' he said.

"Cood rifle," Reacher said.

Cash operated the bolt and the spent case fell out on the mat. He got to his
knees and picked it up and put it in his pocket. Then he stood up and carried

the rifle back towards the Hunvee. 'So do | qualify? Reacher called after
hi m
' For what ?'

"For talking to.'

Cash turned round. 'You think this was a test?

"I sincerely hope it was.'

"You m ght not want to hear what |'ve got to say.'

"Try me,' Reacher said.

Cash nodded. We'll talk in the office.’

They detoured up the length of the range for Cash to retrieve the target. Then
they turned and drove back to the huts. They passed the pickup guys. They were

still blasting away. Cash parked and they went inside and Cash fil ed Reacher's
target in a drawer, under R for Richardson. Then he danced his fingers forward
to B for Barr and pulled out a thick sheaf of paper. 'You |looking to show
your old buddy didn't do it?" he asked.

'"He wasn't ny buddy,' Reacher said. '|I knew himonce, is all."’

" And?'

"I don't remenber himbeing that great a shooter.'
'"TV news said it was pretty short range.'

'"Wth noving targets and deflection angles.'

"TV said the evidence is pretty clear.'

"It is," Reacher said. 'I've seenit.'



' Check these out,' Cash said.

He dealt the filed targets |like a deck of cards, all along the Ilength of the
counter. Then he butted them edge-to-edge and squared them off to nmake room
for nore. Then he started a second row, directly underneath the first. In the
end he had thirty-two sheets of paper displayed, two | ong rows of repetitive
concentric circles, all of themmarked /. Barr, 300 yards, with tines and
dates stretching back three years. 'Read them and weep,' Cash said.

Every single target showed an expert score.

Reacher stared at them one after the other. Each inner ring was tightly
packed with clean, crisp holes. Tight clusters, big and obvious. Thirty-two
targets, ten rounds each, three hundred and twenty rounds, all of them dead-on

maxi mum scores. 'This is everything he did?' Reacher asked.
Cash nodded. 'Like you said, I'"'ma record keeper.'
"What gun?'

"His own Super Match. Geat rifle.’
"Did the cops call you?
'Quy called Emerson. He was pretty decent about it. Because |I've got to think

about nmy own ass, because Barr trained here. | don't want to danmage ny
prof essional reputation. |I've put in a lot of work here, and this place could
get a bad nane.' Reacher scanned the targets, one nore tine. Renmenbered

telling Hel en Rodin: They don't forget. 'Wat about his buddy Charlie? he
asked.

"Charlie was hopel ess by conparison.'

Cash butted James Barr's targets into a pile and put them back in the B slot.
Then he opened another drawer and ran his fingers back to S and took out
anot her sheaf of paper. 'Charlie Smith,' he said. '"He was mlitary too, by
the ook of him But Uncle Sam s noney didn't buy anything long-termthere.’
He went through the sanme routine, laying out Charlie's targets in tw |ong
rows. Thirty-two of them ' They al ways showed up together?' Reacher asked.
'Li ke peanut butter and jelly,' Cash said.

' Separ ate ranges?'

' Separate planets,' Cash said.



Reacher nodded. In terns of nunerical score Charlie's targets were nuch worse
than James Barr's. Way worse. They were the product of a very poor shooter

One had just four hits, all of themoutside the outer ring, one each in the
quadrants in the corners. Across all thirty-two targets he had just eight hits
i nside the inner ring. One was a dead-on bull's eye. Dunmb |uck, naybe, or wi nd
or drift or a randomthermal. Seven were very close to clipping the black
Apart fromthat, Charlie was all over the place. Most of his rounds nust have
m ssed al toget her. Percentage-w se nost of his hits happened in the white
between the two outer rings. Low, |ow scores. But his hits weren't precisely
random There was a weird kind of consistency there. He was aimng, but he was
m ssing. Maybe sone kind of bad astigmatismin his eyes. What type of a guy
was he?' Reacher asked.

"Charlie? Cash said. 'Charlie was a blank slate. Couldn't read himat all. If
he had been a better shot, he'd have conme close to frightening me.' ' Small
guy, right?

"Tiny. Weird hair.’
"Did they talk to you much?
"Not really. They were just two guys down from Indiana, getting off on

shooting guns. | get a lot of that here." 'Did you watch them shoot?
Cash shook his head. 'l |earned never to watch anybody. People take it as a
criticism | let themcome to me, but nobody ever does.' 'Barr bought his

amo here, right?

'Lake City. Expensive.'

"His gun wasn't cheap, either.'

'"He was worth it.'

What gun did Charlie use?

'The sane thing. Like a matched pair. In his case it was a conedy. Like a fat

guy who buys a carbon fibre racing bike.' "You got separate handgun ranges
here?'

'One indoor. People use it if it rains. Oherwise | |let them blast away
out si de, anywhere they want. | don't care nuch for handguns. No art to them'

Reacher nodded and Cash swept Charlie's targets into a pile,



careful to keep themin correct date order. Then he stacked them together and

put themback in the S drawer. 'Smith is a comon nane,' Reacher said.
"Actually | think it's the nost conmon name in Amrerica.' 'It was genuine,'’
Cash said. 'I see a driver's licence before anyone gets nenbership.' Were

was he fromoriginally?

' Accent ? Somewhere way north.'’

'Can | take one of Janes Barr's targets?

What the hell for?

'For a souvenir,' Reacher said.

Cash sai d not hi ng.

"It won't go anywhere,' Reacher said. 'I'mnot going to sell it on the
Internet' Cash said nothing.

"Barr's not coming back,' Reacher said. 'That's for damm sure. And if you
really want to cover your ass you should dunp themall anyway.' Cash shrugged
and turned back to the file drawer.

' The nost recent one,' Reacher said. 'That woul d be best.’

Cash thumbed through the stack and pulled a sheet. Handed it across the
counter. Reacher took it and folded it carefully and put it in his shirt
pocket. ' Good luck with your buddy,' Cash said.

"He's not ny buddy,' Reacher said. 'But thanks for your help.'

You' re wel cone,' Cash said. 'Because | know who you are. | recognized you when
you got behind the gun. | never forget the shape of a prone position. You won
the Invitational ten years after | was in it. | was watching, fromthe crowd.
Your real name is Reacher.' Reacher nodded.

"Polite of you,' Cash said. '"Not to nention it after | told you how !l only
cane in third.' "You had tougher conpetition,' Reacher said. 'Ten years |ater

it was all a bunch of deadbeats.'

He stopped at the last gas station in Kentucky and filled Yanni's tank. Then
he called Helen Rodin froma pay phone. 'Is the cop still there?" he asked.



"Two of them' she said. 'One in the | obby, one at my door.' 'Did Franklin

start yet?' 'First thing this norning.' 'Any progress?

"Not hi ng. They were five very ordinary people.’ Were is Franklin's office?
She gave him an address. Reacher checked his watch. '"I'll neet you there at
four o' clock.' 'How was Kentucky?' ' Confusing,' he said.

He recrossed the Chio on the same trestle bridge with Sheryl Crow telling him
all over again about how every day was a wi nding road. He cranked up the

vol ume and turned |l eft and headed west. Ann Yanni's maps showed a hi ghway
cloverleaf forty mles ahead. He could turn north there and a couple of hours
| ater he could scoot past the whole city, forty feet in the air. It seened
like a better idea than trying the surface streets. He figured Enerson woul d
be getting seriously frustrated. And then seriously enraged, at sone point
during the day. Reacher would have been. Reacher had been Emerson for thirteen
years, and in this kind of a situation he would have been kicking ass big
time, blanketing the streets with uniforms, trying everything.

He found the cloverleaf and joined the highway going north. He killed the CD
when it started over again and settled in for the cruise. The Mistang felt
pretty good at seventy mles an hour. It runbled along, lots of power, no
finesse at all. Reacher figured if he could put that drivetrain in sone
battered ol d sedan body, then that would be his kind of car

Bel | ant oni o had been at work in his crime |ab since seven o'clock in the

nmorni ng. He had fingerprinted the cell phone found abandoned under the hi ghway
and come up with nothing worth a damm. Then he had copied the call |o0g. The

| ast nunber dialled was Helen Rodin's cell. Last but one was Enerson's cell

Cl early Reacher had made both of those calls. Then cane a long string of calls
to several different cell phones registered to Specialized Services of

I ndi ana. Maybe Reacher had nade



those too, or nmaybe he hadn't. No way of knowing. Bellantonio wote it all up
but he knew Enerson woul dn't do anything with it. The only viable pressure
point was the call to Helen Rodin, and no way coul d Enerson start hassling a
defence | awyer about a conversation with a w tness, suspect or not. That woul d
be a waste of breath.

So he nmoved on to the garage tapes. He had four days' worth, ninety-six hours,
nearly three thousand separate vehicle novenents. Hi s staff had | ogged them
all. Only three of themwere Cadillacs. |Indiana was the sane as nost heartl and
states. People bought pickup trucks as a first preference, then SUVs, then
coupes, then convertibles. Regular sedans clainmed a tiny market share, and
nost of them were Toyotas or Hondas or mid-size donestics. Full-size turnpike
cruisers were very rare, and prem um brands rarest of all.

The first Cadillac on tape was a bone-white El dorado. A two-door coupe,
several years old. It had parked before ten in the nmorning on the Wednesday
and stayed parked for five hours. The second Cadillac on tape was a new STS
maybe red or grey, possibly light blue. Hard to be sure, with the murky
nmonochrone picture. Whatever, it had parked soon after |lunch on the Thursday
and stayed there for two hours.

The third Cadillac was a black Deville. It was caught on tape entering the
garage just after six o'clock in the nmorning on the Friday. Black Friday, as
Bel l antonio was calling it. At six o'clock in the norning the garage woul d
have been nore or |less conpletely enpty. The tape showed the Devill e sweeping
up the ranp, fast and confident. It showed it |eaving again after just four

m nut es.

Long enough to place the cone.

The driver wasn't really visible in either sequence. There was just a grey

bl ur behind the w ndshield. Maybe it was Barr, maybe it wasn't. Bellantonio
wote it all up for Enmerson. He nmade a nental note to check through again to
determine if four mnutes was the shortest stay on the tapes. He suspected it
was, easily.

Then he scanned the forensic sweep through Al exandra Dupree's garden
apartment. He had assigned a junior guy to do it, because it wasn't the crine
scene. There was nothing of



interest there. Nothing at all. Except the fingerprint evidence. The apart ment
was a nmess of prints, like all apartments are. Mdst of themwere the girl's,
but there were four other sets. Three of them were unidentifiable.

The fourth set of prints belonged to Janes Barr

James Barr had been in Al exandra Dupree's apartnent. In the living room in
the kitchen, in the bathroom No doubt about it. Cear prints, perfect

mat ches. Unmi st akabl e.

Bel | antonio wote it up for Emerson

Then he read a report just in fromthe nedi cal exam ner. Al exandra Dupree had
been killed by a single nmassive blowto the right tenple, delivered by a

| eft - handed assailant. She had fallen onto a gravel surface that contained
organic matter including grass and dirt. But she had been found in an alley
paved with |inestone. Therefore her body had been noved at |east a short

di stance between death and di scovery. O her physiol ogi cal evidence confirned
it.

Bel | ant oni o t ook a new sheet of neno paper and addressed two questions to
Enerson: |s Reacher |eft-handed? Did he have access to a vehicle?

The Zee spent the norning hours deciding what to do with Raskin. Raskin had
failed three separate times. First, with the initial tail, then by getting
attacked frombehind, and finally by letting his cell phone get stolen. The
Zee didn't like failure. He didn't like it at all. At first he considered just
pul ling Raskin off the street and restricting himto duty in the video room on
the ground floor of the house. But why would he want to depend on a failure to
nmonitor his security?

Then Linsky called. They had been searching fourteen straight hours and had
found no sign of the soldier.

W should go after the | awyer now,' Linsky said. 'After all, nothing can
happen wi thout her. She's the focal point. She's the one making the noves
here.’

' That raises the stakes,' the Zee said.

'They're already pretty high.'

' Maybe the soldier's gone for good.'

' Maybe he is,' Linsky said. 'But what matters is what he left behind. In the

| awyer's head.’



"I'"l'l think about it,' the Zee said. '"I'I|l get back to you.' 'Should we keep
on | ooki ng?' 'Tired?

Li nsky was exhausted and his spine was killing him 'No,' he lied. 'I'm not
tired.'

'So keep on | ooking,' the Zee said. 'But send Raskin back to ne.'

Reacher slowed to fifty where the highway first rose onits stilts. He stayed
in the centre lane and let the spur that ran behind the library pass by on his
right. He kept on north for two nore niles, and cane off at the cloverl eaf
that met the four-lane with the auto dealers and the parts store. He went east
on the county road and then turned north again, on Jeb Aiver's rural route.
After a mnute he was deep in the silent countryside. The irrigation boomns
were turning slowy and the sun was maki ng rai nbows in the droplets.

The heartland. Were the secrets are.

He coasted to a stop next to the Aivers' mailbox. No way was the Mistang
going to make it down the driveway. The centre hunp woul d have ripped all the
parts off the bottom The suspension, the exhaust system the axle, the diff,
what ever el se was down there. Ann Yanni woul dn't have been pleased at all. So
he slid out and left the car where it was, |ow and crouched and w nki ng bl ue
in the sun. He picked his way down the track, feeling every rock and stone
through his thin soles. Jeb Aiver's red Dodge hadn't been noved. It was
sitting right there, lightly dusted with brown dirt and streaked with dried
dew. The ol d farmhouse was quiet. The barn was cl osed and | ocked.

Reacher ignored the front door. He wal ked round the side of the house to the
back porch. Jeb's nother was right there on her glider. She was dressed the
same but this time she had no bottle. Just a manic stare out of eyes as big as
saucers. She had one foot hooked up under her and was using the other to scoot
the chair about tw ce as fast as she had before.

"Hello,' she said.

"Jeb not back yet?' Reacher said.

She just shook her head. Reacher heard all the sounds he



had heard before. The irrigation hiss, the squeak of the glider, the creak of
t he porch board.

'Got a gun?' he asked.

"l don't hold with them' she said.

' Got a phone?' he asked.

' Di sconnected,' she said. 'I owe themnoney. But | don't need them Jeb lets
me use his cell if | needit.’

' Cood,' Reacher said.

'"How the hell is that good? Jeb's not here.'

"That's exactly what's good about it. I'mgoing to break into your barn and I
don't want you calling the cops while I'mdoing it. O shooting ne.'

"That's Jeb's barn. You can't go in there.'

"I don't see how you can stop ne.'

He turned his back on her and continued down the track. It curved a little and
led directly to the barn's double doors. The doors like the barn itself were
built of old planks alternately baked and rotted by a hundred sunmers and a
hundred wi nters. Reacher touched themw th his knuckles and felt a dry

hol | owness. The lock was brand new. It was a U shaped bicycle lock Iike the
ones city nmessengers used. One leg of the U ran through two black steel hasps
that were bolted through the planks of the doors. Reacher touched the | ock.
Shook it. Heavy steel, warmfromthe sun. It was a pretty solid arrangenent.
No way of cutting it, no way of breaking it.

But a lock was only as strong as what it was fixed to.

Reacher grabbed the straight end of the lock at the bottomof the U Pulled on
it, gently, and then harder. The doors sagged towards hi mand stopped. He put
the flat of his pal magainst the wood and pushed them back. Held them cl osed
with a straight left armand yanked on the lock with his right. The bolts gave
alittle, but not nmuch. Reacher figured that Jeb must have used washers on the
back, under the nuts. Maybe big w de ones. They were spreading the | oad.

He thought: OK, nore | oad.

He held the straight part of the |l ock with both hands and | eaned back like a
wat er - skier Pulled hard and smashed his heel into the wood under the hasps.

H s | egs were longer than his arns, so he was cranped and the kick didn't
carry



much power. But it carried enough. The old wood splintered a little and
somet hi ng gave half an inch. He regrouped and tried it again. Sonething gave a
little nore. Then a plank in the left-hand door split conpletely and two bolts
pul | ed out. Reacher put his left hand flat on the door and got his right hand
fingers hooked in the gap with a backhand grip. He took a breath and counted
to three and jerked hard. The last bolt fell out and the whol e | ock assenbly
hit the ground and the doors sagged all the way open. Reacher stepped away and
fol ded the doors back flush with the walls and [ et the sunlight in.

He guessed he was expecting to see a neth |ab, maybe with workbenches and
beakers and scal es and propane burners and piles of new baggies ready to
receive the product. O else a big stash, ready for onward distribution

He saw none of that.

Bright light leaked in through long vertical gaps between warped planks. The
barn was maybe forty feet by twenty inside. It had a bare earth floor, swept
and conpacted. It was conmpletely enpty except for a well-used pickup truck
parked in the exact centre of the space.

The truck was a Chevy Silverado, several years old. It was |light brown, |ike
fired clay. It was a working vehicle. It had been built down to a plain
specification. A base nodel. Vinyl seats, steel wheels, undramatic tyres. The
| oad bed was cl ean but scratched and dented. It had no licence plates. The
doors were | ocked and there was no sign of a key anywhere.

"What's that?

Reacher turned and saw Jeb diver's nother behind him She had her hand ti ght
on the door janmb, like she was unwilling to cross the threshold.

"It's a truck,' Reacher said.

"l can see that.'’

"Is it Jeb' s?

"l never saw it before.'

"What did he drive before that big red thing?

"Not this.'

Reacher stepped closer to the truck and peered in through the driver's side
wi ndow. Manual shift. Dirt and grime. High



m | eage. But no trash. The truck had been soneone's faithful servant, used but
not abused. 'I never saw it before,' the woman said again.

It looked like it had been there for a long tine. It was settled on soft
tyres. It didn't smell of oil or gasoline. It was cold, inert, filmed with
dust. Reacher got on his knees and checked underneath. Nothing to see. Just a
frame, caked with old dirt, clipped by rocks and gravel. 'How long has this
thing been in here?" he asked, fromthe fl oor.

"I don't know.'

"When did he put the Iock on the door?

' Maybe two nont hs ago.'

Reacher stood up again.

"What did you expect to find?' the wonman asked him

Reacher turned to face her and | ooked at her eyes. The pupils were huge.
'More of what you had for breakfast,' he said.

She smled. 'You thought Jeb was cooking in here?

"Wasn't he?'

"His stepfather brings it by.'

"You married?

"Not any nmore. But he still brings it by.'

'Jeb was using on Mnday night,' Reacher said.

The wonman snmiled again. 'A nother can share with her kid. Can't she? Wat el se
is a nother for?" Reacher turned away and | ooked at the truck one nore tine.
"Way woul d he keep an old truck | ocked in here and a new truck out in the
weat her?" 'Beats nme,' the woman said. 'Jeb always does things his own way.'
Reacher backed out of the barn and wal ked each door closed. Then he used the
balls of his thunbs to press the bolts back into their splintered holes. The
wei ght of the lock dragged themall hal fway out again. He got it |ooking as
neat as he could, and then he left it alone and wal ked away. 'Is Jeb ever
com ng back?' the worman called after him

Reacher didn't answer.



The Mustang was facing north, so Reacher drove north. He put the CD player on
| oud and kept going ten niles down an arrow straight road, aimng for a
hori zon that never arrived.

Raskin dug his own grave with a Caterpillar backhoe. It was the sanme machine
that had been used to level the Zee's land. It had a twenty-inch entrenching
shovel with four steel teeth on it. The shovel took |ong slow bites of the
soft earth and | aid them asi de. The engi ne roared and sl owed, roared and

sl owed, and pul sed cl ouds of diesel exhaust filled the |Indiana sky.

Raski n had been born during the Soviet, and he had seen a | ot. Afghanistan
Chechnya, unthinkabl e upheaval in Moscow. A guy in his position could have
been dead many tinmes over, and that fact conbined with his natural Russian
fatalismnmade himutterly indifferent to his fate.

'Ukase,' the Zee had said. An order from an absolute authority.

"Ni chevo,' Raskin had said in reply. Think nothing of it.

So he worked the backhoe. He chose a spot conceal ed fromthe stone-crushers
view by the bul k of the house. He dug a neat trench, twenty inches w de, six
feet long, six feet deep. He piled the excavated earth to his right, to the
east, like a high barrier between hinself and honme. When he was finished he
backed the machi ne away fromthe hole and shut it down. Cinbed down fromthe
cab and waited. There was no escape. No point in running. If he ran, they
woul d find himanyway, and then he wouldn't need a grave. They woul d use

gar bage bags, five or six of them They would use wire ties to seal the
several parts of himinto cold black plastic. They would put bricks in wth
his flesh and throw the bags in the river.

He had seen it happen before.

In the distance the Zee cane out of his house. A short w de man, ancient,

st ooped, wal king at a noderate speed, exuding power and energy. He picked his
way across the uneven ground, glancing down, glancing forward. Fifty yards, a
hundred. He came close to Raskin and stopped. He put his ruined hand in his
pocket and cane out with a small revolver, his thunb and the stunp of his

i ndex finger pincered through the trigger guard. He held it out, and Raskin
took it fromhim

' Ukase,' the Zee said.



"Ni chevo,' Raskin replied. A short, am able, self-deprecating sound, |ike de
rien in French, like de nada in Spanish, like prego in Italian. Please. |I'm
yours to comand

' Thank you,' the Zee said.

Raski n stepped away to the narrow end of the trench. Opened the revolver's
cylinder and saw a single cartridge. C osed the cylinder again and turned it
until it was lined up right. Then he pulled the hamer back and put the barre
in his mouth. He turned round, so that he was facing the Zee and his back was
to the trench. He shuffled backwards until his heels were on the edge of the
hole. He stood still and straight and bal anced and conposed, |ike an dynpic
di ver preparing for a difficult backward pi ke off the high board.

He cl osed his eyes.

He pulled the trigger.

For a mile around black crows rose noisily into the air. Blood and brain and
bone arced through the sunlight in a perfect parabola. Raskin's body fel
backwards and | anded stretched out and flat in the bottomof the trench. The
crows settled back to earth and the faint noise of the distant stone-crushing
machi nes roll ed back in and sounded like silence. Then the Zee cl anbered up
into the Caterpillar's cab and started the engine. The |levers all had knobs as
big as pool balls, which made them easy to mani pulate with his pal ns.

Reacher stopped fifteen mles north of the city and parked the Mustang on a
bi g V-shaped gravel turnout made where the corners of two huge circular fields
met. There were fields everywhere, north, south, east and west, one after the
other in endl ess ranks and files. Each one had its own irrigation boom Each
boom was turning at the sane slow, patient pace.

He shut the engine down and slid out of the seat. He stood and stretched and
yawned. The air was full of mist fromthe boonms. Up close the boons were |ike
massi ve industrial machines. Like alien spaceships, recently | anded. There was
a central vertical standpipe in the mddle of each field, like a tall metal

chi mey. The boom arm canme off it horizontally and bl ed water out of a hundred
spaced nozzles all along its length. At the outer end the armhad a vertica

| eg supporting its weight.



At the bottomof the leg was a wheel with a rubber tyre. The wheel was as big
as a plane's landing gear. It rolled round a worn track, endlessly.

Reacher watched and waited until the wheel in the nearest field canme close. He
wal ked over and stepped alongside it. Kept pace with it. The tyre canme al npbst
to his waist. The boomitself was way over his head. He kept the wheel on his
right and tracked it through its long clockw se circle. He was wal ki ng through
fine mst. It was cold. The boom hi ssed | oudly. The wheel clinbed gentle rises
and rolled into | ow depressions. It was a long, long circle. The boom was
maybe a hundred and fifty feet |ong, which made the perineter track nore than
three hundred yards. Pi tinmes dianeter. Area was pi tines the radius squared,
whi ch woul d therefore be nore than seventy-ei ght hundred square yards. More
than one and a half acres. Wich neant that the wasted corners added up to a
little less than twenty-two hundred square yards. Mdre than twenty-one per
cent. Mdre than five hundred square yards in each corner. Like the shapes in
the corners of a target. The Miustang was parked on one of the corners,
proportionally the sane size as a bullet hole.

Li ke one of Charlie's bullet holes, in the corners of the paper

Reacher arrived back where he had started, a little wet, his boat shoes nuddy.
He stepped away fromthe circle and stood still on the gravel, facing west. On
the far horizon a cloud of crows rose suddenly and then settled. Reacher got
back in the car and turned the ignition on. Found the clanmps on the header

rail and the switch on the dash and | owered the roof. He checked his watch. He
had two hours until his rendezvous at Franklin's office. So he lay back in the
seat and let the sun dry his clothes. He took the folded target out of his
pocket and | ooked at it for a long tine. He sniffed it. Held it up to the sun
and let the light shine through the crisp round holes. Then he put it away
again, in his pocket. He stared upward and saw not hi ng but sky. He closed his
eyes against the glare and started to think about ego and notive, and illusion
and reality, and guilt and i nnocence, and the true nature of randommess.



THI RTEEN

EMERSON READ THROUGH BELLANTONI O S REPORTS. SAW THAT Reacher had cal |l ed Hel en
Rodin. He wasn't surprised. It was probably just one of many calls. Lawers
and busybodi es, working hard to rewite history. No big shock there. Then he
read Bellantonio's twin questions: |Is Reacher |l eft handed? D d he have access
to a vehicle?

Answers: Probably, and Probably. Southpaws weren't rare. Line up twenty
peopl e, and four or five of themwould be |eft-handed. And Reacher had access
to a vehicle now, that was for damm sure. He wasn't in town, and he hadn't
left on a bus. Therefore he had a vehicle, and probably had had one all al ong.
Then Enerson read the final sheet: Janmes Barr had been in Al exandra Dupree's
apartment. Wat the hell was that about?

According to Ann Yanni's road maps Franklin's office was dead centre in a
tangle of streets right in the heart of the city. Not an ideal destination

Not by any neans. Construction, the start of rush hour, slow traffic on
surface streets. Reacher was going to be putting a lot of trust in the tint in
the Ford Mtor Conpany's glass. That was for sure.

He started the notor and put the roof back up. Then he eased



of f the turnout and headed south. He repassed the Aiver place after twelve
m nutes, turned west on the county road, and then south again on the four-I|ane
into town.

Emer son went back to Bellantonio's cell phone report. Reacher had called Hel en
Rodi n. They had business. They had matters to di scuss. He would go back to
her, sooner or later. O she would go to him He picked up the phone. Spoke to
hi s despat cher.

"Put an unmarked car on Helen Rodin's office," he said. 'If she | eaves the
bui I di ng, have her followed."

Reacher drove past the notor court. He stayed low in the seat and gl anced

si deways. No sign of any activity. No obvious surveillance. He passed the

bar ber shop, and the gun store. Traffic slowed himas he approached the raised
hi ghway. Then it slowed himnore, to wal king speed. H s face was feet away
fromthe pedestrians on his right. Feet away fromthe stalled drivers on his
left. Four lanes of traffic, the two inbound | anes noving slow, the two

out bound | anes static.

He wanted to get away fromthe sidewal k. He put his turn signal on and forced
his way into the next |lane. The driver behind his shoul der wasn't happy. Don't
sweat it, Reacher thought. 'I learned to drive in a deuce-and-a-half. Tinme was
when | would have rolled right over you

The left-hand | ane was nmoving a little faster. Reacher crept past cars on his
right. danced ahead. There was a police cruiser three cars in front. In the
right-hand | ane. There was a green light in the distance. Traffic in the

| eft-hand | ane was approaching it slowy. Traffic in the right-hand | ane was
approaching it slower still. Each successive car reached the painted Iine and
paused a noment and then junped the gap. Nobody wanted to bl ock the box. Now
Reacher was two cars behind the cop. He hung back. The irritated guy behind
hi m honked. Reacher inched forward. Now he was one car behind the cop

The |ight went orange.

The car in front of Reacher sprinted.

The |ight went red.



The cop stopped on the Iine and Reacher stopped directly al ongside him

He put his el bow on the console and cupped his head in his hand. Spread his
fingers wide and covered as nuch of his face as he could. Stared straight
head, up under the header rail, looking at the light, willing it to change.

Hel en Rodin rode down two floors in the elevator and nmet Ann Yanni in the NBC
reception area. NBC was paying for Franklin's tine, so it was only fair that
Yanni should be at the conference. They rode down to the garage together and
got into Helen's Saturn. Came up the ranp and out into the sunshine. Hel en

gl anced right and made a left. Didn't register the grey Inpala that noved off
the kerb twenty yards behi nd her

The light stayed red an awful long tinme. Then it went green and the guy behind
Reacher honked and the cop turned to | ook. Reacher took off through his field
of vision and didn't | ook back. He filtered into a left-turn | ane and the cop
car swept past on his right. Reacher watched it jam up again ahead. He didn't
want to go through the side-by-side thing again so he stuck with the |eft

turn. Found hinself back in the street with Martha's grocery on it. It was
clogged with slowtraffic. He shifted on the seat and checked his pants
pocket. Sifted through the coins by feel. Found a quarter. Debated with
hinsel f, twenty yards, thirty, forty.

Yes.
He pulled into Martha's tiny lot. Left the engine running and slid out of the
seat and danced round the hood to the pay phone on the wall. He put his

quarter in the slot and took out Enerson's torn card. Chose the station house
nunber and diall ed.

"Hel p you?' the desk guy said.

"Police?" Reacher asked.

' Co ahead, sir.'

Reacher kept his voice fast and light, rushed and low. 'That guy on the wanted
poster? The thing you guys were passing around?'



"Yes, sir?
"He's right here, right now.'

" Wher e?

"In ny drive-through, the one on the four-lane north of town next to the tyre
store. He's inside right now, at the counter, eating.' 'You sure it's the
guy?’

'Looks just like the picture.’

' Does he have a car?

'Bi g red Dodge pickup.'

"Sir, what's your name?

'Tony Lazzeri,' Reacher said. Anthony M chael Lazzeri, batted .273 in 118
appear ances at second base in 1935. Second-pl ace finish. Reacher figured he
woul d need to nove around the di amond soon. The Yankees hadn't had enough

second basenen, or enough non-chanpi onship years. 'W're on our way, sir,’'
t he desk cop said.
Reacher hung up and slid back into the Mustang. Sat still until he heard the

first sirens battling north.

Hel en Rodi n was hal fway down Second Street when she caught a commotion in her
mrror. A grey Inpala sedan |lurched out of the |lane three cars behind her and
pulled a crazy U-turn through the traffic and took off back the way it had
cone. 'Asshole,' she said.

Ann Yanni tw sted in her seat.

'Cop car,' she said. 'You can tell by the antennas.'

Reacher made it to Franklin's place about ten mnutes late. It was a
two-storey brick building. The | ower floor |ooked |ike sone kind of a |ight

i ndustrial unit, abandoned. It had steel shutters over its doors and w ndows.
But the upstairs wi ndows had Venetian blinds with lights behind them There
was an outside staircase |eading to an upper door. The door had a white
plastic plate on it: Franklin Investigations. There was a parking apron at
street level, just a patch of blacktop one car deep and about six w de. Helen
Rodin's green Saturn was there, and a blue Honda Civic, and a bl ack Chevy
Suburban so long that it was overhangi ng the sidewal k by a foot. The Suburban



was Franklin's, Reacher guessed. The Honda was Rosemary Barr's, maybe.

He drove past the place without slowi ng and circled the bl ock. Saw nothi ng he
didn't want to see. So he slotted the Mustang next to the Saturn and got out
and | ocked it. Ran up the staircase and went in the door without knocking. He
found hinmself in a short hallway with a kitchenette to his right and what he
guessed was a bathroomto his left. Up ahead he could hear voices in a |arge
room He went in and found Franklin at a desk, Helen Rodin and Rosemary Barr
in two chairs huddled in conversation, and Ann Yanni | ooking out the w ndow at

her car. Al four turned as he cane in. 'Do you know any nedica
term nol ogy?' Hel en asked him
' Li ke what ?'

"PA,' she said. 'A doctor wote it. Sonme kind of an abbreviation.'

Reacher glanced at her. Then at Rosenmary Barr

"Let me guess,' he said. 'The hospital diagnosed Janes Barr. Probably a mld
case.'

"Early onset,' Rosemary said. 'Whatever it is.
"How did you know?' Hel en asked.

"Intuition,' Reacher said.

"Waat is it?

"Later,' Reacher said. 'Let's do this in order.' He turned to Franklin. 'Tel
me what you know about the victins.' 'Five random people,' Franklin said. 'No
connection between any of them No real connection with anything at all
Certainly no connection to James Barr. | think you were absolutely right. He
didn't shoot them for any reason of his own." 'No, | was absolutely wong,'

Reacher said. 'Thing is, Janes Barr didn't shoot themat all.’

Gigor Linsky stepped back into a shadowed doorway and dialled his phone.

"I followed a hunch,' he said.

"Which was?' the Zee asked.

'"Wth the cops at the lawer's office, | figured the soldier wouldn't be able
to go see her. But obviously they still have business. So | thought naybe she
would go to him And she



did. I followed her. They're together in the private detective's office right

now. Wth the sister. And that woman fromthe television news.' 'Are the
others with you?

'W've got the whole block covered. East, west, north and south.' 'Sit
tight,'" the Zee said. '"I'll get back to you.'

Hel en Rodin said, 'You want to explain that statenent?

'The evidence is rock solid," Franklin said.

Ann Yanni smled. A story.

Rosemary Barr just stared.

' You bought your brother a radio,' Reacher said to her. 'A Bose. For the
bal | games. He told nme that. Did you ever buy himanything el se?" 'Like what?
'Li ke cl othes."'

' Sonetines,' she said.

' Pant s?'

' Sonetines,' she said.

"What size?

'Size?' she repeated, blankly.

'What size pants does your brother wear?

"Thirty-four waist, thirty-four leg.'

'"Exactly,' Reacher said. 'He's relatively tall.’

' How does this help us?" Hel en asked.

' You know anyt hi ng about nunbers games?' Reacher asked her. 'd d-fashioned
illegal nunbers, state lotteries, the Power ball, things like that?" "What
about then?’

"What's the hardest part of then'

"Wnning,' Ann Yanni said.

Reacher smiled. 'Fromthe players' point of view, sure. But the hardest part
for the organizers is picking truly random nunbers. True randomess is very
hard for humans to achieve. In the old days nunmbers runners used the business
pages in the newspapers. They woul d agree in advance, maybe the second page of
the stock prices, maybe the second colum, the last two figures in the first
six prices quoted. O the last six, or the



m ddl e six, or whatever. That cane close to true randomess. Now the big
lotteries use conplicated nachi nes. But you can find nmat hematici ans who can
prove the results aren't truly random Because humans built the nachines.'

' How does this help us?" Hel en said.

"Just a train of thought,' Reacher said. 'l sat all afternoon in Ms Yanni's
car, enjoying the sun, thinking about how hard it is to achieve true
randommess.' 'Your train is on the wong track,' Franklin said. 'Janmes Barr
shot five people. The evidence is crushing.' 'You were a cop,' Reacher said.

"You put yourself in danger. Stake-outs, take-downs, high-pressure situations,
monents of extreme stress. What's the first thing you did afterwards?
Franklin glanced at the wonen.

"Went to the bathroom' he said.

"Correct,' Reacher said. 'Me too. But James Barr didn't. Bellantonio's report
fromBarr's house shows cenment dust in the garage, the kitchen, the living
room the bedroom and the basement. But not in the bathroom So he got hone,
but he didn't take a leak until after he changed and showered? And how coul d
he shower anyway w thout going into the bathroon?' ' Maybe he stopped on the
way. '

'He was never there.’

'He was there, Reacher. VWhat about the evidence?

"There's no evidence that says he was there.'

"Are you nuts?

"There's evidence that says his van was there, and his shoes, and his pants,
and his coat, and his gun, and his ammo, and his quarter, but there's nothing

that says he was there.' 'Someone inpersonated hin?' Ann Yanni asked.
"Down to the last detail,' Reacher said. 'Drove his car, wore his shoes and
his clothes, used his gun." 'This is fantasy,' Franklin said.

"It explains the raincoat,' Reacher said. 'A big roony garnent that covered
everyt hing except the denimjeans? Wiy el se wear a raincoat on a warmdry
day?' | Who?' Rosemary asked

"Watch,' Reacher said.

He stood still, and then he took a single pace forward.



"My pants are thirty-seven-inch legs,' he said. 'l crossed the new part of the
garage in thirty-five strides. James Barr has a thirty-four-inch |l eg, which
means he shoul d have done it in about thirty-eight strides. But Bellantonio's
footprint count shows forty-eight strides.'

"A very short person,' Helen said.

"Charlie,' Rosemary said

"I thought so, too,' Reacher said. 'But then |I went to Kentucky. Initially
because | wanted to confirm something else. | got around to thinking that
maybe Janmes Barr just wasn't good enough. | |ooked at the scene. It was tough
shooting. And fourteen years ago he was good, but he wasn't great. And when
saw himin the hospital the skin on his right shoul der was unmarked. And to
shoot as well as he apparently did, a guy's got to practise. And a guy who
practises builds up bruising on his shoulder. Like a callus. He didn't have
it. So | figured a guy who started out average could only have gotten worse
with time. Especially if he wasn't practising nuch. That's logical, right?
Maybe he'd gotten to the point where he couldn't have done the thing on
Friday. Through a sinple lack of ability. That's what | was thinking. So

went down to Kentucky to find out for sure how rmuch worse he'd gotten.'

" And?' Hel en asked.

'"He'd gotten better,' Reacher said. 'Way better. Not worse. Look at this.' He
took the target out of his shirt pocket and unfolded it. 'This is the | atest
of thirty-two sessions over the last three years. And this is rmuch better than
he was shooting when he was in the arny fourteen years ago. Which is weird,
right? He's fired only three hundred and twenty rounds in the last three
years, and he's great? Wiereas he was firing two thousand a week back when he
was only average?'

'So what does this nean?

'"He went down there with Charlie, every tinme. And the guy who runs the range
is a Marine chanpion. And a real anal pack rat. He files all the used targets.
Whi ch neans that Barr had at |east two witnesses to what he was scoring, every
tinme.'

"I"d want witnesses,' Franklin said. '"If | was shooting |like that."'

"It's not possible to get better by not practising,' Reacher said. 'l think
the truth is he had actually gotten really bad. And



think his ego couldn't take it. Any shooter is conpetitive. He knew he was

| ousy now, and he couldn't face it, and he wanted to cover it up. He wanted to
show of .

Franklin pointed at the target. 'Doesn't |ook |lousy to ne.'

"This is faked,' Reacher said. "You' re going to give this to Bellantonio and
Bel l antonio is going to prove it to you.'

' Faked how?'

"I"l'l bet this was done with a handgun. Nine-nillinetre, from point-blank
range. |f Bellantonio nmeasures the holes, ny guess is he'll find they're
forty-six thousands of an inch bigger than .308 holes. And if he tests the
paper, he'll find gunpowder residue on it. Because ny guess is James Barr took
a stroll down the range and nmade these holes froman inch away, not three
hundred yards. Every tinme.'

"That's a stretch.'

"It's sinple metaphysics. Barr was never this good. And it's fair to assume he
must have gotten worse. If he'd gotten a little worse, he'd have owned up to
it. But he didn'"t owmn up to it, so we can assunme he'd gotten a | ot worse. Bad
enough to be seriously enbarrassed about it. Maybe bad enough that he coul dn't
hit the paper at all.'

Nobody spoke.

"It's a theory that proves itself,' Reacher said. 'To fake the score because
of enbarrassnent proves he couldn't shoot well any nore. If he couldn't shoot
wel | any nmore, he didn't do the thing on Friday.'

You' re just guessing,' Franklin said.

Reacher nodded. 'I was. But |'mnot now. Now | know for sure. |I fired a round
down in Kentucky. The guy nade ne, like a rite of passage. | was full of
caffeine. I was twitching Iike crazy. Now | know Janmes Barr will have been way
wor se. '

"Why?' Rosemary asked

' Because he has Parki nson's Di sease,' Reacher said to her. 'PA neans Paral ysis
Agitans, and Paralysis Agitans is what doctors call Parkinson's Di sease. Your
brother is getting sick, I'mafraid. Shaking and twitching. And no way on
earth can you fire a rifle accurately with Parkinson's Di sease. My opini on

not only didn't he do the thing on Friday, he couldn't possibly have done it'



Rosemary went quiet. Good news and bad news. She glanced at the wi ndow. Looked
at the floor. She was dressed |like a widow Black silk blouse, black penci
skirt, black nylons, black patent |eather shoes with a | ow heel. 'Maybe
that's why he was so angry all the time,' she said. 'Maybe he felt it com ng
on. Felt helpless and out of control. H's body started to | et himdown. He

woul d have hated that. Anyone would.' Then she | ooked straight at Reacher

"I told you he was innocent,' she said.

"Ma'am | apol ogi ze unreservedly,' Reacher said. 'You were right. He reforned.
He kept to his bargain. He deserves credit. And |'msorry he's sick.' ' Now

you've got to help him You pronised.'
"I am hel ping him Since Monday night | haven't done anything el se.’
"This is crazy,' Franklin said.

"No, it's exactly the same as it always was,' Reacher said. 'It's sonmeone
setting James Barr up for the fall. But instead of actually making himdo it,
they just made it look like he did it. That's the only practical difference
here.' '"But is it possible? Ann Yanni asked.

"Way not? Think it through. Walk it through.'

Ann Yanni wal ked it through. She rehearsed little novenents, slowy,
thoughtfully, like an actress. 'He dresses in Barr's clothes, and shoes, and
maybe finds a quarter in a jar. O in a pocket somewhere. He wears gl oves, so
as not to nmess up Barr's fingerprints. He's already taken the traffic cone
fromBarr's garage, maybe the day before. He gets the rifle fromthe basenent.
It's already been | oaded, by Barr hinmself, previously. He drives to town in
Barr's minivan. He leaves all the clues. Covers hinself in cement dust. Cones
back to the house and puts everything away and | eaves. Fast, not even taking
the tine to use the bathroom Then Janes Barr cones hone sone tine |ater and
wal ks into a trap he doesn't even know is there.' 'That's exactly how | see
it,' Reacher said.

"But where was Barr at the tine? Helen said.

"Qut,' Reacher said.

"That's a nice coincidence,' Franklin said.



"I don't think it was,' Reacher said. '|I think they arranged sonething to get
hi m out of the way. He renmenbers goi ng out sonewhere, previously. Then being

optimstic, |ike something good was about to happen. | think they set himup
wi th someone. | think they engineered a chance neeting that | ed sonmewhere. |
thi nk he had a date on Friday.'

'"Wth who?'

' The redhead, maybe. They turned her | oose on nme. Maybe they turned her |oose
on him too. He dressed well on Friday. The report shows his wallet was in a
decent pair of pants.'

"So who really did it?" Hel en asked.

' Soneone cold as ice,' Reacher said. 'Soneone who didn't even need to use the
bat hroom afterwards.'

"Charlie,' Rosemary said. 'Cot to be. Has to be. He's small. He's weird. He
knew t he house. He knew where everything was. The dog knew him'

'"He was a terrible shooter too,' Reacher said. 'That's the other reason why I

went to Kentucky. | wanted to test that theory.
'So who was it?
"Charlie,' Reacher said. 'H s evidence was faked as well. But in a different

way. The holes in his targets were all over the place. Except they weren't
really all over the place. The distribution wasn't entirely random He was
trying to di sgui se how good he actually was. He was aimng at arbitrary points
on the paper, and he was hitting those points, every tine, dead on, believe
me. Once in a while he would get bored, and he'd put one through the inner
ring. O he'd pick on a quadrant outside the outer ring and put a round
straight through it. One tine he drilled all four corners. The point is, it
doesn't really matter what you aimat, as long as you hit it. It's only
convention that makes us aimat the ten-ring. It's just as good practice to
aimat sone other spot. Even a spot off the paper, like a tree. That's what
Charlie was doing. He was a trenendous shot, training hard, but trying to | ook
like he was missing all the time. But like | said, true randomess is

i mpossi ble for a human to achi eve. There are always patterns.’

"Way woul d he do that?' Hel en asked.

"For an alibi.'

' Maki ng peopl e think he coul dn't shoot?



Reacher nodded. 'He noticed that the range naster was saving the used targets.
He's an ice-cold pro who thinks about every winkle ahead of tine.'

"Wio is he?" Franklin asked.

"His real nane is Chenko and he hangs with a bunch of Russians. He's probably
a Red Arnmy veteran. Probably one of their snipers. And they're real good. They
al ways have been.'

' How do we get to hin®

" Through the victim

'Square one. The victinms are all dead ends. You'll have to come up with

somet hing better than that.'

"His boss calls hinself the Zee

"What kind of a nanme is that?

'"It's a word, not a name. A d-time Soviet slang. A zee was a | abour canp
inmate. In the Gulag in Siberia.’

' Those canps are ancient history.'

"Whi ch nakes the Zee a very old man. But a very tough old nman. Probably way

t ougher than we can i magine.'’

The Zee was tired after his stint with the backhoe. But he was used to being
tired. He had been tired for sixty-three years. He had been tired since the
day the recruiter cane to his village, in the early fall of 1942. His vill age
was four thousand miles fromanywhere, and the recruiter was a type of Mdscow
Russi an nobody had ever seen before. He was brisk, and self-assured, and
confident. He permitted no argunent. No discussion. Al males between the ages
of sixteen and fifty were to come with him

The Zee was seventeen at that point. Initially he was overl ooked, because he
was in prison. He had slept with an older man's wife, and then beaten the guy
badl y when he conpl ai ned about it. The beaten guy cl ai med exenption fromthe
draft because of his physical condition, and then he told the recruiter about
his assailant in prison. The recruiter was anxi ous to make his nunbers, so the
Zee was haul ed out of his cell and told to line up with the others in the
village square. He did so quite happily. He assuned he was being given a ride
to freedom He assuned there would be a hundred opportunities just to walk
away.



He was wr ong.

The recruits were locked into a truck, and then a train, for a journey that

| asted five weeks. Formal induction into the Red Arny happened al ong the way.
Uni forms were issued, thick woollen garnments, and a coat, and a pair of
felt-lined boots, and a pay book. But no actual pay. No weapons. And no
training, either, beyond a brief stop in a snowcovered rail yard where a
conmi ssar brayed over and over again at the |ocked train through a huge netal
nmegaphone. The guy repeated a sinple twenty-word speech, which the Zee
renenbered ever after: The fate of the world is being decided at Stalingrad,
where you will fight to the last for the Mdtherl and.

The five-week journey ended on the eastern bank of the Vol ga, where the
recruits were unloaded like cattle and forced to run straight for a snall
assenbl age of old river ferries and pleasure cruisers. Half a mle away on the
opposite bank was a vision fromhell. A city, larger than anything the Zee had
ever seen before, was in ruins, belching snoke and fire. The river was burning
and exploding with nortar shells. The sky was full of planes which Iined up
and fell into dives, dropping bombs, firing guns. There were corpses
everywhere, and body parts, and screani ng wounded.

The Zee was forced onto a small boat that had a gaily col oured striped
sunshade. It was crammed tight with soldiers. Nobody had roomto nove. Nobody
had a weapon. The boat |urched out into the freezing current and aeropl anes
fell onit like flies on shit. The crossing lasted fifteen mnutes and at the
end of it the Zee was slinmy with his nei ghbours' bl ood.

He was forced off onto a narrow wooden pier and made to line up single file
and then made to run towards the city, past a staging post where the second
phase of his military training took place: two quartermasters were doling out

| oaded rifles and spare amunition clips in an endl ess alternate sequence and
chanting what later struck the Zee as a poem or a song, or a hymn to conplete
and utter insanity, over and over again w thout pausing:

The one with the rifle shoots The one wi thout foll ows him



Wien the one with the rifle is killed
The one who is follow ng picks up the rifle and shoots.

The Zee was handed an ammunition clip. No rifle. He was shoved forward, and
blindly foll owed the back of the man ahead. He turned a corner. Passed in
front of a Red Arny machi ne gun nest. At first he thought the front |ine nust
therefore be very close. But then a conmissar with a flag and anot her huge
nmegaphone roared at him No retreat! If you turn back even one step we will
shoot you down! So the Zee ran hel pl essly onward and turned another corner and
stepped into a hail of German bullets. He stopped, half turned, and was hit
three times in the arns and | egs. He was bow ed over and cane to rest |ying on
the shattered remains of a brick wall and within m nutes was buried under a
mounting pile of corpses.

He cane to forty-eight hours later in an inprovised hospital and nade his
first acquaintance with Soviet military justice: harsh, ponderous,

i deol ogi cal, but running strictly in accordance with its own arcane rules. The
matter at issue was caused by his having half turned: were his wounds
inflicted by the Mtherland s eneny, or had he been retreating towards his own
side's guns? Because of the physical anbiguity he was spared execution and
sentenced to a penal battalion instead. Thus began a process of survival that
had so far lasted sixty three years.

A process he intended to continue.

He dialled Gigor Linsky's number.

"W can assune the soldier is talking,' he said. 'Watever he knows, they al
know now. Therefore it's tinme to get ourselves an insurance policy."'

Franklin said, 'W're really no further ahead. Are we? No way is Emerson goi ng
to accept a damm thing unless we give himnore than we've got right now.'

"So work the victimlist,' Reacher said.

"That could take for ever. Five lives, five |life histories.'

"So let's focus.'

"Great. Terrific. Just tell ne which one you want ne to focus on.'



Reacher nodded. Recalled Helen Rodin's description of what she had heard. The
first shot, and then a tiny pause, and then the next two. Then another pause,
alittle longer, but really only a split second, and then the last three. He
closed his eyes. In his mnd he pictured Bellantonio' s audio graph fromthe
cell phone voice mail. Pictured his own nmute sinulation, in the gl oomof the
new par ki ng garage, his right armextended like a rifle: click, click-click
click-click-click

"Not the first one,' he said. 'Not the first cold shot. No guarantee of
hitting anything with that. Therefore the first victimwas neani ngl ess. Part
of the wi ndow dressing. Not the last three, either. That was bang- bang- bang.
The deliberate m ss, and nore wi ndow dressing. The job was al ready done by
then.'

'So, the second or the third. O both of them'

Cick, click-click

Reacher opened his eyes.

"The third,' he said. 'There's a rhythmthere. The first cold shot, then a

| ead-in, and then the noney shot. The target. Then a break. H s eye is |agging
in the scope. He's making sure the target is down. It is. So then the | ast
three.’

"Who was the third? Helen asked.

' The wonan,' Franklin said.

Li nsky call ed Chenko, and then Ml adimr, and then Sokol ov. He expl ained the
m ssion and pulled themall in tighter. Franklin's office had no back
entrance. There was just the exposed staircase. The target's car was right
there on the apron. Easy.

Reacher said, 'Tell nme about the wonman.'

Franklin shuffled his notes. Put themin a new order of priority.

"Her nane was dine Archer,' he said. 'Caucasian fermale, nmarried, no children
thirty-seven years old, lived west of here in the outer suburbs.’

"Enpl oyed in the DW building,' Reacher said. 'If she was the specific target,
Charlie had to know where she was and when she woul d be conming out.'

Frankl i n nodded. 'Enployed by the DW itself. Been there a year and a hal f.'



' Doi ng what exactly?'

"Cerical supervisor. Doing whatever they do in there.'

"So was it work-related?” Ann Yanni asked.

'Too |l ong of a counter delay? Franklin said. 'A bad photo on a driver's
licence? | doubt it. |I checked the national databases. DW clerks don't get
killed by custonmers. That just doesn't happen.' 'So what about her persona
life?" Helen Rodin asked.

"Not hi ng junped out at ne,' Franklin said. 'She was just an ordi nary woman.

But 1'Il keep digging. I'll go down a few levels. Got to be sonething there.'
'"Do it fast,' Rosemary Barr said. 'For ny brother's sake. W have to get him
out.' 'We need nedical opinions for that,' Ann Yanni said. 'Regul ar doctors
now, not psychiatrists.' 'WII NBC pay?" Hel en Rodin asked

"If it's likely to work.'

"It should," Rosemary said. 'l nean, shouldn't it? Parkinson's is a rea
thing, isn't it? Either he's got it or he hasn't." 'It mght work at trial,"’

Reacher said. 'A plausible reason why Janes Barr coul dn't have done it, plus a
pl ausi bl e narrative about someone else doing it? That's usually how you create

reasonabl e doubt' 'Plausible is a big word,' Franklin said. 'And reasonabl e
doubt is a risky concept. Better to get Alex Rodin to drop the charges
al t oget her. Wi ch neans convincing Enerson first.' 'l can't talk to either

one of them' Reacher said.

"I can,' Helen said.

"l can,' Franklin said.

"And | sure as hell can,' Ann Yanni said. 'W all can, apart fromyou.'

"But you might not want to,' Reacher said.

"Way not?' Helen asked. you're not going to like this part very much.'

Why not?' Hel en asked agai n.

" Think,' Reacher said. 'Wrk backwards. The thing with Sandy being killed, and
the thing in the sports bar Monday night, why did those two things happen?

"To tie you up. To prevent you hurting the case.'



"Correct. Two attenpts, sane aim sanme goal, sane perpetrator.’

' Cbvi ousl y. '

"And the thing Monday night started with me being foll owed fromny hotel
Sandy and Jeb diver and his other pals were cruising around, standing by,
waiting until soneone called themand told themwhere | ended up. So really it
started with me being followed to my hotel. Mich earlier in the day.' 'W've
been through all of this.'

"But how did the puppet master get my name? How did he even know | was in
town? How did he know there was a guy here who was a potential problent

' Soneone told him

"Who knew, early in the day on Monday?'

Hel en paused a beat.

"My father,' she said. 'Since early on Mnday norning. And then Emerson

presumably. Shortly afterwards. They'll have tal ked about the case. They'l
have comuni cated i medi ately if there was a danger that the wheels were
comng off." 'Correct,' Reacher said. 'Then one of those two guys called the

puppet master. Well before lunch on Mnday.' Helen said nothing.

"Unl ess one of those two guys is the puppet master,' Reacher said.

'The Zee is the puppet naster. You said so yourself.'

"I said he's Charlie's boss. That's all. W' ve got no way of know ng whet her
he's actually at the top of the tree.' You're right,' Helen said. 'l don't
like this line of thinking at all.’

' Someone comuni cated,' Reacher said. 'That's for damm sure. Either your
father or Enmerson. My name was on the street two hours after | got off the
bus. So one of themis bent and the other one won't help us either because he
already likes the case exactly the way it is.' The roomwent quiet.

"I need to get back to work,' Ann Yanni said.

Nobody spoke.

"Call me if there's news,' Yanni said.



The room stayed qui et. Reacher said nothing. Ann Yanni crossed the room
St opped next to him 'Keys,' she said. He dug in his pocket and handed them
over. 'Thanks for the loan,' he said. 'Nce car.’

Li nsky watched the Mustang | eave. It went north. Loud engine, |oud exhaust. It
was audi bl e for a whol e bl ock. Then the street went quiet again and Linsky
diall ed his phone. The television woman is out of there,' he said.

'The private detective will stay at work,' the Zee said.

"So what if the others | eave together?

"I hope they don't.'

"What if they do?

' Take themall .’

Rosemary Barr asked, 'Is there a cure? For Parkinson's D sease?'
'"No,' Reacher said. 'No cure, no prevention. But it can be sl owed down. There
are drugs for it. Physiotherapy hel ps. And sl eep. The synptons di sappear when

a person is asleep.' 'Mybe that's why he wanted the pills. To escape.’
"He shouldn't try to escape too much. Social contact is good.'
"I should go to the hospital,' Rosemary said.

"Explain to him' Reacher said. 'Tell himwhat really happened on Friday.'
Rosemary nodded. Crossed the room and went out the door. A minute later
Reacher heard her car start up and drive away.

Franklin went out to the kitchenette to nmake coffee. Reacher and Hel en Rodin
were left alone in the office together. Reacher sat down in the chair that
Rosemary Barr had used. Helen stepped to the wi ndow and | ooked down at the
street bel ow. She kept her back to the room She was dressed the sane as
Rosemary Barr. Black shirt, black skirt, black patent |eather shoes. But she
didn't look like a widow She |ooked Iike something fromNew York or Paris.
Her heels were higher and her legs were long and bare and tan. 'These guys
we' re tal king about are Russians,' she said.



Reacher sai d not hi ng.
"My father is an Anerican,' she said.

"An American called Al eksei Al ekseivitch,' Reacher said. 'Qur famly cane
here before Wrld War One. There's no possible connection. How could there be?
These people we're tal king about are lowlife Soviets.' \What did your father

do before he was the DAY

'He was an assistant DA’

'Before that?

'He al ways worked there.'’

"Tell me about his coffee service.'

What about it?'

'He uses china cups and a silver tray. The county didn't buy themfor him'
P

"Tell me about his suits.'

"His suits?

'On Monday he was wearing a thousand-dollar suit. You don't see many public
servants wearing thousand-dollar suits.' 'He's got expensive tastes.'

' How does he afford then®

"l don't want to tal k about this.'

'One nore question.'

Hel en sai d not hi ng.

'"Did he pressure you not to take the case?

Hel en said nothing. Looked l|eft. Looked right. Then she turned round. 'He said
| osing might be winning.' 'Concern for your career?

"I thought so. | still think so. He's an honest man.' Reacher nodded.
"There's a fifty per cent chance you're right' Franklin came back in with the
coffee, which was a thin own-brand brew in three non-matching pottery mnugs,
two of them chipped, on a cork bar tray, with an open carton of half-and- half
and a yell ow box of sugar and a single pressed steel spoon. He put the tray on
the desk and Helen Rodin stared at it, like it was maki ng Reacher's point for
him This is how coffee is served in an office. 'David Chapman knew your namne
on Monday,' she said. 'Janes Barr's first lawer. He's known about you since
Sat ur day. '



"But he didn't know | ever showed up,' Reacher said. 'l assume nobody told
him' 'l knew your name,' Franklin said. 'Maybe | should be in the mx too.'
"But you knew the real reason | was here,' Reacher said. 'You wouldn't have
had me attacked. You' d have had ne subpoenaed.' Nobody spoke.

"I was wrong about Jeb Aiver,' Reacher said. 'He isn't a dope dealer. There
was nothing in his barn except an old pickup truck.' 'lI'mglad you can be
wrong about sonething,' Helen said.

"Jeb Aiver isn't Russian,' Franklin said.

"Appl e pie,' Reacher said.

" Therefore these guys can work with Anericans. That's what |'m saying. It

could be Enerson. Doesn't have to be the DA.' 'Fifty per cent chance,’
Reacher said. 'I'mnot accusing anybody yet.' 'If you're right in the first
pl ace.'

' The bad guys were all over me very fast.'

"Doesn't sound |ike either Enerson or the DA to ne, and | know them both."'
"You can say his nane,' Helen said. '"His name is Alex Rodin.'

"I don't think it's either one of them' Franklin said.

"I"mgoing back to work,' Helen said.

Gve me a ride? Reacher asked. 'Let ne out under the hi ghway?'

"No,' Helen said. 'l really don't feel l|ike doing that.'

She picked up her purse and her briefcase and wal ked out of the office al one.

Reacher sat still and listened to the sounds out on the street. He heard a car
door opening and closing. An engine starting. A car driving away. He sipped
his coffee and said, 'l guess | upset her.' Franklin nodded. 'l guess you
did.'

' These guys have got soneone on the inside. That's clear, right? That's a
fact. So we should be able to discuss it." 'A cop makes nore sense than a

DA '



"I don't agree. A cop controls his own cases only. Utimately a prosecutor
controls everything.'

"I'"d prefer it that way. | was a cop.'

"So was |,' Reacher said.

"And | have to say, Alex Rodin kills a ot of cases. People say it's caution
but it could be sonething el se.’

"You shoul d anal yse what kind of cases he kills."'

'Like I don't have enough to do already."

Reacher nodded. Put his mug down. Stood up

"Start with dine Archer,' he said. 'The victim She's what's inportant now.'
Then he stepped to the wi ndow and checked the street. Saw nothing. So he
nodded to Franklin and wal ked down the hallway and out the door to the top of
the outside staircase.

He paused on the top step and stretched in the warnth. Rolled his shoul ders,
fl exed his hands, took a deep breath of air. He was cranped fromdriving and
sitting all day. And oppressed by hiding out. It felt good just to stand stil
and do not hing, high up and exposed. Qut in the open, in the daylight. Bel ow
himto his left the cars were gone except for the black Suburban. The street
was quiet. He glanced to his right. There was traffic building up on the
north-south drag. To his left, there was |less. He figured he woul d dodge west
first. But a long way west, because the police station nust be near. He would
need to loop round it. Then he would head north. North of downtown was a
warren. North of downtown was where he felt best. He started down the stairs.
As he stepped off onto the sidewal k at the bottom he heard a footfall fifteen
feet behind him A side-step. Thin soles on linestone grit. Quiet. Then the
unm st akabl e crunch-crunch of a punp-action shotgun racking a round. Then a
Voi ce.

It said: 'Stop right there.'

An American accent. Quiet, but distinct. From sonewhere way north. Reacher
stopped. Stood still and stared straight ahead at a blank brick wall across
the street. The voice said: 'Step to your right.’

Reacher stepped to his right. A long sideways shuffle.



The voice said: 'Now turn around real slow'

Reacher turned around, real slow. He kept his hands away from his body, pal ns
out. Saw a small figure fifteen feet away. The same guy he had seen the night
before, fromthe shadows. Not nmore than five-four, not nore than a hundred and
thirty pounds, slight, pale, with cropped black hair that stuck up crazily.
Chenko. O, Charlie. In his right hand, rock-steady, was a sawn-off with a
pistol grip. In his left hand was sone kind of a black thing.

"Catch,' Charlie said.

He tossed the black thing underhand. Reacher watched it tunble and sparkle
through the air straight at himand his subconsci ous said: Not a grenade. So
he caught it. Two-handed. It was a shoe. A wonan's patent-|eather dress shoe,
black, with a heel. It was still slightly warm

"Now toss it back,' Charlie said. '"Just like I did.'

Reacher paused. \Whose shoe was it? He stared down at it.

Low heel

Rosemary Barr's?

"Toss it back,' Charlie called. 'N ce and slow.'

Assess and eval uate. Reacher was unarmed. He was hol ding a shoe. Not a stone,
not a rock. The shoe was |ightweight and unaerodynamic. It wouldn't do anyone
any harm It would stall and flutter in the air and Charlie would just swat it
away.

"Toss it back,' Charlie said again.

Reacher did nothing. He could tear the heel off and throw it like a dart. Like
a mssile. But Charlie would shoot himwhile he was drawi ng his arm back and
wi nding up. Charlie was fifteen feet away, poised, bal anced, unblinking, wth
the gun rock steady in his hand. Too close to mss, too far to get to.

'Last chance,' Charlie said.

Reacher soft-tossed the shoe back. A long, |ooping underhand throw Charlie
caught it one-handed and it was |ike the scene had rewound right back to the
begi nni ng.

'She's in sumrer school,' Charlie said. 'Think about it Iike that. She's going
to get acquainted with the facts of life. She's going to work on her
testinmony. About how her brother planned in advance. About how he let slip
what he was going to



do. She's going to be a great witness. She's going to nmake the case. You
understand that, right? Reacher said nothing.

'"So the gane is over now,' Charlie said.

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

' Take two steps backwards,' Charlie said.

Reacher took two steps backwards. They put himright on the kerb. Now Charlie
was twenty feet away. He was still holding the shoe. He was smiling. 'Turn
around,' he said.

"You going to shoot me?' Reacher asked.

' Maybe. '

"You shoul d."’

' \Why 2

'Because if you don't, I"'mgoing to find you and I'm going to make you sorry.
"Big talk.'

"Not just talk.'

'"So maybe 1'Il shoot you.'

"You shoul d."’

"Turn around,' Charlie said.

Reacher turned around.

"Now stand still,"' Charlie said.

Reacher stood still. Faced the street. He kept his eyes open. Stared down at
the blacktop. It was laid over ancient cobblestones. It was full of small
hunps in a regular pattern. He started counting them to fill what mght be

the last seconds of his life. He strained to hear sounds behind him Listened
for the whisper of clothing as Charlie's armextended. Listened for the quiet
metallic click as the trigger nmoved through its first tenth of an inch. Wuld
Charlie shoot? Comobn sense said no. Hom cides were always investigated. But
t hese people were crazy. And there was a fifty per cent chance they owned a

| ocal cop. O that he owned them Silence. Reacher strained to hear sounds
behi nd hi m

But he heard nothing. Nothing happened. Nothing at all. One mnute. Two. Then
a hundred yards away to the east he heard a siren. Just two brief electronic
blips froma cop car forcing a path through traffic.



"Stand still,' Charlie said again.

Reacher stood still. Ten seconds. Twenty. Thirty. Then two police cruisers
turned into the street sinultaneously. One fromthe east and one fromthe
west. They were both noving fast. Their engines roared. Their tyres how ed.
Their sounds beat against the brick. They janmed to a stop. Doors opened. Cops
spilled out. Reacher turned his head. Charlie wasn't there any nore.



FOURTEEN

THE ARREST WAS FAST AND EFFI CI ENT. | T WENT DOMN THE USUAL way. Guns, shouti ng,
handcuffs, Mranda. Reacher stayed silent throughout. He knew better than to
speak. He had been a cop for thirteen years and he knew the kind of trouble
that tal king can get a guy into. And the kind of delay it can cause. Say

somet hing, and the cops have to stop to wite it down. And Reacher coul dn't
afford for anyone to stop. Not right then

The trip to the station house was mercifully short. Not nmore than four bl ocks.
Reacher guessed it nade sense that an ex-cop like Franklin would pick an

of fice location in the nei ghbourhood he was accustoned to. He used the drive
time to work on a strategy. He figured he woul d be taken straight to Emerson
whi ch gave hima fifty per cent chance of being put in a roomwth a bad guy.
O with a good guy.

But he ended up a hundred per cent sure he was in a roomw th a bad guy
because Emerson and Al ex Rodin were both there together. Reacher was haul ed
out of the squad car and hustled straight to Emerson's office. Emerson was
behi nd the desk. Rodin was in front of it.



Can't say a word, Reacher thought. But this has got to be real fast. Then he
t hought: Wi ch one? Rodin? Or Enerson? Rodin was wearing a suit. Blue, sumer
wei ght, expensive, naybe the sanme one as on Monday. Emerson was in

shirtsl eeves. Playing with a pen. Bouncing it off his blotter, one end, then

the other. Get on with it, Reacher thought.

"You weren't so hard to find," Emerson said. Reacher said nothing. He was

still handcuffed. 'Tell us about the night the girl was killed,' Rodin said.
Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"Tell us howit felt,' Emerson said. 'Wen her neck snapped.' Reacher said
not hi ng.

"The jury's going to hate you,' Rodin said.
Reacher said, 'Phone call

'You want to | awyer up?' Enerson said.

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"Who's your |awyer?' Rodin asked.

' Your daughter,' Reacher said.

"Want us to call her?" Enerson asked.

' Maybe. O maybe Rosemary Barr instead.'

He watched their eyes.

' The sister? Rodin said.

"You want us to call the sister? Enmerson said.
One of you knows she ain't going to answer, Reacher thought. Which one?
Not hing in their eyes.

"Call Ann Yanni,' he said.

'"Fromthe TV?' Rodin said. 'Wy her?

"I get a phone call,' Reacher said. 'l don't have to explain anything. | say
who, you dial the nunmber.' 'She'll be getting ready to go on the air. The
local news is at six o'clock." "So we'll wait,' Reacher said. 'lI've got al
the tine in the world.' VWhich one of you knows that isn't true?

They waited, but it turned out the wait wasn't [ong. Emerson placed the cal
to NBC and told Ann Yanni's assistant that the



police departnent had arrested Jack Reacher and that Reacher was requesting
Yanni's presence, reason unknown. It was a bizarre nessage. But Yanni was in
Emerson's office less than thirty mnutes later. She was a journalist on the
scent of a story. She knew that network tonorrow was better than |ocal today.
'How can | hel p?' she asked.

She had presence. She was a star in her market. And she was nedia. Both
Emerson and Rodin looked a little intinidated. Not by her as an individual.
But by what she represented. 'I'msorry,' Reacher said to her. 'l know you
won't want to, and I know | said | would never tell, but under the

ci rcunmst ances you're going to have to confirman alibi for me. No choice, I'm
afraid.' He glanced at her. Saw her followi ng his words. Saw confusion cross
her face. She had no reaction. He kept his eyes on hers. No reaction. Help ne
out here, girl.

One second.

Two seconds.

No reaction.

Reacher held his breath. Get with the damm programme, Yanni. One nore second
and it's all going to fall apart. No reaction.

Then she nodded. She caught on. Reacher breathed out. Good call. Professional
skill. She was a person accustoned to hearing breaking news in her earpiece

and repeating it live on air half a second later |ike she had known about it
all her life. 'Wat alibi? Enmerson said.

Yanni gl anced at him Then at Rodin.

"I thought this was about Jack Reacher,' she said.

"It is,' Enerson said.

"But this is Joe Gordon,' she said. 'At least, that's what he told ne.' 'He
told you his nane was Gordon?'

"When | net him'

"Whi ch was when?'

' Two days ago.'



"You' ve been running his picture on your show ' 'That was his picture? It

| ooked nothing like him The hair was totally different. No simlarity at
all." *Wat alibi? Emerson said again.

" For when?' Yanni asked.

'The night the girl was killed. That's what we're tal king about here.' Yanni
sai d not hi ng.

Rodin said, 'Ma'am if you know sonething, you need to tell us now' 'I'd
rather not,' Yanni said.

Reacher smiled to hinmself. The way she said it absolutely guaranteed that
Emerson and Rodin were a nminute away from begging to hear the story. She was
standi ng there, blushing on command all the way up to her tenples, her back
strai ght, her bl ouse open three buttons. She was a hell of an actress. Reacher

figured maybe all news anchors were. 'It's a question of evidence,' Emerson
said. 'Cbviously,' Yanni said. 'But can't you just take ny word?" ' For
what ?

"That he didn't do it.'

"W need details,’ Rodin said.

"I have to think of ny reputation,' Yanni said. 'Your statement won't be made
public if we drop the charges.' 'Can you guarantee droppi ng the charges?
'Not before we hear your statenment,' Emerson said. 'So it's a catch-22,'
Yanni said.

"I"'mafraid it is.'

Don't push too far, Reacher thought. W don't have time. Yanni sighed. Looked
down at the floor. Looked up, straight into Enerson's eyes, furious,
enbarrassed, magnificent. W spent that night together,' she said.

' You and Reacher?

The and Joe Gordon.'

Emer son pointed. 'This nan?'

Yanni nodded. ' That man.'

"Al'l night?

"Yes.'

" From when to when?'



"From about el even forty. Wen the news was over. Until | got paged the next
nmor ni ng when you guys found the body.' \Were were you?

Reacher cl osed his eyes. Recalled the conversation the night before in the
par ki ng garage. The car w ndow, open an inch and a half. Had he told her?
'The nmotor court,' Yanni said. 'H s room

"The clerk didn't say he saw you.'

"OF course the clerk didn't see me. | have to think about things like that.'
"Wi ch roon®?

Had he told her?

'Room ei ght,' Yanni said.

"He didn't |eave the roomduring the night?

"No, he didn't’

"Not at all?

" No.

' How can you be sure?

Yanni | ooked away. 'Because we didn't actually sleep a wink.' The office went
qui et .

'Can you offer any corroboration? Enerson asked. 'Like what?' Yanni asked
back.

" Di stinguishing marks? That | can't see right now but that soneone who had
been in your position would have seen?" 'Ch, please.’

"It's the last question,' Enerson said.

Yanni sai d nothing. Reacher recalled switching on the Mistang's done |ight and
lifting his shirt to reveal the tyre iron. He noved his cuffed hands and | aid
them across his wai stband. ' Anything? Enerson said.

"It's inportant,’' Rodin said.

'He has a scar,' Yanni said. 'Low down on his stomach. A horrible big thing.'
Emerson and Rodin both turned and | ooked at Reacher. Reacher got to his feet.
Grabbed a fold of fabric in both hands and pulled his shirt out of his pants.
Lifted it. 'OK ' Enerson said.

"What was that?' Rodin asked.



"Part of a Marine sergeant's jawbone,' Reacher said. 'The nedics figured it
nmust have wei ghed about four ounces. It was travelling at five thousand feet
per second away fromthe epicentre of a trinitrotoluene explosion. Just
surfing along on the pressure wave, until it hit ne." He dropped his shirt
back down. Didn't try to tuck it in. The handcuffs would have made it
difficult. 'Satisfied now?' he asked. 'Have you enbarrassed the | ady enough?
Emerson and Rodin | ooked at each other. One of you knows for sure I'm

i nnocent, Reacher thought. And | don't care what the other one thinks. 'Ms
Yanni will have to put it in witing,' Enerson said.

"You type it, I'Il signit," Yanni said.

Rodi n | ooked strai ght at Reacher. 'Can you offer corroboration?

' Li ke what ?'

' Somet hing along the Iines of your scar. But relating to Ms Yanni.'

Reacher nodded. 'Yes, | could. But | won't. And if you ask again I'll knock
your teeth down your throat.' Silence in the office. Emerson dug in his
pocket and found a handcuff key. Turned suddenly and tossed it underarm

t hrough the air. Reacher's hands were cuffed but he was careful to lead with
his right. He caught the key in his right palm and smled. 'Bellantonio been
tal king to you?' he said.

"Why did you give Ms Yanni a fal se nane?' Emerson asked.

'Maybe | didn't,' Reacher said. 'Maybe Gordon is ny real nane.'

He tossed the key back and stepped over and held his wists out and waited for
Enerson to unlock the cuffs.

The Zee took the phone call two minutes later. A famliar voice, |ow and
hurried. "It didn't work,' it said. 'He had an alibi.’

"For real ?

"Probably not. But we're not going to go there.'’

' So what next?'

"Just sit tight. He can't be nore than one step away now. In



whi ch case he'll be conming for you soon. So be | ocked and | oaded and ready for
him'

'They didn't fight very hard,’" Ann Yanni said. 'Did they? She started the

Must ang' s engi ne before Reacher even got his door closed. 'I didn't expect
themto,' he said. The innocent one knows the case was weak. And the guilty
one knows putting nme back on the street takes nme off the board about as fast

as putting me in a cell right now' 'Wy?
' Because they've got Rosemary Barr and they know I'Il go find her. So they'l
be waiting for ne, ready to rock and roll. 1'll be dead before norning. That's

t he new pl an. Cheaper than jail."'

They drove straight back to Franklin's office and ran up the outside staircase
and found Franklin sitting at his desk. The lights were off and his face was
bathed in the glow fromhis conmputer screen. He was staring at it bl ankly,
like it was telling himnothing. Reacher broke the news about Rosenary Barr
Franklin went very still and glanced at the door. Then the wi ndow. 'W were
right here,' he said.

Reacher nodded. 'Three of us. You, ne, and Helen.'

"I didn't hear anything.'

The either,' Reacher said. 'They're really good.'

"What are they going to do to her?

"They're going to make her give evidence agai nst her brother. Some kind of a
made-up story.' WII they hurt her?

' That depends on how fast she caves.'

'She's not going to cave,' Yanni said. 'Not in a mllion years. Don't you see
that? She's totally dedicated to clearing her brother's nanme.' "Then they're
going to hurt her.’

"Where is she?' Franklin said. 'Best guess?

"\Wherever they are,' Reacher said. 'But | don't know where that is.



She was in the upstairs living room taped to a chair. The Zee was staring at
her. He was fascinated by women. Once he had gone twenty-seven years without
seei ng one. The penal battalion he had joined in 1943 had had a few, but they
were a snmall mnority and they died fast. And then after the Great Patriotic
War had been won his nightmare progress through the Gul ag had begun. In 1949
he had seen a woman peasant near the Wite Sea Canal. She was a stooped and
bul ky ol d crone two hundred yards away in a beet field. Then nothing, until in
1976 he saw a nurse riding a troika sled through the frozen wastes of Siberia.
He was a quarryman then. He had come up out of the hole with a hundred ot her
zees and was wal king hone in a | ong ragged col unm down a | ong straight road.
The nurse's sled was approaching on another road that ran at right angles. The
land was flat and featureless and covered with snow. The zees could see for
ever. They stood and watched the nurse drive a whole nile. Then they turned
their heads as one as she passed through the crossroads and watched her

t hrough another mle. The guards denied them food that night as puni shment for
t he unauthorized halt. Four men died, but the Zee didn't.

"Are you confortabl e?" he asked.

Rosemary Barr said nothing. The one called Chenko had returned her shoe. He
had crouched in front of her and fitted it to her foot like a store clerk
Then he had backed away and sat down next to the one called Viadimr on the
sofa. The one call ed Sokol ov had stayed downstairs in a roomfull of

surveill ance equi pment. The one call ed Linsky was pacing the room white with
pain. He had something wong with his back

"When the Zee speaks, you should answer,' the one called VI adimr said.
Rosemary | ooked away. She was afraid of Viadimr. Mre so than the others.

VI adi mr was huge, and he gave off an air of depravity, like a snell.

' Does she understand her position? Linsky asked. The Zee smiled at him and
Li nsky smled back. It was a private joke between them Any claimto rights or
humane treatment in the canps was always nmet with a question: Do you
under st and your



position? The question was always foll owed by a statenent: You don't have a
position. You are nothing to the Mdtherland. The first time Linsky had heard

t he question he had been about to reply, but the Zee had haul ed hi m away. By
that point the Zee had eighteen years under his belt, and the intervention was
uncharacteristic. But clearly he had felt sonmething for the raw youngster. He
had taken the kid under his wi ng. They had been together ever since, through a
| ong succession of |ocations neither of them could nane. Many books had been
witten about the Gulag, and docunents had been discovered, and maps had been
made, but the irony was that those who had partici pated had no i dea where they
had been. Nobody had told them A canp was a canp, with wire, huts, endless
forest, endless tundra, endless work. Wat difference did a name nake?

Li nsky had been a soldier and a thief. In the west of Europe or in Anerica he
woul d have served tinme, two years here, three years there, but during the

Sovi et stealing was an ideol ogical transgression. It showed an uneducated and
antisocial preference for private property. Such a preference was answered
with a swift and permanent renmoval fromcivilized society. In Linsky's case
the renoval had lasted from 1963 until civilized society had coll apsed and

Cor bachev had enptied the CGul ag.

' She understands her position,' the Zee said. 'And next cones acceptance.'

Franklin called Helen Rodin. Ten minutes |later she was back in his office. She
was still mad at Reacher. That was clear. But she was too worried about
Rosemary Barr to make a big deal out of it. Franklin stayed at his desk, one
eye on his computer screen. Helen and Ann Yanni sat together at a table.
Reacher stared out the wi ndow. The sky was darkeni ng.

"W shoul d call soneone,' Hel en said.

'Li ke who?' Reacher asked.

"My father. He's the good guy.'

Reacher turned round. 'Suppose he is. What do we tell hin? That we've got a

m ssing person? He'll just call the cops, because what else can he do? And if
Emerson's the bad guy, the cops will sit onit. Even if Enerson's the good guy
the cops wll



sit on it just the same. Mssing adults don't get anyone very excited. Too

many of them' 'But she's integral to the case.’

' The case is about her brother. So the cops will figure it's only natural she
ran away. Her brother is a notorious crimnal and she couldn't stand the
shane.' 'But you saw her get ki dnapped. You could tell them'

'l saw a shoe. That's all | can tell anybody. And |'ve got no credibility
here. 1've been playing silly ganes for two days.' 'So what do we do?

Reacher turned back to the w ndow

"We take care of it ourselves,' he said.

" How?"

"All we need is a location. W work through the woman who was shot, we get
nanes, we get sonme kind of a context, we get a place. Then we go there.’
"Wien?' Yanni asked.

" Twel ve hours,' Reacher said. 'Before dawn. They'll be working on sone kind of
a tinetable. They want to take care of ne first, and then they want to start
in on Rosemary Barr. W need to get to her before they run out of patience.'
"But that neans you'll be showi ng up exactly when they're expecting you.'
Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"It's like walking into a trap,' Yanni said.

Reacher didn't answer that. Yanni turned to Franklin and said, 'Tell us nore

about the wonman who was shot.' 'There's nothing nmore to tell,' Franklin said.
"I"ve been through everything forwards and backwards. She was very ordinary.
"Fam | y?

"All of them are back east. \Were she cane from'

"Friends?

'"Two, basically. A co-worker and a nei ghbour. Neither of themis interesting.
Nei ther of themis a Russian, for instance.' Yanni turned back to Reacher

'So maybe you're wong. Maybe the third shot wasn't the money shot.' "It nust

have been,' Reacher said. 'O why would he pause after it? He was
doubl e- checki ng he had a hit."'



'He paused after the sixth, too. For good.'

"He wouldn't wait that long. It could have gone conpletely out of control by

t hen. Peopl e could have been junping all over each other.' 'But they
weren't.'

'"He couldn't have predicted that'

"I agree,' Franklin said. "Athing like that, you don't do it with your first
or your last shot.' Then his eyes lost focus. He stared at the wall, like he
wasn't seeing it. 'Wait,' he said.

He gl anced at his screen

"Something | forgot,' he said.

"What ?' Reacher asked.

What you said about Rosemary Barr. M ssing persons.

He turned back to his nouse and his keyboard and started clicking and typing.
Then he hit his enter key and sat forward intently, like proximty would speed
the process. 'Last chance,' he said.

Reacher knew fromtel evision commercials that conputers operated at all Kkinds
of gigahertz, which he assunmed was pretty fast. But even so, Franklin's screen
stayed blank for a long, long time. There was a little graphic in the corner
It was rotating slowy. It inplied a thorough and patient search through an
infinite anount of data. It spun for minutes. Then it stopped. There was an
electrostatic crackle fromthe nonitor and the screen w ped down and redrew
into a densely printed docunent. Plain computer font. Reacher couldn't read it
fromwhere he was. The office went quiet.

Franklin | ooked up

'"OK,' he said. 'There you go. At last. Finally sonmething that isn't ordinary.
Finally we catch a break.' 'What?' Yanni said.

"dine Archer reported her husband mnissing two nonths ago.'



FI FTEEN

FRANKLI N PUSHED H S CHAI R BACK TO MAKE SPACE AND THE ot hers all crowled round
the screen together. Reacher and Hel en Rodi n ended up shoul der to shoul der. No
nmore aninosity. Just the thrill of pursuit. Mst of the docunent was taken up
wi th coded headers and source information. Letters, nunbers, times, origins.
The substantive nmessage was short. Two nonths previously Ms Aine Anne Archer
had made a m ssing persons report concerning her husband. H s nane was Edward
Stratton Archer. He had left the marital home for work early on a routine
Monday and had not returned by end of business on the Wdnesday, which was
when the report was made. 'Is he still mssing? Helen asked.

"Yes,' Franklin said. He pointed to a letter A buried in the code at the top
of the screen. '"It's still active.'

'"So let's go talk to Aine's friends,' Reacher said. 'W need some background
here.’

"Now?' Franklin said.

"W've only got twelve hours,' Reacher said. 'No time to waste.'



Franklin wote down nanes and addresses for Oine Archer's co-worker and

nei ghbour. He handed the paper to Ann Yanni, because she was paying his bill
"I"ll stay here,' he said. '"I'll see if the husband shows up in the databases.
This could be a coincidence. Maybe he's got a wife in every state. Wuldn't be
the first tine.’

"I don't believe in coincidences,' Reacher said. 'So don't waste your tine.
Find a phone nunber for ne instead. A guy called Cash. Former Marine. He owns
t he range where Janmes Barr went to shoot. Down in Kentucky. Call himfor ne.'

' Message?'

'"Gve himny nane. Tell himto get his ass in his Hunvee. Tell himto drive up
here, tonight. Tell himthere's a whole new I nvitational going on.'
"lInvitational ?

"He' Il understand. Tell himto bring his M4. Wth a night scope. And whatever
el se he's got lying around."'

Reacher followed Ann Yanni and Hel en Rodin down the stairs. They got into

Hel en's Saturn, the wonen in the front and Reacher in the back. Reacher
figured they would all have preferred the Miustang, but it only had two seats.
"Where first? Hel en asked.

"Which is closer? Reacher asked back

' The cowor ker.'

"OK, her first'

Traffic was slow. Roads were torn up and construction traffic was lunbering in
and out of work zones. Reacher gl anced between his watch and the w ndows.
Dayl i ght was fadi ng. Evening was comi ng. Tine ticking away.

The co-worker lived in a plain heartland suburb east of town. It was filled
with a grid of straight residential streets. The streets were |lined on both

si des by nodest ranch houses. The houses had small lots, flags on poles, hoops
over the garage doors, satellite dishes on brick chimeys. Sonme of the
sidewal k trees had faded yellow ribbons tied round them Reacher guessed they
synmbol i zed solidarity with troops serving overseas. Wich conflict, he wasn't
sure. \Wat the point was, he had no idea. He had served overseas for npst of
thirteen years and had never



nmet anyone who cared what was tied to trees back hone. As |ong as someone sent
pay cheques and food and water and bullets and wi ves stayed faithful, then
nmost guys were happy enough. The sun was goi ng down behind them and Hel en was
driving slowy with her head ducked forward so she could see the house nunbers
early. She spotted the one she wanted and pulled into a driveway and parked
behind a small sedan. It was new. Reacher recognized the brand name fromhis
wal k up the four-lane: Anerica's Best Warranty! The co-worker herself was a
tired and harassed worman of about thirty-five. She opened her door and stepped
out to the stoop and pulled the door shut behind her to bl ock out the noise
fromwhat sounded |ike a dozen kids running riot inside. She recognized Ann

Yanni inmedi ately. Even gl anced beyond her, |ooking for a camera crew. 'Yes?
she said.

"W need to talk about Adine Archer,' Helen Rodin said.

The wonman sai d nothing. She | ooked conflicted, |ike she knew she was supposed
to think it was tasteless to talk about victins of tragedy to journalists. But
apparently Ann Yanni's celebrity status overcane her reluctance. 'OK ' she
said. 'What do you want to know? Aine was a lovely person and all of us at
the office mss her terribly." The nature of randomess, Reacher thought.

Random sl ayi ngs al ways i nvol ved peopl e described as | ovely afterwards. Nobody
ever said she was a rat-faced fink and |I'm gl ad she's dead. \Woever it was did
us all a favour. That never happened. 'W need to know sonet hi ng about her
husband,' Hel en sai d.

"l never met her husband,’' the wonan said.

"Did Adine tal k about hinf

"Alittle, I guess. Now and then. His name is Ted, | think.'

'What does he do?

"He's in business. I'mnot sure what kind of business.'

"Did dine say anything about himbeing nissing?

' M ssi ng?

"dine reported himmssing two nonths ago.'

"I know she seened very worried. | think he was having problens with his
business. In fact | think he'd been having



problems for a year or two. That's why O ine went back to work.'

"She didn't al ways work?

"Ch, no, ma'am | think she did way back, and then she gave it up. But she had
to come back. Because of circunstances. \Whatever the opposite of rags to

riches is.' 'Riches to rags,' Reacher said.

"Yes, like that,' the woman said. 'She needed her job, financially. | think
she was enbarrassed about it' 'But she didn't give you detail s?'" Ann Yanni
asked.

'She was a very private person,' the worman said.

"It's inportant'’

' She woul d get kind of distracted. That wasn't |ike her. About a week before
she was killed she was gone nost of one afternoon. That wasn't |ike her
either.' 'Do you know what she was doi ng?

"No, | really don't.'

" Anyt hi ng you remenber about her husband woul d help us.'

The wonman shook her head. 'His nane is Ted. That's all | can say for sure.'
' OK, thanks,' Hel en said.

She turned and headed back to her car. Yanni and Reacher followed her. The
worman on the stoop stared after them disappointed, |ike she had failed an
audi ti on.

Ann Yanni said, 'Strike one. But don't worry. It always happens that way.
Sonetimes | think we should just skip the first person on the list. They never
know anyt hing.' Reacher was unconfortable in the back of the car. Hs pants
pocket had got underneath himand a coin was di gging edge-on into his thigh

He squirned round and pulled it out. It was a quarter, new and shiny. He

| ooked at it for a mnute and then he put it in the other pocket. 'I agree,’
he said. W should have skipped her. My fault. Stands to reason a co-worker
woul dn't know nuch. Peopl e are cagey around co-workers. Especially rich people
fallen on hard tines.' 'The neighbour will know nore,' Yanni said.

W hope,' Hel en said.



They were caught in cross-town traffic. They were headed fromthe eastern
suburbs to the western, and it was a slow, slow ride. Reacher was gl ancing
bet ween his watch and the wi ndows again. The sun was | ow on the horizon ahead
of them Behind themit was already twilight. Time ticking away.

Rosemary Barr noved in her chair and struggl ed agai nst the tape binding her
Wi sts.

"W know it was Charlie who did it,' she said.

"Charlie? the Zee repeated.

"My brother's so-called friend.'

' Chenko,' the Zee said. 'His nane is Chenko. And yes, he did it. Tactically it

was his plan. He did well. O course, his physique hel ped. He was able to wear
his own shoes inside your brother's. He had to roll the pants and the raincoat
sl eeves.' 'But we know,' Rosemary said.

"But who knows? And what exactly do they bring to the party?

"Hel en Rodin knows.'

"You'll dismiss her as your lawer. You'll terminate the representation
She' |l be unable to repeat anything she | earned while your relationship was
privileged. Linsky, am| right? Linsky nodded. He was six feet away, on the
sofa, propped at an odd angle to rest his back

"That's the law," he said. 'Here in Anerica.’

"Franklin knows,' Rosemary said. 'And Ann Yanni.'

'Hearsay,' the Zee said. 'Theories, speculation, and i nnuendo. Those two have
no persuasive evidence. And no credibility, either. Private detectives and
television journalists are exactly the kind of people who peddl e ridicul ous
and alternative explanations for events like these. It's to be expected. Its
absence woul d be unusual. Apparently a president was killed in this country
nore than forty years ago and people like themstill claimthat the real truth
has not yet been uncovered.' Rosemary said nothing.

"Your deposition will be definitive,' the Zee said. 'You'll go to Rodin and
you'll give sworn testinony about how your brother plotted and pl anned. About
how he told you what he was intending. In detail. The tine, the place,
everything. You'll say



that to your sincere and everlasting regret you didn't take himseriously.
Then some poor excuse for a public defender will take one | ook at your

evi dence and pl ead your brother guilty and the whole thing will be over.'

"I won't do it,' Rosemary said

The Zee | ooked straight at her

"You will doit," he said. 'I prom se you that. Twenty-four hours from now
you'll be begging to do it. You'll be insane with fear that we m ght change
our mnds and not let you do it.'

The room went quiet. Rosenmary glanced at the Zee as if she had sonething to
say. Then she gl anced away. But the Zee answered her anyway. He had heard her
nmessage | oud and cl ear.

'"No, we won't be there with you at the deposition,' he said. 'But we will know
what you tell them Wthin mnutes. And don't think about a little detour to
t he bus depot. For one thing, we'll have your brother killed. For another

there's no country in the world we can't find you in.'
Rosemary sai d not hi ng.
"Anyway,' the Zee said. 'Let's not argue. It's unproductive. And pointless.

You'll tell themwhat we tell you to tell them You will, you know. You'll
see. You'll be desperate to. You'll be wi shing we had arranged an earlier
appoi ntnent for you. At the courthouse. You'll spend the waiting time on your

knees pl eading for a chance to show us how word-perfect you are. That's how it
usual | y happens. We're very good at what we do. We | earned at the feet of
masters.'

"My brother has Parkinson's Di sease,' Rosenmary said.

' Di agnosed when?' the Zee asked, because he knew the answer.

"It's been devel oping."'

The Zee shook his head. 'Too subjective to be helpful. Wo's to say it's not a
simlar condition brought on suddenly by his recent injury? If not, then who's
to say such a condition is a true handi cap anyway? When shooting from such a
cl ose range? If the public defender brings in an expert, then Rodin will bring
inthree. He'll find doctors who will swear that Little Annie Oakley was
racked with Parkinson's Disease fromthe very day she was born.'



' Reacher knows,' Rosenary said.

The soldier? The soldier will be dead by norning. Dead, or a runaway.'

'"He won't run away.'

Therefore he'll be dead. He'll cone for you tonight. We'll be ready for him'
Rosemary sai d not hi ng.

Then have conme for us before in the night,' the Zee said. 'Muny tinmes, in many

pl aces. And yet we're still here. Da, Linsky?' Linsky nodded again.
"W're still here,' he said.
"When will he cone?' the Zee asked.

"I don't know,' Rosemary said.

"Four o'clock in the norning,' Linsky said. 'He's an American. They're trained
that four o' clock in the norning is the best tine for a surprise attack.'
"Direction?

"Fromthe north woul d make the nost sense. The stone crushing plant would
conceal his staging area and | eave himonly two hundred yards of open ground

to cover. But | think he'll double-bluff us there. He'll avoid the north,
because he knows it's best’' 'Not fromthe west,' the Zee said.

Li nsky shook his head. '|I agree. Not down the driveway. Too straight and open
He'll conme fromthe south or the east.' 'Put Madimr in with Sokolov,' the

Zee said to him Tell themto watch the south and the east very carefully. But
tell themto keep an eye out north and west, too. Al four directions nmust be
nmoni tored continuously, just in case. Then put Chenko in the upstairs hallway
with his rifle. He can be ready to deploy to whi chever wi ndow i s appropriate.
Wth Chenko, one shot will be enough.' Then he turned to Rosemary Barr
'Meanwhile we'll put you somewhere safe,' he said. 'Your tutorials will start
as soon as the soldier is buried.'

The outer western suburbs were bedroom conmmunities for people who worked in
the city, so the traffic stayed bad all the



way out. The houses were much grander than in the east. They were al
two-storey, all varied, all well naintained. They all had big |lots and pools
and ambiti ous evergreen | andscaping. Wth the last of the sunset behind them
they | ooked |ike pictures in a brochure.

"Tight-ass middle class,' Reacher said.

"What we all aspire to,' Yanni said

'They won't want to talk,' Reacher said. 'Not their style.'

"They'll talk,' Yanni said. 'Everyone talks to ne.'

They drove past the Archer place, slowmy. There was a cast nmetal sign on thin
chai ns under the mail box: Ted and Aine Archer. Beyond it across a broad open
| awn t he house | ooked cl osed-up and dark and silent. It was a big Tudor place.
Dul | brown beans, cream stucco. Three-car garage. Nobody hone, Reacher

t hought .

The nei ghbour they were | ooking for lived across the street and one ot to the
north. Hers was a place about the sanme size as the Archers' but done in an
Italianate style. Stone accents, little crenellated towers, dark green sun
awni ngs on the south facing ground floor wi ndows. The evening |ight was fading
away to darkness and | anps were coning on behind draped wi ndows. The whol e
street | ooked warm and rested and quiet and very satisfied with itself.
Reacher said, 'They sleep safely in their beds because rough nmen stand ready
in the night to visit violence on those who would do them harm'

" You know George Orwell?" Yanni asked.

"I went to college,' Reacher said. 'Wst Point is technically a college.’
Yanni said, 'The existing social order is a swindle and its cherished beliefs
nostly del usions.'

"It is not possible for any thinking person to live in such a society as our
own wi thout wanting to change it,' Reacher said.

"I"'msure these are perfectly nice people,' Helen said.

"But will they talk to us?

"They'll talk,' Yanni said. 'Everyone talks.'

Helen pulled into a long |inestone driveway and parked about twenty feet
behi nd an inmported SUV that had big chrone wheels. The front door of the house
was made of ancient grey weathered oak with iron banding that had nail heads
as big as



golf balls. It felt like you could step through it straight into the

Renai ssance.

"Property is theft,' Reacher said.

" Proudhon,' Yanni said. 'Property is desirable, is a positive good in the
worl d.'

" Abraham Li ncol n," Reacher said. '"In his first State of the Union.'

There was an iron knocker shaped like a quoit in a lion's mouth. Helen lifted
it and used it to thunp on the door. Then she found a discreet electric bel
push and pressed that, too. They heard no answering sound inside the house.
Heavy door, thick walls. She tried again with the bell and before she got her
finger off the button the door sucked back off copper weatherproofing strips
and opened like a vault. A guy was standing there with his hand on the inside
handl e. 'Yes?' he said. He was sonewhere in his forties, solid, prosperous,
probably a golf club nenber, naybe an El k, maybe a Rotarian. He was wearing
corduroy pants and a patterned sweater. He was the kind of guy who gets hone
and i mredi ately changes clothes as a matter of routine. 'Is your wife at
hone?' Helen asked. "We'd like to speak with her about Aine Archer.’

" About A ine? the guy said. He was |ooking at Ann Yanni

"I"'ma | awer,' Helen said.

"What is there to be said about dine?

' Maybe nore than you think," Yanni said.

"You're not a | awyer.'

"I"'mhere as a journalist,' Yanni said. 'But not on a human interest story.
Not hi ng tacky. There m ght have been a miscarriage of justice. That's the

i ssue here.' 'A miscarriage in what way?

' They m ght have arrested the wong man for the shootings. That's why |'m
here. That's why we're all here.' Reacher watched the guy. He was standing
there, holding the door, trying to decide. In the end he just sighed and

st epped back. 'You better come in,' he said.

Everyone tal ks.

He |l ed the way through a nuted yellow hallway to a living



room It was spacious and i mracul ate. Velvet furniture, little mahogany

tabl es, a stone fireplace. No television. There was probably a separate room
for that. A den, or a home theatre. O perhaps they didn't watch tel evision
Reacher saw Ann Yanni calculating the odds. 'I'll get my wife,' the guy said
He cane back a minute later with a handsone wonan a little younger than

hi nsel f. She was wearing pressed jeans and a sweatshirt the same yellow as the
hal | way walls. Penny |oafers on her feet. No socks. She had hair that had been
expensively styled to | ook casual and w ndswept. She was medi um hei ght and
lean in a way that spoke of diet books and serious tine in aerobics classes.
"What's this about? she asked.

'"Ted Archer,' Hel en said.

'Ted? | thought you told nmy husband it was about Qine.’

"W think there may be a connection. Between his situation and hers.'

'How coul d there be a connection? Surely what happened to Aine was conpletely
out of the blue." 'Mybe it wasn't.'

"l don't understand.'’

"W suspect that dine mght have been a specific target, kind of hidden
behi nd the confusion of the other four victins." '"Wuldn't that be a matter
for the police?

Hel en paused. 'At the nonent the police seemsatisfied with what they' ve got.'
The woman gl anced at her husband.

"Then I'mnot sure we should talk about it,' he said.

"At all?" Yanni asked. 'Or just to nme?

"I"'mnot sure if we would want to be on television.'

Reacher smiled to hinself. The other side of the tracks.

"This is deep background only,' Yanni said. 'It's entirely up to you whet her
your names are used.' The woman sat down on a sofa and her husband sat next
to her, very close. Reacher smiled to hinself again. They had subconsciously
adopted the standard coupl e-on-a-sofa pose that television interview used al
the tine. Two faces close together, ideally franmed for a tight canera shot.
Yanni took her



cue and sat in an arnchair facing them perched right on the edge, |eaning
forward, her el bows on her knees, a frank and open expression on her face.

Hel en t ook anot her chair. Reacher stepped away to the wi ndow. Used a finger to
nove the drapes aside. It was full dark outside.

Time ticking away.

"Tell us about Ted Archer,' Yanni said. 'Please.' A sinple request, only six
words, but her tone said: | think you two are the nost interesting people in
the world and I would love to be your friend. For a noment Reacher thought
Yanni had nissed her way. She woul d have been a great cop

' Ted had busi ness problens,' the woman said.

"I's that why he di sappeared?' Yanni asked.

The wonman shrugged. 'That was Aine's initial assunption.'

' But ?'

"Utimately she rejected that explanation. And | think she was right to. Ted
wasn't that kind of a man. And his problens weren't those kind of problens.
The fact is he was getting screwed rotten and he was mad as hell about it and
he was fighting. And people who fight don't just walk away. | mean, do they?
' How was he getting screwed?'

The wonman gl anced at her husband. He | eaned forward. Boy stuff. 'H s principa
cust omer stopped buying fromhim Wich happens. Power in the marketplace ebbs
and flows. So Ted offered to renegotiate. Offered to drop his price. No dice.
So he offered to drop it nore. He told ne he got to the point where he was
giving it away. Still no dice. They just wouldn't buy.'

"What do you think was happeni ng?' Yanni asked. Keep talking, sir.
"Corruption,' the guy said. 'Under-the-table inducements. It was conpletely
obvious. One of Ted's conpetitors was offering kickbacks. No way for an honest
man to conpete with that.'

Wien did this start?

" About two years ago. It was a nmjor problemfor them Financially they went
downhill very fast. No cash flow Ted sold his car. dine had to go out to
work. The DW thing was all she could find. They made her supervisor after
about a nonth.' He



smled a thin smle, proud of his class. 'Another year, she'd have been
runni ng the place. She'd have been Commi ssioner.'

'What was Ted doi ng about it? How was he fighting?

"He was trying to find out which conpetitor it was.'

"Did he find out?

"W don't know. He was trying for a long time, and then he went mi ssing.'
'"Didn't dine include this in her report?

The guy sat back and his wife | eaned forward agai n. Shook her head. 'dine
didn't want to. Not back then. It was all unproven. Al specul ation. She
didn't want to throw accusations around. And it wasn't definitely connected. |
guess the way we're telling it now it sounds nore obvious than it was at the
time. | mean, Ted wasn't Sherlock Hol mes or anything. He wasn't on the case
twenty-four/seven. He was still doing normal stuff. He was just talking to
peopl e when he coul d, you know, asking questions, conparing notes, conparing
prices, trying to put it all together. It was a two-year period. Occasiona
conversations, phone calls, enquiries, things like that. It didn't seem
dangerous, certainly." 'Did AQine ever go to anyone with this? Later, maybe?
The wonman nodded. ' She stewed for two nonths after he di sappeared. W tal ked.
She was up and down with it. Eventually she decided there had to be a

connection. | agreed with her. She didn't know what to do. | told her she
shoul d call the police." 'And did she?

"She didn't call. She went personally. She felt they would take her nore
seriously face to face. Not that they did, apparently. Nothing happened. It
was |ike dropping a stone down a well and never hearing the splash.' 'Wen
did she go?

"A week before the thing in the plaza | ast Friday.'

Nobody spoke. Then, kindly, gently, Ann Yanni asked the obvious question: 'You
didn't suspect a connection?

The wonman shook her head. 'Whay would we? It seenmed to be a total coincidence.

The shootings were random weren't they? You said so yourself. On the

tel evision news. W heard you say it. Five randomvictins, in the wong pl ace
at the wong tine.' Nobody spoke.



Reacher turned away from the w ndow.
"What busi ness was Ted Archer in?' he asked.

"I"'msorry, | assuned you knew,' the husband said. 'He owns a quarry. Huge

pl ace about forty mles north of here. Cenment, concrete, crushed stone.
Vertically integrated, very efficient.' 'And who was the custoner who backed
of f ?'

"The city,' the guy said.
'Big customer.'
'"As big as they cone. Al this construction going on right nowis nmanna from

heaven for people in that business. The city sold ninety mllion in tax-free
muni ci pals just to cover the first year. Add in the inevitable overruns and
it's a nine-figure bonanza for sonmebody.' "Wat car did Ted sell?

"A Mercedes Benz.'

' Then what did he drive?

'He used a truck fromwork.'

Did you see it?

'Every day for two years.'

What was it?

"A pickup. A Chevy, | think.'

"An old brown Silverado? Plain steel wheels?

The guy stared. 'How did you know that ?

'One nmore question,' Reacher said. 'For your wfe.'

She | ooked at him

"After Aine went to the cops, did she tell you who it was she tal ked to? Was
it a detective called Enerson?’ The woman was al ready shaki ng her head. I
told Aine if she didn't want to call she should go to the station house, but
she said it was too far, because she never got that |ong of a lunch hour. She
said she'd go to the DA instead. Hs office is much closer to the DW. And
Aine was |like that anyway. She preferred to go straight to the top. So she
took it to Alex Rodin hinself.'

Hel en Rodin was conpletely silent on the drive back to town. So silent she

qui vered and vi brated and shook with it. Her |ips were clanped and her cheeks
were sucked in and her eyes were w de open. Her silence made it inpossible for
Reacher or



Yanni to speak. It was like all the air had been sucked out of the car and al
that was left was a black hole of silence so loud it hurt.

She drove like a robot, conpetently, not fast, not slow, displaying a
mechani cal conpliance with | ane markers and stop lights and yield signs. She
parked on the apron bel ow Franklin's office and | eft the motor running and
said, 'You two go on ahead. | just can't do this.'

Ann Yanni got out and wal ked over to the staircase. Reacher stayed in the car
and | eaned forward over the seat.

"It'1l be OK ' he said.

"I't won't'

"Helen, pull the keys and get your ass upstairs. You're an officer of the
court and you've got a client in trouble.' Then he opened his door and clinbed
out of the car and by the tine he had wal ked round the trunk she was waiting
for himat the foot of the stairs.

Franklin was in front of his conputer, as always. He told Reacher that Cash
was on his way up from Kentucky, no questions asked. Told himthat Ted Archer
hadn't shown up anywhere el se in the databases. Then he noticed the silence
and the tension.

"What's up?' he asked.

'"W're one step away,' Reacher said. 'Ted Archer was in the concrete business
and he was frozen out of all these new city construction contracts by a
conpetitor who was offering bribes. He tried to prove it and nust have been
getting very close to succeedi ng because the conpetitor offed him'

' Can you prove that?

"Only by inference. W'll never find his body w thout digging up First Street
again. But | know where his truck is. It's in Jeb Aiver's barn.'

"Wy there?

'They use Aiver for things they can't do thensel ves. For when they don't want
to show their faces, or for when they can't. Presumably Archer knew them and
woul dn't have gone near them But Oiver was just a |local kid. Maybe he staged
a flat tyre or hitched a ride. Archer woul d have wal ked ri ght



into it. Then the bad guys hid the body and AQiver hid the truck.'

"dine Archer didn't suspect anything?'

'She did eventually,' Reacher said. 'She sat on it tw nonths and then
presunmably she pieced together enough to nmake sone kind of sense out of it.
Then she started to go public with it and all kinds of private alarmbells
must have gone off because a week | ater she was dead. Staged the way it was
because to have a m ssing husband and then a nurdered wife two nonths |ater
woul d have raised too many flags. But as long as it | ooked randomit was goi ng
to be seen as coincidental.' 'Wo had dine taken it to? Emerson?

Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"She took it to my father,' Helen Rodin said.

There was silence for a | ong nonent.

'So what now?' Franklin said.

"You need to hit that keyboard again,' Reacher said. "Woever got the city
contracts has pretty much defined hinself as the bad guy here. So we need to
know who he is. And where he's based.' 'Public record,' Franklin said.

"So check it.'

Franklin turned away in the silence and started his fingers pattering over the
keys. He pointed and clicked for a mnute. Then he cane up with the answer.

' Speci al i zed Services of Indiana,' he said. 'They own all the current city
contracts for cement, concrete, and crushed stone. Many, many nmillions of
dollars.' 'Where are they?

' That was the good news.'

"What's the bad?

'There's no paperwork. They're a trust registered in Bermuda. They don't have
to file anything.' 'Wat kind of a systemis that?'

Franklin didn't answer.

"A Bermuda trust needs a local |awer,' Helen said. Her voice was |ow, quiet,
resi gned. Reacher recalled the plate outside A. A Rodin's office: the naneg,
followed by the letters that denoted the | aw degree.



Franklin clicked his way through two nore screens.

'There's a phone nunber,' he said. 'That's all we've got.'

What is it?" Hel en asked.

Franklin read it out.

"That's not ny father's nunber,' Hel en said.

Franklin clicked his way into a reverse directory. Typed in the nunber and the

screen changed and gave him a name and a business address. 'John Mstrov,' he
sai d.

" Russi an nane,' Reacher said.

"l guess so.'

"Do you know hi nf

"Vaguely. He's a wills and trusts guy. One-man band. |'ve never worked for
him'

Reacher checked his watch. 'Can you find a horme address?

Franklin went into a regular directory. Typed in the name and cane up with a
donestic listing.

"Should I call hinP'" he said.

Reacher shook his head. 'W'll pay hima visit. Face to face works better
when time is short.'

VI adi mr nade his way down to the ground-floor surveillance room Sokol ov was
inarolling chair in front of the long table that carried the four television
monitors. Fromleft to right they were labelled North, East, South, and \West,
whi ch made sense if a person viewed the world froma cl ockwi se perspective
Sokol ov was scooting his chair slowmy down the |ine, exam ning each picture,
nmovi ng on, returning fromWst to North with a powerful push off the wall. Al
four screens were misty and green, because it was dark outside and the thermal
i magi ng had kicked in. Occasionally a bright dot could be seen nmoving fast in
t he di stance. An animal. Nocturnal. Fox, skunk, raccoon, or a pet cat or a

| ost dog far from honme. The North nonitor showed a gl ow fromthe crushing
plant. It would fade, as the idle machines cooled. Apart fromthat all the
backgrounds were a deep olive colour, because there was nothing out there
except for miles of fields constantly misted with cold water fromthe

al ways-turning irrigation booms. Viadimr pulled up a second wheel ed chair and
sat down on



Sokol ov's left. He would watch north and east. Sokol ov woul d concentrate on
the south and west. That way they each had responsibility for one likely
direction and one unlikely. It was a fair distribution of |abour

Upstairs in the third-floor hallway Chenko | oaded his own Super Mtch. Ten
rounds, Lake City .308s. One thing Americans did right was amunition. He
opened all the bedroom doors to speed his access north, south, east or west,
as required. He wal ked to a wi ndow and turned his night scope on. Set it for
seventy-five yards. He figured he would get the call when the soldier was
about a hundred and fifty yards out. That was about the practical limt for
the caneras. He would step to the right wi ndow and acquire the target when it
was still nmore than a hundred yards distant. He would track its progress. He
would let it come to him When it was seventy-five yards out, he would kil

it.

He raised the rifle. Checked the image. It was bright and clear. He watched a
fox cross the open ground east to west. Good hunting, ny little friend. He
wal ked back to the hallway and propped the gun against the wall and sat down
in a straight backed chair to wait.

Hel en Rodin insisted on staying behind in Franklin's office. So Reacher and
Yanni went out alone, in the Mustang. The streets were dark and quiet. Yanni
drove. She knew her way around. The address they were |ooking for was a | oft
buil di ng carved out of an ol d warehouse hal fway between the river wharf and
the rail head. Yanni said it was a part of the new urban strategy. Soho cones
to the heartland. She said she had thought about buying in the sane buil ding.
Then she said, 'W should put Helen on suicide watch.'

"She' Il be OK/ ' Reacher said.

"You thi nk?

"I"' mpretty sure.’

"What if it was your old man?

Reacher didn't answer that. Yanni slowed as the bulk of a large brick building
| oomed t hrough the darkness.

"You can ask first,' Reacher said. 'If he doesn't answer, 1'll ask second.'



"He' Il answer,' Yanni said. 'They all answer.'

But John Mstrov didn't. He was a thin guy of about forty five. He was dressed
like a post-divorce mdlife crisis victim Acid-rinsed too-tight jeans, black
T-shirt, no shoes. They found himall alone in a big white |oft apartnent
eating Chinese food from paper cartons. Initially he was very pleased to see
Ann Yanni . Maybe hanging out with celebrities was a part of the lifestyle

gl amour that the new devel opnent had promi sed. But his early enthusiasm faded
fast. It disappeared conpletely when Yanni ran through her suspicions and then

i nsisted on knowi ng the nanes behind the trust. 'I can't tell you,' he said.
"Surely you understand there are confidentiality issues here. Surely you
understand that.' 'I understand that serious crines have been committed,’

Yanni said. 'That's what | understand. And you need to understand that too.
You need to choose up sides, right now, fast, before this thing goes public'
'"No comment,' the guy said.

"'There's no downsi de here," Yanni said, gently. 'These names we want, they'l
all be in jail tomorrow. No conebacks.' 'No comment,' the guy said again.
"You want to go down with then?' Yanni asked. Sharply. 'Like an accessory? O
do you want to get out fromunder? It's your choice. But one way or the other
you're going to be on the news tomorrow night. Either doing the perp walk or
standi ng there | ooking good, like oh ny God, | had no idea, | was only too
happy to help.' 'No coment,' the guy said for the third tine.

Loud, clear, and snug.

Yanni gave up. Shrugged, and gl anced at Reacher. Reacher checked his watch.
Time ticking away. He stepped up close. 'You got medical insurance?" he
asked.

The guy nodded.

'Dental plan?

The guy nodded agai n.

Reacher hit himin the nmouth. Right-handed, short swi ng, hard bl ow

"Cet that fixed,' he said.

The guy rocked back a step and doubl ed over and then cane



up coughing with blood all over his chin. Cut lips, loose teeth all rimed with
red.

'Nanmes,' Reacher said. "Now O 1'll take you apart a piece at a tine.'

The guy hesitated. M stake. Reacher hit himagain. Then the guy canme up with
nanes, six of them and descriptions, and an address, all froma position flat
on the floor and all in a voice thick and bubbly with nmouthfuls of bl ood.
Reacher gl anced at Yanni .

'They all answer,' he said.

In the dark in the Miustang on the way back Ann Yanni said, 'He'll call and
warn them'
'"He won't,' Reacher said. 'He just betrayed them So ny guess is he'll be

going on a long vacation tonmorrow.' ' You hope.'’
'Doesn't matter anyway. They already know |I'm coming for them Another warning
woul dn't make a difference.' 'You have a very direct style. One they don't

nmention in Journalism 101.'
"I could teach you. It's about surprise, really. If you can surprise them you
don't have to hit themvery hard.'

Yanni dictated to Franklin the nanmes that John M strov had given up. Four of
t hem corresponded with nanes Reacher had al ready heard: Charlie Smth,
Konstantin Raskin, Vladimr Shumlov, and Pavel Sokolov. The fifth was Gi gor
Li nsky, which Reacher figured had to be the danmaged man in the boxy suit,
because the sixth name had been given sinply as Zee Chelovek. 'I thought you
said Zee was a word,"' Franklin said

"It is," Reacher said. 'And so is Chelovek. It's a transliteration of their
word for human being. Zee Chel ovek neans prisoner-human-bei ng. Like Prisoner

Man.' ' The others aren't using code nanes.'
"Neither is the Zee, probably. Maybe that's all he's got left. Maybe he forgot
his real name. Maybe we all would, in the Gulag.' 'You sound sorry for him'

Yanni sai d.



"I"'mnot sorry for him' Reacher said. 'I'mjust trying to understand him'
'"No nention of ny father,' Hel en said.

Reacher nodded. 'The Zee is the puppet master. He's at the top of the tree.'
"Which neans ny father is just an enpl oyee.'

"Don't worry about that now. Focus on Rosenary.

Franklin used an on-line map and figured out that the address John M strov had
spilled related to a stone-crushing plant built next to a quarry eight niles
north and west of the city. Then he searched the tax rolls and confirned that
Speci al i zed Services of Indiana was its registered owner. Then he searched the
rolls all over again and found that the only other real estate registered to
the trust was a house on the | ot adjacent to the stone-crushing plant. Yann
sai d she knew the area. 'Anything else out there? Reacher asked her

She shook her head. 'Nothing but farmand for nmiles.'

'"OK,' Reacher said. 'There you go. That's where Rosemary is.'

He checked his watch. Ten o'clock in the evening.

'So what now?' Yanni said.

"Now we wait,' Reacher said.

' For what ?'

'For Cash to get here from Kentucky. And then we wait sone nore.'

' For what ?'

Reacher smi | ed.

'For the dead of night,' he said.

They waited. Franklin nade coffee. Yanni told TV stories, about people she had
known, about things she had seen, about governors' girlfriends, politicians

wi ves' |lovers, rigged ballots, crooked unions, about acres of marijuana
growi ng behind circular screens of tall corn on the edges of Indiana fields.
Then Franklin tal ked about his years as a cop. Then Reacher tal ked about his
years since the arny, the wandering, the exploring, his rootless invisible
life. Helen Rodin said nothing at all

At eleven o' clock exactly they heard the rattle of a big diesel engine beating
of f the brick outside. Reacher stepped to the



wi ndow and saw Cash's Hunvee nosing onto the parking apron. Too noisy, he

t hought. We can't use it.

O, maybe we can.

'"The Marines are here,' he said.

They heard Cash's feet on the outside stairs. Heard his knock on the door
Reacher went out to the hallway to open up. Cash cane in, brisk, solid,
reassuring. He was dressed all in black. Black canvas pants, black canvas

wi ndbr eaker. Reacher introduced himall round. Yanni, Franklin, Helen Rodin.
Everyone shook hands and Cash took a seat. Inside twenty minutes he was up to
speed and totally on board. 'They blanked a nineteen-year-old girl? he said.
"You' d have |iked her,' Reacher said.

'Do we have a pl an?'

"We're about to make one,' Reacher said. Yanni went out to her car for the
maps. Franklin cleared away the coffee cups and nade space on the table. Yann
chose the right map. Spread it out flat. 'It's like a giant chessboard out
there,' she said. 'Every square is a field a hundred yards across. There are
roads laid out in a grid, north to south, west to east, about twenty fields
apart.' Then she pointed. Slimfinger, painted nail. 'But right here we've got
two roads that meet and sout heast of the corner they make we've got an enpty
space three fields wide and five fields high. No agriculture there. The
northern part is the stone crushing plant and the house is south of it. 1've
seen it and it stands about two hundred yards off the road, all alone in the
nm ddl e of absolutely nothing. No | andscapi ng, no vegetation. But no fence,
either.'" 'Flat? Reacher asked.

"As a pool table,' Yanni said.

"Dark out there,' Cash said.

"As the Earl of Hell's waistcoat,' Reacher said. "And | guess if there's no
fence it neans they' re using caneras. Wth some kind of thernmal inmaging at
night. Some kind of infrared.' 'How fast can you run two hundred yards?' Cash
asked.

The?' Reacher said. 'Sl ow enough they could nmail-order a rifle to shoot ne
with.'

"What's the best approach?



"Walk in fromthe north,' Reacher said. 'Wthout a doubt. W could get into
the stone place straight off the road and just hike through it. Then we could

lie up as long as we wanted. Good conceal ment until the last mnute.' 'Can't
wal k in fromanywhere if they' ve got thernal caneras.'

"W' || worry about that later.'

"OK, but they'll anticipate the north.'

Reacher nodded. 'We'll pass on the north. Too obvious.'

"South or east would be next best. Because presumably the driveway cones in
fromthe west. Probably too straight and too open.' 'They'll be thinking the

same thing.'

' Makes us both right.’

"I kind of like the driveway,' Reacher said. 'Wiat will it be? Paved?
'"Crushed linmestone,' Yanni said. 'They've got plenty to spare.’

"Noi sy,' Cash said.

"It'"ll have retained a little daytime heat,' Reacher said. '"It'|ll be warner
than the dirt. It'Il put a stripe of colour down their thermal picture. If the
contrast isn't great it'll give a shadow zone either side.' 'Are you

ki ddi ng?" Cash said. You're going to be forty or fifty degrees hotter than
anbient tenperature. You're going to showup like a road flare.' 'They're
going to be paying attention south and east.'

' Not exclusively.'

You got a better idea?

"What about a full frontal assault? Wth vehicles?

Reacher smiled. '"If it absolutely positively has to be destroyed by norning,
call the United States Marine Corps.' 'Roger that,' Cash said.

' Too dangerous,' Reacher said. W can't give thema second' s warning and we
can't turn the place into a free-fire zone. W' ve got Rosenmary to think about
Nobody spoke.

"I like the driveway,' Reacher said again.

Cash glanced at Hel en Rodin.

"W could just call in the cops,' he said. You know, if it's the DA who's the
bad guy here. A couple of SWAT teans could do it.'



' Same problem' Reacher said. 'Rosemary woul d be dead before they got near the

door.' 'Cut the power lines? Kill the caneras?
'Sanme problem It's an announcenent ahead of tine.'
"Your call.’

' The driveway,' Reacher said. 'l like the driveway."'

' But what about the cameras?

"I'"ll think of sonething,' Reacher said. He stepped over to the table. Stared
down at the map. Then he turned back to Cash. 'Does your truck have a CD

pl ayer?' Cash nodded. Tart of the confort package.'

"Do you mind if Franklin drives it?

"Franklin can have it. |I'd prefer a sedan.’
"OK, your Hunvee is our approach vehicle. Franklin can drive us there, let us
out, and then get straight back here.'" 'Us?" Yanni said. 'Are we all going?
"You bet your ass,' Reacher said. 'Four of us there, with Franklin back here
as the comms centre.' 'Good,' Yanni said.

"W need cell phones,' Reacher said.

"I've got one,' Yanni said.

'"Me too," Cash said.

'"Me too,' Helen said.

"l don't,' Reacher said.

Franklin took a small Nokia out of his pocket.

' Take mine,' he said.

Reacher took it. 'Can you set up a conference call? Four cell phones and your
desk phone? As soon as you get back here?' Franklin nodded. 'G ve nme your
nunbers. '

"And turn the ringers off,' Reacher said.

"When are we doing this? Cash asked.

"Four o'clock in the nmorning is my favourite tine,' Reacher said. 'But they'l
be expecting that. We learned it fromthem Four in the norning is when the
KG went knocking on doors. Least resistance. It's a biorhythmthing. So we'll
surprise them We'll do it at two thirty." 'If you surprise themyou don't
have to hit themvery hard?" Yanni said.



Reacher shook his head. 'In this situation if we surprise themthey won't hit
me very hard.' 'Were am| going to be?" Cash asked.

' Sout hwest corner of the gravel plant,' Reacher said. 'Looking south and east
at the house. You can cover the west and the north sides simultaneously. Wth
your rifle.' 'OK'

"What did you bring for ne?

Cash dug in the pocket of his w ndbreaker and cane out with a knife in a
sheath. He tossed it across the room Reacher caught it. It was a

standard-i ssue Navy Seal SRK. Their survival-rescue knife. Carbon steel, black

epoxy, seven-inch blade. Not new 'This is it? Reacher said.

"Al'l 1've got,' Cash said. 'The only weapons | own are ny rifle and that
knife." 'You're kidding.'

"I"ma businessman, not a psycho.’

"Christ's sake, @unny, 1'll be taking a knife to a gunfight? Isn't it supposed
to be the other way around?" 'All |'ve got,' Cash said again.

'Geat'

"You can take a gun fromthe first one you cut. Face it, if you don't get

cl ose enough to cut one of themyou aren't going to win anyway.' Reacher said
not hi ng.

They waited. M dnight. Twelve thirty. Yanni fiddled with her cell phone and

made a call. Reacher ran through the plan, one nore time. First in his head,
then out loud, until everyone was clear. Details, dispositions, refinenents,
adjustrments. 'But we might still change everything,' he said. 'Wen we get

there. No substitute for seeing the actual terrain.'

They waited. One o' clock. One thirty. Reacher started to allow hinself to

t hi nk about the endgane. About what would cone after the victory. He turned to
Franklin. 'Wo is Enerson's nunber two?' he asked.

"A woman cal |l ed Donna Bi anca,' Franklin said.



'"I's she any good?
' She's his nunber two.'

"She'll need to be there. Afterwards. It's going to be a real three-ring
circus. Too nuch for one pair of hands. | want you to bring Enerson and Donna
Bi anca out there. And Al ex Rodin, of course. After we win.' 'They'll be in
bed. "’

'So wake them up.'
If we win,' Franklin said.

At one forty-five people started to get restless. Helen Rodin stepped over and
squatted down next to Reacher. She picked up the knife. Looked at it. Put it
back down. "Wy are you doing this? she asked.

' Because | can. And because of the girl."'

"You'll get yourself killed.'

"Unlikely," Reacher said. 'These are old nmen and idiots. |I've survived worse.'
You're just saying that.'

"If I get in K 1'Il be safe enough. Roomto roomisn't hard. People get very
scared with a prow er |oose in the house. They hate it.' 'But you won't get
in OK They'll see you coning.'

Reacher dug in his left-hand pocket and came out with the shiny new quarter
that had bothered himin the car. Handed it to her. 'For you,' he said.

She | ooked at it. 'Sonmething to renenber you by?'" ' Something to renmenber

toni ght by.'

Then he checked his watch. Stood up
"Let's do it," he said.



S| XTEEN

THEY STOOD FOR A MOMENT | N THE SHADOAS AND THE SI LENCE ON the parking apron
bel ow Franklin's |ighted wi ndows. Then Yanni went to get the Sheryl Crow CD
fromher Miustang. She gave it to Cash. Cash unl ocked the Humvee and | eaned
inside and put it in the player. Then he gave the keys to Franklin. Franklin
clinmbed into the driver's seat. Cash got in next to himwth his M4 across
hi s knees. Reacher and Hel en Rodin and Ann Yanni squeezed together in the
back.

"Turn the heater up,' Reacher said.

Cash leaned to his left and dialled in maxi mumtenperature. Franklin started
t he engi ne. Backed out into the street. Swung the wheel and took off west.
Then he turned north. The engine was |oud and the ride was rough. The heater
kicked in and the fan blew hard. The interior grew warm and then hot. They
turned west, turned north, turned west, turned north, lining up with the grid
that would run through the fields. The drive was a series of |ong droning
crui ses punctuated by sharp right-angle corners. Then they made the fina
turn. Franklin sat up straight behind the wheel and accel erated hard.

"This is it,' Yanni said. 'Dead ahead, about three mles to go.'

"Start the nusic,' Reacher said. 'Track eight.'



Cash hit the button

Every day is a w ndi ng road.

' Louder,' Reacher said.

Cash turned it up. Franklin drove on, sixty mles an hour

Two miles,' Yanni called. Then: 'One nile.'

Franklin drove on. Reacher stared out the windowto his right. Witched the
fields flash past in the darkness. Random scatter fromthe headlights lit them
up. The irrigation booms were turning so slowy they | ooked stationary. M st
filled the air. 'H gh beanms,' Reacher call ed.

Franklin flicked them on

"Music all the way up,' Reacher call ed.

Cash twi sted the knob to nmaxi num

EVERY DAY IS A W NDI NG ROAD.

"Half a mle,' Yanni yelled.

W ndows,' Reacher shout ed.

Four thunbs hit four buttons and all four w ndows dropped an inch. Hot air and
| oud nusic sucked out into the night. Reacher stared right and saw t he dark
outline of the house flash past, isolated, distant, square, solid,
substantial, dimy lit frominside. Flat land all round it. The |inestone
driveway, pale, very long, as straight as an arrow. Franklin kept his foot
hard down.

"Stop sign in four hundred yards,' Yanni yelled.

'Stand by,' Reacher shouted. 'Show tine.'

' One hundred yards,' Yanni yelled.

' Doors,' Reacher shouted.

Three doors opened an inch. Franklin braked hard. Stopped dead on the line.
Reacher and Yanni and Hel en and Cash spilled out. Franklin didn't hesitate. He
took off again like it was just a normal dead-of-night stop sign. Reacher and
Yanni and Cash and Hel en dusted thensel ves down and stood cl ose together on
the crown of the road and stared north until the glow of the lights and the
sound of the engine and the thunp of the nusic were lost in the distance and
t he darkness.

Sokol ov had pi cked up the Hunvee's heat signature on both the south and west
nmonitors when it was still about half a mle shy



of the house. Hard not to. A big powerful vehicle, travelling fast, trailing

| ong plunes of hot air from open w ndows, what was to mss? On the screen it

| ooked like a bottle rocket flying sideways. Then he heard it too, physically,
t hrough the walls. Big engine, loud nusic. Vladimr glanced his way.

' Passerby?' he asked.

"Let's see,' Sokolov said.

It didn't slow down. It hurtled straight past the house and kept on going
north. On the screen it trailed heat like a reentry capsule. Through the walls
they heard the music Doppler-shift |like an anbulance's siren as it went by.

' Passerby,' Sokol ov said.

' Sone asshole,’ Vladimr said.

Upstairs on the third floor Chenko heard it too. He stepped through an enpty
bedroomto a west-facing w ndow and | ooked out. Saw a bi g bl ack shape doing
about sixty mles an hour, high-beam headlights, bright tail lights, nusic

t hunpi ng and thuddi ng so | oud he could hear the door panels flexing fromtwo
hundred yards away. It roared past. Didn't slow down. He opened the w ndow and
| eaned out and craned his neck and watched the bubble of light track north
into the distance. It went behind the skeletal tangle of machinery in the
stone crushing plant. But it was still visible as a noving glowin the air.
After a quarter-mle the gl ow changed col our. Red now, not white. Brake
lights, flaring for the stop sign. The gl ow paused for a second. Then the red
colour died and the gl ow turned back to white and took off again, fast.

The Zee called up fromthe floor below 'Was that hin?

"No," Chenko called back. 'Just some rich kid out for a drive.'

Reacher | ed the way through the dark, four people single file on the edge of
the blacktop with the gravel plant's high wire fence on their |left and huge
circular fields across the road on their right. After the roar of the diese
and the thunp of the music the silence felt absolute. There was nothing to
hear except the hiss of irrigation water. Reacher raised his hand and stopped
them where the fence turned a right-angle and ran away east. The corner post
was doubl e thi ckness and braced with angl ed spars. Grass and weeds fromthe
shoul der were cl unped up



hi gh. He stepped forward and checked the view. He was on a perfect diagona
fromthe northwest corner of the house. He had an equal forty-five degree |line
of sight to the north facade and the west. Because of the diagonal the

di stance was about three hundred yards. Visibility was very poor. There was a
gli mer of cloudy noonlight, but beyond that there was nothing at all. He

st epped back. Pointed at Cash, pointed at the base of the corner post.

"This is your position,' he whispered. 'Check it out

Cash moved forward and knelt down in the weeds. Six feet away he was
invisible. He switched on his night scope and raised his rifle. Tracked it

slowy left and right, up and down. 'Three storeys plus a basenent,' he
whi spered. ' High-pitched shingle roof, plank siding, many w ndows, one door
visible to the west. No cover at all in any direction. They bull dozed
everything flat, all around. Nothing's growing. You're going to | ook like a
beetle on a bed sheet out there.' 'Caneras?

The rifle tracked a steady line fromleft to right. 'Under the eaves. One on
the north side, one on the west. W can assune the same on the sides we can't
see.' 'How big are they?

'How big do you want themto be?

'Bi g enough for you to hit.'

"Funny man. If they were spy caneras built into cigarette lighters | could hit
them from here.’

"OK, so listen up,' Reacher whispered. 'This is howwe're going to do it. I'm
going to get to ny starting position. Then we're all going to wait for
Franklin to get back and put the comrs net on the air. Then |I'm going to nake

a nove. If | don't feel good I'mgoing to call in fire on those caneras. | say
the word, I want you to take themout. Two shots, bang, bang. That'll sl ow

t hem down, maybe ten or twenty seconds.' 'Negative,' Cash said. 'I won't
direct live rounds into a wooden structure we know contai ns a nonconbat ant
hostage." 'She'll be in the basenment,' Reacher said.

'O the attic'
"You'd be firing at the eaves.'



'"Exactly. She's in the attic, she hears gunfire, she hits the deck, that's
exactly where |'"'maimng. One man's ceiling is another nman's floor.' 'Spare
nme,' Reacher said. 'Take the risk.'

'"Negative. Wn't do it.'

" Christ, Gunny, you are one uptight Mrine, you know that?

Cash didn't speak. Reacher stepped forward again and peered round the corner
of the fence. Took a long hard | ook and pulled back. 'OK ' he said. 'New

pl an. Just watch the west wi ndows. You see muzzle flash, you put suppressing
fire into the roomit's com ng out of. W can assunme the hostage won't be in
the sane roomas the sniper.' Cash said nothing.

"WIl you do that at |east? Reacher asked.

"You mght be in the house already."

"I"ll take nmy chances. Voluntary assunption of risk, OK? Helen can w tness ny

consent. She's a lawyer.' Cash said not hing.
'"No wonder you canme in third," Reacher said. 'You need to |lighten up.'
'"OK,' Cash said. 'l see hostile gunfire, I'Il return it’

"Hostile is about the only kind you're going to see, don't you think? Since
you only gave ne a dam knife?" '"Army,' Cash said. 'Al ways bitching about
somet hi ng."'

"What do | do?' Hel en asked.

"New pl an,' Reacher said. He touched the fence with his palm 'Keep | ow,
follow the fence around the corner, stop opposite the house. Stay down. They
won't pick you up there. It's too far. Listen to your phone. If | need a
distraction I'lIl ask you to run a little ways towards the house and then back
again. A zigzag, or a circle. Qut and back. Real fast. Just enough to put a
blip on their screen. No danger. By the tine they nove a rifle around you'l
be back at the fence.' She nodded. Didn't speak

"And nme?" Ann Yanni asked.

"You stay with Cash. You're the ethics police. He gets cold feet about hel ping
me out, you kick his ass, OK?' Nobody spoke.



"All set? Reacher asked. 'Set,' they said, one after the other
Reacher wal ked away into the darkness on the other side of the road.

He kept on wal king, off the bl acktop, across the shoul der, across the stony
margin of the field, onward, right into the field, all the way into the niddle
of the soaking crop. He waited until the irrigation boomrolled slowy round
and caught up with him Then he turned ninety degrees and wal ked south with
it, directly underneath it, keeping pace, letting the ceaseless water rain
down and soak his hair and his skin and his clothes. The boom pull ed away as
it followed its circular path and Reacher kept straight on at a tangent and
wal ked into the next field. Waited once again for the boomto find him and

t hen wal ked on under it, matching its speed, raising his arns high and wide to
catch as nuch drenching as he could. Then that boom swung away and |eft him
and he wal ked on to find the next one. And the next, and the next. Wen at

| ast he was opposite the driveway entrance he sinply walked in a circle, under
the I ast boom waiting for his cell phone to vibrate, like a man caught in a
nonsoon.

Cash's cell phone vibrated against his hip and he pulled it out and clicked it
on. Heard Franklin's voice, quiet and cautious in his ear. 'Check in,

pl ease,’' it said.

Cash heard Hel en say: 'Here.'

Yanni said, 'Here,' fromthree feet behind him

Cash said, 'Here.'

Then he heard Reacher say: 'Here.'

Franklin said, 'OK, you're all loud and clear, and the ball is in your court.'
Cash heard Reacher say: '@unny, check the house.'

Cash lifted the rifle and swept left to right. 'No change.'

Reacher said: 'I'mon ny way.'

Then there was not hing but silence. Ten seconds. Twenty. Thirty. A whole

m nute. Two mi nutes.

Cash heard Reacher ask: 'Q@unny, do you see ne?



Cash lifted the rifle again and swept the Iength of the driveway fromits
mouth all the way to the house. 'Negative. | don't see you. Were are you?
"About thirty yards in.'

Cash moved the rifle. Estimated thirty yards fromthe road and stared through
t he scope. Saw nothing. Nothing at all. 'Good work, soldier. Keep going.'
Yanni crawl ed forward. \Wispered in Cash's ear. 'Wiy don't you see hin?

' Because he's nuts.'

'"No, explain it to me. You ve got a night scope, right?

' The best noney can buy,' Cash said. 'And it works off heat, just like their
caneras.' Then he pointed away to his right. 'But ny guess is Reacher wal ked
through the fields. Soaked hinmself in water. It's com ng straight up fromthe
aquifer, stone cold. So right now he's close to anbient tenperature. | can't
see him they can't see him'

"Smart,' Yanni said.

"Brave,' Cash said. 'But ultimately dumb. Because he's drying out every step
of the way. And getting warner.'

Reacher wal ked through the dark in the dirt ten feet south of the driveway.
Not fast, not slow H s shoes were soaked and they were sticking to the nud.
Al most coming off. He was so cold he was shivering violently. \Wich was bad.
Shivering is a physiol ogical reaction designed to warma cold body fast. And
he didn't want to be warm Not yet.

VI adimr had got a rhythm going. He stared at the east nonitor for four
seconds, then the north for three. East, two, three, four, north, two, three.
East, two, three, four, north, two, three. He didn't nove his chair. Just
leaned a little one way, then the other. Beside him Sokolov had a simlar
thing going south and west. Slightly different intervals. Not perfectly
synchroni zed. But just as good, WVl adimr guessed. Maybe even better. Sokol ov
had spent a lot of time on surveillance.

Reacher wal ked on. Not fast, not slow. On the nmap the driveway had | ooked to
be about two hundred yards |ong. On the ground



it felt Iike an airport runway. Straight as a die. Wde. And |ong, long, |ong.
He had been wal king for ever. And he was | ess than hal fway to the house. He
wal ked on. Just kept on going. Looking ahead every step of the way, watching
t he darkened wi ndows far away in front of him

He realized his hair wasn't dripping any nore.

He touched one hand with the other. Dry. Not warm but no | onger cold.

He wal ked on. He was tenpted to run. Running would get himthere faster. But
runni ng woul d heat hi mup. He was approaching the point of no return. He was
right out there in no-man's-land. And he wasn't shivering. He raised his
phone.

'"Hel en,' he whispered. 'I need a diversion.'

Hel en took off her heels and left themneatly side by side at the base of the
fence. For an absurd noment she felt like a person who piles all her clothes
on the beach before she wal ks into the sea to drown. Then she put her pal s
down on the dirt like a sprinter in the blocks and took off forward. Just ran
crazily, twenty feet, thirty, forty, and then she stopped dead and stood stil
facing the house with her arns out wide like a target. Shoot me, she thought.
Pl ease shoot ne. Then she got scared that maybe she really neant it and she
turned and ran back in a wi de zigzag | oop. Threw herself down and craw ed

al ong the fence again until she found her shoes.

VI adi mir saw her on the north nonitor. Nothing recogni zable. Just a brief
flare that because of the phosphor technol ogy was sneared and a little

ti me-1agged. But he bent his head cl ose anyway and stared at the after-image.
One second, two. Sokol ov sensed the interruption to his rhythm and gl anced
over. Three seconds, four

"Fox?' VMl adimr said.

"I didn't see it,' Sokolov said. 'But probably.’

"It ran away again.'

"OK, then.' Sokol ov turned back to his own pair of monitors. d anced at the
west view, checked the south, and settled into his regular cadence agai n.



Cash had a cadence of his own. He was inching his night scope along at what he
guessed was the speed of a wal king man. But every five seconds he would sweep
it suddenly forward and back in case his estimate was off. During one of those
rapi d traverses he picked up on what | ooked |ike a pale green shadow.

' Reacher, | can see you,' he whispered. You're visible, soldier.’

Reacher's voi ce cane back: 'Wat scope have you got on that thing?

"Litton," Cash said.

' Expensi ve, right?

"Thirty-seven hundred dollars."'

'"CGot to be better than a | ousy thermal canera.'

Cash didn't reply.

Reacher said: 'Well, |I'm hoping so, anyway.'

He wal ked on. Probably the nost unnatural thing a human can force hinmself to
do, to walk slowy and surely towards a building that probably has a rifle in
it pointing directly at his centre mass. |If Chenko had any sense at all he
woul d wait, and wait, and wait, until his target was pretty close. And Chenko
seened to have plenty of sense. Fifty yards would be good. O thirty-five,

i ke Chenko's range out of the parking garage. Chenko was pretty good at
thirty-five yards. That had been nade very clear. He wal ked on. Took the

kni fe out of his pocket and unsheathed it and held it right-handed, |ow and
easy. Transferred the phone to his left and held it near his ear. Heard Cash
say: You're totally visible now, soldier. You' re shining |like the north star
It's like you're on fire." Forty yards to go.

Thi rty-ni ne.

Thirty-eight.

"Hel en?' he said. 'Do it again.'

He heard her voice: 'OK'

He wal ked on. Held his breath.

Thirty-five yards.

Thirty-four.



Thirty-three.

He breathed out. He wal ked on, doggedly. Thirty yards to go. He heard panting
in his ear. Helen, running. He heard Yanni ask, off-mke: 'How close is he?
Heard Cash answer: 'Not cl ose enough.’

Vladimr |eaned forward and said, 'There it is again.' He put his fingertip on
the screen, as if touch might tell himsonething. Sokol ov gl anced across.
Sokol ov had spent many nore hours with the screens than Viadinmir. Primarily
surveill ance had been his job. H's, and Raskin's.

"That's no fox,' he said. 'It's way too big.'

He watched for five nore seconds. The inmage was weaving left and right at the
very limt of the canmera's range. Recogni zabl e size, recogni zabl e shape,

i nexplicable notion. He stood up and wal ked to the door. Braced his hands on
the frame and | eaned out into the hallway.

' Chenko!" he called. "North!'

Behi nd his back on the west screen a shape as big as his thunb grew larger. It
| ooked |i ke a painting-by-nunbers figure done in fluorescent colours. Line
green on the outside, then a band of chronme yellow, with a core of hot red.

Chenko wal ked through an enpty bedroom and opened t he wi ndow as high as it
woul d go. Then he backed away into the darkness. That way he was invisible
from bel ow and i nvul nerabl e except to a shot taken fromthe third storey of an
adj acent building, and there were no adjacent buildings. He switched on his
ni ght scope and raised his rifle. Quartered the open ground two hundred yards
out, up and down, left and right.

He saw a woman.

She was running crazily, barefoot, darting left and right, out and back, like
she was dancing or playing a phantom gane of soccer. Chenko thought: Wat? He
squeezed the slack out of his trigger and tried to anticipate her next
pirouette. Tried to guess where her chest would be a third of a second after
he fired. He waited. Then she stopped noving. She stood conpletely still,
facing the house, arns out wide |like a target.



Chenko pul l ed the trigger
Then he understood. He stepped back to the hallway.
' Decoy!' he screaned. 'Decoy!'’

Cash saw the muzzle flash and called ' Shot fired' and junped his scope to the
north wi ndow. The | ower pane was raised, the upper pane was fixed. No point in
putting a round through the opening. The upward trajectory would guarantee a
mss. So he fired at the glass. He figured if he could get a hail of jagged
shards going, then that mght ruin somebody's night.

Sokol ov was watching the crazy heat image on Mladinir's screen when he heard
Chenko's shot and his shouted warning. He glanced back at the door and turned
to the south nonitor. Nothing there. Then he heard return fire and shattering
gl ass upstairs. He pushed back fromthe table and stepped to the door

"Are you CK?' he call ed.

' Decoy,' Chenko called back. 'Has to be.'

Sokol ov turned and checked all four screens, very carefully.

"No,' he called. 'Negative. Definitely nothing inconing.'

Reacher touched the front wall of the house. A d plank siding, painted many
times. He was ten feet south of the driveway, ten feet south of the front
door, near a wi ndow that | ooked into a dark enpty room The wi ndow was a tal
rectangle with a | ower pane that slid upward behind the upper pane. Mybe the
upper pane slid down over the | ower pane, too. Reacher didn't know the nane
for the style. He had rarely lived in houses and had never owned one. Sash?
Doubl e- hung? He wasn't sure. The house was nuch older than it had | ooked from
a di stance. Maybe a hundred years. Hundred-year-old house, hundred-year-old

wi ndow. But did the wi ndow still have a hundred-year old catch? He pressed his
cheek agai nst the | ower pane and squi nted upward.

He couldn't see. Too dark

Then he heard the shooting. Two rounds, one close, one not, shattering gl ass.
Then he heard Cash in his ear: 'Helen? You COK?



He heard no reply.

Cash asked again: 'Helen? Hel en?

No reply.

Reacher put the phone in his pocket. Wrked the blade of his knife up into the
gap where the bottom of the upper casenent overl apped the top of the | ower
casenent. He noved the blade right to left, slowy, carefully, feeling for a
catch. He found one, dead centre. Tapped it, gently. It felt Iike a heavy
brass tongue. It would pivot through ninety degrees, in and out of a socket.
But which way?

He pushed it, right to left. Solid. He pulled the knife out and worked it back
in an inch left of centre. Slid it back, until he found the tongue again.

Pushed it, left to right. It noved.

He pushed it hard, and knocked it right out of its socket.

Easy.

He Iifted the | ower pane high and rolled over the sill into the room

Cash eased forward and swng his rifle through ninety degrees until it was
sighted due east along the fence. He stared through the scope. Saw nothing. He
nmoved back into cover. Raised his phone. 'Helen? he whispered.

No response.

Reacher noved through the enpty roomto the door. It was closed. He put his
ear against it. Listened hard. Heard nothing. He turned the handle, slowy,
carefully. Opened the door, very slowy. Leaned out. Checked the hallway.
Enpty.

There was |ight froman open doorway fifteen feet ahead on his left. He
paused. Lifted one foot at a tinme and wi ped the soles of his shoes on his
pants. Wped his palms. He took a single step. Tested the floor. No sound. He
noved ahead, slowy, silently. Boat shoes. Good for something. He kept close
to the wall, where the floor would be strongest. He stopped a yard shy of the
lighted doorway. Took a breath. Myved on. Stopped in the doorway.



He was | ooking at two guys from behind. They were seated side by side with
their backs to himat a long table. Staring at TV nmonitors. At ghostly green
i mges of darkness. On the left, Madimr. On the right, a guy he hadn't seen
bef ore. Sokol ov? Miust be. To Sokolov's right, a yard away fromhim a handgun
rested on the very end of the table. A Snith and Wesson Mdel 60. The first
stai nl ess steel revolver produced anywhere in the world. Two and a half inch
barrel. A five-shooter

Reacher took a long silent step into the room Paused. Held his breath.
Reversed the knife in his hand. Held the blade an inch fromits end between
the ball of his thunb and the knuckle of his first finger. Raised his arm
Cocked it behind his head. Snapped it forward.

Threw t he knife.

It buried itself two inches deep in the back of Sokol ov's neck

VI adi mir glanced right, towards the sound. Reacher was al ready noving.

VI adi mr gl anced back. Saw him Pushed hinself away fromthe table and hal f
rose. Reacher watched him cal cul ate the di stance between hinself and the gun
Saw himdecide to go for it. Reacher stepped into his charge and ducked under
his swinging | eft hook and buried his shoulder in his chest and wapped both
arnms round his back and jacked himbodily off his feet. Just lifted himup and
turned himaway fromthe table.

And t hen squeezed.

Best route to a silent kill against a guy as big as Vladimr was sinply to
crush himto death. No hitting, no shooting, no banging around. As long as his
arms and his legs couldn't connect with anything solid there would be no

noi se. No shouting, no screamng. Just a long | aboured barely audible
tubercul ar sound as the |ast breath he had taken canme back out, never to be
repl aced.

Reacher held Viadimr a foot off the ground and squeezed with all his
strength. He crushed Madinmr's chest in a bear hug so vicious and sustai ned
and powerful that no human coul d have survived it. M adimr wasn't expecting
it. He thought this was sone kind of preamble. Not the main event. \Wen he
figured it out, he went crazy with panic. He rained desperate bl ows down on
Reacher's back and flailed with his feet at his



shins. Stupid, Reacher thought. You're just burning oxygen. And you ain't
getting nmore, pal. Better believe it. He tightened his grip. Crushed harder
And harder. And then harder, in a renorsel ess sublimnal rhythmthat said
nore, and nore, and nore. His teeth ground together. H s heart pounded. H s
nmuscl es swelled as big and hard as river rocks and started burning. He could
feel Mladimr's ribcage noving, clicking, separating, cracking, crushing. And
his last living breath | eaking out of his starving lungs. Sokol ov noved.
Reacher staggered under Viadimr's weight. Turned clunmsily on one |leg. Kicked
out and caught the hilt of the knife with his heel. Sokol ov stopped novi ng.

VI adi mir stopped noving. Reacher kept the pressure full on for another whole
m nute. Then he eased off slowly and bent down and laid the body gently on the
floor. Squatted down. Breathed hard. Checked for a pulse. No pulse.

He stood up and pulled Cash's knife out of Sokolov's neck and used it to cut
Vliadimr's throat, ear to ear. For Sandy, he thought. Then he turned back and
cut Sokol ov's throat, too. Just in case. Blood soaked the tabletop and dri pped
to the floor. It didn't spurt. It just |eaked. Sokolov's heart had al ready

st opped pumnpi ng. He squatted down again and cl eaned the blade on Vladimr's
shirt, one side, then the other. He pulled the phone out of his pocket. Heard
Cash say: 'Helen?' He whispered: 'Wat's up?

Cash answered, 'We took an incomng round. | can't raise Helen.'

"Yanni, move left,' Reacher said. 'Find her. Franklin, you there?

Franklin said, 'Here.'

"Stand by to call the nmedics,' Reacher said.

Cash asked, '\Were are you?

"In the house,' Reacher said.

' Qpposi tion?

"Unsuccessful,' Reacher said. 'Were did the shot cone fron®?

"Third-fl oor wi ndow, north. Which nakes sense, tactically.



They' ve got the sniper up there. They can direct himbased on what they see
fromthe caneras.'

"Not any nore,' Reacher said. He put the phone back in his pocket. Picked up

t he gun. Checked the cylinder. It was fully |oaded. Five Snmith and Wsson .38
Specials. He nmoved out to the hallway with the knife in his right hand and the
gun in his left. Went |ooking for the basenent door

Cash heard Yanni talking to herself as she noved away to his left. Low voice,
but clear, like a running commentary. She was saying: '|'m noving east now,
keeping | ow, staying tight against the fence in the darkness. |I'm | ooking for
Hel en Rodin. W know they fired at her. Now she's not answering her phone.
W' re hoping she's OK, but we're worried that she isn't.’'

Cash listened until he couldn't hear her any nore. He shook his head in
benusement. Then he ducked his eye to the scope and wat ched the house.

Rosemary Barr wasn't in the basenent. It took Reacher less than a minute to be
conpletely certain of that. It was a wi de open space, nusty, dimy lit,
uninterrupted and totally enpty except for the foundations of three brick

chi meys.

Reacher paused at the circuit-breaker box. He was tenpted to throw the switch
But Chenko had a night sight, and he didn't. So he just crept back up the
stairs.

Yanni found Hel en Rodin's shoes literally by stunmbling over them They were
pl aced neatly side by side at the base of the fence. H gh heels, black patent,
gleam ng slightly in the ragged moonlight. Yanni kicked them accidentally and
heard the sound of enpty footwear. She bent and picked them up. Hung them on
the fence by their heels.

'Hel en?' she whispered. 'Hel en? Where are you?

Then she heard a voice: 'Here.'

" Wher e?

'Here. Keep going.'

Yanni wal ked on. Found a bl ack shape rolled tight against the base of the
fence.

"I dropped ny phone,' Helen said. 'Can't find it'



"Are you CK?'

'"He mssed nme. | was | eaping around |like a mad worman. But the bullet cane rea
close. It scared ne. | just dropped ny phone and ran.' Helen sat up. Yanni
squatted next to her.

"Look,' Helen said. She was hol ding sonmething in the pal mof her hand.

Sonet hing bright. A coin. A quarter, new and shiny. 'Wat is it?" Yanni said.
"A quarter,' Helen said.
'So what ?

' Reacher gave it to nme.'
Hel en was smiling. Yanni could see the white of her teeth in the noonlight.

Reacher crept down the hallway. Opened doors and searched roonms to the left
and right as he went. They were all enpty. Al unused. He paused at the bottom
of the stairs. Backed away into an enpty twel ve-by-twenty space that m ght
once have been a parlour. Crouched and laid the knife on the floor and pull ed
out his phone. 'Qunny?' he whispered.

Cash answered: 'You back with us?

' Phone was in my pocket'

"Yanni found Helen. She's OK.'

' Good. The basenent and the ground floor are clear. | think you were right
after all. Rosemary nust be in the attic' 'You going upstairs now?
"I guess I'lIl have to.'

' Body count?

"Two down so far.'

'Lots nore upstairs, then.'

"I'l'l be careful.’

' Roger that'

Reacher put the phone back in his pocket and retrieved the knife fromthe
floor. Stood up and crept out to the hallway. The staircase was at the back of
the house. It was w de, dogl egged, and shall ow pitched. Quite grand. There was
a wide | anding hal fway up where the dog-leg reversed direction. He went up



the first half-flight backwards. It nade nore sense that way. He wanted to
know right away if there was sonmeone in the second floor hallway | ooking down
over the banister. He kept close to the wall. If stairs creaked at all, they
creaked nmost in the mddle of a tread. He went slowy, feeling with his heels,
putting them down gently and deliberately. And quietly. Boat shoes. Good for
somet hing. After five up-and-back steps his head was about level with the
second-storey floor. He raised the gun. Took another step. Now he could see
the whole of the hallway. It was enpty. It was a quiet carpeted space lit by a
single | owwattage bulb. Nothing to see, except six closed doors, three on a
side. He breathed out and nmade it to the hal f-landing. Shuffled left and crept
up the second part of the dog-leg going forward. Stepped off the staircase.
Into the hall way.

Now what ?

Si x cl osed doors. Who was where? He noved slowy towards the front of the
house. Listened at the first door. Heard nothing. He noved on. Heard not hing
at the second door. Mywved on again but before he reached the third door he
heard sounds fromthe floor above. Sounds that were com ng down through the
floor. Sounds that he didn't understand. Sliding, scraping, crunching noises,
repeated rhythmically, with a single light footfall at the end of every
sequence. Slide, scrape, crunch, tap. Slide, scrape, crunch, tap. He stared up
at the ceiling. Then the third door opened and Gigor Linsky stepped out into
the hallway right in front of him And froze

He was wearing his famliar doubl e-breasted suit. Gey colour, boxy shoul ders,
cuffed pants. Reacher stabbed himin the throat. Instantly, right-handed,
instinctively. He buried the blade and jerked it left. Sever the w ndpipe.
Keep himquiet. He stepped aside to avoid the fountain of blood. Caught him
under the arms from behind and dragged hi m back into the room he had cone out
of . It was a kitchen. Linsky had been making tea. Reacher turned out the light
under the kettle. Put the gun and the knife on the counter. Bent down and

cl anped Linsky's head between his hands and twisted it left and jerked it
right. Broke his neck. The snap was |oud enough to worry about. It was a very
qui et house. Reacher retrieved the gun and the knife and |listened at the door
Heard not hi ng except slide, scrape, crunch



tap. Slide, scrape, crunch, tap. He stepped back into the hallway. Then he
knew.

d ass.

Cash had returned fire through Chenko's favoured northern vantage point and
like all good snipers had sought maxi num damage fromhis one shot. And in turn
like all good snipers Chenko was keeping his physical environnent operational
He was cl eaning up the broken glass. He had a twenty-five per cent chance of
being directed back to that particular wi ndow and he wanted his passage

t hrough the room cl ear.

Slide, scrape, crunch, tap. He was using the side of his foot to sweep the
glass aside. Into a pile. Then he was stepping forward to sweep the next arc.
He woul d want a clear two-foot wal kway through the room No danger of slipping
or sliding.

How far had he got?

Reacher crept to the next staircase. It was identical to the |last one. Wde,
shal | ow, dog-1egged. He wal ked up backwards, listening hard. Slide, scrape,
crunch, tap. He crossed the half |anding. Kept on going, forward. The
third-fl oor hallway had the sane | ayout as the one below, but it wasn't
carpeted. Just bare boards. There was an upright chair in the centre of the
corridor. All the doors were open. North was to the right. Reacher could fee
night air coming in. He stayed close to the wall. Crept onward. The noi ses got
| ouder. He flattened against the wall. Took a breath. Pivoted slowy and
stepped to his left. Into a doorway.

Chenko was twelve feet fromhim Facing away. Facing the wi ndow. The | ower
pane had been pushed up behind the upper pane. Both panes had been bl own out.
The room was cold. The floor was covered in glass. Chenko was clearing a path
fromthe door towards the wi ndow. He had about three feet left to go. His
rifle was upright against the wall, six feet fromhim He was stooped, | ooking
down, concentrating hard on his task. It was an inmportant task. Skidding on a
pebbl e of glass could cost himprecious tine in a firefight. Chenko had

di sci pl i ne.

And ten seconds to live.

Reacher put the knife in his pocket. Freed his right hand. Flexed it. Stepped
forward. Just wal ked sl ow and silent down the path that Chenko had cl eared.
Four qui et paces. Chenko



sensed it. He strai ghtened. Reacher caught himround the neck from behind.
One- handed. He gripped hard. Took one nore long fast stride and stiff-arned
Chenko forward with it and threw himout the open wi ndow, head first. 'l
war ned you,' he whispered into the darkness below. 'You should have put ne

down when you had the chance.' Then he took out his phone. 'Q@unny?' he
whi sper ed.

'Here.'

"Third-fl oor wi ndow, where you returned fire. You see it?

"I see it.'

"Aguy just fell out. If he gets up again, shoot him'
Then he put the phone away and went |ooking for the attic door

He found Rosemary Barr conpletely unharmed, sitting upright on the attic
floor. Her feet were taped, her wists were taped, her nmouth was taped.
Reacher put his finger to his lips. She nodded. He cut her free with the

bl oodst ai ned kni fe and hel ped her stand. She was unsteady for a nonent. Then
she shook herself and gave a kind of nod. Then a smile. Reacher guessed that
what ever fear she had felt and whatever reaction she was feeling right then
had both been neutralized by sonme kind of a steely deternination to help her
brother. If she survived, he would survive. That belief had kept her going.
'Have they gone?' she whispered.

"Al'l except Raskin and the Zee,' Reacher whispered back

"No, Raskin killed himself. |I heard themtalking. The Zee nade himdo it.

Because he let you steal his cell phone.' 'Wuere's the Zee likely to be?
"He's in the living roomnost of the tinme. Second floor.'

" Wi ch door ?

'Last on the left.'

'OK, stay here,' Reacher whispered. "I'll round himup and 1'l1l be right
back. "'

‘"I can't stay here. You have to get ne out.'
He paused. 'OK, but you've got to be real quiet. And don't look left or right
"Way not ?'



' Dead people.’

"I"'mglad,' she said.

Reacher held her armdown the stairs to the third-floor hallway. Then he went
ahead alone to the second. Al quiet. The last door on the left was stil

cl osed. He waved her down. They made the turn together and headed to the first
floor. To the front of the house. To the room he had entered through. He

hel ped her over the sill and out the window, to the dirt below He pointed.
"Follow the driveway to the road,' he said. Turn right. 1'll tell the others
you're comng. There's a guy in black with a rifle. He's one of ours.' She
stood still for a second. Then she bent down and took off her | ow heel ed shoes
and held themin her hands and started running like hell, due west, through
the dirt, towards the road. Reacher took out his phone. 'Q@unny?' he

whi sper ed.

'Here.'

'Rosemary Barr is heading your way.'

' Qut st andi ng. "'

"Round up the others and neet her hal fway. There's no nore operational night
vision. Then stand by. 1'Il get back to you.' 'Roger that.'

Reacher put the phone away. Backtracked through the silent house, on his way
to find the Zee.



SEVENTEEN

IN THE END, | T CAME DOAN TO WAI TING WAIT, AND GOOD THI NGS cone to you. And
bad thi ngs. Reacher crept back to the second floor. The | ast door on the left
was still closed. He ducked into the kitchen. Linsky was on the floor, on his
back in a pool of blood. Reacher relit the flame under the kettle. Then he
stepped out to the hallway. Walked quietly to the front of the house and

| eaned on the wall beyond the | ast door on the left.

And wai t ed.

The kettle boiled after five mnutes. The whistle started | ow and qui et, and
then the note and the volune rose to full blast. Wthin ten seconds the second
floor of the house was full of an insane shrieking. Ten seconds after that,

t he door on Reacher's right opened. A small nan stepped out. Reacher let him
take a pace forward and then spun himround and jamred the Snmith 60 hard in
the base of his throat.

And st ar ed.

The Zee. He was a wide, ancient, tw sted, stooped, battered old man. A wraith.
Barely human. He was covered in livid scars and patches of discol oured skin.
H s face was |lined and droopi ng and seething with rage and hatred and cruelty.
He was unarned. Hi s ruined hands didn't seem capabl e of hol ding



a weapon. Reacher forced himdown the hallway. Into the kitchen, backwards. To
the stove. The noise fromthe kettle was unbearabl e. Reacher used his left
hand and killed the flame. Then he haul ed the Zee back towards the |iving
room The kettle's whistle died away, like an air raid siren w nding down. The
house went quiet again. 'It's over,' Reacher said. 'You lost'

"It's never over,' the Zee replied. Hoarse voice, |low, guttural.

' Quess again,' Reacher said. He kept the Smith hard against the Zee's throat.
Too low and too close for himto see it. He eased the hammer back. Slowy,
carefully. Deliberately. Loudly. dick-click-click-crunch. An unni stakabl e

sound. 'I'meighty years old,' the Zee said.

"I don't care if you're a hundred,' Reacher said. You're still going down.'
"Idiot," the Zee said back. 'I neant |'ve survived things worse than you.
Since long before you were born.' ' Nobody's worse than ne.'

"Don't flatter yourself. You' re nothing.'

"You think? Reacher said. 'You were alive this nmorning and you won't be
tomorrow. After eighty years. That makes ne sonething, don't you think? No
answer .

"It's over,' Reacher said. 'Believe nme. Long and w nding road, OK, |
understand all of that, but this is the end of it. Had to happen sonetine.’
No response.

' You know when ny birthday is?" Reacher asked.

' Cbviously not.'

"It's in Cctober. You know what day?'

'O course not.'

iYou're going to find out the hard way. |I'mcounting in ny head. Wen | reach
my birthday, I'mgoing to pull the trigger.' He started counting in his head.
First, second. He watched the Zee's eyes. Fifth, sixth, seventh, eighth. No
response. Tenth, eleventh, twelfth. 'Wat do you want?' the Zee said.

Negotiation time.
"l want to tal k,' Reacher said.



' Tal k?

'"The twel fth,' Reacher said. 'That's how long you | asted. Then you gave it up
You know why? Because you want to survive. It's the deepest instinct you've
got. Qoviously. O herwi se how woul d you have gotten as old as you are? It's
probably a deeper instinct than | could ever understand. A reflex, a habit,
roll the dice, stay alive, make the next nove, take the next chance. It's in
your DNA. It's what you are.' ' So?

'So now we've got ourselves a competition. What you are, against what | am
" And what are you?

"I"'mthe guy who just threw Chenko out a third-floor wi ndow After crushing
Viadimr to death with nmy bare hands. Because | didn't |ike what they did to

i nnocent people. So now you've got to pit your strong desire to survive

agai nst my strong desire to shoot you in the head and piss in the bull et

hole.' No response.

'One shot,' Reacher said. 'In the head. Lights out. That's your choi ce.

Anot her day, another roll of the dice. O not. As the case may be.' He saw
calculation in the Zee's eyes. Assessnent, eval uation, specul ation

"I could throw you down the stairs,' he said. "You could crawl over and take a

ook at Viadimir. | cut his throat afterwards. Just for fun. That's who | am
So don't think I don't nean what | say. I'll do it and I'lIl sleep Iike a baby
the rest of ny life.' Wat do you want?' the Zee asked agai n.

"Help with a problem’

"\What probl enf?

"There's an innocent man | need to get out of the prison ward. So | need you
to tell the truth to a detective called Enerson. The truth, the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth. | need you to finger Chenko for the shooting, and
Vladimr for the girl, and whoever it was for Ted Archer. And whatever else
you' ve done. The whol e nine yards. Including how you and Linsky set it al
up." A flicker in the Zee's eyes. '"Pointless. |I'd get the death penalty.



"Yes, you would,' Reacher said. 'That's for damm sure. But you'd still be
alive tomorrow. And the next day, and the next. The appeal s process |lasts for
ever here. Ten years, sonetines. You nmight get |lucky. There might be a
mstrial, there nmght be a jail break, you m ght get a pardon, there mght be a
revol ution, or an earthquake.'

"Unlikely."'

"Very,' Reacher said. 'But isn't that who you are? A guy who will take the
tiniest slimfragnent of a chance to live another mnute, as opposed to no
chance at all?

No response.

'You al ready answered me once,' Reacher said. '\Wen you quit the birthday gane
on the twelfth of October. That was pretty fast. There are thirty-one days in
Cct ober. Law of averages said you'd be OK until the fifteenth or the

si xteenth. A gambler would have waited for the twentieth. But you didn't get
past the twelfth. Not because you're a coward. Nobody coul d accuse you of
that. But because you're a survivor. That's who you are. Now what | want is
some practical confirmation.'

No response.

"Thirteenth,' Reacher said. 'Fourteenth, fifteenth, sixteenth.'

"COK,' the Zee said. "You win. I'lIl talk to the detective.'

Reacher pinned himagainst the hallway wall with the Smth. Took out his
phone. ' GQunny?'

'Here.'

"Come on in, all of you. I'Il open the door. And Franklin? Wake those guys up
i ke we tal ked about before.’

The phone went dead. Franklin had killed the comms net to make his calls.

Reacher tied the Zee's wists and ankles with wire torn fromtable | anps and
left himon the Iiving roomfloor. Then he went downstairs. G anced into the
surveillance room WVliadimr was on his back in a | ake of blood. H s eyes were
open. So was his throat. Reacher could see bone. Sokol ov was sl unped facedown
on the table. Hi s blood was all over the place. Sone of it must have seeped
into the wiring, because the south monitor had shorted out. The other three
pictures were still there, green and ghostly. On the west nonitor four figures
were visible on



the driveway. Yellow hal oes, red cores. C ose together, noving fast. Reacher
turned the lights off and closed up the room Wl ked on down the hallway and
opened the front door. Yanni came in first. Then Cash. Then Rosemary. Then
Hel en. She was barefoot and carrying her shoes in her hand. She was covered in
mud. She stopped in the doorway and hugged Reacher hard. Held himfor a long
nonment and then noved on. 'What's that snell?" Yanni asked.

"Bl ood,' Cash said. 'And other organic fluids of various kinds.'

'"Are they all dead?

"All but one,' Reacher said.

He | ed the way upstairs. Stopped Rosemary outside the |iving room

'"The Zee is in there,' he said. 'You OK about seeing hin®

She nodded.

"I want to see him' she said. 'l want to ask hima question.'

She stepped into the living room The Zee was on the floor, where Reacher had
left him Rosemary stood over him quiet, dignified, not gloating. Just
curious. "Wiy?' she said. 'l mean, to an extent | understand what you thought
you had to do. From your warped perspective. But why didn't you just use
Chenko from the highway? Why did you have to bring nmy brother down?' The Zee
didn't answer. He just stared into space, seeing sonething, but probably not

Rosemary Barr. 'Psychol ogy,' Reacher said.
"H s?

"Qurs. The public's.'

" How?"

'There had to be a story,' Reacher said. 'No, there was a story, and he had to
control what the story was about. If he gave up a shooter, then the story
woul d be about the shooter. No shooter, the story woul d have been about the
victims. And if the story had been about the victinms, too many questions woul d

have been asked.' 'So he sacrificed Janes.'
'That's what he does. There's a long list.'
1 W]y?l

'"One death is a tragedy, a mllion is a statistic.'



"Joseph Stalin,' Yanni said.

Reacher kicked the Zee aside and pulled the sofa away fromthe w ndow about
four feet. G abbed the Zee's collar and haul ed hi mup and dunped hi m on one
end. Got himsitting up straight against the arm

"Qur star witness,' he said.

He told Cash to perch on the wi ndow sill behind the sofa. Told Yanni to go
find three dining chairs. Pushed arnthairs against the side walls. Yanni cane
back three separate tinmes draggi ng chairs behind her. Reacher put themin a
line facing the sofa. He ended up with a square arrangenent, sofa, dining
chairs, arnthairs off to the sides.

H's clothes were nearly dry. Just a little danpness where the seans were
thick. He ran his fingers through his hair. Patted it down. Checked his watch.
Nearly four in the norning. Least resistance. A biorhythmthing.

"Now we wait,' he said.

They waited less than thirty mnutes. Then they heard cars on the road far
away in the distance. Tyres on the bl acktop, engi ne noi se, exhaust pipes. The
sounds grew | ouder. The cars slowed. They crunched onto the |imestone
driveway. There were four of them Reacher went downstairs and opened the
door. Saw Franklin's black Suburban. Saw Enerson sliding out of a grey Crown
Vic. Saw a conpact worman with short dark hair getting out of a blue Ford
Taurus. Donna Bi anca, he assumed. He saw Al ex Rodin clinbing out of a silver
BMAN Rodin locked it with his renote. He was the only one who did.

Reacher stood aside and |l et themgather in the hallway. Then he | ed them
upstairs. He put Al ex Rodin and Donna Bi anca and Enerson in the dining chairs,
left toright. He put Franklin in an arncthair next to Yanni. Rosemary Barr and
Hel en Rodin were in arncthairs on the other side of the room Hel en was | ooking
at her father. He was |ooking at her. Cash was on the w ndow sill. Reacher
stepped away and | eaned up in the doorway.

"Start tal king,' Reacher said.

The Zee stayed silent.

"I can send these guys away again,' Reacher said. 'Just as



easily as | brought themhere. Then I'Il start counting again. At the
seventeenth.'

The Zee sighed. Started talking. Slowy at first, and then faster. He told a
long story. So nuch length and so nuch conplexity that it got confusing. He
spilled details of earlier unconnected crinmes. Then he got to the bidding
process for the city contracts. He naned the official he had suborned. It
wasn't just about nmoney. There had been girls, too, supplied in small groups
in a Caribbean villa. Sone of themvery young. He tal ked about Ted Archer's
fury, his two-year search, his close approach to the truth. He described the
anbush, one Mnday norning. Jeb Aiver had been used. The red Dodge Ram had
been his payoff. Then the Zee paused, deci ded, noved on. He described the fast
decision to get rid of Aine Archer two nonths | ater, when she becane
dangerous. He described Chenko's subterfuge, the hasty but thorough planning,
the way they lured Janmes Barr out of the way with a pronmise of a date with
Sandy Dupree. He described the end of Jeb Aiver's usefulness. He told them
where to find his body. He told themabout Viadimr killing Sandy in an effort
to stop Reacher in his tracks. Altogether he talked for nore than thirty

m nutes, hands tied behind him and then he stopped suddenly and Reacher saw
calculation in his eyes. He was al ready thinking about the next nmove. The next
roll of the dice. A mstrial. Ajailbreak. A ten-year appeals process.

The room went qui et.

Donna Bi anca sai d, 'Unbelievable.'

Reacher said, 'Keep talking.'

The Zee just | ooked at him

' Somet hing you left out,' Reacher said. 'You need to tell us about your inside
man. That's what we're all waiting for.'

The Zee switched his gaze. He | ooked at Enerson. Then at Donna Bi anca. Then at
Alex Rodin. Right to left, along the line. Then he gl anced back at Reacher
"You're a survivor,' Reacher said. 'But you're not an idiot. There won't be a
mstrial. There won't be a jailbreak. You're eighty years old and you won't
survive a ten-year appeals process. You know all that. But still you agreed to
tal k. Way?

The Zee sai d not hi ng.



' Because you knew sooner or later you'd be talking to a friend. Soneone you
own. Soneone you bought and paid for. Am| right?" The Zee nodded, slowy.
' Sorreone right here, right now, in fact.'

The Zee nodded agai n.

'One thing al ways bothered me,' Reacher said. 'Fromthe start. At first |

didn't knowif |I was right or if | was letting ny ego get in the way. | went
back and forth with it. Finally | decided | was right. The thing is, when I
was in the service | was a hell of a good investigator. | was naybe the best
they ever had. | would have put nyself up agai nst anyone. And you know what ?'
"What ?' Hel en Rodin asked.

"I woul d never have thought of enptying that parking meter. Not in a mllion

years. It would never have occurred to ne to do that. So | was facing a
guestion. Was Enerson a better investigator than me? O did he know t hat
gquarter was there? Nobody spoke.

"Enerson is not better than | was,' Reacher said. 'That's just not possible.
That's what | decided.' Then he turned to the Zee. 'The coin was one clue too
many. You see that now? It was unnatural. Was it Chenko's idea? The Zee
nodded.

"You shoul d have overruled him' Reacher said. He turned to Enmerson. 'O you
shoul d have left it there. It wasn't like you needed it to make the case.'
"This is bullshit," Enerson said.

Reacher shook his head. 'A lot of things clicked into place after that. | read
the 911 transcripts and the squad car call log. Right at the start you were
awful quick to nmake up your m nd. You had a bunch of incoherent panic calls
but within twenty seconds you were on the radio telling your guys that this
was a | one nutcase with an automatic rifle. There was no basis for that
conclusion. Six shots fired, ragged sequence, it could have been six kids with
a handgun each, firing once. But you knew it wasn't' 'Bullshit,' Emerson said
agai n.

Reacher shook his head again. 'Final proof was when | was



negotiating with your boss here. | said he'd have to tell the truth to a
detective called Enerson. | could have said the cops generically, or Alex
Rodin the DA. But | didn't. | said your name specifically, and a little |ight
cane on in his eyes. He sparred around for a mnute nore, for form s sake, but
basically he agreed real fast because he figured he'd be OK as |long as you
were in charge.'

Sil ence. Then Cash said, 'But Oine Archer went to Alex Rodin here. He buried
it. That's what you found out'

Reacher shook his head again. 'We found out that Oine went to the DA s
office. I went there myself, first thing after I got to town. And you know
what ? Al ex here has got hinmself a couple of real dragon | adies working the
door. They know he doesn't like walk-ins. Dollars to doughnuts they sent dine
on her way. That's a matter for the police, they'll have told her. Her

co-wor ker said she was gone nost of the afternoon. My guess is the dragon

| adi es sent her trekking all across town to the station house, where she sat
down wi th Emerson here.’

Silence in the room

The Zee struggl ed on the sofa. 'Enerson, do sonething, for Christ's sake.'
"Not hi ng he can do,' Reacher said. 'I'mnot dunb. | think ahead. |'msure he's
got a dock under his arm but he's got me behind himwith a .38 and a knife,
and he's got Cash facing himw th a sniper rifle hidden behind the sofa, and
what can he do anyway? | guess he could try to kill us all and say there was
some kind of a big massacre here, but how would that help himw th NBC?
Enerson stared at him

' NBC?' Cash repeated.

"I saw Yanni fiddling with her phone earlier. |I'massumng she's transmtting
all of this back to the studios.'

Yanni pulled out her Noki a.

' Open channel ,' she said. 'Digital audio recording on three separate hard

di scs, plus two anal ogue tapes as backup. They've all been running since well
before we got in the Humvee.'

Cash stared at her. 'That's why you asked ne that dumb question about the

ni ght scope. That's why you were talking to yourself |ike a sports announcer.'



"She's a journalist,' Reacher said. 'She's going to win an Emy."

Nobody spoke. Everyone was suddenly sel f-conscious.

"Detective Bianca,' Reacher said loudly. 'You were just pronoted head of the
Serious Crimes Squad. How does it feel ?” Yanni nmade a face. Reacher stepped
forward and | eaned over the back of Emerson's chair and slid his hand under
his coat. Came back out with a dock nine. Handed it to Bianca. 'You' ve got
arrests to nmake,' he said.

Then the Zee sniled, and Chenko wal ked into the room

Chenko was covered in rmud and his right armwas broken, or his shoul der, or
his collar bone, or maybe all three. Hs wist was janmred into his shirt |ike
a sling. But there was nothing wong with his left arm Nothing at all

Reacher turned round to face him and saw the sawn-off rock-steady in his left
hand. He thought, irrelevantly: Were did he get that fron? H s car? Wre the
cars parked to the east? Chenko gl anced at Bianca.

"Put the gun down, lady,' he said.

Bi anca laid Enmerson's d ock on the floor. No sound as it touched the carpet.

' Thank you,' Chenko said.

Nobody spoke.

"I guess | was out for alittle while,' Chenko said. "But | got to tell you, |
feel a whole hell of a lot better now' 'W survive,' the Zee said, from
across the room 'That's what we do.'

Reacher didn't |ook back at him He | ooked at Chenko's gun instead. It had
been a Benelli Nova Punp. The stock had been cut off behind the pistol grip.
The barrel had been hacked off ahead of the slide. Twel ve-gauge. Four-shot
magazi ne. A handsone weapon, butchered. 'Enmerson,' the Zee called. 'Cone over
here and untie ne."'

Reacher heard Emerson stand up. He didn't | ook back at him Just took a tiny
pace forward and sideways, closer to Chenko. He was a foot taller and tw ce as
wide. 'I need a knife here,' Enerson said.



The soldier's got a knife,' Chenko said. 'I'mdam sure of that, based on what
| saw happened to nmy buddi es downstairs.'

Reacher noved a little closer to him A big guy and a little guy directly face
to face, separated by about three feet, nost of which was occupied by the
Benel li. Reacher's waist was | evel with Chenko's chest. 'Knife,' Enerson

sai d.

'"Come and get it,' Reacher said.

"Slide it across the floor.'

"No.

"I"ll shoot,' Chenko said. 'Twel ve-gauge, in the gut'

Reacher thought: And then what? A punp-action shotgun ain't much use to a
one-armed man.

'So shoot,' he said.

He felt eyes on him He knew everyone was | ooking at him Staring at him

Sil ence buzzed in his ears. He was suddenly aware of the snells in the room
Dust in the carpet, worn furniture, fear, tension, damp night air blowing in
fromthe open door downstairs and the busted w ndow upstairs and carrying with
it the odour of rich earth and fertilizer and budding new growth. 'Go ahead,"
he said. 'Shoot.'

Chenko did nothing. Just stood there. Reacher stood there directly in front of
him He knew exactly how the roomwas |laid out. He had arranged it. He
pictured it in his mnd. Chenko was in the doorway facing the wi ndow. Everyone
el se was facing the other way. Reacher hinself right in front of Chenko, face
to face, close enough to touch. Cash directly behind him way back, behind the
sofa, on the window sill, staring forward. Then the Zee on the sofa, | ooking
the sane way. Then Enerson in the mddle of the floor, near the Zee, standing
up, indecisive, watching. Then Yanni and Franklin and Hel en and Rosemary Barr
in the arncthairs against the side walls, heads turned. Then Bi anca and Al ex
Rodin on their dining chairs, twi sted round at the waist, eyes wi de. Reacher
knew where everyone was, and he knew what they were | ooking at.

' Shoot,' he said. "Aimat ny belt. That'll work. Go ahead.'

Chenko did nothing. Just stared up at him Reacher was so



cl ose and so big he was all Chenko could see. It was just the two of them
like they were alone in the room

"I'"l'l help you out,' Reacher said. I'll count to three. Then you pull the
trigger.'

Chenko just stood there.

' You understand?' Reacher said.

No reply.

'One,' Reacher said.

No reaction

"Two,' Reacher said.

Then he stepped out of the way. Just took a long fast sideways shuffle to his
right. Cash fired frombehind the sofa at the spot where Reacher's belt had
been a split second before and Chenko's chest bl ew apart.

Then Cash put his rifle back on the floor just as silently as he had picked it

up.

Two night-shift squad cars came and took the Zee and Emerson away. Then four
anbul ances arrived for the casualties. Bianca asked Reacher what exactly had
happened to the first three. Reacher told her he had absolutely no idea. None
at all. He speculated that it mght have been some kind of internal dispute. A
falling-out anong thieves, maybe? Bianca didn't push it. Rosemary Barr
borrowed Franklin's cell phone and used it to call area hospitals, |ooking for
a safe berth for her brother. Helen and Al ex Rodin sat close together

tal king. Gunny Cash sat in a chair and dozed. An old soldier's habit. Sleep
when you can. Yanni stepped up close to Reacher and said, 'Rough nen stand
ready in the night.' Reacher found hinself very aware of the |ive phone. He
just smiled and said, 'I'musually in bed by twelve o' clock.'

'"Me too,' Yanni said. 'Alone. You renenber ny address?' Reacher smiled again,
and nodded. Then he went downstairs and stepped out to the front porch and

wal ked a little way south across the dirt until he could see past the bul k of
the house to the eastern sky. Dawn was coning. Black shaded to purple right on
the horizon. He turned round and watched the | ast anbul ance | oadi ng up
Vliadimr's final ride, judging by the size of the shape under the sheet on the
gurney. He enptied



his pockets and left Emerson's torn business card, and Hel en Rodin's cockt ai
napki n, and the notor court's big brass key, and the Smth 60, and Gunny
Cash's Navy Seal SRK all in a neat little pile beside the front door. Then he
asked the paranmedics if he could ride with themto town. He figured he could
wal k east fromthe hospital and be at the bus depot before the sun was fully
up. He could be in Indianapolis before lunch. Then he could buy a pair of
shoes and be just about anywhere before the sun went down again.






