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CHAPTER 1

"My nanme is David Tennant, MD. |I'm professor of ethics at the University of
Vi rginia Medical School, and if you're watching this tape, |I'm dead."

| took a breath and gathered nyself. | didn't want to rant. 1'd nounted ny
Sony cantorder on a tripod and rotated the LCD screen in order to see nyself
as | spoke. I'd lost weight over the past weeks. My eyes were red with
fatigue, the orbits shiny and dark. | |ooked nore Iike a hunted crimnal than

a grieving friend.

"I don't really know where to begin. | keep seeing Andrew | ying on the floor
And | know they killed him But. . . I'mgetting ahead of nyself. You need
facts. | was born in 1961 in Los Al anps, New Mexi co. My father was Janes
Howar d Tennant, the nucl ear physicist. My nother was Ann Tennant, a

paedi atrician. I'mmaking this tape in a sober state of nmnd, and I'mgoing to
deposit it with my attorney as soon as | finish, on the understanding that it
shoul d be opened if | die for any reason

"Six hours ago, mny colleague Dr. Andrew Fi el ding was found dead beside his
desk, the victimof an apparent stroke. | can't prove it, but | know Fiel ding
was murdered. For the past two years, he and | have been part of a scientific
team funded by the National Security Agency and DARPA—the governnment agency
that created the Internet in the 1970s. Under the highest security
classification, that teamand its work are known as Project Trinity."

| glanced down at the short-barreled Snith & Wesson .38 in ny lap. |'d nmade
sure the pistol wasn't visible on canera, but it calned me to have it within
reach. Reassured, | again stared at the glowing red light.

"Two years ago, Peter CGodin, founder of the Godin Superconputing Corporation
had an epi phany nuch |ike that mnythical noment when an appl e dropped onto

| saac Newton's head. It happened in a dream Seem ngly from nowhere, a
seventy-year-old nan visualized the nost revolutionary possibility in the
hi story of science. Wien he woke up, Godin tel ephoned John Skow, a deputy
director of the NSA, in Fort Meade, Maryland. By six A M, the two nmen had
drafted and delivered a letter to the president of the United States. That
letter shook the White House to its foundations. | know this because the
president was my brother's close friend in college. My brother died three
years ago, but because of him the president knew of my work, which is what
put me in the mddle of all that foll owed."

| rubbed the cool nmetal of the .38, wondering what to tell and what to |eave
out. Leave out nothing, said a voice in nmy head. My father's voice. Fifty
years ago, he'd played his own part in Anerica's secret history, and that
burden had greatly shortened his days. My father died in 1988, a haunted man,
certain that the Cold War he'd spent his youthful energy to perpetuate would
end with the destruction of civilization, as it so easily could have. Leave
out nothing....

"The Godin Menp," | continued, "had the sane effect as the letter Al bert



Ei nstein sent President Roosevelt at the beginning of Wrld War Two, outlining
the potential for an atomic bonb and the possibility that Nazi Germany m ght
devel op one. Einstein's letter spurred the Manhattan Project, the secret quest
to ensure that America would be the first to possess nucl ear weapons. Peter
CGodin's letter resulted in a project of simlar scope but infinitely greater
anbition. Project Trinity began behind the walls of an NSA front corporation
in the Research Triangle Park of North Carolina. Only six people on the planet
ever had full know edge of Trinity. Now that Andrew Fielding is dead, only
five remain. I'mone. The other four are Peter Godin, John Skow, Ravi Nara—

| bolted to my feet with the .38 in nmy hand. Someone was rapping on ny front
door. Through thin curtains, | saw a Federal Express truck parked at the foot
of nmy sidewal k. What | couldn't see was the space imediately in front of ny
door.

"Who is it?" | called

"FedEx," barked a nuffled nale voice. "I need a signature.”

| wasn't expecting a delivery. "Is it a letter or a package?"
"Letter."

"Who fronP"

"Uh . . . Lewis Carroll."

| shivered. A package froma dead man? Only one person woul d send nme a package
under the name of the author of Alice in Wnderland. Andrew Fi el ding. Had he
sent me somet hing the day before he died? Fielding had been obsessively
searching the Trinity |abs for weeks now, the conmputers as well as the

physi cal space. Perhaps he'd found sonething. And perhaps whatever it was had
got himkilled. 1'd sensed somet hing strange about Fielding s behavior
yesterday—not so easy with a man famed for his eccentricities—but by this
nmorni ng he'd seened to be his old self.

"Do you want this thing or not?" asked the deliverynan.

| cocked the pistol and edged over to the door. I'd fastened the chain |latch
when |'d got home. Wth ny left hand, | unlocked the door and pulled it open
to the length of the chain. Through the crack, | saw the face of a uniforned

man in his twenties, his hair bound into a short ponytail

"Pass your pad through with the package. I'll sign and give it back to you."
"It's a digital pad. | can't give you that."

"Keep your hand on it, then."

"Paranoid," he nuttered, but he stuck a thick orange pad through the crack in
t he door.

| grabbed the stylus hanging fromthe string and scrawl ed my name on the
touch-sensitive screen. "Ckay."

The pad di sappeared, and a FedEx envel ope was thrust through. | took it and
tossed it onto the sofa, then shut the door and waited until | heard the truck
runble away fromthe curb.

| picked up the envel ope and glanced at the label. "Lewis Carroll" had been



signed in Fielding's spidery hand. As | pulled the sheet of paper fromthe
envel ope, a greasy white granul ar substance spilled over ny fingers. The
instant ny eyes registered the color, sone part of ny brain whispered anthrax.
The odds of that were low, but my best friend had just died under suspicious
circunmstances. A certain anpunt of paranoia was justified.

| hurried to the kitchen and scrubbed ny hands with dish soap and water. Then
| pulled a black nmedical bag fromny closet. Inside was the usua

phar macopoei a of the MD.’s home: anal gesics, antibiotics, emetics, steroid
cream | found what | wanted in a snap conpartnent: a blister pack of Cipro, a
power ful broad-spectrum antibiotic. | swallowed one pill with water fromthe
tap, then took a pair of surgical gloves fromthe bag. As a | ast precaution, |
tied a dirty T-shirt fromthe hanper around ny nose and nmouth. Then | fol ded

t he FedEx envel ope and letter into separate Zploc bags, sealed them and laid
them on the counter.

As badly as | wanted to read the letter, part of ne resisted. Fielding mght
have been nurdered for what was witten on that page. Even if that weren't the
case, nothing good would conme frommy reading it.

| carefully vacuunmed the white granules fromthe carpet in the front room
wondering if | could be wong about Fielding' s death being nurder. He and
had worked ourselves into quite a state of suspicion over the past weeks, but
then we had reason to. And the tim ng was too dam convenient. |nstead of

putting the vacuum cl eaner back into the closet, | walked to the back door and
tossed the machine far into the yard. | could always buy another one.
| was still eerily aware of the letter sitting on the kitchen counter. | felt

like a soldier's wife refusing to open a telegram But | already knew ny
friend was dead. So what did | fear?

The why, answered a voice in nmy head. Fielding talking. You want to keep your
head in the sand. It's the American national pastine.

Mre than a little irritated to find that the dead coul d be as bot hersone as
the living, | picked up the Ziploc containing the letter and carried it to the
front room The note was brief and handwitten.

Davi d,
W nust nmeet again. | finally confronted Godin with ny suspicions. His
reaction astounded nme. | don't want to commit anything to paper, but | know

I"mright. Lu Li and | are driving to the blue place on Saturday night. Please
join us. It's close quarters, but discreet. It may be tine for you to contact
your late brother's friend again, though |I wonder if even he can do anything
at this point. Things like this have a nomentum greater than individuals.
Greater even than humanity, | fear. If anything should happen to ne, don't
forget that little gold item| asked you to hold for me one day. Desperate
times mate. 1'll see you Saturday.

There was no signature, but bel ow the note was a hand-drawn cartoon of a
rabbit's head and the face of a clock. The Wite Rabbit, an affectionate

ni ckname given Fielding by his Canbridge physics students. Fielding al ways
carried a gold pocket watch, and that was the "little gold item that he had
asked me to hold for himone day.

W were passing each other in the hallway when he pressed the watch and chain
into ny hand. "M nd keeping that for an hour, old man?" he'd nurnured.
"Lovely." Then he was gone. An hour |ater he stopped by my office to pick it
up, saying he hadn't wanted to take the watch into the MR lab with him where
it could have been smashed against the MR wunit by the machine's enornous



magnetic fields. But Fielding visited the MR lab all the time, and he'd never
given me his pocket watch before. And he never did again. It nmust have been in
hi s pocket when he died. So what the hell was he up to that day?

| read the note again. Lu Li and | are driving to the blue place on Saturday
night. Lu Li was Fielding's new Chinese wife. The "blue place" had to be code
for a beach cabin at Nags Head, on North Carolina's Quter Banks. Three nonths
ago, when Fiel ding asked for a recommendation for his honeynoon, |'d suggested
t he Nags Head cabin, which was only a few hours away. Fielding and his wife
had | oved the place, and the Englishman had apparently thought of it when he
wanted a secure |location to discuss his fears.

My hands were shaking. The nan who had witten this note was now as cold as
the norgue table he was lying on, if indeed he was lying in a norgue. No one
had been able—er willing—to tell me where ny friend s body woul d be taken. And
now t he white powder. Wuld Fielding have put powder in the envel ope and

negl ected to nention it in his letter? If he didn't, who did? Wo but the
person who had rnurdered hinf?

| laid the letter on the sofa, stripped off the surgical gloves, and rewound
the videotape to the point at which I'd wal ked out of the frame. | had deci ded
to make this tape because | feared | might be killed before I could tell the
president what | knew. Fielding's |letter had changed nothing. Yet as | stared

into the lens, ny mnd wandered. | was way ahead of Fielding on calling ny
"late brother's friend." The nmonent |'d seen Fielding' s corpse on the floor of
his office, | knew |l had to call the president. But the president was in
China. Still, as soon as | got clear of the Trinity lab, I'd called the Wite

House from a pay phone in a Shoney's restaurant, a "safe" phone Fiel ding had
told me about. It couldn't be seen by surveillance teans in cars, and the
restaurant's interior geonetry made it difficult for a parabolic mcrophone to
eavesdrop from a di stance.

When | said "Project Trinity," the White House operator put ne through to a

man who gruffly asked me to state ny business. | asked to speak to Ewan
McCaskell, the president's chief of staff, whomI'd nmet during my visit to the
Oval Ofice. McCaskell was in China with the president. | asked that the

presi dent be inforned that David Tennant needed to speak to himurgently about
Project Trinity, and that no one else involved with Trinity should be
i nforned. The man said ny nessage woul d be passed on and hung up

Thirteen hours separated North Carolina and Beijing. That made it tonorrow in
China. Daylight. Yet four hours had passed since ny call, and |I'd heard
not hi ng. Wuld ny nessage be relayed to China, given the critical nature of
the sunmt? There was no way to know. | did know that if someone at Trinity
heard about my call first, I mght wind up as dead as Fielding before | tal ked
to the president.

| hit START on the renmote control and spoke again to the canera.
"I'n the past six nonths |I've gone fromfeeling |like part of a noble scientific

effort to questioning whether I'meven living in the United States. |'ve
wat ched Nobel laureates give up all principle in a search for—=

I went still. Sonething had passed by one of ny front wi ndows. A face. Very
close, peering inside. 1'd seen it through the sheer curtains, but | was sure.
A face, franed by shoulder-length hair. | had a sense of a woman's features,
but. ..

| started to get up, then sat back down. My teeth were vibrating with an
electric pain like alumnumfoil crushed between dental fillings. My eyelids



felt too heavy to hold open. Not now, | thought, shoving ny hand into ny
pocket for my prescription bottle. Jesus, not now For six nonths, every
menber of Trinity's inner circle had suffered frightening neurol ogi cal
synmptons. No one's synptons were the same. My affliction was narcol epsy.

Nar col epsy and dreans. At home, | usually gave in to the trancelike sleep. But
when | needed to fight off a spell—at Trinity, or driving ny car—enly
anphet am nes coul d stop the overwhel m ng waves.

| pulled out ny prescription bottle and shook it. Enpty. 1'd swallowed ny | ast
pill yesterday. | got mnmy speed fromRavi Nara, Trinity's neurol ogist, but Nara
and | were no longer speaking. | tried to rise, thinking I'd call a pharmacy
and prescribe my own, but that was ridiculous. | couldn't even stand. A | eaden
heavi ness had settled into nmy linbs. My face felt hot, and ny eyelids began to
fall.

The prow er was at the window again. In nmy mind, | raised my gun and ained it,
but then | saw the weapon lying in my lap. Not even survival instinct could
clear the fog filling my brain. | |ooked back at the wi ndow. The face was
gone. A woman's face. | was sure of it. Wwuld they use a woman to kill ne? O

course. They were pragmatists. They used what worked.

Sonet hi ng scratched at ny door knob. Through the thickening haze | fought to
aimny gun at the door. Sonething slamred agai nst the wood. | got ny finger on
the trigger, but as ny swimmng brain transmtted the instruction to depress
it, sleep annihilated consciousness like fingers snuffing a candle flane.

Andrew Fi el ding sat alone at his desk, furiously snoking a cigarette. H's
hands were shaking froma confrontation with Godin. It had happened the

previ ous day, but Fielding had the habit of replaying such scenes in his mnd
agoni zi ng over how ineffectually he had stated his case, murnuring retorts he
shoul d have made at the tinme but had not.

The argument had been the result of weeks of frustration. Fielding didn't |ike
argunents, not ones outside the real mof physics, anyway. He'd put off the
nmeeting until the | ast possible nonent. He pottered around his office,
ponderi ng one of the central riddles of quantum physics: how two particles
fired simultaneously fromthe same source could arrive at the same destination
at the sane instant, even though one had to travel ten times as far as the
other. It was like two 747s flying from New York to Los Angel es—ene flying
direct and the other having to fly south to Mam before turning west to Los
Angel es—yet both touching down at LAX at the same nmonent. The 747 on the
direct route flew at the speed of light, yet the plane that had to detour over
Mam still reached L. A at the sane instant. Wich nmeant that the second

pl ane had flown faster than the speed of light. Wich nmeant that Einstein's
general theory of relativity was flawed. Possibly. Fielding spent a great dea
of time thinking about this problem

He Iit another cigarette and thought about the letter he'd FedExed to David
Tennant. It didn't say enough. Not nearly. But it would have to do until they
met at Nags Head. Tennant woul d be working a few steps up the hall from him
all afternoon, but he might as well be in Fiji. No square foot of the Trinity
conpl ex was free of surveillance and recordi ng devices. Tennant would get the
letter this afternoon, if no one intercepted it. To prevent this, Fielding had
instructed his wife to drop it at a FedEx box inside the Durham post office,
beyond the sight line of anyone followi ng her froma di stance. That was al

t he spouses usual ly got—+andom surveill ance from cars—but you never knew.

Tennant was Fielding' s only hope. Tennant knew the president. He'd had
cocktails in the White House, anyway. Fielding had won the Nobel in 1998, but
he'd never been invited to 10 Downing Street. Never would be, in al



i kelihood. He'd shaken hands with the PMat a reception once, but that wasn't
the sane thing. Not at all

He took a drag on the cigarette and | ooked down at his desk. An equation |ay
there, a collapsing wave function, unsolvable using present-day mat hemati cs.
Not even the world' s nost powerful superconputers could solve a collapsing
wave function. There was one machi ne on the planet that m ght nake headway
with the problem—at |east he believed there was—and if he was right, the term
super comput er m ght soon becone as quaint and archaic as abacus. But the
machi ne that could solve a coll apsing wave function would be capable of a | ot
nore than conmputing. It would be everything Peter Godin had prom sed the
mandari ns in Washi ngton, and nore. That "nore" was what scared Fi el di ng.
Scared the bl oody hell out of him For no one could predict the unintended
consequences of bringing such a thing into existence. "Trinity" indeed.

He was thinking of going hone early when sonething flashed in his left eye.
There was no pain. Then the visual field in that eye swirled into a blur, and
an expl osion seenmed to detonate in the left frontal |obe of his brain. A
stroke, he thought with clinical detachment. |I'm having a stroke. Strangely
calm he reached for the tel ephone to call 911, then renenbered that the

worl d's preem nent neurol ogi st was working in the office four doors down from
hi s own.

The tel ephone woul d be faster than wal king. He reached for the receiver, but
the event taking place within his cranium suddenly bloomed to its ful
destructive power. The clot |odged, or the bl ood vessel burst, and his |eft
eye went black. Then a knifelike pain pierced the base of his brain, the
center of life support functions. Falling toward the floor, Fielding thought
again of that elusive particle that had traveled faster than the speed of
light, that had proved Einstein wong by traversing space as though it did not
exi st. He posed a thought experiment: |If Andrew fielding could nove as fast as
that particle, could he reach Ravi Nara in time to be saved?

Answer: No. Nothing could save hi m now

H s | ast coherent thought was a prayer, a silent hope that in the unmapped
worl d of the quantum consciousness existed beyond what humans cal |l ed deat h.
For Fielding, religion was an illusion, but at the dawn of the twenty-first
century, Project Trinity had uncovered hope of a newimortality. And it
wasn't the Rube Gol dberg nonstrosity they were pretending to build a hundred
nmeters fromhis office door

The inpact of the floor was |ike water.

| jerked awake and grabbed ny gun. Someone was banging the front door taut

agai nst the security chain. | tried to get to ny feet, but the dream had
disoriented ne. Its lucidity far surpassed anything |I'd experienced to date. |
actually felt that | had died, that | was Andrew Fielding at the noment of his
deat h—

"Dr. Tennant?" shouted a woman's voice. "David! Are you in there?"

My psychiatrist? | put nmy hand to ny forehead and tried to fight ny way back
toreality. "Dr. Wiss? Rachel ? |Is that you?"

"Yes! Unlatch the chain!"
"I"'mcomng," | nmuttered. "Are you al one?"

"Yes! (Open the door."



| stuffed nmy gun between the couch cushions and stunbled toward the door. As |
reached for the chain latch, it struck me that | had never told ny
psychiatri st where | lived.

CHAPTER 2

Rachel Wi ss had jet-black hair, olive skin, and onyx eyes. El even weeks ago,
when |'d arrived at her office for ny first session, |I'd thought of Rebecca
fromSir Walter Scott's lvanhoe. Only in the novel Rebecca had a wild,
unrestrai ned sort of beauty. Rachel Wiss projected a focused severity that
made her physical appearance and clothing irrel evant, as though she went out
of her way to hide attributes that woul d cause people to see her as anything
other than the remarkabl e clinician she was.

"What was that?" she asked, pointing to the sofa cushion where |I'd stashed the
gun. "Are you sel f-prescribing agai n?"

"No. How did you find my house?"

"I know a woman in Personnel at UVA. You missed two consecutive sessions, but
at least you called ahead to cancel. Today you | eave ne sitting there and you
don't even call? Considering your state of mnd lately, what do you expect ne
to do?" Rachel's eyes went to the video canmera. "Ch, David . . . you're not
back to this again? | thought you stopped years ago."

"It's not what you think."

She didn't | ook convinced. Five years ago, a drunk driver flipped ny wife's
car into a roadside pond. The water wasn't deep, but both Karen and ny

daught er Zooey drowned before help arrived. | was working at the hospital they
were brought to after the accident. Watching the ER staff try in vain to
resuscitate nmy four-year-old daughter shattered ne. | spent hours at home in

front of the television, endlessly replaying videotapes of Zooey learning to
wal k, laughing in Karen's arms, hugging nme at her third birthday party. My
nmedi cal practice withered, then died, and | sank into clinical depression
This was the only fact of my personal life | had discussed in detail with ny
psychiatrist, and this only because after three sessions she had told ne that
she'd lost her only child to | eukenia the year before.

She confided this because she believed ny disturbing dreams were caused by the
tragic loss of my famly, and she wanted ne to know she had felt the same kind
of pain. Rachel, too, had lost nore than her child. Unable to handle the
devastating effects of his son's illness, her |lawer husband had | eft her and
returned to New York. Like nme, Rachel had descended into a pit of depression
fromwhi ch she was |ucky to emerge. Therapy and mnedi cati on had been her
salvation. But like ny father, 1've always been fiercely private, and | fought
my way back to the land of the living alone. Not a day went by that | didn't
mss ny wife and daughter, but ny days of weeping as | replayed ol d videot apes
were over.

"This isn't about Karen and Zooey," | told Rachel. "Please close the door."

She remai ned in the open doorway, car keys in hand, clearly wanting to believe
me but just as clearly skeptical. "Wat is it, then?"

"Wrk. Please close the door."

Rachel hesitated, then shut the door and stared into nmy eyes. "Maybe it's tine
you told nme about your work."



This had | ong been a point of contention between us. Rachel considered
doctor-patient confidentiality as sacred as the confessional, and ny | ack of
trust offended her. She believed ny demands for secrecy and warni ngs of danger
hinted at a delusional reality | had constructed to protect nmy psyche from
scrutiny. | didn't blane her. At the request of the NSA |'d made ny first
appoi ntnent with her under a false name. But ten seconds after we shook hands,
she recogni zed nmy face fromthe jacket photo of my book. She assuned ny ruse
was the paranoia of a nedical celebrity, and | did nothing to di sabuse her of
that notion. But after a few weeks, ny refusal to divul ge anything about ny
wor k—and my obsession with "protecting"” her-had pushed her to suspect that I
m ght be schi zophrenic.

What Rachel didn't know was that | had only been allowed to see her after

wi nning a brutal argument with John Skow, the director of Project Trinity. My
nar col epsy had devel oped as a result of ny work at Trinity, and |I wanted
professional help to try to understand the acconpanyi ng dreans.

First the NSA flewin a shrink from Fort Meade, a pharnmacol ogi cal psychiatri st
whose main patient base was technicians trying to cope with chronic stress or
depression. He wanted to fill me up with happy pills and find out how to
becorme an internationally published physician Iike ne. Next they brought in a
worman, an expert in dealing with the neuroses that devel op when people are
forced to work for long periods in secrecy. Her know edge of dream synbolism
was limted to "a little historical reading" during her residency. Like her
col | eague, she wanted to start ne on a reginmen of antidepressants and

anti psychotics. What | needed was a psychoanal yst experienced in dream

anal ysis, and the NSA didn't have one.

| called sonme friends at the UVA Medi cal School and discovered that Rache

Wi ss, the country's preem nent Jungi an anal yst, was based at the Duke

Uni versity Medical School, less than fifteen miles fromthe Trinity building.
Skow tried to stop nme fromseeing her, but in the end | told himhe'd have to
arrest ne to do it, and before he tried that, he'd better call the president,
who had appointed me to the project.

"Somet hi ng' s happened,” Rachel said. "What is it? Have the hallucinations
changed agai n?"

Hal l uci nations, | thought bitterly. Never dreans.

"Have they intensified? Beconme nore personal ? Are you afraid?"

"Andrew Fielding is dead,"” | said in a flat voice.

Rachel blinked. "Wo's Andrew Fi el di ng?"

"He was a physicist."

Her eyes wi dened. "Andrew Fi el ding the physicist is dead?"

It was a measure of Fielding' s reputation that a nedi cal doctor who knew
little about quantum physics would know his name. But it didn't surprise ne.
There were six-year-olds who'd heard of "the Wite Rabbit." The man who had
| argely unravel ed the enignma of the dark matter in the universe stood second
only to his friend Stephen Hawking in the astrophysical firmanent.

"He died of a stroke," | said. "Or so they say."

"So who says?"



"People at work."

"You work with Andrew Fi el di ng?"

"I did. For the past two years."

Rachel shook her head in amazenent. "You don't think he died of a stroke?"
"No. "

"Did you exam ne hin?"

"A cursory exam He collapsed in his office. Another doctor got to him before
he di ed. That doctor said Fielding exhibited | eft-side paralysis and had a
bl own left pupil, but..."

n \Mat ?u

"I don't believe him Fielding died too quickly for a stroke. Wthin four or
five mnutes."”

Rachel pursed her lips. "That happens sonetinmes. Especially with a severe
henorr hage. "

"Yes, but it's conparatively rare, and you don't usually see a blown pupil."
That was true enough, but it wasn't what | was thinking. | was thinking that
Rachel was a psychiatrist, and as good as she was, she hadn't spent sixteen
years practicing internal medicine, as | had. You got a feeling about certain
cases, certain people. A sixth sense. Fielding had not been ny patient, but
he'd told ne a lot about his health in tw years, and a nassive henorrhage
didn't feel right to me. "Look, | don't know where his body is, and | don't

think there's going to be an autopsy, so—
"Why no aut opsy?" Rachel broke in.
"Because | think he was nurdered."”

"I thought you said he died in his office.”

"He did."

"You think he was nurdered at work? Workpl ace vi ol ence?"

She still didn't get it. "I nean preneditated nmurder. Carefully thought out,
expertly executed nurder."

"But . . . why would soneone nurder Andrew Fielding? He was an old man, wasn't
he?"

"He was sixty-three." Recalling Fielding' s body on his office floor, nouth
agape, sightless eyes staring at the ceiling, | felt a sudden conpul sion to
tell Rachel everything. But one glance at the wi ndow killed the urge. A

par abol i ¢ m crophone could be trained on the gl ass.

"I can't say anything beyond that. |I'msorry. You should go, Rachel."
She took two steps toward ne, her face set with purpose. "I'mnot going

anywhere yet. Look, if anyone died while not under a doctor's supervision in
this state, there has to be an autopsy. And especially in cases of possible



foul play. It's required by |law "

| laughed at her naivete. "There won't be an autopsy. Not a public one,
anyway. "

"Davi d—

"I really can't say nore. | shouldn't have said that much. | just wanted you
to know. . . that it's real."

"Why can't you say nore?" She held up a small, graceful hand. "No, let ne

answer that. Because to tell nme nmore would put ne in danger. Right?"

"Yes."

She roll ed her eyes. "David, fromthe begi nning you' ve nade extraordi nary
demands about secrecy. And |'ve conplied. 1've told coll eagues that the hours
you spend in ny office are research for your second book, rather than what

they really are.”

"And you know | appreciate that. But if |I'mright about Fielding, anything
tell you now could put your life at risk. Can't you understand that?"

"No. |'ve never understood. \Wat sort of work could possibly be so dangerous?"
| shook ny head.

"This is like a bad joke." She | aughed strangely. "'I could tell you, but then
I'd have to kill you.' It's classic paranoid thinking."

"Do you really believe |"'mmaking all this up?"

Rachel answered with caution. "I believe that you believe everything you' ve
told nme."
"So, I'mstill delusional."

"You've got to admit, you've been having disturbing hallucinations for sone
time now. Sone of the recent ones are classic religious delusions."

"But nost not," | reminded her. "And |I'man atheist. Is that classic?"
"No, | concede that. But you've also refused to get a workup for your
narcol epsy. O epilepsy. O even to get your bl ood sugar checked, for that

matter."

|'ve been worked up by the forenost neurologist in the world. "That's being
i nvestigated at work."

"By Andrew Fielding? He wasn't an MD., was he?"

| decided to go one step further. "I'mbeing treated by Ravi Nara."
Her mouth fell open. "Ravi Nara? As in the Nobel Prize for nedicine?"
"That's him" | said with distaste.

"You work with Ravi Nara?"

"Yes. He's a prick. It was Nara who said Fielding died of a stroke.™



Rachel appeared at a loss. "David, | just don't know what to say. Are you
really working with these famus peopl e?"

"I's that so hard to believe? |I'mreasonably fanmous mnysel f."

"Yes, but. . . not in the sane way. \Wat reason would those nen have to work
together? They're in totally different fields."

"Until two years ago they were."

"What does that nean?"

"Go back to your office, Rachel."

"I canceled ny last patient so | could conme here."
"Bill me for your lost tinme."

She reddened. "There's no need to insult me. Please tell me what's going on
I"'mtired of hearing nothing but your hallucinations."

"Dreans."
"What ever. They're not enough to work with."

"Not for your purpose. But you and | have different goals. W al ways have.
You're trying to solve the riddle of David Tennant. I'mtrying to solve the
riddle of .ny dreans."

"But the answers are bound up in who you are! Dreans aren't independent of the
rest of your brain! You—=

The ringing tel ephone cut her off. | got up and went into the kitchen to
answer it, a strange thrumrng in ny chest. The caller could be the president
of the United States.

"Dr. Tennant," | said fromyears of habit.

"Dr. David?" cried a hysterical female voice with an Asian accent. It was Lu
Li, Fielding's Chinese wife. O w dow .

"This is David, Lu Li. I"'msorry | haven't called you." | searched for fitting
words but found only a cliche. "I can't begin to express the pain | feel at
Andrew s | oss—

A burst of Cantonese punctuated with some English flashed down the wire. |
didn't have to understand it all to know | was hearing a distraught w dow on
the verge of collapse. God only knew what the Trinity security people had told
Lu Li, or what she had nmade of it. She'd cone to Anmerica only three nonths
ago, her immgration fast-tracked by the State Departnent, which had received
a none-too-subtle notivational call fromthe Wite House.

"I know this has been a terrible day," | said in a conforting voice. "But
need you to try to cal mdown."

Lu Li was panting.

"Breathe deeply,"” | said, trying to decide what approach to take. Safest to
use the corporate cover the NSA had insisted on fromthe beginning. As far as



the rest of the Research Triangle Park conpani es knew, the Argus Opti cal
Cor por ati on devel oped optical computer el enents used in government defense
projects. Lu Li mght know no nore that this.

"What have you been told by the conpany?" | asked cauti ously.

"Andy dead!" Lu Li cried. "They say he die of brain bleeding, but I know
nothing. | don't know what to do!"

| saw nothing to be gained by further agitating Fielding's widow with theories
of murder. "Lu Li, Andrew was sixty-three years old, and not in the best of
health. A stroke isn't an unlikely event in that situation.”

"You no understand, Dr. David! Andy warn me about this."

My hand tightened on the phone. "Wat do you nmean?"

Anot her burst of Cantonese cane down the wire, but then Lu Li settled into
halting English. "Andy tell me this could happen. He say, 'If sonething happen
to me, call Dr. David. David know what to do."'"

A deep ache gripped nmy heart. That Fielding had put such faith in nme .
"What do you want nme to do?"

"Come here. Please. Talk to ne. Tell me why this happen to Andy."

| hesitated. The NSA was probably listening to this call. To go to Lu Li's
house would only put her at greater risk, and nmyself, too. But what choice did
| have? |I couldn't fail ny friend. "I'Il be there in twenty mnutes."

"Thank you, thank you, David! Please, thank you."

I hung up and turned to go back to the living room Rachel was standing in the
ki tchen doorway.

"I have to leave," | told her. "I appreciate you comng to check on nme. | know
it was beyond the call of duty."

"I"'mgoing with you. | heard sone of that, and I'mgoing with you."
"Qut of the question.”

"\Why 2"

"You have no reason to come. You're not part of this.”

She fol ded her arnms across her chest. "For nme it's sinple, okay? If you're

telling the truth, I'Il find the distraught wi dow of Andrew Fielding at the
end of a short drive. And she'll support what you' ve told ne."
"Not necessarily. | don't know how rmuch Fielding confided in her. And Lu Li

hardly speaks English."
"Andrew Fielding didn't teach his own w fe English?"

"He spoke fluent Cantonese. Plus about eight other |anguages. And she's only
been here a few nonths. "

Rachel straightened her skirt with the flats of her hands. "Your resistance
tells ne that you know nmy going will expose your story as a delusion."



Anger flashed through nme. "I"'mtenpted to let you come, just for that. But you
don't grasp the danger. You could die. Tonight."

"l don't think so."

| picked up the Ziploc bag containing the white powder and the FedEx envel ope
and held it out to her. "A few mnutes ago | received a letter from Fi el di ng.
This powder was in the envel ope.™

She shrugged. "It |ooks like sand. Wat is it?"

"I have no idea. But I'mafraid it mght be anthrax. O whatever killed
Fi el di ng."

She took the package fromne. | thought at first she was exam ning the powder,
but she was reading the | abel on the FedEx envel ope.

"This says the sender is Lewis Carroll."
"That's code. Fielding couldn't risk putting his nanme into the FedEx conputer
system The NSA would pick that up inmmediately. He used 'Lewis Carroll

because his nicknane was the Wite Rabbit. You've heard that, right?"

Rachel | ooked as if she were really thinking about it. "I can't say that
have. Wiere's this letter?"

| rmotioned toward the front room "In a plastic bag on the couch. Don't open
it."

She bent over the note and quickly read it. "It's not signed.”

"OfF course not. Fielding didn't know who mi ght see it. That rabbit synbol is
his signature.”

She | ooked at me with disbelief. "Just take nme along, David. If what | see
supports what you've told nme, I'Il take all your warnings seriously fromthis
point forward. No nore doubts.”

"That's like throwing you into the water to prove there are sharks in it. By
the tine you see them it's too late.™

"That's always how it is with these kinds of fantasies."

I went and got ny keys off the kitchen counter. Rachel followed at ny heels.
"Al'l right, you want to cone? Follow ne in your car."

She shook her head. "Not a chance. You'd lose ne at the first red light."

"Your colleagues would tell you it's dangerous to acconpany a patient while he
chases a paranoid fantasy. Especially a narcoleptic patient."

"My col | eagues don't know you. As for the narcol epsy, you haven't killed
yoursel f yet."

| reached under the sofa cushion, brought out ny pistol, and thrust it into ny
wai st band. "You don't know ne either."

She studied the butt of the gun, then | ooked into ny eyes. "I think I do. And
| want to help you."



If she were only my psychiatrist, | would have left her there. But during our
| ong sessions, we had recogni zed sonething in each other, an unspoken feeling
shared by two people who had experienced great |oss. Even though she thought I
m ght be ill now, she cared about ne in a way no one else had for a long tine.
To take her with ne would be selfish, but the sinple truth was, | didn't want
to go al one.

CHAPTER 3

Celi Bauer sat within the dark bowels of the Trinity building, a basenent
conmplex lit only by the gl ow of conputer nonitors and surveill ance screens.
From here electronic filanments spread out to nonitor the people and the

physi cal plant of Project Trinity. But that was only the center of her domain.
Wth the touch of a conputer key, Geli could interface with the NSA
supercomputers at Fort Meade and nonitor conversations and events on the other
side of the gl obe. Though she had w el ded many ki nds of power during her
thirty-two years on earth, she had never before felt the rush of know ng that
all the world bounded by el ectronics could be mani pul ated by the touch of her
finger.

On paper, Geli worked for Godin Superconputing, which was based in Muntain
View, California. But it was her conpany's quasi-governnental relationship
with the NSA that had lifted her into the stratosphere of power. |If she deened
a situation an emergency, she could stop trains, close international airports,
retask surveillance satellites, or lift arned helicopters into the skies over
U.S. soil and order themto fire. No other nodern worman had w el ded such

power —+n some ways her authority rivaled that of her father—and Geli did not
intend to give it up.

On the flat-panel nonitor before her glowed a transcript of the conversation
bet ween Davi d Tennant and an unknown VWhite House functionary, recorded at a
Shoney's restaurant that afternoon, but Geli was no |onger |ooking at it. She
was speaki ng on the headset phone to a nmenber of her security team the man
who was wat chi ng Tennant's residence.

"I only heard conversation in the kitchen," she said. "That nakes no sense. He
and Dr. Weiss had to be tal ki ng el sewhere.”

"Maybe they were getting it on."

"We'd have heard it. Weiss |looks like a screaner to ne. It's always the qui et
ones."

"What do you want nme to do?"

"Cet in there and check the mkes."

Geli tapped a key on the pad before her, which connected her to a young
ex-Del ta operator naned Thomas Corelli, who was covering Andrew Fi el ding's
house.

"What are you hearing, Thomas?"

"Normal background noise. TV. Bunps and clatters."

"Did you hear Ms. Fielding's end of the phone call?"

"Yeah, but it's hard to understand that Chinese accent."



"Are you out of sight?"
"I"mparked in the driveway of some out-of-town neighbors."

"Tennant will be at your location in five mnutes. He has a woman with him
Dr. Rachel Weiss. Stay on this line."

Geli clicked off, then said clearly, "JPEG Wiss, Rachel."

A digital photograph of Rachel Wi ss appeared on her nmonitor. It was a head
shot, a telephoto taken as the psychiatrist left the Duke University hospital
Rachel Wi ss was three years older than Geli, but CGeli recognized the type
She'd known girls like that at boarding school in Switzerland. Strivers. Mbost
of them Jews. She woul d have known Wi ss was Jewi sh wi thout hearing her nane
or seeing her file. Even with fashionably w ndbl own hair, Rachel Wiss | ooked
like she carried the weight of the world on her shoul ders. She had the dark
martyr's eyes, the premature |ines around the nmouth. She was one of the top
Jungi an analysts in the world, and you didn't reach that |evel w thout being
obsessi ve about your work

Geli had been against involving Weiss. It was Skow who had allowed it. Skow s
theory was that if you held the leash too tight, you were asking for trouble.
But it was Geli's head that would roll if there was a security breach. To
prevent that eventuality, she received transcripts of Wiss's sessions with
Tennant and recordi ngs of every tel ephone call the psychiatrist-nmade. Once a
week, one of her operatives slipped into Wiss's office and phot ocopi ed
Tennant's file, to be sure that nothing escaped CGeli's scrutiny.

That was the kind of hassle that cane fromdealing with civilians. It had been
the sane at Los Alanps, with the Manhattan Project. In both cases the
government had tried to control a group of gifted civilian scientists who

t hrough ignorance, obstinacy, or ideology posed the greatest threat to their
own work. When you recruited the smartest people in the world, you got
crackpot s.

Tennant was a crackpot. Like Fielding. Like Ravi Nara, the project's Nobe
Prize-wi nning neuroscientist. Al six Trinity principals had signed the

ti ghtest possible security and nondi scl osure agreements, but they stil
bel i eved they could do anything they wanted. To themthe world was Di sneyl and.
And doctors were the worst. Even in the arny, the rules had never quite seened
to apply to MD.s. But tonight Tennant was going to step far enough over the
line to get his head chopped of f.

Her headset beeped. She opened the line to her man at Tennant's house. "What
isit?"

"I"'minside. You're not going to believe this. Sonmeone put painter's putty in
the hol es over the mkes."

Geli felt a strange nunbness in her chest. "How could Tennant know where they
wer e?"

"No way without a scanner."
"Magni fyi ng gl ass?"

"I'f he knew to | ook for them But that would take hours, and you'd never be
sure you got themall."

A scanner. \Were the hell would an internist get that? Then she knew.



Fi el di ng. "Tennant took that FedEx delivery. Do you see an envel ope anywhere?"
"No. "

"He nust have taken it with him What el se do you see? Anything strange?"
"There's a video camera set up on a tripod."

Shit. "Tape in it?"

"Let me check. No tape."

"What el se?"

"A vacuum cl eaner in the backyard."

What the hell? "A vacuum cl eaner? Take the bag out and bring it here. W'l
chopper it to Fort Meade for analysis. \Wat else?"

" Not hi ng. "
"Take one last |ook, then get out."

Geli clicked off, then said, "Skow-hone." The computer dialed the Raleigh
resi dence of Project Trinity's admnistrative director

"Celi?" Skow said. "What's going on?"

Bauer al ways thought Kennedy when she heard John Skow s voice. Skow was a
Boston Brahmin with twice the usual brains of his breed. Instead of the
customary liberal arts and | aw background of his class, Skow had advanced
degrees in astronony and mat hemati cs and had served for eight years as deputy
director of special projects for the NSA. His primary area of responsibility
was the agency's top secret Superconputer Research Center. Skow was
technically Geli's superior, but their relationship had al ways been
unconfortable. Short of taking a human life, CGeli had independent
responsibility for Project Trinity's security. She held this power because
Peter Godin—citing security |eaks at government | abs—had demanded that he
pick his own teamto protect Trinity.

The old man had found her just as she was leaving the arny. Geli believed
heart and soul in the warrior culture, but she could no | onger endure the
bl oat ed and hi debound bureaucracy of the arnmy, or its abysmal quality
standards for new recruits. Wen Godin appeared, he'd offered her a job she
had wanted all her life but hadn't believed existed.

She woul d receive $700,000 a year to work as chief of security for special
projects for Godin Superconputing. The salary was i nmense, but Godin was a
billionaire. He could afford it. Her conditions of enployment were uni que. She
woul d foll ow any order he gave, wi thout question and w thout regard for
legality. She would not reveal any information about her enployer, his
conpany, or her enployment. If she did, she would die. Geli could hire her own
staff, but they would accept the same conditions and penalty, and she woul d
enforce that penalty. She was anazed that a public figure |ike Godin would
dare to set such terns. Then she | earned that Godin had found her through her
father. That explained a lot. CGeli had hardly spoken to her father in years,
but he was in a position to know a | ot about her. And she could tell by the
way Codin | ooked at her that he knew somet hi ng about her as well. Probably the
stories that had filtered out of Iraq after Desert Storm Peter Godin wanted a
security expert, but he also wanted a killer. Celi was both.



John Skow was not. Unlike Godin, who had fought as a marine in Korea as a
young man, Skow was a theoretical warrior. The NSA nman had never seen bl ood on
hi s hands, and around Geli he sonetinmes acted |ike a man who' d been handed a
leash with a pit bull on the end of it.

"Celi?" Skow said again. "Are you there?"
"Dr. Weiss went to Tennant's house," she said into her headset.
n W]y?ll

"I don't know. W got al nost none of their conversation. They're on their way
to the Fielding house now. Lu Li Fielding called him Upset."

Skow was silent for a monment. "Going over to confort the grieving wi dow?"
"I"'msure that will be their story." She wanted to gauge Skow s | evel of
anxi ety before giving himnore details. "Do we |let themgo in?"

"OfF course. You can hear everything they say, right?"
"Maybe not. There was a problemw th the bugs at Tennant's house."
"What ki nd of problenf"

"Tennant put putty over the mkes. And there was a video camera set up on a
tripod in there. No tape in it." She let that sink in. "Either he wanted to
say sonething on tape that he didn't want us to hear, or he wanted to talk to
Dr. Weiss without us hearing. Either way, it's bad."

She |istened to Skow breathe for a while.

"It's all right," he said finally. "W're going to be okay on this."

"You must know something | don't, sir.

Skow chuckl ed at the contenpt with which she said "sir." The NSA man was tough
in his owmn way. He had the detached col dness of mathematical intelligence.
"The perks of |eadership, Geli. You did well this norning, by the way. | was
amazed. "

Geli flashed back to Fielding' s corpse. The term nation had gone snoothly
enough, but it was a stupid nove. They should have taken out Tennant as well.
She coul d easily have mani pul ated both nen into the same vehicle, and after
that . . . sinple logistics. A car accident. And the project wouldn't be in
the jeopardy it was in now "Has Tennant actually talked to the president,
sir?"

"I don't know. So keep your distance. Monitor the situation, but nothing
nore."

"He al so took a delivery fromFedEx. A letter. Watever it was, he took it
with him W need to see that."

"I'f you can get a look at it without himknowi ng, fine. Oherwise, talk to
FedEx and find out who sent it."

"W're doing that."



"Cood. Just don't—=
Geli heard Skow s wife calling his nane.
"Just keep nme informed,"” he said, and rang off.

Geli closed her eyes and began to breathe deeply. She had nade the case to
CGodin for taking out Tennant along with Fielding, but the old man had

resi sted. Yes, Godin conceded, Tennant had broken regul ati ons and spent tine
with Fielding outside the facility. Yes, Tennant had supported Fielding's
effort to suspend the project. And it was Tennant's tie to the president that
had made that suspension a reality. But there was no proof that Tennant was
part of the Englishman's canpai gn to sabotage the project, or that he was
privy to any of the dangerous information Fielding possessed. Since Celi did
not know what that information was, she could not judge the risk of letting
Tennant live. She had rem nded Godin of the nmaxim "Better safe than sorry,"
but Godin did not relent. He would though. Soon

Geli said, "JPEG Fielding, Lu Li." An image of a dark-haired Asian woman
appeared on her nmonitor. Born Lu Li Cheng, reared in Canton Province,
Conmuni st China. Forty years ol d. Advanced degrees in applied physics.

"Anot her m stake," CGeli muttered. Lu Li Cheng had no business inside the
borders of the United States, much less in the inner circle of the nost
sensitive scientific project in the country. CGeli touched the key that
connected her to Thonmas Corelli in the surveillance car outside the Fielding
house. "You see anything strange over there?"

"No. "
"How easily could you search Tennant's car when he arrives?"
"Depends on where he parks."

"If you see a FedEx envelope in the car, break in, read it, then put it back
And | want video of their arrival."

"No problem Wat are you | ooking for?"
"I"'mnot sure. Just get it."

Geli renoved a pack of Gaul oi ses from her desk, took out a cigarette, and
broke off its filter. In the flare of the match she caught her reflection in
her computer nonitor. A veil of blonde hair, high cheekbones, steel-blue eyes,
nasty burn scar. She considered the ugly ridged tissue on her left cheek as
much a part of her face as her eyes or mouth. A plastic surgeon had once
offered to renove the discolored mark at no cost, but she'd turned hi m down.
Scars had a purpose: to renmind their bearer of wounds. The wound that had
caused that scar she would never let herself forget.

She punched a key and routed the signals fromthe nicrophones in the Fielding
house to her headset. Then she drew deeply on her cigarette, settled back in
her chair, and blew a stream of harsh snoke toward the ceiling. Geli Bauer
hat ed many things, but nost of all she hated waiting.

CHAPTER 4
W drove in silence, the Acura noving swiftly through the dusk. At this tine

of evening, it was a quick ride frommy suburb to Andrew Fi el ding's house near
the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill. Rachel didn't understand ny



demand for silence, and | didn't expect her to. Wien | first becane invol ved
in Trinity, the xenophobic | evel of security had stunned me. The ot her

sci enti sts—Fi el di ng i ncl uded—had worked on defense-rel ated projects before and
accepted the intrusive security as a necessary inconveni ence. But eventually,
even the veterans conpl ai ned that we were enduring sonethi ng unprecedent ed.
Surveill ance was al |l -pervasive and reached far beyond the | ab conpl ex.
Protests were met with a curt reminder that the scientists on the Manhattan
Project had been forced to |ive behind barbed wire to ensure the security of
"the device." The freedom we enjoyed cane with a price—er so went the party
['ine.

Fielding didn't buy it. "Randoni pol ygraph tests occurred al nost weekly, and
surveill ance extended even into our hones. Before | could begin ny video
today, 1'd had to plug pinholes in nmy walls that conceal ed tiny m crophones.

Fi el di ng di scovered themwith a special scanner he'd built at home and marked
the bugs with tiny pins. He had made sonet hing of a hobby out of evadi ng
Trinity surveillance. He warned me that speaking confidentially in cars was

i mpossi bl e. Autonobiles were sinple to bug, and even cl ean vehicles could be
covered froma di stance, using special high-tech mcrophones. The Englishman's
cat - and- mouse game with the NSA had anmused nme at tinmes, but there was no doubt
about who had got the last |augh

| looked over at Rachel. It felt strange to be in a car with her. In the five
years since my wife's death, I'd had relationships with two wonen, both before
my assignment to Trinity. My time with Rachel wasn't a "relationship" in the
romanti c sense. Two hours per week for the past three nonths, | had sat in a
roomw th her and di scussed the nost disturbing aspect of ny |ife—ny dreans.
Through her questions and interpretations, she had probably reveal ed nore
about herself than she had | earned about ne, yet nmuch remai ned hi dden

She'd come down from New York Presbyterian to accept the faculty position at
Duke, where she taught a small cadre of psychiatry residents Jungian anal ysis,
a dying art in the world of nodern pharnacol ogi cal psychiatry. She al so saw
private patients and carried out psychiatric research. After two years of
virtual solitude working on Trinity, | would have found contact with any
intelligent woman provocative. But Rachel had far nore than intelligence to
offer. Sitting in her |leather chair, dressed inpeccably, her dark hair pulled
up in a French braid, she would watch me w th unblinking concentration, as

t hough peering into depths of ny mnd that even | had not plunbed. Sonetines
her face—and particularly her eyes—becane the whole roomfor ne. They were the
environnent | occupied, the audience | confided in, the judgnment | awaited.

But those eyes were slow to judge, at |least in the beginning. She would
guestion ne about certain inmages, then question the answers | gave. She
sonmetines offered interpretations of my dreans, but unlike the NSA
psychiatrists | had seen, she never spoke with a tone of infallibility. She
seened to be searching for neaning along with ne, prodding ne to interpret the
i mges nysel f.

"David, you don't have to drive around all night," she said. "I'mnot going to
hold this agai nst you."

Right, | thought. What's wong with del usions of a secret government
conspiracy? "Be patient," | told her. "It's not nuch farther."

She | ooked at nme in the senidark, her eyes skeptical. "Wat's the nonetary
award for a Nobel Prize?"

"About a million U S. Fielding got a little |less than Ravi Nara, because ..."

| trailed off, realizing that she was only probing again, trying to puncture
ny "del usion."



| focused on the road, knowing that in a few mnutes she would have to admt
that nmy paranoia was at |least partially grounded in fact. What woul d she think
t hen? Wbul d she open her nmind to ny interpretation of ny dreans, however
irrational it might sound?

From our first session, Rachel had argued that she could not rmake valid
interpretations of my "hallucinations"” without knowi ng intimate details of ny
past and nmy work. But | couldn't tell much. Fielding had warned ne that the
NSA woul d consi der anyone who knew anyt hing about Trinity or its principals to
be a potential threat. Beyond this concern, | felt that what | saw during ny
nar col epti c epi sodes had nothing to do with nmy past. The i mages seened to be
comng fromoutside ny mind. Not in the sense of hearing alien voices, which
was a marker for schizophrenia, but in the classical sense of visions.
Reveal ed visions, like those described by prophets. For a man who had not
believed in God since he was a boy, it was a singularly disturbing state of
affairs.

My dreans had not begun with the first narcol eptic attacks. The first episodes
were true bl ackouts. Holes in ny life. Gaps of tine, lost forever. | would be
working at ny office conputer, then suddenly becone aware of a high-pitched
vibration in ny body. Generalized at first, it would quickly localize to ny
teeth. This was a cl assic onset synptom of narcolepsy. |1'd begin to fee
drowsy, then suddenly jerk awake in ny chair and find that forty m nutes had
passed. It was |ike going under anesthesia. No menory at all.

The dreanms began after a week of blackouts. The first one was al ways the sane,
a recurring nightmare that frightened nme nore than the bl ackouts had. |
renmenmber how intrigued Rachel was when | first recounted it, and how
uncharacteristically sure she was that she understood the inmage. | sat in the
deeply padded chair opposite her desk, closed ny eyes, and described what |
had seen so often

I"'msitting in a dark room There's no light at all. No sound. | can feel ny
eyes with ny fingers, ny ears, too, but | see and hear nothing. | renmenber
not hing. I have no past. And because | see and hear nothing, | have no
present. | sinply am That's ny reality. | AM | feel like a stroke victim

i mprisoned within a body and brain that no | onger function. | can think, but
not of any specific inages. | feel nore than I think. And what | feel is this:
VWo am |1 ? Wiere did | conme fron? Why am | alone? Was | always here? WII |

al ways be here? These thoughts don't nerely fill my mnd. They are my mind.
There's no tinme as we know it, only the questions changing fromone to

anot her. Eventually, the questions resolve into a single mantra: Were did
cone fron? Where did | cone fron? |I'ma brai n-damaged man sitting in a room
for eternity, asking one question of the darkness.

"Don't you see?" Rachel had said. "You haven't fully dealt with the deaths of
your wife and daughter. Their loss cut you off fromthe world, and from
yoursel f. You are damaged. You are wounded. The nman wal ki ng around in the
world of light is an act. The real David Tennant is sitting in that dark room
unable to think or feel. No one feels his grief or his pain."

"That's not it," I told her. "I did a psychiatry rotation, for God' s sake.
This isn't unresolved grief."

She si ghed and shook her head. "Doctors al ways nake the worst patients.”
A week later, | told her the dream had changed.

"There's sonmething in the roomwith me now. "



"What is it?"

"I don't know. | can't see it."
"But you know it's there?"
"Yes."

"Is it a person?"

"No. It's very small. A sphere, floating in space. A black golf ball floating
in the dark."

"How do you know it's there?"

"It's like a deeper darkness at the center of the dark. And it pulls at ne."
"Pul I s how?"

"I don't know. Like gravity. Enmotional gravity. But | know this. It knows the
answer to ny questions. It knows who I amand why |I'm stuck in that dark

room"

And so it went, with slight variations, until the dream changed again. Wen it

did, it changed profoundly. One night, while reading at hone, | "went under"
in the usual way. | found nyself sitting in the famliar |ightless room
asking ny question of the black ball. Then, w thout warning, the ball exploded

into retina-scorching light. After so much darkness, the striking of a match
woul d have seened an expl osion, but this was no match. It blasted outward in
all directions with the magnitude of a hydrogen bonb. Only this explosion did
not suck back into itself and blossominto a nushroomcloud. It expanded wth
infinite power and speed, and | had the horrifying sense of being devoured by
it, devoured but not destroyed. As the blinding Iight consuned the darkness,
whi ch was me, | sonmehow knew that this could go on for billions of years

wi t hout destroying ne altogether. Yet still | was afraid.

Rachel didn't know what to make of this dream Over the next three weeks, she
listened as | described the births of stars and gal axies, their lives and
deat hs: bl ack hol es, supernovas, flashes of nebul ae |ike powdered di anonds
flung into the bl ackness, planets born and dying. | seenmed to see fromone end
of the universe to the other, all objects at once as they expanded into ne at
t he speed of Iight.

"Have you seen images like these before?" she asked ne. "In waking |ife?"
"How could | ?"

"Have you seen phot ographs taken by the Hubbl e space tel escope?”

"Of course.”

"They're very much |ike what you're describing."

Frustration crept into nmy voice. "You don't understand. |'mnot just seeing
this. I'mfeeling it. The way | mght feel watching children, or conbat, or

| overs together. It's not nmerely a visual display."

"Go on."



That was what she always said. | closed ny eyes and subnerged nyself in ny
nost recent dream

"I"'mwatching a planet. Hovering above it. There are clouds, but not as we
know them They're green like acid, and tortured by storns. |'mdiving now,
di ving down through the clouds, like a satellite inage zoom ng in to ground

| evel . There's an ocean below, but it's not blue. It's red, and boiling.

pl unge through its surface, deep into the red. |I'mlooking for something, but
it's not there. This ocean is enpty."

"Alot of things came to ne when you described that," Rachel said. "The col or
i mgery first. Red could be inportant. The enpty ocean is a synbol of
barrenness, which expresses your aggrieved state." She hesitated. "Wat are
you | ooking for in that ocean?"

"I don't know. "
"I think you do."
"I"mnot |ooking for Karen and Zooey."

"David." A hint of irritation in her voice. "If you don't think these inmages
are synbolic, why are you here?"

| opened my eyes and | ooked at her perfectly conposed face. A curtain of
pr of essi onal i sm obscured her enpathy, but | saw the truth. She was projecting
her sense of |oss about her own family onto ne.

"I"'mhere because | can't find answers on ny own," | said. "Because |'ve read
a nmountai n of books, and they haven't hel ped.”

She nodded gravely. "How do you renenber the hallucinations in such detail? Do
you wite them down when you wake up?"

"No. They aren't |ike normal dreans, where the harder you try to renenber, the
| ess you can. These are indelible. Isn't that a feature of narcoleptic

dr eans?"

"Yes," she said softly. "All right. Karen and Zooey died in water. They both
drowned. Karen probably bled a good bit from her hands, and where she hit her
head on the steering wheel. That would give us red water." Rachel reclined her
chair and | ooked at the ceiling tiles. "These hallucinati ons have no people in
them yet you experience strong enotional reactions. You nentioned comnbat.
Have you ever been in conbat ?"

"But you know that Karen fought to save Zooey. She fought to stay alive. You
told me that."

| shut nmy eyes. | didn't like to think about that part of it, but sonmetimes I
couldn't banish the thoughts. When Karen's car flipped into the pond, it had
| anded on its roof and sunk into a foot of soft nud. The electric w ndows
shorted out, and the doors were inpossible to open. Broken bones in Karen's
hands and feet testified to the fury with which she had fought to smash the
wi ndows. She was a small wonan, not physically strong, but she had not given
up. A paranedic fromthe accident scene told ne that when the car was finally
wi nched out of the nuck and its doors opened, he found her in the backseat,
one arm w apped tightly around Zooey, the other armfloating free, that hand
shattered and | acerated over the knuckl es.



What had happened was clear. As water filled the car and Karen fought to break
t he wi ndows, Zooey had pani cked. Anyone woul d, and especially a child. At that
poi nt, some nothers woul d have kept fighting while their child screamed in
terror. thers would have conforted their child and prayed for help to cone.
But Karen had pull ed Zooey tight agai nst her, prom sed her that everything was
going to be all right, and then with her feet fought to her last breath to
escape the waterbound coffin. For her to cling to Zooey while suffering the
agony of anoxia testified to a |ove stronger than terror, and that know edge
had hel ped bring nme sone peace.

"Green clouds and a red ocean have nothing to do with a car accident five
years ago," | said.

"No? Then | think you should tell ne nore about your chil dhood."

"It's not relevant."

"You can't know that," Rachel insisted.

"1 do."

"Tell me about your work, then."

"l teach nedical ethics."

"You took a | eave of absence over a year ago."

| whi pped ny head toward her and opened ny eyes. "How do you know t hat ?"

"I heard it at the hospital."

"Who said it?"

"I don't remenber. | overheard it. You're very well known in the nedica
conmuni ty. Physicians at Duke refer to your book all the time. They did at New
York Presbyterian, too. So, is it true? Did you take a | eave of absence from
t he nmedi cal school ?"

"Let's stick to the dreams, okay? It's safer for both of us."

"Saf er how?"

| didn't answer.

By the next week's appointrment, the dreanms had changed agai n.

"I"m | ooking at the Earth. Suspended in space. It's the nmost beautiful thing
|'ve ever seen. Blue and green with swirling white clouds. It's a living
thing, a perfect closed system | dive through the clouds, a hundred-mnile swan
dive into deep blue ocean. It's bursting with life. G ant nol ecul es,
multicelled creatures, jellyfish, squid, serpents, sharks. The land, too, is
teem ng. Covered with jungle. A symphony of green. On the shore, fish flop out
of the waves and grow |l egs. Strange crabs scuttle onto the sand and change
into other animals |'ve never seen. Tinme is running in fast-forward, |ike
evolution run through a projector at a mllion times natural speed. Dinosaurs
nmorph into birds, rodents into mammuals. Primates | ose their hair. lce sheets

flatten the jungles and then nelt into savannah. Twenty thousand years pass in
one breath—=



"Take it slow, " Rachel advised. "You're getting agitated."

"How could | be seeing all that?"

"You know t he answer. Your mind can create any conceivabl e i mage and nmake it
real . That photograph of the earth fromspace is an icon of nodern culture. It
noves everyone who sees it, and you nust have seen it fifty tinmes since

chi | dhood. "

"My mind can create aninals |'ve never seen? Realistic-looking ani nal s?"

"OfF course. You've seen Hieronynus Bosch paintings. And |'ve seen the kind of
time-1apse i mages you' re describing on television. In the old days, Life
magazine did things like that in print. 'The Ascent of Man,' l|ike that. The
guestion is, why are you seeing these things?"

"That's what |'mhere to find out."

"Are you present in this surreal |andscape?"

"What do you feel ?"

"I"'mstill |ooking for something."

"What ?"

"I don't know. I'mlike a bird scanning the earth and sea for
somet hi ng. "

"Are you a bird in the drean®"

She sounded hopeful. Birds rmust mean sonething in the | exicon of dream
interpretation. "No."

"What are you?"

"Nothing, really. A pair of eyes."

"An observer."

"Yes. A disenbodied observer. T. J. Eckleburg."

"\Who?"

"Not hi ng. Sonething from Scott Fitzgerald."

"Ch. | renenber." She put the end of her pen in her nmouth and bit it. An
unusual gesture for her. "Do you have an opi nion about why you're seeing al
this?"

"Yes." | knew nmy next words would surprise her. "I believe sonmeone is show ng
it tonme."

Her eyes wi dened, practically histrionics from Rachel Wiss. "Really?"
"Yes."

"Who is showing this to you?"



"I have no idea. Why do you think I'mseeing it?"

She noved her head fromside to side. | could al nost see her neurons firing,
processing nmy words through the filters that education and experience had
enbedded in her brain. "Evolution is change," she said. "You re seeing change
sped up to unnatural velocity. Uncontrollable change. | sense this may have
something to do with your work."

You could be right, I thought, but | didn't say that. | sinply noved on. My
silence was her only protection. In the end, it didn't matter, because the

t hene of evolution died, and what cane to doninate ny sleeping mnd shook ne
to the core

There were people in ny new dreans. They couldn't see me, and | only saw
flashes of them It was as though | were watching danaged strips of film
cobbl ed together out of order. A woman wal king with a baby on her hip. A man
drawi ng water froma well. A soldier in uniform carrying a short sword, the
gladius | had |l earned about in Ms. Waley's eighth-grade Latin class. A Roman
soldier. That was ny first real clue that this was no random series of images,
but scenes froma particular era. | saw oxen pulling plows. A young wonan
selling herself on the street. Men exchangi ng nmoney. Gold and copper coins
with the inmperious profile of an enperor upon them And a name. Tiberius. The
nane triggered something in my mind, so | checked the Internet. The successor
of Augustus, Tiberius was a forner comrander of |egi ons who spent nuch of his
reign leading mlitary canmpaigns in Germania. One of the few inportant events
of his rul e—seen through the | ens of hindsight—aas the execution of a Jew sh
peasant said to have claimed to be king of the Jews.

"Was your father deeply religious?" Rachel asked, upon hearing about these new
i mages.

"No. He was ... he looked at the world in a nore fundanmental way."
"What do you nean by that?"

"It's not relevant."

An exasperated sigh. "Your nother, then?"

"She had faith in sonething greater than humanity, but she wasn't big on
organi zed religion."

"You had no religious indoctrination as a child?"

"Sunday school for a couple of years. It didn't take."

"What denomi nation?"

"Methodist. It was the closest church to our house."”

"Did they show filns about Jesus' |ife?"

"It's possible. | don't renmenber."

"You grew up in Oak Ridge, Tennessee, right? It's nore probable than not. And
of course we've all seen the grand biblical epics fromthe fifties. The Ten

Conmmandnents. Ben-Hur. Those things."

"What are you sayi ng?"



"Only that the accoutrenents of these hallucinations have been sitting in your
subconsci ous for years. They're in all of us. But your dreams seemto be
nmovi ng toward sonething. And that sonething may be Jesus of Nazareth."

"Have you heard of dreans |like this before?" | asked.

"OfF course. Many people dream of Jesus. O personal interactions with him
recei ving nessages fromhim But your dream progression has a certain logic to
it, and a naturalistic tone rather than the wi |l dness of obsessive fantasy.

Al so, you claimto be an atheist. O at |east agnostic. I'mvery interested to
see where this goes."

| appreciated her interest, but | was tired of waiting for answers. "But what
do you think it neans}"”

She pursed her |ips, then shook her head. "I'm no | onger convinced that this
has to do with the I oss of your wife and daughter. But the truth is, | sinply
don't know enough about your life to make an inforned eval uation."

W were at a stalemate. | still didn't believe that ny past had anything to do
with ny dreams. Yet as the days passed, the scarred strips of filmin ny head
began to clear, and certain dream characters to reappear. The faces | saw

became familiar, like friends. Then nore fanmiliar than friends. A feeling was
growing in nme that | renenbered these faces, and not merely from previous
dreans. | described themfor Rachel as accurately as | coul d.

I"'msitting in the midst of a circle, rapt bearded faces watching nme. | know

I ' m speaki ng, because they're obviously listening to me, yet | can't hear ny
own wor ds.

| see a worman's face, angelic yet comon, and a pair of eyes | know |like those
of my nmother. They don't belong to ny nother, though, not the nother who
raised ne in Cak Ridge. Yet they watch ne with pure love. A bearded man stands
behi nd her, watching ne with a father's pride. But ny father was cl ean shaven
all his life.

| see donkeys . . . a date palm Naked children. A brown river. | feel the
cold, jarring shock of imersion, the beat of ny feet on sand.

| see a young girl, beautiful and dark-haired, |leaning toward ny face for a
ki ss, then blushing and running away. |'m wal ki ng anong adults. Their faces
say, This child is not like other children. A wild-eyed man stands wai st deep
in water, a line of men and women awaiting their turn to be submerged, while
others cone up fromthe water coughing and sputtering, their eyes w de.

Sonetimes the dreans had no logic, but were only disjointed fragnents. When
logic finally returned, it frightened ne.

I"msitting beside the bed of a small boy. He can't nobve. H s eyes are closed.
He's been paralyzed for two days. Hi s nother and aunt sit with me. They bring
food, cool water, oil to anoint the boy. | speak softly in his ear. | tell the
worren to hold his hands. Then | | ean down and speak his name. H s eyes squeeze
tight, expressing nmucus. Then they open and light up with recognition of his
nmot her. Hi s nother gasps, then screanms that his hand noved. She lifts himup
and he hugs her. The wonen weep wi th happi ness.

I"'meating with a group of wonen. dives and flat bread. Sone wonen won't neet
nmy eyes. After the neal, they take nme into a bedroom where a pregnant girl
lies on the bed. They tell ne the baby has been inside her too |ong. Labor



will not begin. They fear the child is dead. | ask the wonen to | eave. The

young nother fears ne. | calmher with soft words, then lift the blanket and
lay my hands on her belly. It's distended, tight as a drum | |eave ny hands
there for a long tine, gently urging, speaking softly to her. | can't

understand what |'msaying. It's like a soft chant. After a time, her nmouth
opens. She's felt a kick. She cries out for the other wonen. "My baby is
alive!" The wormen lay their hands on me, trying to touch me as if | possess
some invisible power. "Surely he is the one," they say.

"These are stories fromthe Bible," Rachel said, "known by millions of
school chil dren. There's not hi ng uni que about them"

"I'"ve been reading the New Testament," | told her. "There's no record of Jesus
healing a little boy of paralysis. No description of himeating a neal with
only wonen, then inducing |abor."

"But those are both healing i mages. And you're a physician. Your subconscious
seens to be casting Jesus in your image. O vice versa. Perhaps the probl em
really is your work. Have you moved further away from pure nedicine? |I've
known doctors who fell into depression after giving up hands-on patient care
for pure research. Perhaps this is sonmething |Iike that?"

She' d guessed correctly about nmy noving away from patient care, but ny lucid
dreans weren't sone strange expression of nostalgia for my days in the white
coat .

"There's another possibility," she suggested. "One nore in line with ny
original interpretation. These imges of divine healing could be subconscious
wi shes that you could bring Karen and Zooey back. Think about it. Wat were
two of Jesus' nost notable miracles?"

| nodded reluctantly. "Raising Lazarus fromthe dead."
"Yes. And he also resurrected a little girl, if I'mnot m staken."
"Yes. But | don't think that's the significance of these dreans."

Rachel smiled with infinite patience. "Well, one thing is certain. Eventually,
your subconscious will make its nmessage clear.”

That turned out to be our |ast session. Because that night, ny dreans changed
again, and | had no intention of telling Rachel how.

The new dream was cl earer than any that had come before, and though I was
speaking in a foreign | anguage, | could understand nmy words. | was wal ki ng
down a sandy road. | cane to a well. The water was lowin the well, and | had
nothing to draw it with. After a time, a woman cane with an urn on a rope.
asked if she would draw me sone water. She appeared surprised that | would
speak to her, and | sensed that we were of different tribes. | told her the
water in the well would not cure her thirst. W talked for a tine, and she
began to |l ook at me with appraising eyes.

"I can see you are a prophet,"
hi dden. "

she said. "You see many things that are

"I"'mno prophet,” | told her

She watched ne in silence for a while. Then she said, "They speak of a Messiah
who will cone soneday to tell us things. Wat do you think of that?"



| |1 ooked at the ground, but words of profound conviction rose unbidden into ny
throat. | |ooked at the woman and said, "I that speak to you am he."

The wonman did not |augh. She knelt and touched ny knee, then wal ked away,
| ooki ng back over her shoul der again and agai n.

When | snapped out of that dream | was soaked in sweat. | didn't lift the
phone and call Rachel for an emergency appointnment. | saw no point. | no

| onger believed any dreaminterpretation could help me, because | was not
dream ng. | was renmenbering.

"What are you thinking about?" Rachel asked fromthe passenger seat.

W were nearing the UNC canpus. "How you got here."

She shifted in her seat and gave ne a concerned | ook. "I'm here because you
m ssed three sessions, and you woul dn't have done that unless things had taken
a turn for the worse. | think your hallucinations have changed again, and

t hey' ve scared the hell out of you."

| gripped the wheel tighter but didn't speak. Somewhere, the NSA was
[ i stening.

"Why don't you tell ne?" she said. "What could be the harn"

"This isn't the tine. O the place.”

The UNC theater was up ahead on the left. To our right the Forest Anphitheater
lay in the trees below the road. | made a hard right and coasted down a dark
hill on a street that ran between two rows of stately hones, a single-entrance
nei ghbor hood t hat housed tenured professors and affluent young professionals.
Fielding had lived in a small, two-story house set well back fromthe street.
Perfect for himand the Chinese wife he hoped to bring to Anerica.

"Where are we?" Rachel asked

"Fielding's house is right up here.”

| looked in the direction of the house but saw only darkness. |'d expected to
find the place ablaze with light, as my own had been after | |ost Karen and
Zooey. | had a nmonent of panic, a prenonition that |I'd driven into one of

those 1970s conspiracy filnms where you walk up to a famliar house and find it
vacant. Or worse, with an entirely new famly living there.

A porch light clicked on thirty yards fromthe street. Lu Li rust have been
wat ching from a darkened wi ndow. | turned ny head and scanned the street for
suspi cious vehicles. | frequently spotted the NSA surveill ance cars assigned
to tail me. Either the security teanms didn't care if we saw themor, nore
likely, they wanted us to know we were bei ng watched. Tonight | saw not hing
suspi cious, but | did sense that something wasn't as it should be. Perhaps
there were watchers who did not want to be seen. | turned into Fielding' s
driveway and pulled up to the cl osed garage door

"A Nobel laureate lives here?" Rachel asked, gesturing at the nodest house.
"Lived," | corrected. "Stay here. I'mgoing to the door alone.™

"For CGod's sake," she snapped. "This is ridiculous. Just admt this is all a
charade, and let's go get sone coffee and tal k about it."



| grabbed her arm and | ooked hard into her eyes. "Listen to me, dam it. It's
probably okay, but this is the way we're going to do it. I'll whistle when
it's all right for you to come up."

| wal ked up to the front door of my dead friend s house, nmy hands in plain
sight, my mind on the .38 in nmy pocket.

CHAPTER 5
Geli Bauer listened intently as Corelli reported fromthe Fielding house

"They're going inside now. Tennant went up first. The shrink is hangi ng back
Now she's going up. Wait ... | think the doc is carrying.”

"Wi ch doc?"

"Ch. Tennant. He's got a gun in his pocket. Right front."

"You see the butt?"

"No, but it looks like a revolver."

What the hell does Tennant think he's up to? The cell connection crackl ed.
"What do you want ne to do?" asked Corelli.

"Sit tight and nake sure the mikes are working."

"The wi dow just answered the door. She's pulling theminside."

"Keep nme posted.”

Geli killed the connection to Corelli. If Tennant was carrying a gun, he was
afraid for his life. He nmust believe Fielding had been nurdered. But why? The
drug that had killed Fielding caused a fatal bleed in the brain—a true stroke.
W thout an autopsy, nurder couldn't be proved. And there would be no autopsy.
Tennant must know nore than Godin thought he did. If the FedEx letter he'd
recei ved had been sent by Fielding, it mght have contai ned sone sort of

evi dence.

She touched her headset mni ke and said, "Skow. Home." Her conputer dialed John
Skow s house in Ral ei gh.

"What is it now?" Skow said after two rings.

"Tennant and Wi ss hardly spoke on the way to Fielding s house."
" gP"

"It wasn't natural. They're avoiding conversation."”

"Tennant knows he's under surveillance. You' ve always wanted themall to know
that."

"Yes, but Tennant's never been evasive like this. He's up to sonething.”
"He's a little freaked-out. It's natural."

"He's carrying a gun."



A pause. "Okay, he's a lot freaked-out. W knew he had one in his house."
"That's different than carrying the damm thing."

Skow chuckl ed. "That's the kind of reaction you inspire in people, Geli.
Seriously, you need to cal mdown. Everything is context. W know Tennant was
suspicious already. His best friend died today. He's naturally paranoid. \Wat
we don't want to do is make himnore suspicious.”

She wi shed she could talk to Godin. She'd tried his private cell nunber, but
he hadn't answered or called back. It was the first time that had ever
happened. "Look, | think—=

"I know what you think," Skow said. "Take no steps w thout my approval."
"Asshole," CGeli said, but Skow was already off the line.

She pressed a button that connected her to NSA headquarters at Fort Meade. Her
liaison there was a young man naned Conkl i n.

"Hell o, Ms. Bauer," he said. "You calling about the FedEx query agai n?"
"What do you think?"

"I"ve got what you want. The package was dropped into a collection box at a
post office in Durham North Carolina. The sender was listed as Lew s
Carroll."

So, Fielding had sent sonmething to Tennant. She knew he hadn't dropped it off
hinsel f, but his wife alnpbst certainly had. CGeli clicked off and | eaned back
in her chair, reassessing the situation

Seven hours ago, she had killed a man on Godin's order, w thout know ng
preci sely why. She had no problemw th that. Fielding posed a threat to the
project, and under the conditions of her contract, that was enough. If she
needed a noral justification, Project Trinity was critical to American

nati onal security. Executing Fielding was like killing a spy caught in the act
of treason. Still, she was curious as to notive. Godin had told her that

Fi el di ng was sabotagi ng the project and stealing Trinity data. Geli wasn't
sure. Rigorous precautions had been taken to prevent sabotage. No one could
physically nmove data in or out of the building. And as for electronic theft,
Skow s NSA techs made sure that not a single electron left the building

wi thout first being cleared by him

So, why did Fielding have to die? Six weeks ago, he and Tennant had gotten the
proj ect suspended by raising nedical and ethical concerns. If that were the
nmotive, then why wait to kill Fielding? And why kill only hin? Peter Godin had
appeared al nost desperate when he visited Geli |ast night. And she had never
seen CGodi n desperate before. WAs he that anxious to get the project back
on-line? She knew little about the technical side of the Trinity research, but
she did know that success was still quite a ways off. She could read that in
the faces of the scientists and engi neers who reported to work every day.

Project Trinity was building—er attenpting to build—a superconputer. Not a
conventional superconputer like a Cray or a Godin, but a conputer dedicated to
artificial intelligence—a true thinking machine. She didn't know what made
this theoretical conmputer so difficult to build, but Godin had told her a
little about the genesis of the project.

In 1994, a Bell Labs scientist had theorized that an alnmpst infinitely



power ful code-breaki ng conputer nmight be built using the principles of quantum
physics. CGeli knew little about quantum physics, but she understood why a
guantum conput er woul d be revol utionary. Mdern digital encryption—the code
system used by banks, corporations, and national governnents-was based on the
factoring of large prine numbers. Conventional superconmputers like those used
by the NSA cracked those codes by trying one key after another in sequence,
like testing keys in a |ock. Breaking a code this way coul d take hundreds of
hours. But a quantum conmputer—n theory—ould try all possible keys

si mul t aneously. The wrong keys woul d cancel each other out, |eaving only the
proper one to break the code. And this process wouldn't take hours or even

m nutes. A quantum conputer could break digital encryption codes

i nst ant aneously. Such a machi ne woul d render present-day encryption obsol ete
and gi ve whatever country possessed it a staggering strategi c advant age over
every other nation in the world.

G ven the potential value of such a machine, the NSA had | aunched a massive
secret effort to design and build a quantum conputer. Designated Project
Spooky, after the description Al bert Einstein had given to the action of
certain quantum particl es—spooky action at a distance"—t was placed under
the direction of John Skow, director of the NSA's Superconputer Research
Center. After spending seven years and $600 nmillion of the NSA' s bl ack budget,
Skow s team had not produced a prototype that could rival the performance of a
Pal m Pi | ot.

Skow was probably days from being terni nated when he received a call from

Pet er Godi n, who had been buil di ng conventional supercomputers for the NSA for
years. CGodin proposed a nmachine as revolutionary as a quantum conputer, but
with one attribute the governnment could not resist: it could be built using
refinements of existing technol ogy. Mreover, after a conversation with Andrew
Fi el di ng, the quantum physicist he'd already enlisted to work on his machi ne,
Godin believed there was a strong chance that his conputer woul d have quantum
capabilities.

By dangling these pluns before the president, Godin had been able to secure

al nost every concessi on he demanded. A dedicated facility to work on his new
machine. Virtually unlimted governnent funds to pay for a crash effort
nodel ed on the Manhattan Project. The right to hire and fire his own
scientists. For governnent oversight he got John Skow, whom he had conproni sed
years before by bribing Skow to choose Godin conputers over Crays for the
Super conput er Research Center. The president's single demand had been on-site
et hi cal oversight, which materialized in the formof David Tennant. And
Tennant had seenmed only a mi nor annoyance in the beginning. Everything had
seenmed perfect.

But now two years had passed. Nearly a billion dollars had been spent, and
there was still no working Trinity prototype. In the secret corridors of the
NSA's Crypto City, people were starting to draw parallels to the failed

Proj ect Spooky. The difference, of course, was Peter CGodin. Even Godin's
enem es conceded that he had never failed to deliver on a pronmise. But this
time, they whispered, he nmight have taken on nore than he could handl e.
Artificial intelligence m ght not be as theoretical as quantum computing, but
nore than a few conpani es had gone bankrupt by promising to deliver it.

Whi ch was why Geli didn't understand the necessity of Fielding s death. Unti
| ast night, CGodin had apparently viewed the brilliant Englishman as critica
to Project Trinity's success. Then suddenly he was expendabl e. What had
changed?

On inpul se, she punched her keyboard and called up a list of Fielding s
personal effects, which she had nade after his death, at Godin's request.



Fielding' s office had been a junble of oddities and nmenorabilia, nmore like a
col l ege professor's than that of a working physicist.

There were books, of course. A copy of the Upanishads in the origina

Sanskrit. A volume of poetry by WB. Yeats. Three well-thunbed novel s by
Raynond Chandl er. A copy of Alice Through the Looking d ass. Various
scientific textbooks and treati ses. The other objects were nore incongruous.
Four pairs of dice, one pair weighted. One cobra's fang. A mint copy of

Pent house magazi ne. A saxophone reed. A Tibetan prayer bow. A wall cal endar
featuring the drawings of M C. Escher. A tattered poster fromthe

Cl ub-a-Go-Go in Newcastle, England, where Jim Hendrix had played in 1967,

aut ographed by the guitarist. A framed letter from Stephen Hawki ng concedi ng a
wager the two nen had nade about the nature of dark matter, whatever that was.
There were store-bought compact discs by Van Mrrison, John Coltrane, Mles
Davis. The list of objects went on, but all seenmed i nnocuous enough. Celi had
flipped through the books herself, and a technician was listening to every
track on the CDs, to nmake sure they weren't fakes being used to store stolen
data. Aside fromFielding's office junk, there were his wallet, his clothes,
and his jewelry. The jewelry was sinple: one gold wedding ring, and one gold
pocket watch on a chain, with a crystal fob on the end.

As she pondered the list, Celi suddenly wondered whether all this stuff was
still in the storage room where she had |l ocked it this afternoon. She wondered
because John Skow had access to that room Wat if Fielding had been killed
for sonething in his possession? Maybe that was why they'd wanted himto die
at work. To be sure they got whatever it was they wanted. If so, it would have
to be something he carried on him Oherw se they could sinmply have taken it
fromhis office. Geli was about to go check the storage room when her headset
beeped agai n.

"I think we've got a problem" Corelli said.
"What ?"

"Just like Tennant's house. They're inside, but |I'mnot hearing any
conversation. Just faint echoes, like spillover frommkes in a distant room"

"Shit." Geli routed the signal fromthe Fielding house m crophones to her
headset. She heard only silence. "Something' s going down," she rurnured. "What
do you have with you?"

"I"ve got a parabolic, but it's no good through walls and next to useless with
a window. | need the laser rig."

"That's here." She nentally catal oged her resources. "I'Il have it to you in
twel ve mnutes.”

"They could be gone in twelve mnutes."
"\What about night vision?"
"I wasn't expecting anything tactical."

Goddamm it. "It's all on the way. Check Tennant's car for that FedEx envel ope.
And give me the address of the driveway where you're parked."

Geli wote it down, then pressed a button that sounded a tone in a roomat the
back of the basenent conplex. There were beds there, for tines when her teans
needed to work around the clock. Thirty seconds later, a tall man with |ong

bl ond hair shuffled sleepily into the control center



"Was ist this?" he asked.

"We're going on alert," Geli said, pointing to a coffee machi ne agai nst the
wall. "Drink."

Ritter Bock was Gernman, and the only nmenber of her team hand-picked by Peter
Godin. A forner GSG 9 commando, Ritter had worked for an elite private
security service that provided bodyguards for Godin when he travel ed in Europe
and the Far East. Godin had hired Ritter permanently after the forner comrando
averted a kidnapping attenpt on the billionaire. Ruthless, nervel ess, and
skilled in areas beyond his counter terror specialty, the twenty-nine-year-old
had turned out to be Geli's best operative. And since she had spent her early
sumers in Germany, there was no | anguage problem

Ritter sipped froma steam ng nug and | ooked at CGeli over its rim He had the
gray machi ne-gunner's eyes of the boys who had attracted her as a teenager
whi |l e her father was stationed in Germany.

"I need you to deliver the laser rig to Corelli,"
driveway near the UNC canpus."

she said. "He's parked in a

She tore off the top sheet of her notepad and laid it on the desktop beside
her .

Ritter sniffed and nodded. He hated gofer jobs like this one, but he never
conpl ained. He did the scut work and waited patiently for the jobs he was born
to do.

"I's the laser in the ordnance roon?" he asked.

"Yes. Take four night-vision rigs with you."

He drained the steaning coffee, then picked up the address off the desk and
left the roomw thout a word. Geli liked that. Anericans felt they had to fil
every silence, as though silence were sonmething to be feared. Ritter wasted no
effort, either in conversation or in action. This made hi mval uabl e. Somneti nmes
t hey worked together, other tinmes she slept with him It hadn't caused

probl ems yet. She'd been that way in the arny, too, taking her pleasure where
she could find it. Just as she had at boarding school in Switzerland. There
was al ways risk. You just had to be able to handl e aggressi ve nen—er wonmen—
and the fallout after you'd finished with them She had al ways been up to both
t asks.

"Corelli?" she said. "Wat are you hearing now?"

"Still nothing. Faint spillover. Unintelligible. "

"I"'mcalling an alert. Ritter's on the way."

There was only static and silence. CGeli smled. Ritter made the others
unconfortable. "Did you hear ne?"

"Affirmative. |'mat Tennant's car now. "
"What do you see?"
"No FedEx envel ope. He nust have taken it inside with him"

"Ckay. "



"What do you want nme to do?"
"Go back to your car and wait for Ritter."
"Ri ght."

Celi clicked off and thought again about Fielding' s personal effects in the
storeroom She had a feeling sonmething was m ssing, and her instincts were
usual |y dead-on. But she didn't want to | eave the control center now Once
Ritter reached the scene, things could happen fast.

CHAPTER 6

| pulled Rachel into the foyer of the Fielding house. The door closed quickly
behi nd us, and we turned to face an Asian worman just under five feet tall. Lu
Li Fielding had lived nost of her forty years in Conmmuni st China. She
under st ood English well enough, but she didn't speak it well at all

"Who this woman?" she asked, pointing at Rachel. "You not narried, are you,
Dr. David?"

"This is Rachel Wiss. "She's a good friend of nmine. She's a physician, too.
Suspicion filled Lu Li's eyes. "She work for the company?"

"You nmean Argus Optical ?"

"Tlinity," she said, substituting an | for the r

"Absolutely not. She's a professor at the Duke University Medical School."

Lu Li studied Rachel for several nonments. "You cone in, too, then. Pl ease.
Hurry, please."

Lu Li bowed and led us into the den, which opened to the kitchen. | smled
sadly. Wen Fiel ding had occupied this house alone, it always | ooked as though
a tornado had just blown through it. Books and papers strewn about, dozens of
cof fee cups, beer bottles, and overflow ng ashtrays littering every fl at
surface. After Lu Li arrived, the house had become a Zen-like space of

cl eanliness and order. Tonight it snelled of wax and | enon instead of
cigarettes and stal e beer

"Sit, please," Lu Li said.

Rachel and | sat beside each other on a pillow sofa. Lu Li perched on the
edge of an old club chair opposite us. She focused on Rachel, who was staring
at a plaque hanging on the wall behind Lu Li's chair.

"I's that the Nobel Prize?" Rachel asked softly.

Lu Li nodded, not without pride. "Andy win the Nobel in 1998. | was in China
then, but still we knew his work. All physicists anazed."

"You must be very proud of him" Rachel spoke with a calmthat her w de eyes
belied. "How did you two neet?"

As Lu Li responded in broken English, | marveled at the union of this wonman
and ny dead friend. Fielding had met Lu Li while lecturing in Beijing as part
of a Sino-British diplomatic initiative. She taught physics at Beijing



University, and she'd sat in the first row during each of Fielding s nine

| ectures. Party bureaucrats hel d several receptions during the series, and Lu
Li attended themall. She and Fi el ding had quickly become inseparable, and by
the tine the day arrived for himto | eave China, they were deeply in |love. Two
and a half years of separation followed, with Fielding trying desperately to
arrange an exit visa for her. Even with the supposed hel p of the NSA brass, he
made no progress. Fielding eventually reached a point where he was considering
paying illegal brokers to have Lu Li smuggl ed out of the country, but I
convinced himthis was too risky.

Everyt hi ng changed when Fi el di ng began delaying Project Trinity with his
suspi ci ons about the side effects we were all suffering. As if by magic, the
red tape was cut, and Lu Li was on a plane bound for Washi ngton. Fielding knew
his fiancee had only been brought to Arerica to distract him but he didn't
care. Nor did her arrival have its desired effect. The Englishman continued to
pai nst aki ngly i nvestigate every negative event at the Trinity lab, and the
other scientists grewto hate himfor it.

"Lu Li," | said during a pause, "first let me express ny great sadness over
Andrew s passing."

The physici st shook her head. "That not why | ask you here. | want to know
about this norning. What really happen to ny Andy?"

| hesitated to speak frankly in the house. Seeing ny anxi ous expression, she
went to the fireplace, knelt, and reached up into the flue. She brought out a
sooty cardboard box, which she set on the coffee table. 1'd seen the box
before. It contained several pieces of honmemade el ectronic equi pnent that

rem nded me of the Heathkit projects ny father and I had worked on when | was
a boy. Lu Li withdrew an object that | ooked |like a netal wand.

"Andy sweep house this norning before work," she said. "Plugged all the m kes.
Ckay to tal k now. "

| glanced at Rachel. The subtext was clear. Lu Li knew the score on Trinity,
or at |least she knew about the NSA's security tactics. Geli Bauer would
probably have this house torn apart as soon as Lu Li left for the cleaner's or
the grocery store. | was surprised she had waited even this |ong.

"Have you left the house at all today?" | asked.
"No," Lu Li said. "They won't tell me what hospital they take Andy to."

| doubted Fielding had been taken to a hospital. He'd probably been flown to
NSA headquarters at Fort Meade, Maryl and, probably to some special nedica
unit for an autopsy, or worse. The British mght conplain later, but that
woul d be the State Departnent's problem not the NSA's. And the
British—franers of the Oficial Secrets Act and the "D' notice—had a way of
falling into line with the United States where national security was

concer ned.

"I still think we should whisper,” | said softly, pointing at the wand. "And
think I should take that box with me when | go. I'mafraid the N'—I stopped
nmysel f—t he conmpany security people mght search this house the first tine you
| eave. You don't want anybody to find it."

Lu Li had been raised in a Comuni st country with ruthless security police.
Her willingness to believe the worst was deeply ingrained. "Did they kill ny
Andy?" she whi spered.



"I hope not. Gven Andrew s health, age, and habits, a stroke was possible.
But... | don't think it was a stroke. \Wat nakes you think he m ght have been
nmur der ed?"

Lu Li closed her eyes, squeezing tears out of them "Andy knew sonethi ng m ght
happen to him He tell me so."

"Did he say this once? O often?"
"Last two weeks, many tines."

| exhaled long and slowy. "Do you know why Andrew wanted to see ne at Nags
Head?"

"He want to talk to you. That all | know Andy very scared about work. About
Trinity. About..."

"What ?"
"Codin."

Sonehow | had known it would be Godin. John Skow was easy to hate—an arrogant
technocrat with no noral center—but he did not generate rmuch fear. Godin, on

t he other hand, was easy to |ike—a genius, a patriot in the best sense of the
word, a man of conviction—yet after you worked with himawhile, you sensed a
di sturbing vibration radiating fromhim a Faustian hunger to know t hat

di sdained all limts, disregarded all boundaries. One thing was plain: anyone
or anything that stood between Godin and his goal would not remain there |ong.

Godin and Fiel ding had got along well in the beginning. They were fromroughly
t he sane generation, and Godi n possessed Robert COppenheimer's gift for
notivating talented scientists: a conbination of flattery and provocative

i nsight. But the honeynoon had not |asted. For Godin, Trinity was a m ssion
and he pursued it with nissionary zeal. Fielding was different. The Engli shman
did not believe that just because sonething was possible, it should be done.
Nor did he believe that even a noble end justified all means to attain it.

"Did Andy have papers to show ne?" | asked hopefully.

"I don't think so. Every evening he nmake notes, but every night before
bed"—she pointed to the fireplace—~he always burn them Andy very secret. He
always try to protect me. Always to protect ne."

He did the same for me, | thought. Suddenly, | renenbered the words in
Fielding's letter. "Did Andrew take his pocket watch to work with himtoday?"

Lu Li didn't hesitate. "He take it every day. You no see it today?"
"No. But I"'msure it will be returned to you with his personal effects.”

Her lower lip began to quiver, and | sensed another imm nent wave of tears,

but it didn't come. Watching Lu Li's stoicism | felt a sharp pang of grief,
fam liar yet somehow new to ne. | was no stranger to nourning, but what | felt
now was different fromwhat I'd felt after the loss of ny wife and daughter
Andrew Fi el di ng was one of the few nen of his century who might have answered
some of the fundanental questions of human exi stence. To know that such a mnd
had gone out of the world left me feeling hollow as though ny species were

di m ni shed in some profound and irrecoverabl e way.

"What will happen to nme now?" Lu Li asked quietly. "They send nme back to



Chi na?"

Not a chance, | thought. One reason Trinity was so secret was the belief held
in sone quarters that other countries might be at work on a simlar device.
Wth its history of aggressive technol ogy theft, Comuni st China ranked high
on that list. The NSA woul d never |et a Chinese-born physicist who had been

this close to the project return to her native land. In fact, | worried about
her survival. But | could do little to protect her until | talked to the
presi dent.

"They can't send you back," | assured her. "Don't worry about that."

"Andy say the government do anything it want."

| was about to answer when headlight beans shone through the foyer. A car was
passing slowy by the house.

"That's not true," | said. "Lu Li, | don't like saying this, but the best
thing you can do right nowis to cooperate with the NSA. The |l ess trouble they
see you making, the less they'|ll perceive you as a threat. Do you understand?"

Her face tightened. "You say now | should let themkill my Andy and say
not hi ng? Do not hi ng?"

"We don't know that Andy was killed. And there's very little you can
personally do right now. I want you to | eave everything to ne. |I've called the
president, and | could hear back fromhimat any tinme. He's in China now, of
all places. Beijing."

"I see on TV. Andy tell me you know this president."

"I'"'ve met him He was a friend of ny brother's, and he appointed me to ny job.
And | prom se you that one way or another I'Il find the truth about Andrew s
death. | owe himthat. And nore."

Lu Li suddenly smled through her anguish. "Andy was good man. Kind, funny
man. And smart."

"Very smart," | agreed, though words like smart nmeant little when applied to
men |i ke Andrew Fi el ding. Fielding had been a nmenber of one of the smnall est
fraternities on the planet, those who truly understood the nysteries of
guantum physics, a field reserved—as Fielding' s Canbridge students often

j oked—for those students who were "too snmart to be doctors.”

Rachel squeaked in surprise as a white ball of fur raced into the room and
leapt into Lu Li's lap. The furball was a small dog, a bichon frise. Lu Li
sm | ed and vigorously stroked the bichon's neck

"Maya, Maya," she cooed, then murrmured softly in singsong Cantonese.

The bi chon seened anxi ous at the presence of strangers, but it did not bark
Its little brown eyes | ocked on ne.

"You know Maya, Dr. David?"
"Yes. W've net."

"Andy buy her for nme. Six weeks ago. Maya ny baby. My baby until God bl esses
Andy and ne with ..."



As she lapsed into silence, | realized that my sixty-three-year-old friend had
been trying to have child with his forty-year-old wife.

"I"'msorry," | said uselessly. "I"'mso sorry."

Rachel | ooked as though she wanted to speak, but there were tines when even a
gi fted psychiatrist found herself at a loss for words. As Lu Li stared into
space, my anxiety grew. |f Fielding had suspected that he might be rnurdered,
and he had voiced that fear to his wife, then the NSA m ght know he had done
that. They al nost certainly knew | was here now If they were outside, they
had probably phot ographed Rachel and would be trying to figure out what she
was doi ng here.

"Maya | ooks |ike she could use a walk," | said brightly.

Lu Li started from her trance.

"I"ll be glad to take her out for you," | added.

"No. Maya no need—

| cut her off with an upraised hand. "I think the air would do us all good."

Lu Li stared at ne for several noments. "Yes," she said finally. "lIs good
idea. Me inside all day."

Looki ng around for something to wite with, I saw a nessage pad by the
tel ephone. | went to it and wote, Do you have a portable tape recorder? Then
| pulled off that sheet and wote ny cell phone nunmber on the next page.

When Lu Li read ny question, she wal ked back to Fielding's study and returned
with a Sony microcassette recorder, the type used for dictation. | put it in
nmy pocket and |l ed both wonmen to the glass doors that opened onto the patio.

Maya foll owed us out but stuck close to Lu Li, who attached a | eash to the
dog's collar. About a hundred meters through the woods | ay the University of
North Carolina' s outdoor anphitheater. On two previous occasions, Fielding had
taken ne there to talk.

"I know Andrew swept the house," | whispered to Lu Li, "but I still don't fee
safe talking inside. | need to speak to Rachel alone for a few minutes. | want
you to go back inside. Lock the doors, but |eave Maya with us. W're going to
wal k through the woods to the anphitheater. We'll be back very soon. | have ny
cell phone, and | left the nunber on your nessage pad. |f anything strange
happens, call nme i mediately."

Confusion and worry winkled Lu Li's face. "You need Maya?"

"For cover. You understand? An excuse to wal k out here.”

She nodded slowy, then knelt, whispered sonething to the dog, and retreated
into the house. | picked up the whinpering bichon and wal ked swiftly across

t he backyard to a narrow path that |ed through the woods. Rachel struggled to
keep up as branches began to pull at our clothes.

"What are we doi ng?" she hissed.

"Keep quiet. | have to talk to you, and | don't think we have |ong."

I wasn't sure of the source of nmy fear, but | knewit ran deep. Wthout being



aware of it, | had shifted the dog to ny left hand and drawn ny gun with ny
ri ght.

CHAPTER 7

"Ritter's here," said Corelli, his voice sounding tense in Geli's headset.
"He's already got the laser trained on the front w ndow. "

"What's he hearing?"

"Definite sounds, but no conversation. Like one person noving around the
house. They could be in one of the back roons."

"Change position and put the laser on a back wi ndow. Hurry."

"Ri ght."

Geli could hardly stay in her chair. Sonething was going down at the Fielding
house, and she had only one way to know what it was. A minute passed, then
Ritter's deeper voice said, "Nichts."

"You're not getting anything in back?" she asked.

"Nein."

"They know where the bugs are, and they've plugged them™

"Ahh," said Ritter. "How could they know t hat ?"

"Fielding."

"That bastard," said Corelli. "He was al ways playing ganes with us."

Geli nodded. Around Trinity, Fielding had acted |ike an absent-n nded
prof essor, but he was the sharpest son of a bitch in the place.

"They' ve probably left the house,” Geli said. "Fielding and Tennant did that
twi ce before. Walking Fielding's dog. I"'mgoing to put a teamin the woods."

"Nein," said Ritter. "Tennant will hear them"

"You have a better idea?"

“I"1l go alone."

"Ckay, but I'msetting up a perimeter. Tennant could be trying to run."

"I don't think so. It's a stupid way to run. And Tennant's not stupid."
"Why st upi d?"

"When you run, you don't take women with you. You nove fast and light."
Geli smiled to herself. "Tennant's not |ike you, Liebchen."

Ritter laughed. "He's a man, isn't he?"

"He's Anerican and he was raised in the South. |I knew guys like himin the

arnmy. Born heroes. They have this romantic streak. It gets a lot of them
killed."



"Li ke the English?" Rtter asked.

Geli thought of Andrew Fielding. "Sort of. Now get going. Tell Corelli to
cover the front."

"Ja"

Geli got out of her chair and began to pace the narrow all ey between the racks
of electronic gear. She thought of calling John Skow agai n, but Skow didn't
want to be bothered. Fine. She'd call himwhen Tennant bolted, then see what
the smug bastard had to say about not keeping the | eash too tight.

CHAPTER 8

I moved silently through the dark trees. Rachel sounded like a blind bear

bl underi ng al ong behind ne. On a Manhattan street she probably maneuvered |i ke
a pro hal fback, but the woods were alien to her. | slowed until she caught up
then told her to hold on to the back of nmy belt. She did.

When we were fifty yards away fromthe house, | said, "Do you believe ne about
Fi el di ng now?"

"I believe you worked with him" Rachel said. "I'mnot sure he was rmnurdered.
don't think you are either."

| stepped over a fallen |log, then hel ped her over. "I know he was rnurdered.
Only two people at Project Trinity opposed what was bei ng done there. Fielding
was one, and now he's dead. |'mthe other."

"Are you going to tell ne about Trinity now?"

"If you're willing to listen. | think you understand now that it could be
dangerous for you."

She sucked in her breath as briers raked her arm "Go on."

"When you cane to ny house today, | was meking a videotape to give to ny
| awer. He was to open it if sonmething happened to nme. | never finished it.
And the truth is, I'mworried about seeing tomorrow nmorning alive."

Rachel stopped in the overgrown track. "Way don't you just call the police? Lu
Li clearly shares your suspicions, and | think there's enough circunstanti al
evi dence to—=

"City police can't investigate the NSA. And that's who oversees Trinity."
“"Call the FBlI then."

"That's like calling the FBI to investigate the CIA There's so much ill will
bet ween t hose agencies that it would take weeks to get anything done. If you
really want to help, beconme ny videotape. Listen to what | have to tell you,
then go home and keep it to yourself."

"And i f sonethi ng happens to you?"

"Call CNN and The New York Times and tell them everything you know. The sooner
you tell it, the safer you'll be."

"Why don't you do that? Tonight?"



"Because | can't be sure I'mright. Because the president could be trying to
reach me as we speak. And because, as juvenile as it may sound, this is a
nati onal security matter."

Hol ding Lu Li's whinpering bichon in nmy left arm | put nmy gun in ny pocket

and pul |l ed Rachel forward. Forty yards on, | saw a deeper darkness ahead. The
trees gave way |like thinning ranks of soldiers, and then a man-nmade wal |
stopped me in ny tracks. Wen ny eyes adjusted, | saw the door | had known was

there. | opened it with nmy free hand and | ed Rachel through. W energed into a
noonlit bow, lined with cut stone.

"My God," she said.

The anphitheater | ooked as though it had nagically been transported to the
Carol i na woods from Greece. To our right was the elevated stage, to our left a
stone stairway | eading up through the seats to the top row Not far above that
lay Country Club Road. The view down fromthe road was al nost conpletely

bl ocked by pi nes and hardwoods, but | could see the broken beanms of headlights
passi ng hi gh above us.

I took Rachel's hand, stepped onto the stone floor, and led her to the edge of
the stage. There | tied Maya's | eash around a | ow Iight stanchion. Wile the
dog sniffed an invisible scent trail, | set the tape recorder on the edge of
the stage and depressed record. "This is David Tennant, MD.," | said. "I'm
speaking to Dr. Rachel Wiss of the Duke University Medical School."

Pl ayback gave ne a staticky facsimle of nmy words. | |ooked at my watch. "W
need to do this in less than ten m nutes."

Rachel shrugged, her eyes full of curiosity.

"For the past two years, |'ve been working on a special project for the
National Security Agency. It's known as Project Trinity, and it's based in a
building in the Research Triangle Park, ten nmles fromhere. Trinity is a
massi ve government -funded effort to build a superconputer capable of
artificial intelligence. A conputer that can think."

She | ooked uni npressed. "Don't we already have conmputers that can do that?"

Thi s comron ni sconception surprised ne now, but when | went to work at
Trinity, | hadn't known rmuch better nyself. For fifty years, science fiction
witers and fil muakers had been creating portrayals of "giant electronic

brai ns" taking over the world. HAL, the speaki ng conputer of 2001: A Space
Qdyssey, had entered pop consciousness in 1968 and remained firmy enbedded
there ever since. In the subsequent thirty-five years, we had w tnessed such a
revolution in digital conputing that the average person believed that a
"conmputer that can think" was just around the corner, if not already within
our capabilities. But the reality was far different. | had no tinme to go into
the conplexities of neural networks or strong Al; Rachel needed a sinple
primer and the facts about Trinity.

"Have you heard of a man nanmed Al an Turing?" | asked. "He's one of the nen who
broke the Gernans' Enigma code during World War Two."

"Turing?" Rachel |ooked preoccupied. "I think |I've heard of something called
the Turing Test."

"That's the classic test of artificial intelligence. Turing said machine
intelligence woul d be achi eved when a hunman being could sit on one side of a



wal | and type questions into a keyboard, then read the answers conming onto his
screen fromthe other side and be certain that those answers were being typed
by anot her human being. Turing predicted that woul d happen by the end of the
twentieth century, but no conputer has ever cone close to passing that test.
Usi ng conventional technology, it's still probably fifty years off."

"Didn't that |1BM conputer finally beat Garry Kasparov at chess? | know | read
that sonewhere."

"Deep Blue?" | |aughed, the sound strangely brittle in the anphitheater. "Yes.
But it won by using what conputer scientists call brute force. Its nenory
contai ns every known chess gane ever played, and it processes millions of

probabilities every time it makes a nove. It plays very good chess, but it
doesn't understand what it's doing. As a human being, Garry Kasparov never has
to consider the billions of possibilities—any of themridicul ously

si mpl e—+hat the conputer does. Kasparov's acquired know edge allows himto
make intuitive leaps, and to | earn permanently every time he does. He plays by
instinct. And no one really understands what that nmeans."

Rachel sat on the edge of the stage. "So, what are you telling nme?"

"That computers don't think |like human beings. In fact, they don't think at
all. They sinply carry out instructions. Al those TV comrercials you hear
about 'software that thinks'? They're bullshit. Serious Al researchers are
afraid to even use the termartificial intelligence anynore."

"Ckay. So what's Project Trinity?"

"The holy grail."

"What do you nean?"

"Everyone wants to build a conputer that works l|ike the human brain, but we
don't understand how the brain works. Everyone concedes that. Well. . . two
years ago, one man realized this didn't have to be the obstacle everyone

t hought it was. That we might be able to copy the brain w thout actually
under st andi ng what we were doing. Using existing technol ogy."

"Who was this man?"

"Peter Godin. The billionaire."

"Godi n Super computi ng?"

Now she'd surprised ne. "That's right."

"They have a Godin Four superconputer in a basenent at TUNL, the Duke
hi gh-energy | ab."

"Well, Godin is the man who conceived Project Trinity."

Rachel | ooked as though the accunul ating details were starting to persuade
her. "Wat kind of existing technology can copy the brain?"

VR
"Magneti c resonance i magi ng?"

"Yes. You order MRl scans every week, right?"



"Of course."

"There's a lot of information on those scans, isn't there?"

"More than | can interpret sonetines.”

"Rachel, |'ve seen MRl scans that contain a hundred thousand tines the
i nformati on of the ones you see every day. A hundred thousand tines the
resolution."”

She blinked. "But how can that be? How nuch nore can you see?"

"I'"ve seen reactions between individual nerve synapses, frozen in tine. |'ve
seen the human brain working at the nol ecular |evel."

"Bul | shit."

Any doctor would have said the sanme. "No. The nmachine exists. It's sitting in
a roomten nmiles away fromus right now. Only nobody knows it."

She was shaki ng her head. "That makes no sense. Wiy woul d a conpany keep
somet hing |ike that secret?"

"Because they're legally bound to by the governnent."

"But an MRl |ike that woul d nake whoever devel oped it hundreds of nillions of
dollars. It could detect malignant cells long before they even becone tunor
masses. "

"You're right. That's been nmy main problemwth this project. It's unethica
to keep that machine fromcancer patients. But for now, just accept that
there's an MRl machi ne that can produce three-D nodels of the brain, with
resolution to the nol ecular |evel."

"Ml ecul ar snapshots of the brain."

"Basically, yes. Ravi Nara calls them neuronodels.""

"Neur onodel s. Ckay."

"Rachel , do you realize what one of those neuronodels is?"

"I know that a single one of them would revol utionize neuro-science. But | get
the feeling that's not what this is about.”

"A neuronpodel is the person it was taken from Literally. H s thoughts,
nmenories, fears—everything."

"But.. . it's just a scan, right? A high-resolution map of the brain."

"No. It's a coded facsinile of every nmolecule in the brain, in perfect spatial
and el ectrochemnical relation. Wich nmeans that—=

"Hold on. Are you about to tell me they can | oad one of these neuronodels into
a computer?"

"No. But that's what they' ve been working around the clock for two years to
achieve. Godin predicted it would take fifteen to twenty years, but they got
hal fway there in nineteen nonths. |'ve never seen anything like it. The only
hi storical precedent is the Manhattan Project during Wrld War Two."



Rachel started to speak, but | held up ny hand. H gh above us, a pair of
headl i ghts was crui sing past at less than half the speed of the other cars.
They slowed still nore, then sped up and di sappeared.

"W need to hurry."

"If Trinity is everything you say it is,
would it be based in North Carolina?"

she said, "then why in God's nane

This | hadn't expected. "Aren't you the top Jungian analyst in the world?"
"Well . . . one of them"

"Why are you based in North Carolina?"

She frowned. "Because Duke University is here. That's different."

"Not so different. Peter Godin wanted Trinity based at his Rand Dlab in
Mountain View, California. The NSAis footing the bill, and they wanted it
based at Fort Meade, Maryland. Research Triangle Park was the ultimte
conprom se. High-tech, but out of the way."

"What's the end point, here? What does the NSA want to do with Trinity?"

"Qur government sees nost scientific revolutions in terns of weapons
potential. If such a nmachine can be built, our governnent wants to be the
first todoit."

"What kind of weapon can this conputer be?"

"Thi nk Desert Storm Afghanistan, Iraq. Everything' s conputerized in nodern
war . Code-breaki ng, nucl ear weapons testing, information warfare, battlefield
systens. But a Trinity wouldn't be nerely an advance. It would make today's
supercomputers as obsolete as Mydel Ts. And if Fielding was right about it
havi ng quantum capabilities . . . then present-day encryption is gone. That's
why the NSA has spent close to a billion dollars on Trinity."

Rachel processed what 1'd said. "But this isn't just a faster superconputer
W' re tal king about a computer that thinks like a person.”

| shook ny head. "W can't build a conputer that thinks |like a person. W're
tal ki ng about copying an individual human brain. Creating a digital entity
that for all practical purposes is a person. Wth his or her cognitive
functions, nenories, hopes, dreanms . . . everything except a body. Only it
woul d run at the speed of a digital conputer. One million times faster than
biological circuitry."

She spoke alnost to herself. "This is why Andrew Fi el ding and Ravi Nara woul d
be worki ng together."

"Exactly. Nobel laureates in quantum physics and neurosci ence. Peter Godin
brought themtogether." | checked to see that the spools on the recorder were
still turning. "But 1've only told you part of Trinity's potential. Once your
neuronbdel is |oaded into the conputer as Rachel Wiss, speed isn't the only
advantage it will have over you—the original."

"What do you nean?"

"Say | decide to learn to play the piano. It takes nme three years of intensive



study. You're inpressed by that. You want to learn to play the piano too. It's
going to take you three years as well, give or take. That's the di sadvant age
of the human brain. Each one has approximately the same | earning curve. But

t he conputer nodel of your brain doesn't have that problem The sumtotal of
nmusi ¢ theory can be digitized and downl oaded into its menory—your nenory—n
about three seconds. There's no learning curve at all."

She shook her head. "You're saying you could downl oad the sum of human
know edge into this computer—nto me—all in a few hours?"

"I'n theory, yes."
"David, you're tal king about sonething like . . . like a god, alnost."

"Not al nbst. Because that conputer nodel would not only be Rachel Wiss. It
woul d be Rachel Weiss forever. It could be backed up and stored, or downl oaded
into another Trinity computer. It would never have to die."

She pursed her lips to speak, but no words energed.
"Are you starting to believe ne now?"
"What's your job at Trinity?"

"I was appointed by the president to evaluate any ethical dilemuas that m ght
arise. During the Manhattan Project, sone scientists turned against the atomc
bonb for noral reasons, and they had no real voice. The president wanted to

m nimze the public controversy that was bound to conme if Trinity becane a
reality. He knew ny brother in college, and he'd read my book on nedica

et hi cs—er watched the NO VA series based on it, nore likely. That's what made
himpick me for the project. It's really that sinple."

Rachel | ooked off into the dark trees. "This sounds anything but sinple. In
fact, it sounds crazy." She | ooked back at me, her eyes glinting. "You said
Trinity got hal fway to success in nineteen nonths. What's hol ding up the
second hal f?"

"Buil ding a computer powerful enough to hold a conplete neuro-nodel inits
circuitry. The human brain is fairly slowin ternms of speed, but it's
massively parallel. It contains over a hundred trillion possible connections,
all capabl e of sinultaneous calculation, and that's just for processing. It
al so hol ds the equival ent of twelve hundred terabytes of computer nenory."

She shrugged. "That means nothing to ne."

"Six mllion years of The Wall Street Journal."

Her mouth fell open

"When Trinity began, no conputer on the planet had that kind of capacity. The

Internet as a whole does, but it's far too di spersed and unreliable to be
control | able.™

"“And now?"
"IBMis building a conputer called Blue Gene that will rival the processing
power of the brain, but it'll still be unable to do things any five-year-old
child can.”

"And Trinity is different?"



"You could say that. Blue Gene will fill a fifty-by-fifty-foot roomand need
three hundred tons of air-conditioning just to function. Trinity will be about
the size of a Vol kswagen Beetle. And Godin thinks that's still too big. He's
al ways saying that the human brain wei ghs three pounds and uses only ten watts
of electricity. He believes the solutions to great problems nust be beautiful
El egant . "

Rachel gazed up the incline of stone seats, trying to grasp a future that was
crashing headlong into the present. "How close is Trinity to becomng a
reality?"

| thought of the black mass of carbon and crystal growi ng alnost like a
life-formin the basenent |lab of the Trinity building. "There's a prototype
sitting in our lab right now with one hundred and twenty trillion connections
and practically unlinmted nmenory."

"Does it work?"

"No. "

"Why not ?"

"Because even if you succeed in |oading a neuronodel into the computer, how do
you talk to it? The human brain interacts with the world through a bi ol ogi ca
body with five senses. Inmagi ne your brain downl oaded into a box. It's deaf,
dunmb, blind, and paralyzed. A quivering mass of fear. And thank God for it.
Because once a machine like that can tal k—and |listen and act—there's no
telling what it mght do."

Rachel | ooked up at me with interest. "Wat could it do?"

"Do you renenber HAL from 2001: A Space CGdyssey}"

"Sure. The nost reliable conputer ever nmade. Urbana, Illinois, right?"

| chuckled softly. "He was until he murdered the crew of his spaceship. Wll,
i magi ne what HAL could do if he were connected to the Internet."

"Tell me."

"One Trinity conputer connected to a phone line could hold the industrialized
worl d hostage. It could disrupt power grids, rail lines, air traffic control
m ssile systens, NORAD, Wall Street. It could denmand whatever it wanted."

She shook her head in confusion. "But what would it want?"

"What does any intelligent entity want? Especially one that's essentially
human?"

" Power ?"

"Exactly." | junped as ny cell phone rang. The ID said "Andrew Fielding." |
pressed send. "Lu Li? Has sonet hi ng happened?"

"Not hi ng happen,” Lu Li replied in a shaky voice. "I worry about Maya. | think
| hear noises outside. You bring her back, Dr. David."

The bi chon stopped sniffing the ground, |ooked up at me, and cocked its head
as though |istening.



"W're comng. Right now "
"I's she all right?" Rachel asked as | ended the call.

"Yes. She wants us to come back, but we're going to wait a bit."

n W]y?ll
"Because the NSA heard that call. If they have people in the woods, they'l
probably nove now. And we'll hear them™

Rachel gl anced anxiously at the wall that separated us fromthe trees. "Do you
really think there's sonmeone out there?"

"That's not what scares you," | said. "Wat scares you is that now you think
there mght be."

She slid off the stage and | ooked at the door we'd passed through. It was easy
to i magi ne someone waiting behind it.

"You said Fielding was nurdered because you and he resisted the project. How
exactly did you resist it?"

"We didn't just resist it. W stopped it cold. Suspended it, anyway. Fielding
was the driving force, but it took ne interceding with the president to
acconplish it. It was like trying to stop the work on the atom c bonb during
VWrld War Two. "

"Why did you want to stop it?"

"I"'mnot conpletely sure about Fielding' s reasons. | think he kept a ot from
ne—to protect ne, | nean. But ny reasons were sinple.

"Six months ago, we tested the Super-MR machine. W used animals first, and
there were no problens. The first humans to be scanned were the six of us in
the inner circle. Wthin a week, we all devel oped strange neurol ogi ca
synmptons. Side effects from exposure to the machi ne. Fielding believed—
"MRl doesn't cause side effects,” Rachel broke in.

"Not the machi nes you use. But the magnetic fields generated by the Trinity
MRl are exponentially nore intense than those in present-day machi nes. They
use superconducting materials that allow massive pul ses—=

Maya was grow i ng deep in her throat and | ooking up the slope of stone seats.
| hadn't heard anything in the woods, but maybe the dog had. | put the tape
recorder in ny pocket, picked up Maya, then drew my gun and pulled Rache

t hrough the stage door.

Dar kness envel oped us.

"Stay right behind me," | said, ducking under a branch

"Did you hear sonethi ng?"

If | hadn't had Rachel with me, | would have used stealth to safely reach the
house. But speed was the only option now | plowed through the underbrush,



war ni ng Rachel whenever | hit branches likely to whip back into her face. She
cried out twi ce and stunbl ed once, but she got back up and sonehow managed to
stay on ny heels. As we neared the house, | saw the yell ow square of
Fielding' s patio doors. Lu Li stood silhouetted inside them a perfect target.
The i mage made ne shiver

When she slid open the door, | pulled her deep into the room Mya barked
wildly until Lu Li bent and held out her arns. The dog leapt into them as
Rachel cl osed the gl ass door

"Call a taxi," | whispered over ny shoul der

Rachel went to the phone.

Lu Li's eyes were wet. | touched her el bow, and the dog snapped at ne. "I w sh
| could stay the night with you," | said quietly, "but that would | ook nore
suspi cious than nmy going honme. 1'mgoing to go to work tonorrow and try to get

some answers, so | want everything to | ook as nornmal as possible. Do you
under st and?"

"Yes."

"I"ll take Andrew s box of toys with me. | don't want anyone to find it here.
Is that all right?"

Lu Li nodded, stroking the bichon as lovingly as she would a child.
"I"'mgoing to pull into the garage when | |eave, so no one sees ne take the
box. If anyone asks you what | was doing here, tell themit was a symnpathy
visit. If they somehow overheard sone of our conversation, just act |ike what
you are. A distraught w dow "

"What neans di straught?"

"Gief-stricken. Gieving."

She smled bravely. "I no need to act this."

I laid nmy hands on her shoul ders and squeezed, then spoke al nost i naudibly.
"In the FedEx letter Andy sent ne, there was sone white powder. Al nost |ike
sand. It's in those plastic bags on the couch. Do you know anyt hi ng about

t hat ?"

Lu Li's gaze went to the couch, and her face winkled in confusion. "No.
Not hi ng. "

"Did you drop it off at the FedEx box?"

"Yes. How you know?"

"It doesn't matter." | knew Lu Li had dropped off the envel ope because | had
been inside Fielding's head during nmy last dream | felt a sudden conpul sion
to get out of the house. "Rachel ? The taxi ?"

"Any mnute," she said from behind ne.

"I want you to go into the garage,” | told Lu Li. "Wen you hear nme tap the
horn, open the door for ne. After | pull in, close the door."

"Ckay." She left the roomwi thout a word.



| picked up the Ziplocs, then | ed Rachel to the darkened living room where
wi de wi ndows | ooked onto the street. | dropped the Ziplocs on a chair, then
sat on a sofa opposite the windowto wait for the cab

"I's the taxi for me?" she whispered, sitting beside ne.

"Yes."

"But my car's parked at your house."

"You don't want to go back to my house. You can get it in the norning if you
want to. 1'd rather you take a taxi to work."

"Did | hear you tell Lu Li you're going back to work tonorrow?"
“I'f I don't hear fromthe president tonight, I am"

"Why? If they killed Fielding, why won't they kill you, too?"

Her question gave me a perverse satisfaction. "It sounds |ike you're buying
into ny delusion.”

Her lips tightened, and | could see that she was genuinely afraid.

"Look, if they really wanted to kill me, |I'd be dead already. And if they
decide to kill ne before tonorrow, nothing will stop them But | think they're
too worried about how the president would react to try that. If I'malive

tomorrow norning, it's all right for me to go in."

Rachel sighed and rubbed her tenples with her fingers.

"I don't know what's going to happen,” | whispered. "If anyone questions you,
tell as much truth as you can. You canme to ny house because | m ssed three
sessions. | got a call fromthe wife of a friend who died today. She has no

fam |y here, so you offered to help console her. W cal mred her down and wal ked
her dog. That's all you know. "

She studied ny face in the dimlight. "This isn't what | expected."
"I know. You really thought | was crazy."
She bit her lip, the gesture alnost girlish. "I suppose | did. Part of ne

hoped I was wong. But now |I'mfrightened. | know about psychiatric problens.
This is sonething el se."

| pulled her close and spoke into her ear. "I want you to forget it all
Unl ess sonet hing happens to me. Then you renenber. Renenber and screamto high
heaven.” | pulled back and | ooked into her eyes. "I won't be com ng back to

your office."

She stared at me as though |1'd said, "W're never going to see each ot her

agai n," which deep down was what | felt.

"Davi d—

"Here's your taxi." | stood as headlights rolled to a stop in front of the
house, |ooking close to nake sure there was a taxi light on the roof.

She was shaki ng her head, al nmost hel pl essly.



"Don't worry," | said. "I'mgoing to be fine. You ve helped a lot."
"I didn't do a damed thing for you."

| pulled her out of sight of the window, then took the recorder fromny
pocket, renoved the tape, and put it in her hand. "If you want to help, here's
your chance." | started to send her on, then hesitated. "There is one nore

t hi ng you could do."

"Tel | me.

| pointed to the Ziploc bags on the chair. "Is there someone at Duke who coul d
safely test that powder for infectious agents and poi sons?"

"OfF course. There are guys over there who live for that kind of thing."
There was a slipcover on one of the sofa pillows. | took it off the pillow,
then put the Ziplocs inside it and handed it to her. "Be very careful with
those. "

"You're preaching to the choir."

| squeezed her arm "Thank you. Now, go."

She didn't go. She stood on tiptoe and kissed nme gently on the lips. "Be
careful. Please, please be careful.”

As | stared, Rachel slid the slipcover under her blouse, then wal ked to the
foyer. | heard the front door close softly. Through the front w ndow | watched
her get into the taxi. The cab pulled into Lu Li's driveway, then backed out
and rolled up G nghoul Street.

| went out to ny car, pulled up to Fielding' s garage door, and tapped ny horn
Lu Li opened the door frominside, then closed it behind ne.

She pul | ed open ny passenger door and set her husband's cardboard box on the
front seat. | reached across it and gripped her wist, nmy eyes boring into
hers.

"Tell me the truth, Lu Li. Do you know what they're trying to build at
Trinity?"

After several seconds of eye contact, she nodded once.
"Don't ever tell anyone that," | warned. "Never."
"Me Chi nese, David. Know what can happen."

For an instant | flashed back to her standing silhouetted in the patio doors,
a target awaiting an assassin.

"Come with nme," | said suddenly. "Right now Just get in with your dog and
we'll go. I'Il keep you safe.™

A sad smile touched her lips. "You good man. Like Andrew. Don't worry.
al ready make ny own arrangenents.”

Arrangenments? | couldn't imagi ne what these might be. | didn't think she knew
anyone in the States. "What are they?"



She shook her head. "Better you don't know. Yes? | be okay."

For sone reason, | believed her. The revelation that Lu Li had not been
rendered hel pl ess by her grief nmade nme ask one nore question

"In his letter, Andy told ne that if anything happened to him | should
renmenber his pocket watch. Wat's so special about that watch?"

Lu Li studied ny eyes for what seenmed a long tinme. Then, in a nearly inaudible
whi sper, she said, "Not watch. Fob."

" Fob?"

"Watch fob."

| closed my eyes and pictured Fielding's watch. It was a scarred but precious
heirloom and at the end of its chain was a small, dianond-shaped crystal
"The crystal ?" | asked.

Lu Li smiled. "You smart man. You figure it out."
CHAPTER 9

CGeli Bauer was on her feet, pacing the control center and shouting into her
headset at John Skow. She'd never |ost her tenper with himbefore, but wthout
CGodi n backi ng her up, Skow was proving maddeni ngly obsti nate.

"Haven't you heard a word | said? Can't you see what's happeni ng?"

Skow answered in a condescendi ng voice, "This is what you' ve told ne. Dr.
Tennant and Dr. Weiss visited the grieving wi dow and wal ked her dog. Dr. Wiss
ki ssed Tennant, then she went home in a cab.”

Geli closed her eyes and tried to suppress her anger. "Tennant pulled into the
garage and cl osed the door before he left the Fielding house. He obviously
took something that he didn't want us to see.™

"That's possible," Skow said. "But as far as you can tell, he's headed hone
now. \Wat's the probl en?"

"We couldn't hear a damm thing! They plugged the bugs, sanme as they did at
Tennant's house. And Weiss |left her Saab at Tennant's house, instead of taking
the cab there to pick it up. Wiy would she do that? Tennant m ght be pl anning
to run or even to go public. Maybe both."

"I think you're projecting your own paranoia onto him™

"Ritter heard themtal king about MRl side effects.”

"That's small potatoes. You couldn't know that, of course. The Super-MRl unit
is Tennant's pet ethical concern, and it's got nothing to do with the centra

i ssue. "

"But they talked for ten mnutes before that. And Ritter thinks he saw a tape
recorder.”

Skow si ghed. "What woul d you have ne do about that?"



"Take them out."
The NSA man caught his breath. "Did | hear you correctly?"

"You know you did. W have to assune Weiss knows the full details of Trinity
and about Tennant's suspicions regarding Dr. Fielding' s death."

"Dr. Weiss is a private citizen who's broken no [ aw. "

"I'f you won't take themout, then bring themin for interrogation wth
prej udice. "

The resulting silence seened interm nable. Then Skow said, "Do you have
someone followi ng Dr. Wiss's cab?"

Ritter was covering Wiss. "My best man. He could easily stage an accident."”

Skow s voice, when it cane, was |li ke shaved ice. "Listen to nme, Celi. Your nmn
will followthe cab to Dr. Weiss's residence, then break contact. He will not
let her see him He will not even breathe hard in her direction."”

n \N]at ?II

"Call off your dog. And your teamon Dr. Tennant will follow himto his

resi dence and set up a static surveill ance post as per normal procedure.”

Geli could barely control her voice. "Project security has been breached. |If
we allow things to proceed, we'll lose control of the situation, if we haven't
al ready. "

"Ms. Bauer, tonorrow the president of the United States could ask to see David
Tennant in the Oval Ofice. Do you understand that? They nay al ready have

tal ked. So you do whatever you have to do to cal mdown. Take a tranquili zer
Get laid. | detest crudeness, but that's the bottomline. Now. . . I'mwth
my famly. Don't bother nme unless Tennant tries to reach the president or he
shoots sonebody in a public place.”

"I want to go on record as protesting this decision."

"Fine."

"I want to talk to CGodin."

"I npossible. He can't be reached right now "

"Where is he?"

"I'n Mountain View, handling a crisis.”

"He was still in town at lunchtine today."

"Peter didn't buy a G5 to leave it parked in the hangar."

Geli could hear Skow s teenage sons arguing in the background, and the

m ndl ess babble of a television. "I"'mafraid | can't accept your assessnent of
the situation. | can't ignore ny responsibilities because you haven't got the

balls to do what's necessary to protect Trinity."

"Are you out of your mnd? |'ve spoken to Peter twice this evening. | know
what he wants done and not done. And if you take matters into your own hands



not even your father will be able to protect you."
Geli hadn't l|iked Skow before, but she hated hi m now

She hung up and stared at her computer screen, which still displayed the list
of Fielding s personal effects. Wiy the hell would sonebody keep a cobra's
fang? She wanted to go to the storage room and check the actual objects
against the list, but she was too pissed off to deal with that.

She had al ways worked with inconplete information at Trinity. It hadn't

bot hered her nuch. The arnmy was good training for that. You could guard a
buil ding for twenty-four hours wi thout knowi ng whether it contained nucl ear
bonbs or cases of underwear. But now there was too nmuch she didn't know. The
nmystery at the heart of Trinity was taking control of everyone and everythi ng
around it. Yet there was nothing she could do. She had to talk to Godin, and
he was i ncommuni cado.

Faced with this inpasse, she called Ritter Bock and told himto break contact
with Weiss. The taciturn young German was needed back at the control center
Skow had ordered her to cal mdown, and Geli knew only one way to do that. She
needed to take some orders rather than give them

CHAPTER 10

Dream ess sl eep evaporated in a rush of poundi ng bl ood and the nenory of
Fielding lying dead in his office. Sunlight knifed through a crack in the
curtains. | had survived the night, but still | reached beneath my pillow for

my .38. Only then did | slap the top of ny clock radio, killing the alarm

My phone had not rung during the night, so the president hadn't tried to reach

me. | checked nmy answering machine in case | had slept through a call, but
there were no nessages. Trying not to think about the inplications of this, |
dialed Lu Li Fielding s house. A machine answered. The taped nessage still had

Andrew s voice on it, brimring with hunor. Hoping Lu Li was a hundred mles
from Chapel Hill by now, |I hung up and carried ny gun into the bathroom then
| ocked the door behind ne.

| shaved quickly. A surveillance car had been parked nearby when | got hone
fromFielding' s house last night. It pulled away as | approached. After
renoving the sensitive itens fromny trunk, | called Rachel at home to be sure
she'd nade it. Then | |lay awake for two hours, listening for the sounds of a
break-in and thinking of Fielding s pocket watch. It had a dull gold case,
worn from rubbing, and a yell owed face with Ronman nunerals. Not the watch, Lu
Li had said. The fob. 1'd asked Fielding about the crystal on his watch chain
once. He told me a Tibetan nonk had given it to himnear Lhasa, promising it
woul d ensure an unfailing menory. Fielding belly-laughed when he told ne that
story, but | hadn't gotten the joke. Now | did.

One new conput er technol ogy perfected by the Trinity team was hol ographic
menory storage. Rather than storing data in microchips, Trinity engineers
stored it as holograms within the nmol ecul es of stable crystals. Using | asers
to read and wite data, they could store enornous amobunts of information
within the crystal's symmetrically arranged atons. The crystals | had seen in
the Trinity hol ography | ab were the size of NFL footballs, but | saw no reason
that a smaller one could not be used. Like the one on Fielding s watch chain.

Sonehow, the Englishman had been downl oading Trinity data into his crysta

wat ch fob. And because no one outside Trinity's inner circle of scientists and
engi neers knew this was even possible, Fielding could walk it in and out of
the buil ding every day w thout anyone suspecting a thing.



But why would he steal information? To sell to the highest bidder? Fielding
was ol d school. Even if he were desperate for nobney, he was the |ast person |
woul d suspect of corporate espionage. Had he secretly enbraced sone ideol ogy?
O abandoned one? Was he a politically naive scientist who believed al

nati ons shoul d share access to the latest technol ogy? Possibly. But | didn't
t hi nk he woul d want a rogue nation to possess sonething as powerful as a
Trinity computer. To hear Fielding talk sometines, you would think he didn't
want any country to possess one.

Was that it? Had he been working to prevent Trinity frombeconming a reality?
That scenario seened the nost likely, but | didn't have enough information to
make an accurate guess. And without the watch, | couldn't prove anything.

| showered in near-scalding water, then dressed in chinos and a sport jacket
and wal ked quickly to my car, trying not to think too much about what | was
doing. My primary goal in returning to Trinity was to find Fielding s pocket
watch, but in truth | saw little choice. Staying hone would only invite closer
NSA scrutiny, and running—as | hoped Lu Li had done—aoul d bring the ful
resources of the agency down upon ne. But if | could preserve the illusion of
normalcy a little |l onger—dntil the president got back to me—+ mght be able to
avenge Fielding' s death.

On a good traffic day, the Trinity conmplex was a twenty-mnute drive from ny
house i n suburban Chapel Hill. Research Triangle Park, the mani cured haven of
corporate research known locally as the RTP, |ay between Ral ei gh and Dur ham
and was naned for the triangle fornmed by Duke University, UNC at Chapel Hill,
and North Carolina State. Its quiet |anes |ed through expansive | awns that
suggested an excl usive country club, but instead of golf l|inks, the

seven-t housand-acre RTP boasted | abs owned by DuPont, 3M Merck, Biogen
Lockheed, and dozens of other blue-chip names. Forty-five thousand people
reported to work within its borders every day, but |ess than three hundred
knew what |ay behind the walls of the Trinity building. | drove slowy, hoping
in sone juvenile way that | would never arrive at ny destination

The Trinity Iab stood two hundred yards back from an understated sign that
read ARGUS OPTI CAL. A forbidding five-story block of steel and black glass, it
sat on sixty wooded acres w th extensive sub-basenents and a heliport. The
steel and glass was just a shell constructed for show Behind it, high-tech
copper cl addi ng code-naned Tenpest encased the inner building, preventing

el ectromagnetic radiation frompassing in or out of Trinity. The sanme stuff
protected the NSA operations buildings at Fort Meade.

Because the building had been sited in a sort of bow, its first two floors
lay out of sight. The mamin entrance was on the third floor. To reach it, staff
had to cross a roofed catwal k forty yards long. Inside a fortified archway at
the far end, they confronted a narrow passage guarded by a security officer
and lined with sensitive nmetal detectors, electronic bonb-sniffers, and

fl uoroscope machi nes. Authorized entry required photo ID, a fingerprint scan
and a mandatory search of all bags.

A sentry buzzed open the archway door, and | wal ked up to the security desk,
nmy face revealing none of the anxiety I felt.

"Morning, Doc," said a m ddl e-aged guard named Henry.

| sometines thought Henry had been hired through central casting. The other
security personnel were all in their late twenties, |ean young nen and wonen
with smpoth faces, avian eyes, and zero body fat. Only Henry, the gate man,
ever said a word of greeting.



"Good norning, Henry," | said.

"There's a neeting in the conference roomat nine."
"Thanks. "

"You got four mnutes."

| |l ooked at my watch and nodded.

"Still can't get over Professor Fielding," Henry said. "They say he was dead
bef ore the anbul ance got here.”

| took a careful breath. This exchange was bei ng recorded by hidden caneras.
"That's the way it goes sonetinmes with strokes."

"Not a bad way to go out. Quick, | nean."

| forced a smile, then laid the pad of ny right forefinger on a small scanner
After the unit beeped for a match, | passed through the gauntlet of

t hreat - det ecti on equi pnent and took the stairs to the fifth floor, which
housed the adninistrative offices and conference room

Yel | ow police tape stretched across the closed door to Fielding' s office. \Wo
had put it there? Surely the NSA hadn't allowed [ocal or state police to enter

this facility. @ ancing up and down the enpty corridor, | quickly tried the
knob. Locked. And not with sone |ightweight mechani smfroma hardware store.
If Fielding s pocket watch was inside his office, | couldn't get it.

| wal ked a few doors down to my own office, closed the door, and sat down at
my primary conputer. Part of a closed network that served only the Trinity
scientists, it had no connection to the outside world. To access the Internet,
| had to use a second conputer that had no ports or drives through which files
could be exported fromthe buil ding.

My primary screen showed one interoffice e-mail: a rem nder of the neeting
schedul ed to begin in the conference roomin two nminutes. Wth a nacabre chil
| realized that I'd half-expected a hunorous e-mail from Fielding. He often
sent me little jokes or ironic quotes from dead scientists or phil osophers:
Scientists over 60 do nmore harmthan good! —F. H Huxley—Iike that. But today
there was no nmessage. And there woul d never be another. | |ooked bl ankly
around ny office. Fielding was gone, and | was profoundly disoriented.

Toget her, we had stopped Project Trinity for six tense weeks, angering our
col l eagues while we tried in vain to discover the cause of the MR side

ef fects experienced by the six Trinity principals. Today that issue remai ned
unr esol ved.

| hadn't volunteered to be scanned by the Super-MRl wunit out of stupidity. The
theory was sinple: since Homo sapi ens had evolved in the earth's nmagnetic
field, an MRI's magnetic energy did not pose a health risk. This had been
proved countless tinmes by conventional MR machi nes, which generated fields
thirty thousand tinmes nore powerful than that of the earth. But the Super-M
devel oped at Trinity—dsing superconductivity and col ossal nagnet s—gener at ed
fields up to eight hundred thousand tines greater than that of the earth.
Gross side effects such as tissue-heating had been solved in animl tests, but
wi thin days after undergoi ng our "superscans," all of us had begun

experi enci ng di sturbing neurol ogi cal synptons.

Jutta Klein, the designer of the Super-MRI, suffered short-term menory | oss.



Ravi Nara endured extrenme sexual conpul sions (he had several tinmes been caught
masturbating in his office and in the rest roonm. John Skow devel oped hand
trenors, and Godin hinself had suffered epileptic seizures. Fielding had

devel oped, of all things, a formof Tourette's syndrome and frequently blurted
out inappropriate words or phrases. And | had narcol epsy.

Ravi Nara, our Nobel -w nning neurol ogi st, could find no nedical explanation
for this sudden flurry of synptonms, so all Super-MR scanning had tenporarily
been halted. Work on the Trinity conputer continued, but with the Super- MR
renoved fromthe chain, Godin's engineers had only the six original scans to
work from and no one knew whet her those were of sufficient resolution to
"make the leap" into the prototype conputer. Wth Nara at a | oss, Fielding
began investigating the side effects in his spare time. Six weeks |later, he
suggested that they had been caused by a disruption of quantum processes in
our brains—and backed up his theory with twenty pages of conpl ex mathematics.
Nara argued that nothing in the history of neuroscience suggested that the
human brain carried out quantum processes. Only a few physicists subscribed to
this "New Age" theory of consci ousness—Roger Penrose anong them-yet Fi el di ng
toiled on, trying to prove his theory.

Peter Godin initially supported Fielding, but before |long he resuned M

testing on primates. Chinps and orangutans suffered no ill effects. Fielding
argued that prinmates weren't conscious in the human sense, and thus their
brai ns had no quantum processes to be disrupted. Godin ignored him 1| then

reported Fielding' s suspicions to the president, who officially suspended the
proj ect pending an exhaustive investigation of the side effects.

That was si x weeks ago. Since then, Fielding and I had worked al nost around
the clock to prove his theory of quantum di sturbance. | felt |ike an assistant
to Albert Einstein, sharpening pencils and taking notes while the genius

wor ked beside ne. Yet despite Fielding's form dable intellect, he could not
prove his theory. Too much renmai ned unknown about the brain. Now he was dead,
and wi thout a denonstrable |ink between the MR unit and our "side effects,”
couldn't hope to hold back the collective tide of wills set on resum ng the
project. Wthout proof of foul play, Trinity would continue.

The battle would begin in mnutes, after a few holl ow words of regret over
Fielding's "untinely passing." Perspiration filmed ny face as | wal ked toward
t he conference room door.

The room was enpty.

| had never arrived first at a nmeeting. The other principals were conpul sively
punctual . | poured coffee fromthe urn on the credenza, then sat at the far
end of the table and tried to stay calm

Where the hell was everybody? Watching nme fromthe security roon? Were woul d
they hide the canera? Behind a picture? Hanging to ny right was a rare

bl ack- and-whi t e phot ograph of the core physicists of the Manhattan Project:
Ooppenhei mer, Szilard, Ferm, Wgner, Edward Teller. They stood in a friendly
knot before the Gscura mountains of New Mexico, giants of science, each
destined for fane or infany, depending on one's point of view Sone, |like the
hawki sh Tell er, had wound up weathed in glory and the flag; others were not
so fortunate. Oppy was stripped by |lesser men of the security clearance he
needed to work, and lived but a shadow of the life he m ght have had. But in
1944 they stood together, wearing dark European suits in the stark white sand
of the desert. They gazed over the Trinity conference table |ike patron
saints, their eyes comunicating an inscrutabl e conbination of hunor,

hum lity, and hard-won wi sdom The only Trinity scientist who displayed those
qualities had died yesterday on his office floor



Voices filtered fromthe hallway into the conference room | straightened in
nmy chair as ny coll eagues began to trickle in with an air of forced

casual ness. | had a feeling they had just adjourned a private nmeeting whose
only order of business had been "handling" ne.

First in line was Jutta Klein, the teanmis sole woman.. Chief research
scientist for the Siemens Corporation in Gernmany, the gray-haired Kl ein-also a
Nobel laureate, in physics—had been | oaned to Trinity for the duration of the
project. Wth assistance from Fielding and a team of engineers from Genera

El ectric, she had designed and built the fourth-generati on Super- VRl rmachine.
Now she oversaw the snooth operation of the tenperanental behenoth.

"Quten Morgen," she said stiffly, and sat at ny right, her matronly face
i mpossi ble to read.

"Morgen," | replied

Ravi Nara followed Klein through the door. He sat three chairs away from ne,
enphasi zi ng the di stance that had recently marked our relationship. The young
I ndi an neurol ogi st held a chocol ate doughnut in one brown hand, but his right
protruded froma cast. | suppressed a smile. Four days ago, he had taken a
coffee nug partly nmade of lead into the Super-MRI roomand set it on a
counter. When Klein activated the machine for a test on a chi npanzee, the nug
had fl own across the room and smashed Nara's arm agai nst the machi ne's

housi ng, shattering his ulna. Klein told himto consider hinself lucky. On the
day the Super-MR went operational, a technician on |oan from Si emens had been
killed by a nmetallic EKG cart that slamred her agai nst the machi ne and crushed
her skull.

"Good norning, David."

| looked up to see the trim Brooks Brothers-clad figure of John Skow take the
chair at the head of the table. A deputy director of the NSA Skow was
America's forenost authority on information warfare, and the titular director
of Project Trinity. Yet it was Peter Godin who determ ned the direction and
pace of Trinity research. The rel ationship between Skow and Godin mrrored
that of Ceneral Leslie G oves and Robert COppenheiner at Los Al ambs. Groves had
been a ruthl ess taskmaster, but w thout Oppenhei ner's cooperation, he could
never have delivered the atomc bonb. So, the ultimte power had lain with the
civilian scientist, not the soldier

"Skow," | said, not even attenpting a snmile

"Yesterday was a terrible blowto all of us,” he intoned in his aristocratic
Boston accent, his thin lips barely moving. "But | knowit's a particular |oss
for you, David."

| searched for genuine grief in his voice. The NSA nman was a practiced
bureaucrat, and his sincerity was hard to gauge.

"Peter will be here in a nonent,"
from now on.'

he said. "I guess he'll be the tardy boy

| smled inside. In the past, Fielding had al ways been |l ast to arrive, when he
bothered to show up at all. Some days he went AWOL, and | would be sent in
search of him | usually found himporing over equations in his office.

A faint curse drifted through the open door, announcing Peter Godin's
approach. Trinity's lead scientist suffered fromrheumatoid arthritis, and



nerely wal king was a burden to himon sone days. At seventy-one years old,
Godin was by far the senior scientist on the project. Vacuumtube conputing
machi nes had not even existed when he was born, yet for the past forty years,
the "old man" of Trinity had pushed the envel ope of digital conputing further
and faster than any CRT-dazed savant who ever skateboarded out of Silicon
Val | ey.

Li ke Seynour Cray—the father of the superconputer—&odi n had been one of the
original engineers at Control Data Systems in the early 1950s. In 1957, he
left the company with Seynmour to help found Cray Research. Godin had been part
of the teans that built the famed 6600 and the Cray 1, but when Cray began to
| ose control of the bloated Cray 2 project, CGodin decided the tine had conme to
step out of his mentor's shadow. He quietly nade the rounds of investnent
bankers, raised $6 mllion, and sixty days |ater opened the doors of Godin
Superconputing in Muntain View, California. Wile Seymour struggled to bring
the revolutionary Cray 2 into being, Godin and a tiny teambuilt an el egant
and reliable four-processor machi ne that outperforned the Cray 1 by a speed
factor of six. It wasn't a revolutionary advance, but it was one government
weapons | abs were willing to pay for. At $8 mllion per nmachine, Godin quickly
paid off his debts and began desi gni ng his dream superconput er

Conpeti ng agai nst national governnents and Seymour Cray hinself, Peter Godin
had gai ned a foothold in the superconmputing market, and he never | ooked back
When the end of the Cold War virtually w ped out the superconputing business,
Godin switched to parallel-processing technol ogy, and by the nid-nineties his
conput ers had augnented or supplanted the Cray nachi nes at NORAD, the NSA, the
Pent agon, Los Al anmpbs, Law ence Livernore, and in missile silos across the
country. In his day, Peter Godin had been both pioneer and foll ower, but he
was first and forenbst a survivor

Everyone | ooked up as the old nman entered the conference room but | nearly
got to ny feet. Wien | joined the teamtwo years ago, CGodin had | ooked
scarcely ol der than Andrew Fi el ding, who was sixty-one at the tinme. But two
years leading the Trinity team had aged Godin at a shocking rate. H s face
sometinmes had the swollen | ook of a cancer patient on steroids. At other
times, it was thinned to skeletal hollowness, and his hair al nost di sappear ed.
Today he | ooked as though he m ght coll apse before reaching the table. He'd
told me that during tines of creative stress, his body always underwent

physi cal changes. Godin often worked without sleep for fifty or sixty
consecutive hours, and though he knew this was taking years off his life, he
felt that was a fair price to pay for what he had achi eved during his years on
earth.

H's |light blue eyes scanned the room resting |onger on me than on the others.
Then he gave a general nod and settled into the enpty chair beside Skow.

"Now that we're all here," Skow said with an air of cerenmony, "I would be
remss if | didn't begin this nmeeting with a few words about the terrible |oss
that we—and this project—suffered yesterday. After a conpl ete autopsy, the

pat hol ogi st has confirmed that Dr. Fielding died of a massive cerebra
henorrhage. He—=

"Pat hol ogi st?" | cut in. "The state medi cal exam ner?"
Skow gave ne a | ook of forbearance. "David, you know we're not in a
conventional security situation. W can't involve local authorities. Dr.

Fi el ding's cause of death was certified by an NSA pathol ogi st at Fort Meade."

"The NSA has a pat hol ogi st?" | understood why the agency m ght need
psychi atrists. Code-breaking was a hi gh-stress profession. But a pathol ogi st?



"The agency has access to a full conplenent of nedical specialists,” Skow said
in the voice of a governnent tour guide. "Some directly on the payroll, others
fully vetted consultants." He glanced at Godin, whose eyes were closed. "Do
you have sone doubt about what killed Andrew, David?"

There it was. The gauntlet on the table.

"After all," Skow said in a condescending tone, "you are an experienced
i nternist. Perhaps you saw sonething inconsistent with a stroke?"

| felt the tension in the air. Everyone was waiting for ne to speak
especially Ravi Nara, who had di agnosed the stroke as Fielding died.

"No," | said at length. "Ravi said he observed paral ysis, speech inpairnent,
and a blown pupil just prior to death. That's consistent with stroke. It's
just ... it usually takes a while to die froma bl eed. The suddenness took ne

by surprise.”

It was as though the air had been let out of a balloon. Shoul ders sagged with
relief, buttocks shifted position, fingers began drumm ng on the table.

"Well, of course," Skow said generously. "It took us all by surprise. And
Andrew was, quite sinply, irreplaceable."

| wanted to strangle Skow. He had wanted to replace Fielding for the past six
nmont hs, but there was no one renmotely as qualified as the Engli shman avail abl e
for the job.

"And to show how serious | am about that," Skow said, "we will not try to
replace him"
Only Jutta Kl ein | ooked as shocked as |. Fielding had known nore about Project

Trinity than anyone but Godin. He'd got us through a dozen major bottl enecks.
Probl ens that had stunped software and materials engi neers for weeks were but
puzzles to the eccentric Englishman, something to be solved in a quarter of an
hour. In this sense, Fielding truly was irreplaceable. But the quantum aspects
of Project Trinity could not be ignored. Quantum physics was akin to al cheny
in my mnd-al cheny that worked—and to push ahead w t hout someone qualified to
handl e probl ens |ike quantum ent angl enent and unwanted tunneling woul d be
madness.

"But what do you plan to do about the MR side effects we' ve been studyi ng?"
asked. "As you know, Fielding believed they were the result of quantum
di sturbances in the brain."

"Ri di cul ous,"” barked Nara. "There's no proof there are any quantum processes
in the human brain. There never has been, and there never will be!"

"Dr. Nara," Skow said.

| gave the neurol ogist a | ook of disdain. "You didn't sound half so sure when
you were in the roomwth Fielding."

Nara shot silent daggers at ne.
Skow gave ne his patient snile. "David, both Peter and | feel that you and

Ravi are quite capable of continuing to explore the nedi cal anomali es.
Bringing in a new physicist at this tinme would be a needl ess security risk."



I wasn't going to argue this. | would save ny efforts for the president. "WII
Fi el di ng' s body and personal effects be turned over to his w dow?"

Skow cl eared his throat. "W can't seemto contact Ms. Fielding. Therefore,

Andrew s remains will be cremated as per his witten w shes."
Along with any evidence of nurder. | struggled to keep my face inpassive. So
Lu Li had made her escape. On the other hand . . . would they say anything

different if they' d caught or killed her?
Godi n touched Skow s wrist.
"Wuld you like to add sonet hing, Peter?" Skow asked.

Godi n rubbed his nearly bald pate under the indirect lights. He sat with a
Buddha-1i ke centeredness, only the blue eyes in detectable notion. He spoke
rarely, but when he did, the world |istened.

"This is no time to talk about trivialities," he said. "W |lost a giant
yesterday. Andrew Fielding and | disagreed about a |ot of things, but I
respected himnore than any man |'ve ever worked with."

| couldn't hide ny surprise. Everyone at the table | eaned forward, so as not
to mss a word. The hypnotic blue eyes made a quick circuit of the room Then
Godi n continued, his voice soft but still deep and powerful .

"Fromthe dawn of history, the driving force of science has been war. If he
were here today, Fielding would argue with ne. He would say it is mankind' s
innate curiosity that has driven the upward surge of science. But that's

wi shful thinking. It is human conflict that has marked the great forward | eaps
in technology. A regrettable reality, but one that every rational person nust
recognize. W live in a world of fact, not phil osophy. Phil osophers question
the reality of the universe, then | ook surprised when you hit themw th a shoe
and ask if they felt that reality."

Ravi Nara snickered, but Godin gave hima withering glare.

"Andy Fielding was not that sort."” Godin nodded to the bl ack-and-white photo
on the wall. "Like Robert Oppenhei ner, Andy was sonething of a nystic. But at
his core, he was a gifted theoretician with a great practical bent."

Godin brushed a wisp of white hair off his ear and | ooked around the table.
"The weaponi zation of science is the inevitable first step that brings

countl ess peacetine gifts in its wake. Oppenheiner's superhuman efforts to

gi ve us the bonb ended the Second World War and gave the world safe nucl ear
energy. We here—we five who remai n—face a task of no | esser inportance. W're
not trying, as Fielding sonetimes suggested, to assume the mantle of God. God
is merely a part of the human brain, an evolutionary copi ng mechani smt hat
devel oped to make bearabl e our awareness of our own deaths. When we finally
succeed in loading the first neuronmpodel into our prototype and conmmuni cati ng
withit, we will have to deal with that part of the brain, just as with al

the rest. For those who favor anthroponorphic expressions, we will have to
deal with Hm But God, | predict, will prove no nore troubl esone than any

ot her vestigial elenment of the brain. Because the conpletion of Trinity wll
render that particul ar coping mechani smunnecessary. Qur work will end death's
dom ni on over humanity. And surely there can be no nore noble goal than that."

Godin laid his crooked hands on the table. "But today . . . today we nourn a
man who had the courage of his convictions. Wiile we, out of grimnecessity,
focused on the mlitary and intelligence possibilities of an operationa



Trinity prototype, Fielding | ooked toward the day that he could sit down and
ask the conmputer man's ol dest questions: 'How did |ife begin? Wy are we here?

How wi | the universe end?" At sixty-three, Andy Fiel ding had the enthusiasm
of a child, and he wasn't ashanmed of it. Nor should he have been." Godin
nodded soberly. "And I, for one, will mss him™"

My face felt hot. |I'd expected the crocodile tears of John Skow, then a rush

back to full-scale research and devel opment. But Peter Godin was cl assier than
that. H's words showed that he'd known his adversary well.

"After the cause of our neurol ogical synptons has been found," Godin
concluded, "the project will resume. If we need another quantum physici st,
we'll hire one. What we will not do is charge forward w thout know ng the
dangers. Fielding taught me the inportance of prudence."

Godin carefully massaged his right hand with the fingers of his left. "W've

all sustained a severe shock. | want everyone to take three full days of rest,
begi nning at lunch today. We'll neet in this roomon Tuesday norning. Al the
usual off-site security precautions will be observed during this period."

The resulting silence was total. The man who drove hinself twice as hard as
anyone el se was suggesting tinme of f? Such a "vacation" went so against Godin's
nature that no one knew what to say.

Skow finally cleared his throat. "Well, |, for one, could use some tine at
hone. My wife is about ready to divorce ne over the hours | put in here."

CGodin frowned and cl osed his eyes again.

"Meeting adj ourned?" Skow said, glancing at Godin.

The old man got unsteadily to his feet and wal ked out without another word.
"Well, then," Skow said needl essly.

| stood and wal ked back to ny office, ny eyes on Peter Godin's retreating
back. The neeting had gone nothing like |I'd expected. Ahead of nme, Godin

started to turn the corner, but instead he stopped and turned to face nme. |
wal ked toward him

"You and Fielding were very close," he said. "Wren't you?"

"I liked him Admred him too."

Godi n nodded. "I read your book two nights ago. You're nore of a realist than
| woul d have guessed. Your opinions on abortion, fetal tissue research
cloning, the expenditures on |last-year-of-life care, euthanasia. | agreed with

all of it, right down the line."

| couldn't believe Peter Godin had worked with me for two years without
readi ng the book that had brought ne to Trinity. He | ooked over ny shoul der
for a nonment, then back at my face.

"Somet hing occurred to ne during the neeting," he said. "You know the old
hypot heti cal about history? If you could go back in tinme, and you had the
opportunity to kill Htler, would you do it?"

| smled. "It's not a very realistic formulation."

"I"'mnot so sure. The Hitler question is easy, of course. But imagine it



anot her way. If you could go back to 1948, and you knew t hat Nat huram Godse
was goi ng to assassinate Gandhi —aould you kill himto prevent that
assassi nati on?"

| thought about it. "You're really asking how far down the chain of events
woul d go. Would you nmurder Hitler's nother?"

It was Godin's turn to smle. "You re right, of course. And nmy answer is yes."

"Actually, | think your question is nore about causality. Wuld nurdering
Htler's mother have prevented the Second World War? O woul d sone ot her
nobody have risen fromthe di scontented masses to tap German resentnent over
the Versailles Treaty?"

Godin considered this. "Quite possibly. Al right, then. It's 1952, and you
know that a clunmsy lab technician is going to ruin the cell cultures of Jonas
Sal k. The cure for poliomyelitis will be greatly del ayed, perhaps by years.
Woul d you kill that innocent technician?"

A strange buzzing started in nmy head. | had a sense that Godin was toying with
me, yet Peter Godin never wasted tine wth ganes.

"Thankfully, real life doesn't present us with those dilemmas," | said. "Only
hi ndsi ght allows us to formul ate them"

He smiled distantly. "I"mnot so sure, Doctor. Hitler could have been stopped
at Munich." Godin reached out and patted me on the arm "Food for thought,
anyway. "

He turned and carefully negotiated his way around the corner

| stood in the corridor, trying to read between the lines of what |1'd heard.
Godi n never wasted words. He hadn't been idly reflecting on history or
norality. He had been tal king quite frankly about nurder. Justifiable murder
in his mnd. | shook ny head in disbelief. Godin had been talking about

Fi el di ng.

Fi el ding's nurder was necessary, he was saying. Yielding was innocent, but be
was interfering with a great good, and be had to be elim nated.

As | wal ked back toward ny office, | realized | was shivering. No one had
asked about ny call to Washington. No one had nentioned nmy visit to Fielding' s
house. Not one word about Rachel Wiss. And three days off would give ne
plenty of time to speak to the president. | might even be able to fly to
Washi ngt on. What the hell was going on?

| froze in ny office doorway. A tall, sinew blonde wonan with electric blue
eyes and a stippled scar on her left cheek sat in ny chair, gazing at ny
conputer screen. Celi Bauer. If anyone in this building had nurdered Andrew
Fielding, it was she.

"Hell o, Doctor," she said, a trace of a smle on her lips. "You | ook
surprised. | thought you'd be expecting ne."

CHAPTER 11

| stood speechless in ny office doorway. Relief had turned to paral yzing
anxiety in less than a second, and the fact that CGeli Bauer was a woman did
nothing to slow ny raci ng pul se. Like her handpi cked subordi nates, she was
| ean and hard, with a predatory gleamin her eyes. She radiated the icy



confidence of a world-class alpinist. | could inagine her hanging for hours
froma precipice, her body supported only by her fingertips. Her intelligence
was difficult to judge in an incubator filled with geniuses, but | knew from
previ ous conversations that she was quick as nercury. She treated all but the
top Trinity scientists |ike prisoners working under duress, and | attributed
this to her being the daughter of a powerful army general. Ravi Nara had
crudely called her "a terminator with tits," but | thought of her as a

term nator with brains.

"What can | do for you?" | said finally.
"I need to ask you a couple of questions," she said. "Routine stuff."

Routine? Geli Bauer had visited ny office a half dozen tines in two years. |
nostly saw her through a sheet of glass, observing the polygraph tests to
which | was randomy subjected

"Godin just gave us three days off," | told her. "Why don't we do this when I
get back?"

"I"'mafraid it can't wait." She had the statel ess accent of elite overseas

school s.

"You said it was routine."

A plastic snmle. "Why don't you have a seat, Doctor?"
"You're in ny chair."

Geli didn't get up. She thrived on conflict.

"You don't usually handle this kind of thing personally,"” |I said. "To what do
| owe the honor?"

"Dr. Fielding's death has created an unusual situation. W need to be sure we
know as much as possi bl e about the circunstances surrounding it."

"Dr. Fielding died of a stroke."

She studied ne for a while w thout speaking. The scar on her left cheek

rem nded me of sonme |'d seen on sone Vietnamvets during physicals. The vets
descri bed how shrapnel from a phosphorous grenade burned itself deep into the
skin and then self-cauterized, only to reignite in the air and wound the
operating surgeons when they attenpted to renove the fragments. Soldiers lived
interror of them and CGeli Bauer |ooked as though she'd suffered intinmte
contact with one. | had been predi sposed to |like her because of that scar. A
beauti ful woman marked by such a thing m ght have earned sone insight about
life that few of her sisters possessed. But ny interactions with Geli had
convinced ne that whatever hell she had survived, she'd | earned only

bi tterness.

"I"'m concerned about your relationship with Dr. Fielding," she said.

Always | with Geli, never the bureaucratic we, as though she felt persona
responsibility for the security of the entire project.

"Real | y?" | said, as though shocked.

"How woul d you characterize your relationship?"



"He was ny friend."
"You saw himand spoke to himoutside this facility."

To concede this was to adnit a violation of Trinity security regul ations. But
Geli probably had videotape. "Yes."

"That's a direct violation of security protocol."

| rolled ny eyes. "Sue ne."

"W could jail you."

Shit. "That'll really help keep this place secret.”

She ran her long fingers through her blonde hair. | thought of a hawk preening
itself. "You could | ose your position here, Doctor."

"Now | get it. You're here to fire ne."

Her smile slipped a notch. "There's no need for drama. |I'mtrying to |learn
what | can about Dr. Fielding' s situation."

"His situation? He's dead. Deceased. No longer with us."

"What did the two of you discuss outside work hours?"

"Soccer."
"Soccer ?"
"Fielding called it football. He was 'football nad," in his words. He followed
Arsenal, an English team It bored the hell out of ne, but I liked talking to
t he guy."

"You' re being disingenuous, Doctor."
“Am | ?"
"Both you and Dr. Fielding opposed further work on this project."

"No. | had ethical concerns about one aspect of it. Fielding had other
concerns. "

"He wanted the project stopped.”

"Only until the cause of the neurological side effects we're all experiencing
coul d be determned."

"Did he discuss those side effects with anyone not cleared for Trinity
i nformati on?"

"l have no idea."
"Hs wife, for exanple?"
| strained to keep ny face inpassive. "I can't imagine that he would."

Geli raised one eyebrow. "You spent nearly an hour with her |ast night."



So they had been watching. O course they had. They'd just killed Fielding,
and they needed to see how his best friend would react. That neant they knew
about Rachel

"l made a condol ence call."

"You di scussed sensitive Trinity information with Lu Li Fielding. A Chinese
physi cist."

"I did nothing of the kind." | had thought Lu Li's marriage to Fielding nmade
her a British citizen, but | didn't want to get into that discussion now.

"Ms. Fielding has vanished. W need to talk to her."
"Sounds |ike a personal problem"”

Celi ignored nmy sarcasm "If you hel ped her flee, you could be charged with
treason."

"Has Lu Li commtted a crinme?"

Geli's face gave away nothing. "That has yet to be determ ned. She rmay be an
accessory to treason."

The crystal, | thought suddenly. This has to be about Fielding's watch. "So
both Fieldings are m ssing now That's enbarrassing, isn't it?"

Geli didn't | ook enbarrassed. She | ooked unfl appabl e.

"Last night Lu Li told ne she'd received no word about her husband's body,"
sai d. "She was very upset."

"That's not ny area of responsibility."

"What about Fielding' s personal effects? Lu Li particularly nentioned a gold
pocket watch. An heirloom™

Geli pursed her lips, then shook her head. "I don't recall a pocket watch. But
as soon as Ms. Fielding turns up, all this will be sorted out."

Geli was lying. She hadn't worked here for two years w thout seeing that watch
a hundred tines.

"We're going to need a pol ygraph this norning," she said.
Col d sweat broke out on my trunk. "Sorry. | won't be taking one."

Her eyes narrowed. This was the first tine |I'd ever refused such a request.
"Why is that?"

"I just lost a good friend. |I didn't sleep well. | feel terrible. My dog ate
ny homewor k. "

"Dr. Tennant—
"And | don't feel like subnmitting to your fascist bullshit today. Get it?"
She settled back in ny chair and regarded ne with increasing interest. "The

enpl oyment agreement you signed permits polygraphs to be taken at any tine.
You' ve already agreed to submit.”



The fear in ny belly made me want to punch her in the face. I'd lived all ny

life with an extraordinary amount of freedom As an internist, |I'd owed and
managed ny own practice. As an author 1'd been linmted only by ny subject. But
in the oppressive atnmosphere of Trinity, |1'd devel oped a kind of spiritua

cl austrophobia. My father had experienced simlar feelings when working on
nucl ear weapons at Los Al anps and Oak Ridge. And he'd submitted to his share
of polygraph tests in his day. But times had changed since the Cold War. Today
the NSA had lie detectors based on MR technol ogy, and unlike conventiona

pol ygraphs, they were accurate 100 percent of the tine.

The principle was sinple: it took nmore brain cells to lie than to tell the
truth. Even a pathological liar first thought of the true answer when asked a
qguestion. Then he invented or recited his lie. That activity lit up the liar's
brain like Christrmas lights, and the MR detector inaged and recorded the
result for his interrogators. It was Fielding who'd stopped the MR pol ygraph
sessions, arguing that our strange synptons coul d be aggravated by further M
exposure. It was a victory in Fielding' s war against the invasion of our
privacy, but conventional polygraph sessions were unnerving enough. Taking
them on a surprise basis gave you the feeling you were living in an Owellian
dystopi a, especially when you had something to hide.

"Are you going to sedate nme?" | asked. "Tie nme down?"

Celi | ooked as though she'd like to.

"No? Then forget it."

She raised a finger and idly touched her scar. "I don't understand why you're
so conbative, Doctor."

"Sure you do."

"You' re hiding sonething."

"If I were, that would make two of us."

"You're trying to subvert this project."

"How could | do that? And why would |I? The project's already been suspended.”

Geli studied her fingernails, two of which were gnawed to nubs. Maybe she

wasn't unfl appable after all. "By going public,"” she said finally.
There it was. The deepest fear of the paranoid nilitary mnd. "I haven't done
that."

"Are you considering it?"

"No. "

"Have you spoken to the president?"

"In nmy life?"

Annoyance crept into her voice at last. "Since Dr. Fielding' s death."
"No. "

"You left a nessage at the Wite House yesterday."



| felt nmy face flush. "Yes."

"You used a pay phone."

" gP"

"\Why 2"

"The battery on nmy cell phone died." An easy lie, and inpossible to check
"Way not wait and call when you got hone?"

"I was in the nood right then."

"In the mood to talk to the president of the United States?"
"That's right."

"About Dr. Fielding s death?"

"Anong ot her things."

She seened to wei gh her next words carefully. "You told the Wite House you
didn't want the other Trinity principals informed of your call.”

My bl ood pressure dropped like a stone. How did they know what 1'd said during
t hat pay phone conversation? It had to be w retapping surveillance, and not
the local police or FBI variety. The NSA recorded nillions of private

tel ephone calls every day, the disk drives in the basenents of Fort Meade
triggered by key words |ike plastique, Al Qaeda, strong encryption, RDX, or
even Trinity. | recalled that 1'd said "Trinity" as soon as the Wite House
operator answered, to make her switch nme to the proper contact. The NSA
probably had a recording of nmy conversation fromthat point forward.

| drew nyself up and | ooked Geli hard in the eyes. "I was personally appointed
to this project by the president. Not by the NSA or John Skow or even Peter
Godin. I"'mhere to evaluate ethical problenms. If |I determne that a probl em
exists, | report directly to the president. No one here has any say in the
matter."

The gl oves were off. | had just drawn a |line between myself and everyone el se

in the Trinity building.

Celi | eaned forward, her blue eyes challenging ne. "How many cell phones do
you own, Dr. Tennant ?"

" One. "
"Do you have others in your possession?"

Clarity settled in nmy mind |like a resolving chord. They knew I'd called the
Whi te House, but they didn't know whether or not the president had gotten back
to ne. They had ny phones covered-the ones they knew about —but they were
worried about channels of communication they didn't know about. If they were
worried about that, they had no inside line to the president, and | stil

stood a chance of convincing himof ny suspicions.

"Rachel Wiss owns a cell phone,"
reaction on ny part.

Bauer said, her eyes alert for the slightest



| took a slow breath and kept ny voice even. "I don't know a doctor who
doesn't."

"But you know Dr. Weiss rather better than you know al nost anyone el se.”
"She's ny psychiatrist, if that's what you nean."

"She's the only person other than Trinity personnel to whom you' ve spoken nore
than fifty words over the past two nmonths."

| wondered if this was true.

"The sane is true for Dr. Wiss," CGeli said

"What do you nean?"

"She sees no one. She lost her son to cancer last year. After the boy died,

her husband |l eft her and returned to New York. Six nonths ago, Dr. Wi ss began
accepting occasional dates with male coll eagues. Dinner, a novie, |like that.
She never saw anyone nore than tw ce. Two nonths ago, she stopped seeing nen

al t oget her."

This didn't surprise nme. Rachel was an intense wonan, and | couldn't imagi ne
many nen neeting her expectations.

"So?" | said.

"I think you're the reason for that, Doctor. | think Dr. Wiss is in love with
you. "

| laughed, really laughed, for the first tine since |I'd seen Fielding s body.
"Dr. Weiss thinks |I'mdelusional, Ms. Bauer. Possibly schizophrenic."

This didn't faze Geli. "She kissed you last night. At the Fielding house."
"That was a synpathy kiss. | was upset about Fielding."
Geli ignored this. "Wat have you told Dr. Wiss about Project Trinity?"

"Not hi ng, as you well know. |'m sure you've found sone way to record every one
of my sessions.”

She surprised me by conceding this with a slight nod. "But |lovers are
resourceful. You nmay have managed unaut horized contact. Like |ast night."

"Last night was the first tine | ever saw Rachel Wiss outside her office."
folded my arns across ny chest. "And | refuse to discuss her further. She has
nothing to do with this project. You' re invading the privacy of an American
citizen who has signed no agreenent waiving her rights."

This time when Geli smiled, alittle flash of cruelty burned through. "Were
Project Trinity is concerned, privacy neans nothing. Under National Security
Directive 173, we can detain Dr. Wiss for forty-eight hours w thout even a
phone call."

My frustration boiled over. "Celi, do you know what Project Trinity is?"

My use of her first nane wi ped away her snile, and ny question put her
squarely on the defensive. It would kill her to admit that she didn't know the



i nnost secrets of Trinity, but to say otherw se night cost her her job. She
gl owered but sai d not hi ng.

| took a step toward her. "Well, | do know. And until you do—and you fully
understand its inplications—don't be so damm eager to follow orders like a
good little German."

The insult struck honme. Celi tensed in the chair as though about to spring at
me. | took a step back, instantly regretting ny words. There was nothing to be
gai ned by earning the personal enmty of CGeli Bauer. In fact, it was a
singularly bad idea. She had probably killed Fielding herself. And that's why
I"mbaiting her, | realized

"We're done," | said, taking nmy car keys frommy pocket. "I'll be back on
Tuesday norni ng. Keep your human Dober mans away fromme until then."

| turned ny back on her
"Dr. Tennant?"

| kept wal ki ng.
"Tennant!"

| pressed the elevator button. Wen the door opened, | got in, then stepped
out again. CGeli could probably turn the tiny cubicle into a cell with the push
of a button. She could seal the entire building just as easily, but | took the
stairs anyway.

As | hit the fourth-floor landing, an image of Fielding sitting in a cloud of
snoke filled nmy mind. The Englishman snoked |ike a chi mey, but snoking was
forbi dden everywhere in the Trinity conplex, even for the top scientists. This
wasn't due to federal regulations; Peter Godin couldn't stand a hint of snoke
in the air. Ever resourceful, Fielding had found a place where he could

i ndulge his habit. In the materials lab on the fourth floor was a | arge vacuum
chanmber that had been used during the project's early stages, for testing the
properties of carbon nanotubes. There were snoke detectors in the |ab, but
none in the vacuum chanber. Fielding had managed to pil e enough boxes around

t he chamber that nost people had forgotten its existence. Wien | coul dn't

| ocate hi manywhere else, I'd always known | could find himthere.

If Fielding were in the Trinity building and afraid for his life, | reasoned,
woul dn't he have tried to distance the crystal watch fob from hinself? He
woul dn't hide it in his office, which would certainly be searched. But the
vacuum chanmber was only one floor away, and he could be fairly sure that |
woul d eventual ly search his informal sanctum sanctorum

| exited the stairwell and nade ny way down the hall to the materials |ab. Two
engi neers recruited from Sun M crosystens wal ked out of the |ab and separat ed
to pass me, heading toward the elevators. | forced a smle, then slowed ny
wal k so that | would reach the materials I ab after they rounded the corner

behi nd ne.

The Iab was enpty. | noved swiftly to the pile of boxes that obscured the
steel vacuum chanmber and began uncovering the door. The forbiddi ng machi ne was
like a | arge deconpression chanmber for scuba divers, with a porthol e w ndow
and a large iron wheel set in its hatchlike door. | turned the wheel that

unl ocked the hatch. The |lights came on autonatically.

My heart thudded when | stepped inside. | remenbered wi de shelves cluttered



with tools, clanps, and old scraps of carbon. There was nothing in the chanber
now. Even the shelves were gone. The entire room | ooked as though it had been
st eam cl eaned.

"Celi Bauer," | breathed.

If Fielding s pocket watch had been hidden here, Geli had it now. | hurried
out of the chanber, half-expecting her to confront me in the lab. But the |lab
was still enpty, as was the hall. Slipping back into the stairwell, |
descended to the third floor and wal ked toward the security desk, where Henry
awai t ed ne.

Upon exiting Trinity, staff had to submt to a body search to prove they
weren't trying to renove conputer disks or papers fromthe building. How

Fi el di ng must have | aughed inside every tinme Henry ignored his crystal watch
fob. As | approached the desk, | realized that Henry was speaking into his
col | ar radio.

"What's up, Henry?" | said, pausing to wait for his pat-down.

"Just a mnute, Doc."

My heartbeat accelerated. | imagined CGeli Bauer giving himorders: Don't |et
Tennant out of the building

"I really need to get noving," | said. "I have an appoi ntnent."
Henry | ooked at ne, then said into the mke, "He's right here."

Jesus. If Geli had to ask if | was at the door, that nmeant she wasn't watching
me on canera fromthe security office. She was probably on her way here. My

l[inbic brain was telling me to run like hell, but how far would |I get?
Har m ess-1 ooki ng Henry was armed with a 9mm @ ock automatic. Still, it took a
suprenme act of will not to bolt for the door

Henry listened to his ear-bud for a few seconds, |ooking confused. "Are you
sure?" he asked. "All right."

He cane around the desk, and | suddenly knew that if Henry reached for his
gun, survival instinct would dictate the next few seconds. | tensed for action
when hi s hands dropped, but then he squatted and began his nornmal pat-down,
starting with nmy pant |egs.

Geli had decided to |l et me go. Why? Because she can't be sure whether |'ve
tal ked to the president.

"Good to go, Doc," Henry said, patting ne on the shoulder. "For a second |
t hought she—+ nean they-—wanted ne to hold you here."

As | |looked into Henry's face, | saw sonething in his eyes that | didn't
understand. Then | did. He didn't like CGeli Bauer any nore than | did. In
fact, he was afraid of her

The minute | cleared the arnored-glass doors, ny cell phone began ringing.
hit send and held the phone to ny ear

"Hel | 0?"

"David! Wiere the hell have you been?"



"Don't say your nane," | snapped, recogni zing Rachel's voice.
"I"ve been trying to reach you for an hour!"

No cel lul ar transm ssions coul d pass through the copper cladding that encased
the Trinity building. "Just tell me what's wong."

"Did you conme to ny office this norning?"
"Your office? O course not. Why?"

"Because soneone practically tore it to pieces. Your file is nissing, and
everything' s out of place."

| sucked in a lungful of air and forced nyself to keep wal king toward ny car
"I haven't been near your office today. Wiy do you think I'd do sonething Iike
t hat ?"

"To bol ster your delusions in nmy eyes! To nmake ne think they're real!™

She sounded cl ose to hysteria. Had she understood nothing | ast night? "W need
to talk. But not like this. Are you at your office now?"

"No, |I'mon Hi ghway 15."

Rachel could take 15 all the way fromthe Duke Medical Center to Chapel Hill.
"Are you in a cab?"

"No. | went and got mnmy car this norning."

"Meet me where you saw ne naking the videotape."

"You nean—

"You know where. |'mon ny way. Hang up now. "

She di d.

It took all my self-control not to run the last few steps to ny car

CHAPTER 12

Rachel 's white Saab was parked in front of ny house. Rachel herself was
sitting on ny front steps, her chin in her hands like a college girl waiting
for a class to begin. Instead of her usual silk blouse and skirt, she wore
bl ue jeans and a white cotton oxford shirt. | tapped ny horn. She | ooked up
unsm ling. Waving once, | pulled into my garage and wal ked t hrough t he house

to open the front door.

"Sorry you got here first," | said, glancing up the street for unfamliar
vehi cl es.

Her eyes were red fromcrying. She went into the living roombut didn't sit.
I nst ead, she paced around ny sparse furniture, unable to remain still.

"Tell me what happened,” | said.

She paused | ong enough to fix me with a glare, then continued pacing. "I was
at the hospital, checking on a patient who attenpted suicide tw days ago."



" And?"

"I decided to run by nmy office and dictate sone charts. Wen | got there, |
real i zed soneone el se had been there. | nean, the office was | ocked, but I
could tell, you know?"

"You said the place was torn to pieces."

She averted her eyes. "Not exactly. But lots of things were out of place.
know, because | like ny things a certain way. Books arranged fromsnmall to

| arge, papers stacked . . . never mind."

"You' re obsessive-compul sive."

Her dark eyes flashed. "There are worse problens than having OCD. "

"Agreed. You said ny file was m ssing?"

"Yes."

"Any other patient records m ssing?"

"No. "

"That's it, then. What | don't understand is why they would steal ny file. Wy
not just photocopy it? I'msure they' ve read it before. They probably read it
every week."

Rachel stopped pacing and | ooked at me in disbelief. "How could they do that?"

"By sneaki ng soneone into your office. Probably the nights of mny appoi ntment
days."

"Why didn't | notice anything before?"
"Maybe this time they were in a hurry.”
"\Why 2"

"They're frightened. "

"OfF what ?"

"Me. OF what |'ve done. What | might do."

She sat on the edge of ny sofa as though to collect herself. "I need to be
clear on this, David. Just who is they? The NSA?"

"Yes and no. They're the security people for Project Trinity, which is funded
by the NSA. "

"And this is who you say nmurdered Andrew Fi el di ng?"

"Yes "
She cl osed her eyes. "I had a friend at the nedical center test that white
powder you gave ne. It's not contam nated with anthrax or any other known

pat hogen or poison." Her eyes opened and | ooked into mne. "lIt's sand, David.
Gypsum Wiite sand. No threat to anybody."



My mi nd began spinning with the possible significance of that. M crochips were
made of silicon, a kind of sand. WAs gypsumthe basis of sone new

sem conduct or Godi n had di scovered? Maybe Fielding was trying to tell ne

somet hing |ike that w thout being overt—

"Have you tried to reach the president again?" Rachel asked.
| opened ny nouth in surprise.

"\What ?"

"I forgot to check my answering machi ne. Excuse ne."

I went to the kitchen. The nachine's LED showed one nmessage waiting. Wen
hit the button, a New Engl and accent crackled fromthe tiny speaker

"Dr. Tennant? This is Ewan MCaskell, the president's chief of staff.
renmenber you fromyour visit a couple of years ago. | just received your
message. |'m sure you understand that we're very busy over here. | can't

i nvol ve the president until | know what this is about, but I do want to talk
to you as soon as possible. Please remain at this nunber, and I'Il call back
as soon as tine pernmits.”

My relief was al nbost overwhelmng. | put my hand on the counter to steady
nmysel f. The caller ID unit showed that MCaskell's call had cone in twenty
m nut es ago.

"Who was that?" Rachel asked.

| replayed the message for her

"I have to adnmit," she said, "that sounded |i ke Ewan MCaskell."

"Li ke hinf That was him Didn't you understand anything you saw | ast ni ght?"

She pulled a chair away fromthe kitchen table and sat in front of nme. "Listen
to ne, David. Do you know why |'m here? Wiy | hel ped you | ast night?"

"Tell me."

"Your book."

"My book?"

"Yes. Every day in the hospital | see things they never told ne about in

nmedi cal school. Cases that fall into the cracks between reality and legality.
Di |l emmas the governnent hasn't got the guts to face. | do what | can about
them. . . maybe |I conplain to another doctor, but that's it. You wote it

down for the world to read, wi thout giving a damm what woul d happen to you.
Abortion. Last-year-of-life care versus prenatal care. Euthanasia. My God, you
wr ot e about assisting your own brother to die."

| closed nmy eyes and saw an i mage of my ol der brother, unable to nove anythi ng
but his eyelids due to the ravages of ALS, then unable to nove even those.
W'd made a pact. At that point | would help himend what renmained of his
life.

"I nearly left that out,” | said.

She gripped ny forearm "But you didn't. You took the risk, and you hel ped



countl ess people by leaving it in. People you'll never know But they know

you. | know you. And now you're ill. You' ve needed help for nonths, and
conventional therapy wasn't working. | couldn't break through the walls you'd
put up." Her hand tightened on ny arm and she sniled encouragingly. "

believe you're involved in sone kind of special work, okay? But tell ne this.
If the Trinity conmputer is all you say it is, then why you? You know? You
wrote a great book. The president knew your brother. But does that qualify you
to make judgnents about the kind of science you' ve told nme about ?"

She was right. There was nore to it. 1'd kept ny past secret for so |ong that
to speak of it nowrequired a surprising act of wll.

"My father was a nucl ear physicist,"” | said softly. "He worked at Los Al anos
during the war. He was the youngest physicist to work on the Manhattan
Project.”

Her dark eyes flashed. "Go on."
"My undergraduate degree is in theoretical physics. MT."
"My God. | really know nothing about you, do I?"

| touched her shoulder. "Sure you do. Look, my father was part of the group
that began to protest using the bonmb. Leo Szilard, Eugene Wgner, those guys.
The Germans had surrendered, and the Japanese just didn't have the resources
to build an atom c bonb. My father's group wanted our bonb denonstrated for

t he Japanese army, not used on civilians. Their dissent was ignored, and

H roshi ma becane history.

"But we live in a different world now. Once the president realized the
implications of Trinity—ae're tal king about |iberating human intelligence from
t he body, for God's sake—he knew he'd be vulnerable politically if the public

| earned he'd gone ahead wi thout concern for ethics or nmorality. Look at the
craziness that surrounds cloning and fetal tissue research. So he demanded

et hical oversight. He knew ny book, he knew the public trusts me to tell the
truth, and he trusted ne because he'd known ny brother. Beyond that, ny

pedi gree for conscientious objection went back to ny father and the Manhattan
Project. So, who better than |?"

Rachel was shaki ng her head. "Wy did you becone a doctor rather than a
physi ci st ?"

She couldn't stop being a shrink. O maybe she was just being a woman. "After
H roshima, ny dad led a troubled Iife. Edward Teller was gearing up to build
t he hydrogen superbonb. COppenhei mer opposed it. So did ny father. Dad
requested a transfer. General Goves didn't want to rel ease himfrom weapons
wor k, but they agreed to give hima nore technical job, one nore renoved from
t he actual warheads. They moved himto the national |ab at Cak Ridge
Tennessee. "

"Way didn't he just quit altogether?"

"Eventually he did. But this was the Cold War. There were different Kkinds of
pressure then. Oppenhei mer was persecuted for years for his opposition to the
hydrogen bomb. Dad al so net nmy nother at Oak Ridge. Things were better there
They had ny brother. | was born rmuch later. An accident, really." | sniled at
the nmenory of ny parents revealing this fact to me. "I grew up in Gak Ridge,
but when | was a teenager, Dad quit nucl ear physics and noved us to
Huntsville, Al abama, so he could work on the space program”



"l still don't see the nedical connection."

"My nother was a pediatrician in Oak Ridge. She did a lot of good. It didn't
take a genius to see that she was a | ot happier in her work than ny dad had
been. That's what influenced ne."

| glanced down at the phone, willing it to ring again. "Last night, | only
told you part of the truth. Wen the president offered me this position, it
felt oddly like poetic justice. | was being given the opportunity mny father
never had at Los Al anps. The chance to exercise sone control over a great
undertaking that was likely to change the world forever. For good or evil. |
sensed that on the day | visited the Oval Ofice, and that's what put ne
here.”

Rachel took a deep breath and slowy blew out the air. "It's all real, isn't
it? Trinity, | nmean."

"Yes. And |I'm dammed gl ad McCaskell called nme back. "We need the president
badl y. "

| stood up, half wanting to replay MCaskell's nmessage, but a wave of fatigue

rolled through ne. | hoped it was just exhaustion, but then the famliar
hi gh- pi tched humr ng began in my back teeth. Renenbering | had no anphet ani nes
left, I took a can of Muntain Dew out of the fridge, popped it open, and

drank a long pull for the caffeine.

"Davi d?" Rachel was watching nme strangely. "Are you all right? You | ook
shaky. "

"I may go out," | said, taking another gulp of the soda.

"Go out?" Her eyes w dened. "Narcol epsy?”

She' d never witnessed one of ny episodes. As | nodded, a shadow seemed to pass
over my eyes. It left me with a vague feeling of threat, as though soneone
were in the roomwith us, there but unseen. "I'mm ssing sonething," | thought
al oud.

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

An image of Geli Bauer came into nmy mind. "W're in danger."

Rachel | ooked worried, nore about me than any external threat. "What kind of
danger ?"

"There's somet hing about the way all this is happening. CGodin giving us tine
off ... my chart being stolen fromyour office . . . MCaskell's call. I'm
m ssing sonething, but I"'mtoo tired to think of what."

"I thought MCaskell's call was good news."

"It is. It's just ..." As drowsy as | was, | felt a desperate need to have ny
gun in ny hand. "I want you to do ne a favor. Wait here for two mnutes."

"What ?" Worry darkened her eyes. "\Were are you goi ng?"
"To ny neighbor's house.” | hurried to the back door

"David! What if you pass out?"



"Don't answer the door!" | called. "But if the phone rings, answer it and say
"Il be right back."

I ran outside and crashed through the thick hedge that bordered the backyards
of the houses on ny street. | sprinted the length of three backyards, then cut
back t hrough the hedge behind a neighbor's utility shed. 1'd slipped out of ny
house | ast night about 2 AM and hidden Fielding's box. beneath it. Inside
the box were Fielding's electronic gadgets, ny partially recorded vi deot ape,

Fielding's letter, and nmy pistol. | got on ny knees and retrieved the box,
then crawl ed back through the hedge and sprinted back to ny own yard. By the
time | reached it, | felt like a drunk running through an unfamliar city.

Rachel was waiting just inside the back door. "That's the stuff from]l ast
night," she said. "Wy do you need that?"

| tilted the box so she could see the gun

She stepped back. "David, you're scaring ne."

"You need to get out of here. You'll be fine for the tine it takes ne to tel
my story to McCaskell." | set the box on the floor, put the gun in ny
wai st band, then led her to the front of the house. "Spend the rest of the day
somewhere public, like a mall. Don't go home until you hear fromne."

She pivoted and stopped nme from pushing her toward the door. Her assertiveness
seened to bring us eye to eye. "Stop this! You're so out of it right now you
coul d shoot yourself by accident."

| started to reply, but ny words went spinning off into the dark edges of ny
mnd. | would be unconscious in |less than a m nute.

"I'"'mabout to go under."

She grabbed ny arm and dragged ne into the hall, looking for a place to lay ne
down. | pointed to the door of ny guest bedroom Sensing that | was about to
fall, she rushed ne through the door and let nme fall facedown across the
nmattress.

"Do you have any nedi cati on?"

"I ran out."
Her footsteps noved away. | heard cabi net doors bangi ng, then Rachel's voice
talking to herself. Wen the voice seened closer, | nanaged to roll over.

There was a dark silhouette in the doorway.

"Coffee's brewing," Rachel said. "You're still awake?"

"Sort of."

She watched ne |ike sonmeone observing an ani mal during an experinment. "There's
no food in your kitchen. Nothing but rock-hard saltines. Wen was the | ast

time you went to the market?"

| couldn't renmenber. The | ast few weeks had been an endl ess parade of hours
working with Fielding on experinments | barely understood.

Rachel sat on the bed and put her fingers against my carotid artery. Her
fingertips were cool



"I was like that for a while," she said, |ooking at her watch. Her |ips noved

slightly as she counted pul se beats. "After | lost my son. Not going to the
market, | nean. Not paying bills. Not bathing. | guess it takes a man | onger
to get back to those kinds of things. In the end, | used those small chores to

enforce sone order in ny life. It kept ne fromgoing conpletely nad."

| felt my lips smle. | liked that she didn't let psychiatry get in the way of
using words like mad. | also liked the way her fingers felt against ny neck. |
wanted to tell her sonething about her touch. It rem nded me of someone, but |
couldn't think who

"When's your birthday?" she asked.

| couldn't renenber.

" Davi d?"

A bl ack wave roll ed over nme, covering ne in darkness.

" mwal ki ng up a suburban si dewal k, studying the perfect houses in their

perfect rows. It's Wllow Street. | live on WIllowsleep on it, anyway—but it
has little in common with the street | lived on as a boy. On Wllow Street,
don't know ny nei ghbors well, and sone not at all. The NSA told me not to nake

friends, and that has turned out to be easy. On Wllow Street, no one nakes an
effort. In Cak Ridge the houses were smaller, but |I could name everyone who
lived in them M little neighborhood was a world unto itself, filled with
faces I knew like those of nmy own family. On WIllow Street the children stay

i nside nore than outside. The fathers don't cut the lawns, hired nmen do. In
Oak Ridge, the fathers cared for their laws like little fiefdons, spent hours
di scussing various nowers and fertilizers with each other

| wal k around a curve and see ny own house. White with green trim Fromthe
outside it looks like a home, but it's never felt |like hone to ne. A black
Labrador retriever |opes across the street without its master, a rare sight
here. A Lexus rolls toward ne, slowing as it passes. | wave at its driver, a
tall, inperious woman. She stares at nme as if |I'm a dangerous interl oper.
cross the street and walk up to ny front door

My hand goes into ny pocket for ny key, then to the doorknob. | insert
something into the lock, but. . . it's not nmy key. It's thin and netallic,
like a file. | jiggle it in the lock. There's a nonent of resistance, then the
| ock gives. | open the door, slip inside, and quickly close it behind ne.

My hand digs into nmy other pocket, brushing agai nst sonething cold. My fingers
cl ose around wood, and ny hand emerges gripping the butt of a gun, an
automatic. | don't recognize the weapon. From ny ot her pocket | wthdraw a
perforated silencer and slowy screwit onto the gun barrel. It seats itself
with satisfying finality. Fromthe hallway, | hear a tinkle of glass.
Soneone's in the kitchen. | take one careful step forward, testing the

fl oorboards, then begin to wal k—

| snapped awake in panic and jerked my pistol fromny wai stband. A revolver,
not an automatic. And no silencer. | wanted to call out to Rachel, but I
suppressed the urge. In a single notion | rolled off the bed, |anded on ny
feet, and noved to the bedroom door

At first | heard only a soft hutmming in a femal e regi ster. The tune sounded
like "California” by Joni Mtchell

The hardwood fl oor of the hallway creaked.



| drew a silent breath and held it.

The fl oor creaked again. Someone was passing nmy door fromright to left. |

cl osed ny eyes and waited. Another creak. | counted slowy to ten. Then |
reached down with ny free hand and slowy turned the knob. Wen it had turned
far enough, | yanked open the door, leapt into the hall, and ained ny .38 to
the left.

A long-haired blond man stood six feet away, his arns extended through the
kitchen door. | couldn't see his hands, but | knew they held a gun

| pulled the trigger.
There was no boomor kick. I'd forgotten to cock the hanmer, so the

doubl e-action trigger only went hal fway back. As |I jerked it hone, the bl ond
man whirled and a silenced automatic whipped into view, its bore black and

bottom ess. Then ny trigger broke, and an orange flash illuninated the
hal I way. | blinked against it, and when | opened ny eyes, the blond man was
gone.

A woman was screami ng an ice pick through nmy eardruns.

| 1 ooked down. The blond man lay on the floor, blood pouring fromhis skull. I
nmoved forward and stepped on the wist of the hand hol ding the gun. The
screamng wouldn't stop. | glanced to ny right. Rachel was standing with her
back agai nst the sink, her face deathly gray, her nmouth open wi de.

"Stop it!" | yelled. "Stop!"

Her mouth remai ned open, but the scream di ed.

| pulled the automatic fromthe blond nman's hand, then checked his brachial

pul se. Thready. The bullet had entered the skull just above the right ear. Hs
gray eyes were glazed, both pupils fixed and dil ated. Leaning down, | saw

exposed brain matter. He wouldn't last five mnutes.

| sensed nore than saw Rachel noving. Looking up, | saw her holding the
ki tchen tel ephone, preparing to dial

"Put that down."

"I"'mcalling for paranedics!"
"He doesn't have a chance.”
"You don't know that!"

"OfF course | do. Examine him if you don't believe nme." | straightened up
"Even if he did, we couldn't risk it."

"What ? What do you nean?"

"Who do you think this is? Sonme street punk? A crackhead breaking into ny
house in broad daylight? Look at him"

Rachel gl anced down for perhaps a second. "I don't know who he is. Do you know
hi nP"

As | stared down at the ruined young face, | realized that | did. At least I'd



seen him before. Not often, but | had passed himin the parking |l ot at

Trinity, a tall, lanky blond with the | ook of someone you'd neet on a nountain
trail in Europe. Like CGeli Bauer, he had the physique of a clinber, or an
elite soldier.

"I do know him He works for Geli Bauer."
Rachel squinted in confusion. "Wo's that?"

"She's Trinity. She's Godin. She's the NSA." | laid both guns on the kitchen
counter. "Soneone ordered her to take nme out too. You, too, apparently.”

Sonething in me still resisted the idea that Peter Godin had ordered ny death.
Yet nothing at Trinity happened w thout his approval

"W have to call the police," Rachel said. "W'll be all right. He was about
to shoot ne. This was self-defense, or justifiable homcide, whatever they
call it."

"The police? You can't call local police to investigate the NSA. | told you
that."
"Why not? He was going to kill ne. That's a state crine."

| al nost | aughed. "The NSA is the |argest and nobst secret intelligence agency
inthe United States. Everything they do is classified. It would take a court
order to get a cop past the front gate at Fort Meade."

"This isn't Fort Meade."

"To the NSA, it is. Look, until | talk to the president, we're on our own. Do
you under st and?"

She | ooked down at the growi ng pool of blood. "Maybe he is a street punk."
"Don't you get it? This is why they stole ny file fromyour officel™

"What ?"

"They al ready knew they were going to kill you."

She opened her nouth but said nothing.

"Qt herwi se they woul d have photocopied the file and left it in place. They
want ed nothing left in your office for the Durham police to connect you to the
project.”

She was shaki ng her head, but nmy logic was difficult to refute. | stuck the
automatic into ny wai stband and picked up ny .38. ' "W have to get out of

here. Fast. There could be others close by."

Her eyes went wi de. "Others?"

Suddenly | saw it all. "The NSA taps nmy phones. Wen they heard Ewan M Caskel
| eave his nessage, they knew | hadn't spoken to the president yet. That's al
they were waiting for. I was too excited to see the inplications.”

| grasped her hand. It was cold and linp. "W have to run, Rachel. Ri ght now
If we don't, we'll die here.”



"Run where?"
"Anywhere. Nowhere. W have to di sappear.”
"No. We haven't done anything wong."

"That doesn't matter." | pointed at the man on the floor and saw that he was
no | onger breathing. "Do you think that corpse is one of ny hallucinations?"

"You killed him" she said in the voice of a child.
"And 1'd do it again. He was about to fire a bullet into your head."

She wobbl ed on her feet. | steadied her, then led her to the guest bedroom
where 1'd lain unconscious only mnutes ago.

"Stay here. | have to get sonething." | tried to put nmy .38 in her hand, but
she recoiled. "Keep it," | insisted, closing her fingers around it. "If you
| eave this house alone, you'll be killed."

She stared hol |l oweyed at ne.

| took the silenced automatic from ny wai stband and checked to make sure the
safety was off. "Promi se ne you won't | eave."

"I won't leave," she said dully.

I left the guestroom and raced upstairs. My bedroomwas on the left side of

the anding. On the right was a bedroom| used for storage. | pulled an old
chair into the closet of that roomand stood on it. Wth nmy arms stretched
high, | could just reach the plywod panel that gave access to the attic.

pushed out the wooden square, then lifted nyself by main strength and wedged
ny body through the space.

Standi ng hal f-erect to avoid the roofing nails jutting down from above, |

bal anced on two rafters and | ooked around to get ny bearings. Enough |ight was
showi ng through the eaves and soffit vents to show ny way. | crept twenty feet
to ny left and knelt. Lying on pink fiberglass insulation were a hamer and
crowbar 1'd left there four weeks ago, as though dropped carelessly. | picked
them up and noved quickly to an area floored with quarter-inch plywood.

Jammi ng the crowbar into a seam between two pi eces of wood, | hamered it
deeper, then | eaned heavily on the bar. The plywood splintered. | shoved the
end of the bar through the resulting hole, then jerked upward, ripping open a
two- f oot section of wood. Fromthe dark cavity below | renoved a small nyl on
gym bag and unzipped it. The light filtering through the eaves illumi nated the
rectangul ar outlines of a passport and two thick bundl es. The bundl es were
stacks of hundred-dollar bills. Twenty thousand dollars' worth.

Fi ve weeks ago, when Fielding told ne | needed to cache a bag like this, 1'd
| aughed at him But he had known this day would cone. Zipping the bag shut, |
crab-wal ked across the rafters to the access hole, then dropped the bag onto
the closet floor. My arnms quivered fromstrain as | |owered nyself back down
to the chair and pulled the plywod square back over the opening.

When ny feet hit the floor, an imge of Rachel running fromthe house in panic
filled my mind. | grabbed the bag and ran downstairs.

She was still sitting on the bed, her eyes blank w th shock



"Time to go," | told her. "Are you ready?"

She blinked but said nothing.

| took her free hand and pulled her to her feet. "I need you to keep it
together for five mnutes. After that, you can collapse if you need to. Here
we go."

| led her through the hall and kitchen to the [aundry room which opened into
the garage. Leaving her there, | retrieved Fielding's box fromthe back door
then returned and took ny .38 back from her

"Hold this," | said, giving her the box. "Wait here till | call for you."

Wt hout pausing |long enough for fear to take hold, |I threw open the door from
t he house to the garage and charged through with the automatic extended,
traversing it right and left to cover all angles of fire.

The garage | ooked enpty.

| made a quick circuit of my Acura, then dropped to ny knees and | ooked

beneath it. "Come on!" | shouted. "Hurry!"

Rachel ' s shoes hissed on the snooth cenent. | opened the passenger door for
her, then took Fielding's box and set it on the backseat. "If anything bad's
going to happen, it's going to happen right now," | said, getting behind the
wheel . "Get down in your seat."

She slid to the floor. The top of her head showed above the doorframe. |
pushed it down, then started the engine and put the car in reverse.

"Stay down."

| touched the renote control clipped to ny visor. The garage door notor
groaned above us, and the w de white door began to rise. Wth the killer's gun
clenched in ny hand, | watched for the silhouette of legs in the grow ng

rectangl e of sunlight.

| saw not hi ng.

The instant the garage door cleared roof height, |I gunned the engine. The
Acura shot backward over the cenment and into blinding sunlight. | hit the
renote to | ower the garage door, then spun the wheel left. | didn't touch the

brake until the car was pointed up WIllow Street.

"What' s happeni ng?" Rachel cried, alarmed by ny sudden stop

"Stay down!"

I'd planned to drive calmy if the street was clear, but as we stopped,

could al nost feel an unseen marksman taking aim | shifted into drive, floored
the accelerator, and fishtailed up WIllow, |eaving six feet of rubber on the
pavenent behi nd us.

CHAPTER 13

In the Trinity building's control center, Celi Bauer stood absolutely stil
and spoke into her headset.

"W heard a shot. In Tennant's house."



"I'sn't that what you expected?" Skow asked.

Idiot. "No. Ritter had a silenced weapon."

"And Tennant was carrying his gun |ast night."

"Ri ght."

Skow processed this in silence. "That doesn't nmean Ritter failed."
"No. In fact, | can't inmagine a scenario like that."

"Good. What do you want to do?"

Geli had al ways pegged Skow as a theoretical warrior, and now that bullets

were flying, he was | ooking to her for guidance. "I pulled ny other assets
back so nothing would | ook suspicious. But if | don't get confirmation of
success within five mnutes, |'mputting in a teamto check things out."

"You have cover?"

"A carpet-service truck."

"I's there any chance the shot m ght have been reported to | ocal police?"
"Some. If a patrol car shows up before we've cleared the scene—= - "Use your

NSA credentials to quaranti ne the house,"” Skow finished, show ng sone balls at
last. "Then contact ne inmmrediately."

"Towill."
"I'"'mout."
"Wait."

"What is it?"

Geli was tired of being in the dark. "Tennant asked me about the pocket
wat ch. "

"What pocket watch?"
Her bullshit detector pegged the nmeter. "I checked the storage roomthis
nmorni ng. Fielding' s personal effects. Everything was there except his pocket

wat ch. "

Skow was silent for a time. Then he spoke alnost to hinmsel f, "Fieldi ng nust
have tol d hi msonething about it."

"You want to tell ne sonething about it?"
"That know edge isn't necessary for you to do your job."
Anger flashed through her. "If it's on Tennant's nmind, it may be inportant.”

"It is important. Just not to you. Keep me posted on the situation at the
house. "

Skow hung up



Geli sat in her chair. She hated the nushroomtreatnent, but that was the
nature of intelligence work. Keep themin the dark and feed them bullshit. She
under st ood the val ue of conpartmentalizing know edge. And for the past two
years, she hadn't really needed to know what the scientists were working on
But things had changed. Since the project's suspension, Peter Godin had been
spending a great deal of time away, supposedly visiting his corporate
headquarters in California. CGeli no |longer believed that. Sometines Godin took
Ravi Nara with him and that made no sense. Nara had nothing to do with Godin
Super conputing, and Godin didn't even |like the neurol ogist.

Now CGodi n had dropped off the face of the earth. Had Fielding' s pocket watch
gone with hin? How could the watch be so inportant? Wen Fielding first cane
to work at Trinity, an NSA engi neer had di sassenbl ed the pocket watch to be
sure it contained no data-recording device. He'd pronounced the watch clean
It was disassenbl ed again this year, on a day chosen at random The watch was
clean again. So why had it been taken fromthe storeroonf? Geli pictured the
watch in her mnd. A heavy gold case, scarred fromuse. There was a chain
attached, and a crystal on the end of the chain. But the crystal was
transparent. Nothing could be hidden inside that. At |east nothing she knew
about .

Her direct line to the NSA flashed red. She routed the call to her headset.
" Bauer."

"Jim Conklin here." Conklin was her main contact in Crypto City at Fort Meade.
"What is it?"

"We're still running those intercepts on the pay phones around Andrew

Fi el ding's house. Al pay phones within three niles, twenty-four hours a day.
You never rescinded the order."

"l never neant to."

"Well, with all the intercepts we're doing for the antiterror effort, we're
runni ng a few days behind on screening for voiceprint matches."

Geli's heartbeat quickened. "You have sonet hi ng?"

"Andrew Fi el ding made a call four days ago froma service-station conveni ence
store. | think you'll want to hear it."

"Can you send me the audio file?"

"Sure. 1'll use Webworld." Webworld was the NSAs secure intranet, and Geli was
one of the few outsiders linked to it. "You want the spectrograns of the
mat ches?"

"No. | know Fielding's voice."
"Two mnutes."

Geli clicked off, |ooked at her watch, then said, "JPEG Fielding, Andrew. " A
photo of Fielding filled her conputer screen. The white-haired Englishman had
an angul ar, handsone face that bl oomed red in the cheeks. Fielding had |iked
his gin. But it was his eyes that got you. Sparkling blue, they held a
childi sh mischief that alnost blinded you to the deep intelligence beneath it.
As Celi |ooked into those eyes, she realized how forni dabl e an adversary

Fi el di ng was. He m ght be dead, but he was still controlling events.



An audio file icon popped onto the corner of her screen. The NSA was not hing
if not efficient. She was about to open it when her headset beeped an alert
code fromher teamin the carpet-service van

"What is it?"

"There's a police cruiser comng up the road. Somebody nust have reported the
shot . "

Geli closed her eyes: She would have to invoke her federal authority and
guarantine Tennant's house. The NSA's presence in Chapel Hill was about to
becorme t he know edge of nunicipal police.

"I"'mon nmy way."

"W're gone."

Geli hit an alarmbutton on her desk, alerting every nenber of her security
teans, whether inside the building, on surveillance duty, or sleeping at hone.
In two minutes a net would cl ose on David Tennant's house from every
direction.

CHAPTER 14

| was about to drive out of my subdivision when | realized | was naking a

nm st ake. The open hi ghway | ooked |i ke escape but wasn't. | knew Geli Bauer
better than that. Yanking the wheel left, |I did a 180 in the m ddl e of Hickory

Street, then turned onto El m

"Why are you turning around?" Rachel asked fromthe floor on the passenger
si de.

"Have you ever hunted rabbit?"

She blinked in confusion. "Rabbit? I'mfrom New York."

A woman on a nountain bi ke rode by us and waved, a toddler in a baby seat
perched on the back fender. In our present circunstances, the inmage | ooked
surreal

"When a rabbit runs for its life, it takes a zigzag course at |ightning speed.
But it always circles back to where it started. It's a good escape strategy.
O course, rabbit hunters know that. That's why they use dogs. The dogs chase
the rabbit while the hunter stands there waiting to shoot hi mwhen he comnes
back around."

Rachel 's face showed disgust. "That's barbaric."

"It puts food on the table. The point is, the people hunting expect us to run
i ke humans. But we're going to take a lesson fromthe rabbit."

"What do we gain by doing that?"
"A car, for one thing. W wouldn't get five mles in this one. Yours, either."
"\Whose car can we get?"

"Just sit tight."



Elm Street circumavi gated ny subdivision. Wien | cane to the east entrance of
Oak Street-—which paralleled WIllow+ turned left. As | drove, | watched

bet ween the houses to catch a glinpse of the roofs on nmy street. Wien | saw ny
own, | began scanning the | awns ahead. A hundred yards up Gak Street, | saw
what | wanted. A blue-and-white for sale sign. The house it advertised had a

I ong, curving driveway with no cars parked in it. Turning into the drive,
pul l ed quickly off the cement and rolled behind a thick stand of boxwood

shr ubs.

"Follow me," | said, getting out.

Rachel clinmbed off the floor and opened her door. Her face was pale, her hands
shivering. The shooting at ny house had put her into shock. It had rattled ne,
too. | had killed before. 1'd injected my own brother with narcotics and

pot assium then watched the |ast spark of consciousness w nk out of his eyes.
But blowing a man's brains out was something el se. And when Geli Bauer | earned
that 1'd killed one of her people, she would nove heaven and earth to take her
revenge.

| wal ked over to Rachel and pulled her against nme, hugging her as | once had
my wi fe and daughter. "W're going to be all right," | said, not really
believing it. Her hair snelled famliar. My wife had used the sane shanpoo.
put the nenories out of ny mnd. "But we have to run. Do you understand?"

She nodded into my chest. | stroked her hair, still not quite believing what
had happened nyself. Thirty mnutes ago, |'d believed the nightmare was over.
Ewan McCaskell would call back, and the president would take control of
Trinity. Now that hope was blown to hell.

"W're going to walk a little ways," | said, "and then we're going to borrow a
car. Nobody will bother us. Wth ne carrying Fielding's box, it'll look |like
we're selling sonething. Can you do it?"

She nodded.

| got Fielding's box fromny car and started down Cak Street, Rachel beside
me. "There's a hedge in these backyards that runs behind the lots on ny
street. You'll see it in a mnute. We're going to cut through it to ny street.
"Il tell you when."

Using the sidewal k, we quickly covered the hundred yards back to where |I'd
seen ny roof. | wal ked her past two nore | awns, then said, "Right here. Cut
bet ween the houses."

A wooden privacy fence bl ocked the space between the two houses |I'd chosen
"If the gate's locked, we'll clinmb over," | said.

"What if someone's in the backyard?"

“1'"l1l deal withit."

The gate opened easily. The backyard contai ned sone plastic playground

equi prent and a parked | awn nower, but no people. Wth ny hand in the snall of
Rachel ' s back, | guided her across the yard. There was no gate in the back
fence, so | bent and interl ocked ny fingers, boosted her over, then slung

nysel f up and dropped to the ground besi de her

The space between the fence and the hedge was only a couple of feet w de.
crawl ed through an opening at the bottom of the bushes, then got to ny feet



behind the utility shed where |1'd hidden Fielding's box earlier. Rache

foll owed, grabbed nmy hand, and pulled herself up. | didn't know what the
shed's owner did for a living, but | assuned he had sonme sort of sales job,
because he was hardly ever hone.

The interior was dim and it stank of dead mice and notor oil. A row of tools
hung from hooks on a pegboard. | was |ooking for a crowbar |ike the one in ny
attic, but I saw nothing like that. Kneeling, | scanned the area beneath the

shel ves. The owner stowed fishing gear there. Nothing heavy enough for ny
pur pose.

"l feel sick," Rachel said.
"It's the snell. Go outside."

As she left, | saw a twel ve-pound sl edgehammer | eaning in the corner. | picked
it up and wal ked outside. Rachel was bent over with her hands on her knees.

"What's that for?" she asked.

"Stay close.”

| trotted up to the back door of the house, drew back the sledge, and swung it
in a roundhouse arc at the | ock. The door caved in. Dropping the hammer, | ran
into the dark house. Rachel followed. | didn't hear an alarm but it could be
silent. Wred straight to a security service.

"We want the kitchen," | told her

"This way. | snell garlic and dish soap."

"Look for wall hooks. W need car keys."

"It would help if you turned on the lights."

I hit a wall switch and fl ooded the kitchen with light. It was a showpl ace,
filled with professional Viking appliances in stainless steel. Wile Rache
searched the walls for hooks, | pulled open drawers. One held dishrags.

Anot her practically spewed coupons, which seemed odd. Someone who could afford
Vi ki ng appliances didn't need to cut out coupons.

"Key!" Rachel cried, grabbing something off the countertop

| took the key and exanmined it. "That's for a riding | am nower. Keep
| ooki ng."

The next drawer contained jars of nails, screws, glue sticks, and paper clips.
No keys.

"Why did you pick this house?" she asked.
"The guy's single and never honme, but | know he has two cars.”

"CGot it!'" She pulled a square black key froma hook under a cabinet. "It's for
an Audi."

"That's it."

Just as in ny house, you had to go through the laundry roomto reach the
garage. The sane contractor had probably built both homnes.



"How di d you know t he key was for an Audi ?"

"My ex-husband drove one."

| opened the door to the garage and saw a silver A8 sitting there like an
answered prayer. The guy's other car was a Honda Accord. He probably took the
Accord to the airport to sit in the Park & Fly and saved the flagship Audi for

his road trips.

"Anybody with an eighty-thousand-dollar car has a security systemin his
house, " Rachel said over my shoul der

"The cops are definitely on their way. Key?"

She slapped it into ny palmlike a nurse passing a scalpel to a surgeon, and
twenty seconds later we were pulling onto WIllow Street, the garage door
sliding down behind us. | |ooked up and dowmn WIIlow, being careful not to turn
too far right when | |ooked toward nmy house. | didn't see anybody. Not even a
yar dman.

"What good is stealing this car if the police conme check out that guy's
al arn?" Rachel asked.

"The police won't know what was taken. They don't know this car was there.
They' Il have to track down the owner, and he's probably on a business trip to
God knows where."

I made two quick turns and swng onto Kinsdal e, headed east toward Interstate
40. Traffic was fairly heavy, and | was glad of it.

"\Where are we goi ng now?"

| reached into the backseat and grabbed Fielding's Z ploc-sealed letter from
the box, then laid it on her lap. | pointed to the line, Lu Li and | are
driving to the blue place on Saturday night.

"The bl ue pl ace?"

Steering with my knee, | searched the Audi's console and found a ball poi nt
pen. Then |I pulled the letter out of the Z ploc and wote Nags Head- The Quter
Banks beneath Fielding' s cartoon Wite Rabbit.

"Why can't you tell me out |oud?"

| scribbled, They could be listening.

She took the pen and wote, HONP WE JUST STOLE TH S CAR!

"Trust ne," | whispered. "It's possible.”

She shook her head, then wote, |Is there sonething at Nags Head? Evi dence?

An i mage of Fielding s pocket watch cane into ny nind. | took the pen back and
wote, | hope so.

She wote, Cell phone in ny pocket. Try to call President?

| took the pen and wote, It's not that sinple now



"Why not ?"

There was no way to wite all | needed to say. | pulled her close and

whi spered into her ear. "Once they heard BEwan McCaskell's nmessage, they knew
they could elimnate ne and tell the president whatever they wanted to explain
nmy death. Yours, too."

"What kind of lie would explain that?"

"An easy one. By now the president has been told that my hallucinations have
progressed to psychosis. Ravi Nara will wite a formal diagnosis. He'll say
|'ve become dangerously paranoid, that | believe Andrew Fiel ding was nurdered
when he clearly died of natural causes. Your own office records say |'ve been
havi ng hal | uci nati ons and may be schi zophrenic. They'|ll be used to support
Nara's position.” | took my eyes off the road and | ooked at her. "Do you think
that woul d be a hard sell?"

She turned away.

"Not a very optimstic picture is it?"

"No. But you have to put it out of your mnd for a few mnutes. You're al
over the road. If you insist on driving, you need to cal mdown."

"That's not what's getting to me right now. "

"Then what is?"

By answering this honestly, | would be asking for trouble, but | didn't want
to keep it to nyself any longer. "I sawit."
"Saw what ?"

"The guy who was going to kill you."

"OfF course you did. You had to see himto shoot him"

I swung onto the 1-40 ranp and nmerged with the traffic headed toward the RTP
and Raleigh. "That's not what | mean. | saw himwal king up the street. WII| ow
Street. Before he ever got to the house. He wal ked right up to the door."
"What do you nean?"

"l dreaned it, Rachel."

She stared at nme. She had never been with ne when |I'd experienced one of ny
hal | uci nati ons. "How di d you see hin®? Like your Jesus hallucinations? Like a

novi e? \Wat ?"

"I saw it the way you see what the crimnal or the nonster sees in B novies.
saw it through his eyes."

She sat back in her seat. "Tell me exactly what you saw. "

"The houses on ny street. My feet walking. A dog trotting by. | thought | was
dream ng about nyself. But when | got to ny house and reached into nmy pocket
for ny key ... | brought out a | ockpick."

"Go on."



"I picked the lock and went inside. | heard you in the kitchen, and then |
took out a gun."

Rachel stared through the wi ndshield, but her nmnd was clearly el sewhere.

"That doesn't mean anything," she said finally. "Dreans of soneone invading

t he house or bedroom are al nost universal in narcoleptic patients. Even if you
weren't narcoleptic, that would be a typical dream a distortion of reality
caused by anxiety."

"No. The timng was too perfect. | saw a threat in ny dream and when | woke
up, the threat was there in the real world. Just as | sawit."

She squeezed my shoul der. "Listen to me. You're accustoned to the sounds of
your own house. You were already in an anxious state. You heard sonething
unfam liar, something that triggered your fear of a break-in. The front door
openi ng. A wi ndow goi ng up. A creaking board. In response to that stinulus,
your mnd generated a dreamof a break-in. It frightened you enough to wake
you. Your dreamwas a reaction to external stinuli, not the other way around."

| did renenber a creaking board. But | was al ready awake when |'d heard that.
"I saw his gun in the dream" | said doggedly. "An automatic. It had a
silencer." | tapped the gun in nmy waistband. "Just like this one."

" Coi nci dence. "

"I'"ve never seen a gun with a silencer before.™

"OfF course you have. You've seen hundreds of themin filns."

| thought about it. "You're right, but there's sonething else."

n \Mat ?u

"That's not the first dream|'ve had like that. Where | was soneone el se,
someone fromthe present day. | had one the day Fielding died."

"Describe it for ne.

A Durham police cruiser passed us in the westbound | anes. My heart cl enched,
but the cruiser didn't slowor blink its Iights.

"Yesterday, when | was naking ny videotape—ust before you canme i n—+ dreaned |
was Fielding just prior to and during his death. It was so real that | felt
I'd actually died. | couldn't see ... couldn't breathe. When | answered the
door for you, | didn't know which way was up."

"But Fielding had already died that norning."

"G

She held up her hands as if to emphasize an obvious point. "Don't you see?
Your Fielding dreamdidn't predict anything. It could easily have been a grief
reaction. Have you had any nore dreans |ike that?"

| |1 ooked back at the road. W& had reached the Research Triangle Park. 1-40 ran
right through it. Less than a mle away, Geli Bauer was directing the hunt for

ne.

"Davi d, have you had other dreans |ike that?"



"This isn't the tine to discuss it."

"WIl there be a better tinme? Wiy did you skip your |ast three appointnents
with ne?"

| shook ny head. "You already think I'mcrazy."
"That's not a nedical term"
"Descriptive, though."

She si ghed and | ooked out the wi ndow at the perfect green turf on her side of
the road.

"That's Trinity," | said. "Coming up over there."

The | ab was set so far back fromthe road that little was visible.

"The sign says Argus Optical," she said.
"That's cover."
"Ah. Look . . . what's the point of keeping a hallucination fromme? Wat part

of yourself do you think you' re protecting?"

"We' |l talk about it later." | could see that she didn't intend to drop it. "I
need drugs, Rachel. | can't afford to be passing out five times a day while
we're on the run.”

"What have you been taki ng? Modafinil ?"

Modafinil was a standard narcol epsy treatnment. "Sometines. Usually | take
nmet hanphet am ne."’

"David! We tal ked about the side effects of anphetam nes. They coul d be
exaggerating your hallucinations."

"They're the only thing that can keep nme awake. Ravi Nara used to get ne
Dexedri ne."

She sighed. "I'll wite you a prescription for some Adderall."
"Ascripisn't the problem | could wite that nyself. The problemis that
they know | need it. They'll be watching all the pharmacies.”

"They can't possibly cover every pharmacy in the Triangle."

"They're the NSA, Rachel, and they know | need drugs. These are the peopl e who
recorded the cockpit chatter of the Russian pilots who shot down that Korean
airliner over Sakhalin Island in 1983. That was twenty years ago, and it was a
random i ncident. They are actively searching for us. You read 1984}"

"Twenty years ago."

"When | say NSA, think Big Brother. The NSA is the closest thing we have to it
in Anerica."”

"But you still need your drugs."

"You must know sonebody. "



"I could get it at the hospital pharnmacy."
"They' |l be watching for us there."
"Well, shit."

I'd al nbst never heard her use profanity. Maybe it came with the blue jeans.
Maybe she shed her demure exterior with her silk skirts and bl ouses.

"I know a doc in North Durhamwho'll give us sone sanples," she said.

W' d already | eft Durham behind and were well on our way to Ral eigh. My

know edge of Geli Bauer nmade ne reluctant to linger in the area | onger than
necessary. Al so, paradoxically enough, sonmething in me did not want the dreans
to stop. My last one had saved our lives, and though |I'd never confess it to
Rachel , | felt somehow that my dreans—however frightening they m ght be—were
giving ne information about our plight, information | could gain in no other
way.

"W're not going back," | said.

"What if you pass out at the wheel ?"

"You saw how it works at the house. It doesn't happen instantly."
"You weren't driving then."

"I usually have a couple of mnutes' warning. I'Il pull over the second | fee
somet hi ng wrong. "

Rachel was clearly unhappy. As though to drain off some anger, she put one
foot up on the dash, untied her shoe, then retied it. Then she did the sane to
the other. This compul sive ritual seemed to cal m her

| took the 440 | oop around Ral ei gh, then nerged onto U. S. 64, which would take
us all the way to the Atlantic Ccean. The hi ghway was generic Southern: two
broad strips of cenent running through pine and hardwood forest. It would be
anot her two hours before the land started to drop toward the Quter Banks.

Fi el di ng woul d have been traveling this road today if he hadn't died, a road
he had travel ed before, to a destination my wife and I had visited twelve
years earlier. Thoughts |ike that showed ne the needl ess anbiguity of words

i ke space-tine. The average person heard a word like that and figured he'd
never understand it. But it was so sinple. Every place you ever saw was | i nked
to a specific time. The Nags Head cabin Fielding and his wife had honeynooned
in appeared to be the sane one ny wife and | had used-but in reality it was
not. In the fabric of space-time, it was altogether different. The school you
visited twenty years after you graduated, the football field you played on

the track you ran—none of themwas the sane. If they were, you would collide
with the generations that had run on them before and after you. The | over you
ki ssed was not the sane person he or she was sixty seconds before. In that
mnute, a mllion skin cells had died and been replaced by new ones. The
smal | est slices of space-tine separated thought fromaction. Life from death.

"I don't want to make things worse," Rachel said, "but since you can't cal
t he president anynore, what exactly can you do? Where can we go?"

"“I'"'m hopi ng something at the cabin will give me a clue. R ght now |I' mj ust
trying to keep us alive."



"Why don't we just go public? Drive to Atlanta and tell it all to CNN?"

"Because the NSA could just say | was lying. What can | really prove at this
poi nt ?"

She folded her arns. "You tell nme. Wuld a Nobel laureate |like Ravi Nara
perjure hinself to cover all this up?"

"He wouldn't hesitate. National security is the ultimate rationalization for
lying. And as for the Trinity building, it could be totally enpty by now. "

"Lu Li Fielding would support you."
"Lu Li has di sappeared.”
Rachel's face | ost some col or

"Don't assume the worst yet. She had a plan to escape, but | have no idea
whet her she nmade it or not."

"David, you nust know nore than you're telling ne."

"About Lu Li?

"About Trinity!"

She was right. "Okay. A couple of weeks ago, Fielding decided that the
suspensi on of the project was just a ruse to distract the two of us. He

t hought the real work on Trinity was continuing el sewhere, and naybe had been
for along tine."

"Where el se could they be working on it?"

"Fielding's bet was the R and D | abs at Godin Superconputing in California.
Godin's been flying out there quite a bit on his private jet. Nara's gone with

hi m several tines."

"That doesn't prove anything. For all you know, they're playing golf at Pebble
Beach. "

"These guys don't play golf. They work. They'd sell their souls for what they
want . When you think of Peter Godin, think Faust."

"What do they want ?"

"Different things. John Skow was about to be canned by the NSA when Godin
asked that he administer Project Trinity. That resurrected his career."

"Why woul d Peter Godin want a man |ike that?"

"I think Godin has sonething on Skow. He probably conprom sed hima long tine
ago and knows Skow will keep quiet about anything he's told to. Wrking at the
NSA doesn't make you rich. But being the man who delivered a Trinity conputer
to the agency would put Skow in the director's chair. And after that, he'd be
i nvaluable to private corporations. Skow will do anything necessary to make
Trinity areality.”

"And Ravi Nara?"

"Nara demanded a million dollars a year to cone on board. \Wat the government



woul dn't pay, Godin made up in cash. Beyond that, Nara's contribution to
Trinity would give hima lock on another Nobel. Shared with Godin and Jutta
Kl ein, of course. Fielding would deserve it the nost, but the Nobel conmittee
doesn't give posthunous awards. Tack on unlimted research funds for life,
Nara's nanme in the history books ..."

"And this Jutta Kl ein?"

"Klein is straight. She's an ol der German wonan, and she al ready shared a
Nobel with two other Gernmans back in 1994. She's on loan to Trinity from
Siemens. That's the way it's set up with several conpanies. Godin wanted the
best people in the world, so he borrowed themfromthe R and D divisions of
t he best conputer conpanies. Sun Mcro. Silicon Gaphics. In exchange, those
conpanies will get to license certain parts of the Trinity technol ogy once
it's declassified. If it's declassified."

"If Jutta Klein is straight,"” Rachel said, "maybe she's the person who can
help us."

"She couldn't if she wanted to. They'll have her sewed up tight."
Rachel gave a frustrated sigh. "And Godi n? \Wat does he want?"
"Codin wants to be CGod."

"\What ?"

| eased into the left lane to pass a nmotor honme. "CGodin doesn't care about
Trinity making a profit. He's a billionaire. He's seventy-two years old, and
he's been a star since he was forty. So forget being the father of artificial
intelligence or anything like that. He wants to be the first—aaybe the

onl y—human bei ng whose mnd is ported into a Trinity conmputer.™

Rachel pushed a dark strand of hair out of her eyes. "Wat's he like? An
egomani ac?"

"He's not that sinple. Godin is a brilliant man who believes he knows what's
wong with the world. He's |ike the people you knew in coll ege who thought

Atl as Shrugged was the answer to the world' s problens, only he's a genius. And
he's nade nmmjor contributions to science. So far, Arerica is truly a better

pl ace because Peter CGodin lived here. H's superconmputers played a significant
role in winning the Cold Var."

"I't sounds like you admire him"

"He's easy to admire. But he scares ne, too. He's practically killing hinself
to build the nost powerful computer in the world, and he doesn't care that he
won't understand how it works when it finally does. Godin's building Trinity

to use it hinself. And | don't know if there's anything nore dangerous than a
power ful man obsessed with renmaking the world in his own image."

As | reached out to set the Audi's cruise control, ny vision started to bl ur

A wave of fatigue washed through nme, and Rachel's |ast words slipped out of ny
head. My eyesight cleared, but the fam liar high-pitched humm ng had begun in
nmy head. | braked and swerved onto the shoul der

"What is it?" asked Rachel

"You need to drive. | may go under."



She sat up. "Ckay."

| got out and wal ked around to her side of the car. Rachel clinbed over the
consol e and slid behind the wheel. Before getting back in, | |ooked up and
down the highway. Traffic was noderate but steady, and no drivers showed any
interest in ne.

She studied ne closely. "Are you all right, David?"

"Alittle shaky."

She reached over and fastened ny safety belt. "Is it an episode?"

The hunm ng had descended to my back teeth. "Yes."

"Cl ose your eyes. |'ve got the wheel."

"Just keep going east. Qur destination is about"—+ held up three

fingers—hours away." In the glove conpartnment was a map of the Carolinas.

| ocated Hi ghway 64 and pointed to Plynouth, near where the Roanoke River ran
into Albermarle Sound. "If | don't wake up by the tinme we reach here, wake ne
up. "

Rachel put the Audi in gear and began accel erating al ong the shoul der. Wen
she reached fifty, she pulled onto the highway and goosed the pedal

"Is it getting worse?" she asked.

In ny mind | said, I'"'mfine, but sone part of ny brain realized that ny lips
had not noved. | was about to go under. My palnms were tingling, and ny face
felt hot. Rachel laid a hand on ny forehead.

"You' re burning up. Does that al ways happen?"

| tried to answer, but | felt as | had as a boy in the OCak Ri dge sw mm ng
pool, trying to talk to ny friends underwater. W yelled as |oud as we coul d,
but we couldn't make our words understood. Rachel's hand seemed to be nelting
into ny forehead. That pleased nme sonmehow. | wanted to check the visor mrror
and see if her hand really was nelting, but | couldn't nove. A worman was
calling my name fromfar away. Before | could answer, the deep blue swell of a
wave broke over ne and | went under, rolling and tunbling into darkness.

I"msitting outdoors in a circle of sleeping nmen, |eaning against a wall.
Banked enbers glow at the center of the circle. The sky is on fire with stars.
A robed man naned Peter sits beside ne. He seens upset.

"Why do you want to do this?" he whispered. "If you go, you'll suffer al

manner of indignities. Even if the people listen, you'll be rejected by the
priests and el ders. And what of the Romans? | fear you will be killed."

Though he does not nane the place, | know he's speaking of Jerusalem "Go
away," | tell him "You value what the dog val ues. Your body, your next neal,
your life."

He takes hold of my arm and shakes it. "You don't drive me off so easily! |'ve
seen it in a dream If you go, you will be executed."

"Whoever will save his life shall lose it," | reply.

Pet er shakes his head, his eyes filled w th confusion.



The scene changes suddenly. 1'mon a high nountain, |ooking out over a plain.
Three nen sit with ne.

"When you go into the towns," | ask, "who do you say that | an®"
"W say you are the anointed one."

| shake ny head. "Do not say this of me. Speak from your hearts of what you
have seen. No nore."

"Yes, Master," answers a man naned John, whose eyes are large and brown like a
worman's. He | ooks at Peter, then speaks cautiously to ne. "I'mtold you nmean
to go to Jerusalem™

"Yes."

John shakes his head. "If you do this, the priests will not know what to do
with you. They will fear you, and they'll condemn you to death."

"This cup has been passed to ne. | nust drink."

The nmen fall silent. As | contenplate the plain below, fear simrers in the pit
of my belly. To know the gift of this life, this body, and then to give it

up. . .

| snapped awake and grabbed the dashboard, ny eyes on the rear of a
tractor-trailer ahead. Rachel grabbed ny knee.

"It's all right, David! |I'mhere."

My hands were shaking, the fear of the dreamstill pal pable. "How | ong have we
been on the road?"

"An hour and twenty mnutes. W just passed Plymouth.”
"I told you to wake me up!"

"You were sleeping so hard, | hated to do it."

"Have you seen anythi ng suspi ci ous?"

"W passed a state trooper a half hour ago, and a couple of Plynouth cops, but
none of them | ooked twice at us. | think we're okay."

Rachel | ooked anything but okay. And once our inmmedi ate goal of escape was

acconpl i shed, her conposure would crack. | was no different. My reaction to
killing Geli Bauer's assassin had been blunted by a flood of neurochem cal s
evol ved for ny survival. Inmages frommy dreamreturned in flashes of color and

l[ight, but the fear was fading, and in its wake | felt a strange sort of
relief. After nmonths of vagueness and mystery, the dreanms were finally
localizing to a specific place. Jerusalem Logically this mde no sense. | had
never been to Israel, and | knew little about it beyond the bl oody conflict
I'd seen for decades on the evening news. But where had logic led nme so far?

"Davi d?" Rachel said. "Maybe we can hole up for a while at the—=

| clapped ny hand over her nouth. "Don't. |I'msorry, but | warned you
al ready. "



She nodded, and | took ny hand away. "If the NSAis so all powerful," she
whi spered, "what were you doi ng naking that videotape in your own |iving roonf?
Whul dn't they hear that?"

| reached into the backseat, lifted Fielding s box of honermade el ectronic
toys, and set it on ny lap. Fromit | withdrew a netallic wand about ten

i nches long. "Fielding showed me where their bugs were. In tiny holes in the
Sheet r ock. "

"What was he doing with equipment like that? Don't you think that's a little
suspi ci ous?"

"I can see howit would | ook that way. You had to know him™"

Even as | said that, | wondered if |I really had known the eccentric
Engl i shman. | poked through his box, |ooking for signs of a secret agenda.
Most of the honme-built devices |ooked Iike the projects of a teenager who
spent his weekends at Radi oShack. One resenbled the old View Master toy of ny
youth, a plastic frame with tubul ar eyepi eces and a switch on the right side.
| held the nakeshift goggles up to ny face, ained themat Rachel, and flipped
the switch. An anber haze fell across ny field of vision, but beyond that,
not hi ng happened.

"What are those?" Rachel asked.

"I"'mnot sure." | turned the goggles toward the wi ndshield and | ooked out over
the road.

My heart turned to ice. A thin, green beam of coherent |ight—a |aser—was
hitting the Audi's front windshield at an angl e al nost perpendicular to the
ground. 1'd seen many such beans in physics labs at MT. The only other places
| had seen themwas in films, on |aser-gun sights. Someone was aining a | aser
at us fromthe air! | wanted to screama warning to Rachel, but mny throat was
gl ued shut. Shoving ny foot across the floor, | hit the brake, throwi ng the
Audi into a skid.

Rachel screamed and tried to control the spinning car. | turned the goggles
and searched for the laser. It was about forty yards away, tracking back
toward the car |like the hand of God. The Audi shuddered to a stop on the
grassy shoul der.

"Way the hell did you do that?" Rachel yelled

Qur nearest cover was a line of trees fifty yards fromthe shoul der. Soneone
with an automatic weapon could easily cut us down before we reached the tree
line. I held the goggles up to Rachel's eyes.

"Someone's going to shoot at us! Get under the dash. As far as you can.”

As she tried to fold herself under the steering colum, | reacquired the |aser
beam | expected it to nove onto nme, but instead it froze on the w ndshield

gl ass. The beam didn't penetrate the glass; it ternminated at the wi ndshield's
surface. By extending the beamin my mnd, | realized it would not intersect
with either me or Rachel, but the dashboard.

"I'f they wanted to shoot us," | thought aloud, "they could have done it before
| ever turned on the goggles."

n \Mat ?u



"It's not a gun sight."
"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

The | aser could be a bonmb designator, but not even panic would drive the NSA
to drop a smart bonb on the shoul der of an Anmerican hi ghway. They had too many
ot her options. Suddenly | understood. The | aser was a surveillance device. By
bounci ng the beam of f the wi ndshield and nmeasuring the vibration of the gl ass,
eavesdroppers in a plane or helicopter could hear every word we said inside.

"CGet up! Get up and drive!"

Rachel struggl ed back into her seat, shifted the car into drive, and pulled
onto the highway. The green beam stayed | ocked on our windshield like a
satellite weapon ained from space. Taking the map off the floor, |I folded it
down to a small rectangle and tapped a spot three tines to indicate our

| ocati on.

She nodded.

| then followed 64 eastward for a couple of miles, to a small rural road that
broke to the left. There | wote, Take this turn

When Rachel nodded again, | |eaned down to her ear and said, "Take the turn no
matter what happens. Understand?"

"I will. Is whatever you saw still there?"

I checked through the goggles, then squeezed her shoulder. "It's there. Speed
up. "

She pressed the accelerator to the floor
CHAPTER 15

Geli Bauer stood alone in David Tennant's kitchen, alone with the corpse of
her | over. The carpet-cl eaning-service truck was still parked outside, its
vacuum equi prrent running | oudly. By any operational standard, she should have
nmoved Ritter's corpse | ong ago. But she couldn't. She wanted to understand
what had happened here. Fromthe wound in Ritter's head and the way his body
was lying, it seemed he had been shot fromthe front or slightly to the side.
She coul dn't imagi ne an untrai ned man wi nning a shootout with a former nenber
of Germany's nost elite counter terror unit. That left two options.

One: Tennant had sonehow surprised Ritter and fired very accurately as Ritter
whirled to shoot him

Two: Tennant was not what he seened.

He had been raised in the rural area around Oak Ri dge, Tennessee, which m ght
make himproficient with a hunting rifle, but not with a handgun. And where
had he | earned to sweep roons for m crophones? Had Fiel di ng taught himthat,
or had he learned it el sewhere? H s escape fromthe crine scene raised nore
guestions. The teamin the carpet van had arrived to find Rachel Wi ss's Saab
parked out front but Tennant's garage enpty. A second team had conbed the

nei ghbor hood and di scovered Tennant's Acura parked behind sonme hedges at a
vacant house. It had taken a half hour of police liaison to learn that a
silver Audi A8 had been stolen fromthe house down the street.

Wt hout the voiceprint analysis that had turned up Fielding's covert call from



a conveni ence store, Tennant and Wiss m ght have slipped through her net. But
four days ago, Fielding had reserved a cabin at Nags Head on the Quter Banks
in the name of M. Lewis Carroll. This, conbined with Tennant's having
received a FedEx letter from Fi el ding yesterday, had been enough for Geli to
put air assets over Highway 64, the route to Nags Head. And that had put
Tennant back into her hands.

As she | ooked down at Ritter's shattered skull and bl ood-matted hair, her cel
phone rang. "Bauer," she said.

"This is Air-One. They know we're followi ng them"
"How hi gh are you flying?"

"Ten thousand feet. There's no way they could have nmade us from | ooking at the
sky. They had to see the beam™

"That's inpossible wthout special equipnent."”

"They must have sone."

"What are they doi ng now?"

A crackle of static. "They ran off the road Iike they saw the beam and
pani cked. They ducked under the dash for a while, then got back on the
hi ghway. They're doi ng about ninety now, still headed east."

"What are they sayi ng?"

"Not hi ng about a destination.”

"Where are our ground units?" Geli asked.

"Closest is fifteen m nutes away, give or take two."

"I"ll call you back." She speed-di aled Skow s scranbl ed cell phone. He
answered after eight rings.

"What is it, Geli?"

"Tennant detected our airborne surveillance. He's taking evasive action."
"You must be joking. Have your people | ost hinP"

"The pl ane has the Audi now, but they could lose it."

"l suppose you want to termni nate them now?"

Geli sensed Skow s finger on the chicken switch. "That's nmy standi ng order
fromyou."

"The situation has changed."

"The geography has changed. Not the situation."

"I don't like it. Howw Il it play?"

The bureaucrat's nmantra, Geli thought scornfully. "Tennant went psychotic. He

killed his Trinity guard and ki dnapped his psychiatrist. W're attenpting a
rescue. "



There was a long silence. Then Skow said, "Peter was right to hire you. Good
luck with that rescue.”

"Fuck you very nuch," CGeli muttered, and hung up. She opened her connection to
t he plane and her ground units.

"Air-One, do you still have the Audi in sight?"

"Affirmative. And they definitely know we're here. Tennant |eaned out and
| ooked up at us."

"Ground units, when you get there, wait for lowtraffic, then box in the car
and take them"

"Take them out ?" asked a voice with the eerie calmof a fighter pilot on a
m ssi on.

Geli | ooked down at Ritter's corpse, renenbering last night. He was still
alive inside her. "Tennant may have ki dnapped his psychiatrist. W're not

sure. W do know that he's highly unstable, arned, and he's already killed one
of ours. Ritter Bock, which should tell you something. Nobody take any
chances. Protect your own lives first."

There was a chorus of "Affirmative."

"Am | under st ood?"

The respondi ng silence said nore than the subsequent acknow edgnents. This was
why she hired forner soldiers.

"Ah, that's a rog," said a cold nale voice

"Call it play by play for ne, Air-One."

"WIl do."

Geli smiled. Tennant and Wiss wouldn't live to see nightfall.

CHAPTER 16

As the Audi roared eastward toward the turn, | scanned the hi ghway behind us.
The nearest vehicle was two hundred yards back. It |ooked Iike a pickup truck
| doubted it was NSA, but you never knew. Wth aerial surveillance, ground
units wouldn't have to follow closely to stay up with us. They could even
drive ahead of us. There was sinply no way to know who or where our pursuers
were. If we were lucky, whatever aircraft was up there had acquired us only

m nutes before | saw the | aser

Rachel reached out and pulled ne close enough to whisper. "I think |I see the
turn. Is it H ghway 45?"

I checked the map. "Yes, but it's no highway. Take it."
She slowed to fifty, then screeched | eft onto 45.
"Punch it," | said.

She hit the accel erator and shot down the two-1ane bl acktop at seventy miles
per hour. | put the goggles up to ny face and | ooked for



the laser. It had lost us at the turn, but it quickly tracked back onto our
rear wi ndshield. | |eaned over to Rachel's ear

"We're going to cross a bridge over the Cashie River where it flows into
Al bermar | e Sound. Take the next left after that."

"Just tell me when to turn."

The A8 devoured the road |ike a starving tiger, racing up and over the high
bridge that arced across the Cashie. | |eaned far enough out the w ndow to

| ook skyward. A small plane was flying over the road at about five thousand
feet. A wave of relief went through ne. My fear was a helicopter that could
set down on the road and deploy a SWAT team arnmed wi th submachi ne guns. A
fixed-wing aircraft could I and on a hi ghway, but not on the tw sting road we
woul d soon be driving.

Rachel pointed at an intersection ahead. | nodded. She slowed just enough to
make the turn, then whipped onto a nmuch smaller road that was heavily forested
on both sides.

"Look at those trees," | said, bracing ny hands on the dash.

A hundred yards ahead, towering oaks closed over the road, turning it into a
shadowy tunnel. Wien we entered it, | rolled down nmy wi ndow and | eaned out
again. First | saw nothing but branches. Then | caught a silver gleamas the
pl ane swooped over the road behind us at about two thousand feet.

"Go!" | yelled. "We're losing them"
"If I go any faster, 1'll lose control."
"You're doing fine."

Law enforcenent used fixed-wing aircraft for surveillance because they coul d
stay on station rmuch |longer than helicopters. Today they would pay a heavy
price for that strategy. A plane couldn't crisscross the sky in tight enough
patterns to maintain contact on a twisting road with heavy cover.

The Audi's big tires squeal ed as Rachel took another tight curve at
seventy-plus. My right shoul der conpressed agai nst the door. Struggling to
hold the map steady, | searched for an escape route. If we took the next tiny
rural road to the left, we would quickly recross the Cashie R ver, but not by
bri dge. The Cashi e | ooked scarcely wi der than a creek at that point, and an
italic legend said, Ferry. That could mean anything froma free-floating
vessel to a cabl e barge

| picked up the goggles and scanned the road ahead. The | aser was danci ng
erratically about seventy yards in front of the car, breaking and re-form ng
as the operator in the plane tried to contend with the branches shiel ding us
from above

"There's a ferry up ahead," | said. "If we can get over to it, we may be able
to cut off ground pursuit.”

"Al'l right."
"You've got a left turn any second.”

"Ckay. "



"There!"

Rachel stepped on the brake. | thought we were going to spin out, but the
al | -wheel drive held the car to the pavenent, and she just managed the turn
As the tunnel of oaks thickened, the one-lane road quickly petered out into
gravel and nud, dropping at a shallow angle that told me we were nearing
wat er .

"Careful ,” | said, dreading the scrape of gravel against the undercarriage.

Wth the car listing to starboard, we rounded the | ast curve and canme to rest
behi nd an anci ent green Chevy Nova parked in the middle of the track. Beyond
the car | saw a dark, slow nmoving river about eighty yards across.

"I don't see a ferry," Rachel said.

A beat-up al um num canoe was tied to the roof of the Nova, but | saw no
people. | covered ny gun with my shirttail, then got out and wal ked toward the
river.

The sound of an acoustic guitar floated back to me, rem nding nme of
Deliverance. VWen | rounded the Nova, | saw not two inbred hillbillies but a
pair of coll ege-age boys sitting on the ground. One was bl ond and wore a
bandanna as a headband. The ot her was dark-haired and finger picking a beat-up
dreadnought Martin guitar. | waved casually and wal ked past themto the
river's edge.

A ferry built to hold three or four cars was making its way across the water
fromthe opposite bank, a dark colum of exhaust rising fromits runbling
engine. A house trailer stood on the far bank. Beside it was a small ranp, and
a road that disappeared into the woods.

"We already called the ferry," said one of the boys behind ne.

| turned and snmiled at them The blond with the bandanna wore a UNC T-shirt
and had quick green eyes The guitar player |ooked stoned and had a bad sunburn
across his shoulders. | snelled the unni stakabl e odor of marijuana.

"You guys been running the rivers around here?"

The bl ond | aughed. "W take it pretty slow W floated the Chowan this

nmorni ng. We're headed hone now. Tarboro. W just wanted a | ook at the Cashie

here."

I put ny hand over ny eyes and | ooked skyward. The surveillance plane droned
out of a cumulus cloud and flew across the river

"Sounds good," | said to the guitar player, who was still picking softly. Then
| wal ked back to the Audi and got i nside.

"The ferry's on the way."
"I's the plane still up there?" Rachel asked.
"Yes."

She | ooked as though she'd endured about all she could in one day. As | stared
norosely at the Nova's rear end, an idea hit ne.



"I'"1l be right back."

| got out and wal ked around the Nova, then squatted in front of the college
boys. "I've got a proposition for you guys."

"What kind of proposition?" asked the bl ond.

"My wife's never done any canoei ng. She saw your boat and got a wild idea
She'd like to float down the river to the sound."

The guitar player stopped picking. "W're on our way hone, man."

"I remenber. Tarboro. But | was thinking . . . how much do you figure your
canoe is worth? It |ooks like an old Gunmran to ne."

"That's right," said the blond. "Used to be ny uncle's. | guess she's worth
about four hundred bucks."

W all turned as the ferry's deck hit the ranp on our side of the river.
| reached up and twanged the inverted V of rope that bound the bow of the
canoe to the car's front bunper. "Two hundred would be closer,” | said with a

[augh. "But | like to keep ny wife happy. How about five?"

The bl ond swal | owed hard. He was cal cul ati ng how nuch weed he could buy with
five hundred in cash.

"The thing is, | don't want to | eave ny car here. I'd like you to drive it up
the road a ways."

"Where to?" asked the bl ond.

"How about Tar boro?"

He | ooked confused. "But how will you get there to pick up your car?"

"Cet aboard!" shouted the ferryman, a white-haired beanpole in faded overalls.

| took out ny wallet and counted out ten $100 bills. "For a thousand bucks,
what do you care?"

"Shit," said the guitar player, getting to his feet. He | ooked over the Nova
at the Audi. Rachel's face was a blur behind the sun's reflection. "Is that
your car?"

"That's it."

"What's the deal, man?"

"The deal is a thousand bucks for the canoe and a quick drive. You up for it?"
Bot h boys | ooked at the Audi, then at each other. "Fifteen hundred," said the
bl ond, turning to ne. "For fifteen hundred 1'll drive it to Tarboro. Call it
hazard pay."

| smiled. "Fifteen hundred it is. But here's how we have to do it."

W | oaded the cars on the ferry, and the old man gui ded the shuddering vesse

back into the slow current. As agreed, the boys sat in their Nova during the
crossing. Rachel and | stayed in the Audi. The NSA pl ane remrai ned on station



flying a tight circle over the river. | could al nost feel Geli Bauer's
security teans converging on this little corner of North Carolina.

When the ferry reached the far bank, the Nova drove slowy off the deck and
down the ranp onto the road. Rachel followed. Then suddenly she swerved around
the Nova and raced into the woods |i ke a woman pursued by denbns. As soon as
the oak branches cl osed over us, she braked and waited for the Nova to catch
up. Twenty seconds |l ater, the old Chevy rounded a curve and pulled up behind
us.

"Mwve fast!" | yelled to the boys as they got out.

Their canoe sat on yell ow foam squares that protected the car's roof fromthe
metal gunwales. | started to untie the bow ropes, but the blond whi pped a
knife out of his pocket and cut the lines at both ends of the canoe. | took
hol d of the bow, the guitar player took the stern, and together we slid the
boat off the roof, inverting it as we lowered it to the ground. At the
last-m nute we |lost hold and the canoe hit the gravel with a ringing blang.

The bl ond reached into the backseat, took out two | ong wooden paddl es, and
dropped theminto the canoe. Wen he | ooked up, his eyes focused on sonet hing
behi nd ne, and he blushed. | turned and saw Rachel standing behind nme in her
j eans and white button-down.

"Hey," she said. "I appreciate this." Then she smiled in a way |'d never seen
her snile before.

"Uh, no problem" said the blond.

The guitar player waved at Rachel but said nothing, and | saw that even at
thirty-five, Rachel Wiss still inpressed boys in their twenties.

"We've got to get going," | said. "So do you guys."

| handed the blond fifteen $100 bills.

"You're either paying me too much or not enough,"” he said. "But it's cool." He
pointed into the trees. "If you carry the canoe through there, you should hit
the river after fifty yards or so."

"Thanks. "

He trotted back to the Audi and slid behind the wheel. As | got Fielding s box

fromthe backseat, | touched the kid on the shoulder. "If anyone stops you in
this car, tell themexactly what happened. The noney, everything. You'll be
fine."

He nodded. "No sweat."

The Audi roared to life and tore off down through the tunnel of oaks. The
guitar player in the Nova | aughed, shook his head, and slowy followed. I

tossed Fielding' s box into the canoe, wapped the bow line around ny right
hand, and started dragging the boat toward the trees.

"Should I push?" asked Rache

"I"ve got it. You watch for snakes."

From that noment forward her eyes never left the ground.



The trees grew al nbst too close together to pull the canoe between them and
was soon dripping sweat. But the blond kid was right. Before long, |I snelled
decaying plants, and then | sighted a yellow flash of sunlight on water. Fifty
nore feet and | was shoving the canoe between two cypress knees and into the
river.

"CGet in," | told Rachel. "All the way to the front."

She clinbed into the stern and nade her way carefully to the bow seat. |
shoved the canoe into deeper water, then junped into the stern as it arrowed
away fromthe shore. Settling on the hard seat, | picked up a paddl e and
propell ed the boat al ong the snaky-| ooki ng bank

"I"mgoing to keep us under the trees,”" | said. "Watch for the plane."

Rachel | ooked up and squinted. | listened hard as | paddl ed, but | heard only
the frothy whi sper of wood cutting water.

" See anyt hi ng?"

She shook her head.

| 1 ooked down the long, dark bend of river, bounded on both sides by thick
stands of cypress and pine. At this nonent, the vast resources of the NSA were
focused on finding us. But here, those resources were |argely useless. For the
first time in many hours, | felt some peace.

"Any idea where we're going?" Rachel asked

"No. But I'Ill know when we get there."

CHAPTER 17

CGeli Bauer sat in her zero-gravity chair in the security basenent of the
Trinity building, her right hand squeezing a pair of weighted dice she'd taken
fromFielding' s personal effects in the storeroom She'd taken them for |uck
but so far they had brought her little.

On the bank of nonitors to her right, dozens of NSA personnel with forklifts
and dollies were noving sensitive equi pnent and files to trucks waiting at the
back of the building. If Tennant went public, she wanted nothing left here for
nosy congressmen to find.

"Tennant just pulled onto the shoul der and stopped,” said a female voice in
her headset. It belonged to an ex-navy warrant officer named Evans, who was in
the first ground unit to sight the stolen Audi

"Did he try to run at all?" CGeli asked.

"Negative. Wien he realized we were pursuing, he just pulled over like it's a
traffic stop."

Geli didn't like the sound of that. "Are they in plain sight?"
"Only the man."
"Do you have a nmegaphone?"

"We don't need it. He just got out of the car. He's holding his hands up."



"Dr. Tennant?"

"l don't think so." The line crackled. "This |ooks like a kid."

"A kid?"

"A hippie. College kid."

"You stopped the wong car!"

"No, the plate's right. Wait. . . they nust have pulled sone kind of switch."
"Who?"

"There were two college kids in a green Chevy on the ferry. Tennant and Wi ss
nmust be in that car."”

"Question the goddamm ki d! Find out!"

"Hang on."

She gl anced at her nonitors. The NSA novers were rolling stacked conputers
onto the | oadi ng dock on the ground fl oor. Mwving the equipment was a pain in
the ass. If they had let her kill Tennant at the same time as Fielding, none
of this woul d be happeni ng.

"Evans here," said the voice on the headset. "They're on the river now "

"They' re what ?"

"The coll ege kids had a canoe on their car. Unpainted alum num Tennant bought
it off them™

Geli felt Iike she was about to stroke out. "Find the Chevy and nail it
anyway! And inpound the Audi."

"WIl do."
"Air-One, do you read?"
"Affirmative."

"Start naking | ow passes over the river. Start at the ferry and nove toward
Al bemar| e Sound. Even Tennant wouldn't try to get away by paddling upstream™

"We' || be back over the river in five mnutes."

"CGet ground units started down the river on both sides."
"There's only a road on one side. The north side."
"Jesus Christ."

"We' || cover the other side."

Celi killed the connection and said, "Skow, hone," into her headset. After one
ring, Skow said, "Tell me you have them"

"They' re gone."



"What does that nean?"

"Tennant pulled a switch on the ferry. He and Wiss are now in a canoe
sonmewhere on the Cashie River."

"Dam it, Geli. How could you screw this up?"

Her cheeks burned. "Do you want to have a conversati on about who fucked this
up?"

"Don't be insubordinate."

"I'f Tennant slips through our fingers here, you can kiss control good-bye."
"That's not necessarily true. Gve ne a nonent."

As Skow pondered the situation, Geli punched up a map of North Carolina on her
screen. What woul d Tennant do after getting on the river? Were could he go?
There were five mles of water between the ferry and the sound, and no road on
the south bank fromwhich to surveil the river. If Tennant knew that, he could
beach the canoe anywhere.

"What do you want to do?" Skow asked.

"I want real-tine satellite imagery of that river right now H ghest possible
resol ution. You authorize it, 1'll give the NRO the coordinates."”

"What el se?"

"I need nmore manpower. | don't have near the tactical strength to carry out a
wi de- area search in wooded terrain.”

"That's a problem Until we go public with sonme formof this story, we're | ow
on manpower."

"Then you' d better think about going public, and fast."

"Listen, Celi, if we lose himhere, we still have a good shot. |I'mgoing to be
gi ving you some information that could put you one step ahead of Tennant."

Her internal radar went on alert. "Wat kind of information?"

"You'll see when you get it. It's from an uni npeachabl e source.”

"There's no such thing. Is this an NSA source?"

"Yes."

"The agency hasn't given nme anything reliable so far."

"That's about to change. I'min a hurry. Have we covered everything?"
"No. Rul es of engagenent."

Skow t ook an audi ble breath. "I'mconfortable with your rescue scenario."
“I'"ll bet you are. | want a shoot-to-kill order."

Skow did not reply.



Geli felt her temper rising. "Look, we've waited—
"Gve me a nonent to think."
"Why are you so damm wi shy-washy about this?"

"Look ... this is a hostage situation. You have the tactical experience. |
have to | eave the rules of engagenent to your discretion."

Geli shook her head and muttered, "Be careful what you wi sh for, right?"
"The burden of commrand, Ms. Bauer."

"Command isn't a burden, Skow. It's nirvana. The burden is putting up with
ass-coveri ng bureaucrats second-guessing every nove after the fact."

Skow chuckl ed softly. "You sound exactly like your father. 1'll nmention it to
him"

This comrent stopped CGeli cold. "You do that," she said, covering.

After Skow hung up, she sat in silence, lightly touching the scar on her
cheek. So Skow and her father had nore than a passing acquai ntance. She didn't
like that idea. Not at all

CHAPTER 18

| had been paddling steadily for an hour when | spotted the boat ranp. It lay
at the foot of the high bridge over the Cashie River, the one we'd crossed on
our way to the ferry. The river had wi dened since the ferry, and sooner or
later it would open into the vast expanse of Al bemarle Sound. In open water we
woul d be easier to spot fromthe air. 1'd seen no further sign of the

surveill ance plane, but that gave ne linited confort.

Drifting under the overhanging trees on the right bank, | thought about the
ranp. There would be a parking lot there. Trucks and boat trailers. Probably
fishernmen returning fromtheir day of sport.

Rachel turned on her seat and sat facing nme, watching intently as | paddl ed.
"You' ve done this before."

"What ? Been on the run?"
"Paddl ed a canoe."

| nodded. "My brother and | canped a lot with ny dad around OCak Ri dge. Hunted
and fished, too."

She | ooked into the trees on the bank. The sun hovered stubbornly behind us,
but the shadows under the |inmbs were already deepening to bl ue-black

"Are we safe now?"
"For a while. The people who are hunting us depend on technology. If we were
out in the wrld, in acity or on a highway, we'd al ready have been caught.

Here the playing field is nmore even."

She toyed with the blue-and-white nylon stern line. "Who is this Geli Bauer
person you tal ked about ?"



| was surprised she renenbered the nane, but | shouldn't have been. She'd
never forgotten anything | told her. "She's a killer, and she's hunting us
now. "

"How do you know she's a killer?"

"She was in the arny for a while. Geli's fluent in Arabic, so they dropped her
into Ilrag with some commandos before Desert Storm To interrogate captured
Republ i can Guard troops. She executed two lraqgi prisoners because they
couldn't keep up with her unit behind the lines. Cut their throats. Even the
Delta Force soldiers with her were shocked."

"I guess wonen have cone further than fem nists think."

"No. Fenml e assassins are an ancient tradition. Geli gave Ravi Nara a lecture
about it one day."

"She sounds |ike a sociopath." Rachel dropped the stern line and wearily
rubbed her neck

"She'd nake an interesting case study for you."
"Do you think she killed Fielding?"

"Yes. She'd know all about drugs that could cause death by m nicking a stroke,
and she has constant access to everything at Trinity. The food, the water,
everything."

| paddl ed harder, and the bridge over the Cashie cane steadily closer. Rache
| ooked over her shoul der at the massive structure. Cars drove onto it every
few seconds. That bridge represented civilization. | stopped paddling to give
nmy burni ng back nuscles a break. The silence was al nost total.

"Listen to the birds," she said.

| listened, but the sound ny ears picked out of the silence was not natural. A
faint runmbling drone was floating down the river. It could have been a boat
motor, but nmy gut told nme it wasn't.

"What is it?" Rachel asked. "You | ook scared."”

| scanned the right bank, |ooking for a place to beach the canoe. If a small
pl ane flew right down the river, overhangi ng branches woul dn't give us any
cover. The engine was grow ng | ouder. Even Rachel heard it now.

"That sounds cl ose," she said.

Just ahead, a diseased tree had fallen into the river. It lay half in and half
out of the water, its dead branches and | eaves fanning out |ike ghostly w ngs.
The space between the tree and the bank was the kind of spot where you could
expect a water noccasin to drop into your boat if you were stupid enough to
pul I under it looking for fish. | guided the canoe straight into the narrow
chute, feeling a little |Iike Hawkeye in The Last of the Mbhicans. | only hoped
| had sonme of his |uck

Seconds after the bow plowed into the bank, the runble of the approaching
engi ne becane a roar. | peered through the trees and saw exactly what 1'd
feared: a small plane flying twenty feet over the water, |like a Vietnam pil ot
gi ving support fire to riverine troops.



"They can't see us, can they?" Rachel asked.

"Not without thermal-imagi ng equi pnent. But they may have that. Get down | ow
in the boat."

She slid off her seat and lay flat in the bottom 1 |lay beside her. The

pl ane' s engi ne vibrated the al um num skin of the canoe. W stayed in the
bottom of the boat, waiting to see if it would circle back for another | ook
It didn't.

| clinbed back onto nmy seat and stroked toward the bridge.

"I can't believe this is happening,"” Rachel said. "I can't believe a wonan
|'"ve never net is trying to hunt me down and kill me. How could she do that?"

| thought back to nmy last nmeeting with Bauer. "She thinks we're too close. She
thinks you're in love with ne."

Rachel 's cheeks colored in the fading sun. "Because of the kiss at Lu Li's?"

"Not just that. Wien Geli questioned nme yesterday, she told ne that you never
see anyone."

"How woul d she know t hat ?"

"She knows everybody you've dated and when you stopped seeing them She knows
who your third-grade teacher was and what your nother used to cook for you
when you were sick."

"What did you tell her when she said | was in |love with you?"

"That you think |I'm schizophrenic."

Rachel smiled, her eyes full of sadness.

| panned my eyes across the broad expanse of river, searching for other water
craft. | saw none, which didn't surprise me too much. Fishermen bought big
out board notors to take themto distant fishing spots as fast as possible.
dug in ny paddl e and pointed the canoe toward the boat ranp.

"We're stopping?" Rachel asked, |ooking at the gentle slope of the ranp.
"Yes. When we hit, stay in the boat. | won't be long."

"What are you going to do?"

"Take a | ook around."

| beached the canoe beside the ranmp, then junped into the shall ow water and
spl ashed onto shore. The oyster-shell parking |lot stretched fromthe woods on

my right to the huge concrete bridge pilings on ny left. | saw no people, but

a line of pickup trucks with boat trailers sat parked about forty yards from

the ranp. | wal ked over to them and noved between two trucks.

Ducking low, | felt along the tops of the tires of both pickups, searching for
stashed keys. | found none. Myving around the truck on nmy left, | checked its
other two tires. Nothing. | had no luck with the next two trucks either. The

next in line was a maroon Dodge Ram There was no key sitting on its tires, so
I changed tactics. Squatting between the rear of the truck and the enpty boat
trailer behind it, | reached under the bunper and slid my fingertips along the



inside of its metallic lip. Something slid toward the fender with a scratching
sound.

A magnetic key case.

| opened the small black box and found a key to the Dodge and one for the
locking trailer hitch. Quickly disengaging the trailer fromthe truck, | got
behi nd the wheel and started the engine.

Rachel ducked down in the canoe as | drove up, not realizing | was behind the
wheel . | swung left so that my wi ndow came to face her.

"Bring Fielding' s box!" | shouted. "Hurry!"

Cradling the cardboard box in her arms, Rachel clinbed out of the canoe and

spl ashed out of the river. | ran to the bank and grabbed a handful of nud from
the shallows, which | spread across part of the truck's license plate. Then
washed nmy hand in the river, set Fielding s box on the backseat, and hel ped
Rachel onto the bench seat beside ne.

"Did you hot-wire this thing?" she asked.

"I woul dn't know how. Fishernen are honest people. They trust each other. |
hate to take it, really.’

"I"ll say a prayer of penance. Let's go."

W |left a white cloud of oyster-shell dust behind us as we raced out of the
| ot.

"Are we still going to Nags Head?" Rachel asked.
"No. They could be waiting for us there. Let ne use your cell phone."

She pulled a silver Mdtorola fromher pocket and gave it to ne. | dialed the
Whi te House nunber from menory; Fielding had told nme long ago to nenorize it.

"Who are you calling?" Rachel asked.
"The president, | hope."

"But you sai d—*

"I want to see what happens.”

An operator answered on the second ring. | said, "Project Trinity." There was
a silence, then a click, and the man |I'd spoken to yesterday said, "State your
busi ness. "

"This is David Tennant. | need to speak to the president."

"Hol d, pl ease."

A hissing silence followed, and | knew that every ticking second gave the NSA
| onger to track the location of Rachel's cell phone.

"Wl | ?" she said.

"Count to forty. Qut loud."



She had reached thirty-five when a voice with a New Engl and accent said, "Dr.
Tennant ?"

"Yes."
"This is Ewan McCaskell. I"'mtalking to you fromAir Force One."
My heart thudded. "M . MCaskell, | need to speak to the president."”

"He's talking to the British prime mnister now He should be able to cone to
t he phone in about five mnutes."

| couldn't sit on an open cell phone for five m nutes.

"WIl you wait?" MCaskell asked. "The president knows there have been
confusing events at Project Trinity. He wants very much to speak with you."

"I can't wait. I'll call the Wite House again in seven mnutes."
"We'll have it routed to us."

I clicked END, my heart poundi ng.

Rachel touched my arm "CGood or bad?"

"I don't know. That was MCaskell. He said the president wants to talk to ne.
But they've obviously been talked to already. By John Skow, probably. They
only know what Godin wants themto know "

"Are they back in the U S ?"
"They're on Air Force One."
"On their way back from Chi na?"

"No. That's a five-day trip, plus a one-day stopover in Japan. | checked
yesterday. This sumit is sort of a celebration of Nixon's visit in'72. A
repeat perfornmance, w thout the Cold War tension."

"What are you going to say when you call back?"

| shook ny head. President Bill Mtthews had been the senior Republican
senator from Texas when he was swept into the Wiite House on a tide of
anti-Denocrat frustration. No one had been nore surprised than ny brother
James, who had known Matthews since their days at Yale. Matthews was a
charismatic figure, but not the sharpest arrow in the quiver, according to ny
brother. As a senator, he had relied heavily on his advisers, and that had not
changed in the Wite House. Still, the general opinion was that he was doing a
solid job on both the domestic and foreign fronts. |I'd net Matthews once in
the Oval O fice, then again at a Georgetown reception, when | was filmng the
NOVA series based on ny book. How did he renenber me? As a | evel - headed
physi ci an whose brother he had |liked? O as the del usional paranoid Skow had
undoubt edl y descri bed?

| drove anxiously along H ghway 64 until it was tinme to call back. This tine,
when | identified nyself, the connection was al nost i medi ate.

"Dr. Tennant?" said the president.

"This is David Tennant."



"This is Bill Matthews, David. | knowit's been a while since we | ast saw each
other, but | want you to know you can tell nme anything. Now, talk to ne."

| took a deep breath and went straight to the point. "Sir, | know you' ve

al ready heard some things about my supposed nental state. | want you to know
that 1'mas sane as the day we net in the Oval Ofice. So, please listen with
an open mnd. Andrew Fielding died in his office at Trinity yesterday. |
bel i eve he was nmurdered. Today there was an attenpt on ny life. A man cane
into ny hone with a gun, and | had to shoot himin self-defense. Project
Trinity is conpletely out of control, and | think Peter Godin and John Skow
are to blame."

There was a | ong sil ence.
"M . President?"

"I heard you, David. Look, the first thing we need to do is get you to a safe
pl ace."

"There is no safe place.”

"Well, somewhere has to be safe, doesn't it?"

"Not when the NSAis trying to kill you."

"Don't worry about the NSA. | can arrange for the Secret Service to pick you
up sonewhere, and they can take you to a safe house while you wait for me to

get back."

Thi s sounded attractive, but | knew | couldn't risk such a rendezvous. Getting
toit alive would be close to inmpossible. "I can't do that, sir."

"You don't trust the Secret Service?"

"I't's not that. The point is that | don't know any Secret Service agents by
sight."”

"I see." Silence. "Well, couldn't we set up a code or a signal or sonething?"

"I't wouldn't be secure fromthe NSA. Nothing Iike that will be safe."
"We could pick one right now "

"W have to assume the agency is listening to this call. They can pull it
right out of the ether over China."

Mat hews sighed. "All right, David. Tell ne this. Do you trust Ewan MCaskell ?"

| thought about that. There'd been no attenpt on my life until MCaskel
returned nmy call at nmy house, which had told the Trinity security people that
| hadn't yet talked to the president. If MCaskell was tied to anyone at
Trinity, he would have conmunicated this to them|long before that phone call.
"I trust him But I'll have to see his face."

"Well... it looks Iike you're just going to have to lie low until we get back
McCaskell and the Secret Service will pick you up then. Can you get to
Washi ngton in four days?"

"I can. M. President, could I ask you one thing?"



"Of course.”

"Do you believe anything |'ve said?"

Matthews replied in a less fol ksy voice. "David, | won't lie to you. John Skow
says Dr. Fielding died of natural causes, and that you shot a Trinity security
of ficer outside your house w thout provocation. He al so says you' ve ki dnapped

your psychiatrist.”

I blinked in disbelief. Skow had finally nade a mi stake.

"Hold on, sir." | handed the phone to Rachel. "Tell himwho you are."
She hesitantly took the phone and held it to her ear. "This is Dr. Rache
Wiss.... Yes.... No, sir. |I came with Dr. Tennant of ny own free will..
That's right. Yes, people are trying to kill us. ... Yes, sir. | will."

She handed me the cell phone.
"M . President?"

"I"mhere, David. Look, |I'mnot sure what to think. But | know you come from
good people, and | want to see you and hear you out."

The first tiny fillip of relief went through nme. "Thank you, sir. Al | ask is
a fair hearing."”

"You'll get that as soon as | get back. Keep your ass in the grass, Dave."

A bubbl e of |aughter burst through the lunp in nmy throat. That sayi ng was
right out of ny older brother's nouth. "Thank you, M. President. I'll see you
then. ™

I clicked end.

Rachel was watching me expectantly. "What do you think?"

"I think we're better off than we were five mnutes ago. \What did he ask you?"

"Whet her | was under duress. He also told ne to take care of you. My God ... |
can't believe this. What are we going to do for the next four days?"

| pressed down the accel erator and sped up to seventy. "We're going to Oak
Ri dge. "

"Tennessee?"

"Yep. | know that place |like nowhere in the world. Five mles outside of town,
you're lost in the wilderness. No police. No TVs to broadcast photos of wanted
fugitives and stol en trucks. Nothing."

"How far away is it?"

"Ei ght hours." | passed a slow noving car and settled back into the right
lane. "Settle in and get sone sleep.”

"I can't sleep in a car."

"This is a truck."



"W seass. "

Escapi ng the plane and reaching the president had produced a sense of elation
in both of us, but that feeling wouldn't last long. "I'mnot Kkidding about the
sleep. You're going to need every bit of energy you have in the norning."

"For what ?"
"Mount ai ns. "
CHAPTER 19

Geli was running on adrenaline, her body charged by the chase. Between the
hunt for Tennant and Wi ss and the search for Lu Li Fielding, her resources
were stretched to the Iimt. But when the |lack of manpower vexed her, she

t hought back to the Iraqi desert, where her total force had nunbered only
ei ght Delta Force commandos.

Her | atest headache was Jutta Klein, the German MR expert. Kl ein had
apparently taken advantage of her reduced surveillance and driven to Atlanta,
where she'd boarded a Lufthansa flight for Germany. The Gernman governnent had
pl edged to "assist in any way possible,” but Geli knew they would wel conme

Kl ei n and her newfound expertise with open arns.

Geli spun in her chair. Soneone with the day's access code had buzzed through
t he door of the control center. John Skow stepped out of the shadows, clad in
hi s unvarying Brooks Brothers suit, his eyes glinting with fear or excitenent.
"What are you doi ng here?" she asked. "What's happened?"

Skow straddl ed a chair opposite Geli and folded his al nost fem nine hands on
its back.

"Tennant just spoke to the president. Matthews was in Air Force One, en route
fromBeijing to Shanghai. Qur routine intercepts over China picked it up, and
| just broke the executive comm codes."

Geli felt as though she'd opened the door of a hot oven. No wonder Skow hadn''t
wanted to talk on the air. "Wat did they say?"

"The president tried to arrange for the Secret Service to pick up Tennant
sonewhere, but Tennant wouldn't bite.”

"Did Matthews buy our story? Or does he believe Tennant ?"

Skow bit one side of his lower lip, like a man wei ghing odds. "I'd say he's
| eaning toward us. But he told Tennant he would get a fair hearing."

"And how wi Il that happen?"

"Ewan McCaskell and the Secret Service will neet Tennant and pick himup when
t he president gets back. Tennant trusts MCaskell."

"When does the president get back?"
"Four days."

"Are we talking D.C. ?"



"Yes."
"Perfect."
n W]y?ll

Geli had already foreseen that Tennant m ght run for Washington. "D.C. gives
us a perfect cover story to take Tennant out. Starting now, we nmaxim ze our
effort to discredit him expanding on what we've already said. Tennant's side
effects worsened to psychosis. He shot his security guard and ki dnapped Dr.
Wi ss. "

" And?"
"Now he's threatened the president's life."

Skow s eyes narrowed. "But he just talked to Matthews. And he didn't make any
threats."

Geli rolled her eyes. "Tennant is saying whatever he has to say to get access
to the man he wants to kill. By painting himas a deranged assassin, we can
use every netro cop in D.C. to hunt himdown. And once you give himthe Lee
Harvey Oswal d treatnent, the Secret Service won't let himnear the president.’

"That's an el egant strategy. Wat do we use for evidence?"

"We have hundreds of hours of recordings from Tennant's house and phone. Is
the Godin Four still running upstairs?"

"I didn't notice. Why?"

"Wth the right programs fromthe NSA—and our CGodi n Four—you coul d piece
toget her a verbal threat against the president that no one could prove was
fake. "

Skow smiled with appreciation. "That's good, Geli. Very good."

"That's why |I'm here. The question is, will Tennant go straight to D.C. or
wait the four days?"

"My source says no," said Skow. "I've got a short list of places Tennant m ght
run, and Washington is at the bottom"

Anger tightened CGeli's jaw nuscles. "Wio is this source, dam it?"
"I can't give you that. I"'msorry."
"But he says Tennant will run sonmewhere besides D.C ?"

"Yes. Isn't it just common sense? Wiy should Tennant risk going straight to
Washi ngt on when the neet is four days away?"

"Because he knows people there who have access to POTUS. The surgeon general
The director of the National Institutes of Health. The politicians fromhis
honme state. Senator Barrett Jackson heads the Select Conmittee on
Intelligence, for God' s sake. He can get access to the Oval Ofice with a
phone call. And if Tennant convinces sonmeone |ike Barrett Jackson that he's
sane ..."

"I see. Al right. But we can't be sure where he'll run. And our assassin



story will allowus to bring in other federal assets to cover the other
| ocations.”

"Good. You take care of the nedia. You also need to hit everyone Tennant knows
inside the Beltway with a classified NSA security warni ng. Enphasize his
mental instability. Can you do that graceful ly?"

Skow s thin lips flattened into sonething like a snile. "That's why |I'm here."
Geli nodded, feeling better than she had in hours. "You'd better get upstairs
and nake sure they keep the Godin Four fired up. O get it moved back here

qui ck. "

Skow had never touched Geli before, but he reached out and laid his hand on

her wist. "You have four days to kill Tennant and Wiss. After that, the
Secret Service will be running things, and they'll work very hard to trap
Tennant rather than kill him"

"That's why you're going to nake sure nothing he says will be believed."

Skow nodded. "Right."

"Don't worry," Geli assured him "The president will never see Tennant agai n.
In twenty-four hours he'll be as dead as his brother."
CHAPTER 20

It was dark by the tinme we reached Ral ei gh. H ghway 64 turned to 1-40, and
then we were rolling back through Research Triangle Park, noving west toward
Tennessee.

"Look at that," Rachel said, watching the famliar lights drift by. "Wen it's
dark like this, | can al nost believe you could drop me off at ny house in
Durham and | could go inside and make a cup of tea.”

"You know better now. "

She | ooked at me for a long tinme, then sighed in the dark

"I"'msorry | got you into this," | said. "I haven't really apol ogi zed yet."

"I got nyself intoit."

"No. | did that when | chose you as ny anal yst."

The weariness in Rachel's face told ne she was accustoned to dealing with
other people's guilt. "Don't start trying to figure out the vagaries of fate
If a butterfly had flapped its wings in Mlaysia before you called, you would
have found soneone else. That's the way life is.”

I'd said that kind of thing to nyself before, but in this case | didn't
believe it. "No. | sought you out because you're the best at what you do. And
Jungi an anal ysts aren't like psychol ogi sts, one on every corner. | know it
sounds juvenile, but | have this feeling | was neant to find you."

She | ooked at me with infinitely perceptive eyes, but beneath her perception |
saw pai n. Sonehow, | had prodded a deep nerve. Wen she spoke, it was in a

voi ce devoid of enotion

"It's easy to tell ourselves that whatever happens to us was neant to be. It's



conforting. It gives us a sense that there's sone |arger plan. | thought ny
husband and | were neant to be together. But we weren't. It was just a bad
choice that | rationalized as fate. It's pathetic, really.”

"Pat hetic? That marri age gave you your son."
"Who died frightened and in pain at the age of five."

Her tone had a warning edge to it. 1'd seen many children die during ny years
practicing medicine, and | knew how it could affect parents. They could be
shattered beyond recovery. Even hospital staff weren't imune. The exoskel eton
of professionalismnelts easily in the presence of a suffering child. For ne
that suffering—the agony of innocents—was one of the primary obstacles to
bel i eving in God.

"You and your son gave each other five years of unconditional |ove. Wuld you
rather he'd never lived, to spare you both the pain at the end?"

She fixed nme with an indignant glare. "You'll say anything, won't you? You
don't observe any boundaries."

"Not when |'ve earned the right to cross them" | was speaking of the |oss of
my own child, and she knew it.

She | ooked out the w ndow again. "Let's not talk about this."

"W don't have to talk at all. But we need supplies. 1'mgoing to stop at an
all-night Wal-Mart in Wnston-Sal emor Asheville. That gives you a coupl e of
hours to sleep.”

"l am exhausted,"” she admitted.

"Cone here."

"\What ?"

"Lean over here."

"On your shoul der?"

"No. Be brave. Curl up on the seat and |lay your head on ny lap."

She shook her head, but not in refusal. | kept ny eyes on the road. After a
few nonents, she pulled off her shoes, then folded her I egs on the seat and
laid her head on ny right thigh. | sensed that her eyes were open, but |
didn't ook down. I lowered ny right hand and began to stroke her forehead,
sliding nmy fingers back into her hair.

"This reminds me of when | was a little girl," she said.

"I"'mnot talking to you. O ose your eyes."
After a while, she did.

W hit Asheville at 10:30 P.M A brightly Iit Wal-Mart store appeared like an
oasis out of the dark, and | pulled off the interstate. Rachel's head was
still in ny lap, and ny right |l eg was nearly nunb. She didn't respond when
spoke. | was tenpted to leave her in the truck while | went into the store,
but I didn't want her to wake up alone in the parking lot. There was also a
chance that the | ocal police had received an APB on the fisherman's stol en



pi ckup. To avoi d bei ng anbushed when we cane out of the store, | awakened
Rachel and posted her just inside the glass doors, where she could see anyone
who took an undue interest in our maroon Ram

| went straight to the sporting goods department and began piling itens beside
an unattended cash register. A two-man tent. Sleeping bags. Backpacks. A

Col eman lantern, a stove ring, and fuel. From another aisle | selected two
Si | ent Shadow canoufl age junpsuits, cano headgear, rubber canmp boots, and

i nsul ated underwear. One aisle over again, | chose a conpound bow, eight
arrows, and a quiver. | topped off my pile with a conpass, a pair of

bi nocul ars, a Gerber knife, water purification tablets, a Maglite, and two
battery-powered wal ki e-tal kies. Then | went in search of a sal esperson to ring
it all up.

The young Mexi can woman | found was suspicious of my cash. While she checked
each hundred-dollar bill for authenticity, | went to the toiletries section
and got toothpaste, toothbrushes, and soap. The total purchase cane to
$1429.84. After paying, | pushed ny cart to the front of the store and left it
wi th Rachel, then took another to the grocery section and grabbed enough
basics to keep us alive for a couple of weeks, plus some bottled water. As |
went through the checkout aisle, | thought how amazing it was that | could

pull off the highway late at night and in one stop outfit nyself for |long-term
survival in the wilderness. My father wouldn't have believed it.

Rachel made an "okay" sign with her hand while |I checked out, and | breathed a
little easier. The rent-a-cop at the exit stopped me, but only to check ny
recei pt agai nst what was in nmy cart. Ten seconds |later we were wal ki ng through
the parking lot. | tossed everything behind the seat, then hel ped Rache

i nside and started back toward I|-40.

Just before we reached the interstate, | turned into the parking | ot of a Best
Western notel and parked between two trucks on the back side. One was a bl ue
Dodge Ramwith a horse trailer attached. Using a screwdriver fromour glove
box, | renoved the Texas license plate fromthat Ram and exchanged it for the
pl ate on our maroon one. Then | drove up the access ramp to |-40 and headed
west toward the Tennessee line, which lay somewhere in the Appal achi an
Mount ai ns before us.

Soon Rachel was snoring softly, her head on ny lap again. | tuned the radio to
a station playing David Gray and let my eyes blur until all they tracked were
the edges of the road. W were driving into ny past, into the forests of ny
youth, a world of strange contrasts and indelible menories. The Gak Ri dge
Nati onal Laboratory was one of the nost high-tech installations in the
country, yet it was nestled in thickly forested wilderness. There | had gone
to school with the children of brilliant nen and wonmen from Chi cago and New
York, and the children of emaciated nen and wormen who' d never |eft the county
where they were born. Sone of the scientists found the rural setting boring,

i f not downright disturbing, but for ny famly the wooded nount ai ns
surroundi ng Cak Ri dge had been a paradi se.

There were several isolated spots around GCak R dge where we coul d hide, but
one was perfect for us. Last year, |1'd heard froma boyhood friend that
because of budget constraints, the government was closing the Frozen Head
State Park. My brother and | had canped there countless tines, and by now t he
nmount ai nous park woul d be deserted but for a few fanatical hikers who woul dn't
bot her anyone enjoying the sane illicit recreation they sought.

W crossed the Tennessee line at the south end of the Pisgah National Forest.
Then we broke out of the big trees, and by m dni ght we were passing through
Knoxville. | continued west on 62 and in less than thirty mnutes we were



driving through Oak Ridge, Anerica's "secret city" of the Second World War
Today it is known worldwide for its nuclear facilities, but during World War
Two it hadn't even existed on nmaps. Between 1945 and 1975-the year | left it
for Al abana—©ak Ri dge had grown into sonething resenbling a normal Anerican
town. But it never quite was. There was al ways a shared sense of mission in
OGak Ridge, and the proof of the town's value was invisible but ever present.
W who lived there knew that in the event of nuclear war, we would be
vaporized in the first few mnutes. Even in the dark | could see that the city
had grown since 1'd left it. There were nore franchise restaurants on the
strip, nmore chain stores, but the town's heart was still the |aboratory and
the old wartime uraniumpiles, which drew tourists curious to see the tools
that had won the war agai nst the Japanese.

Leavi ng OGak Ri dge on Hi ghway 62, ours was the only vehicle on the road. W
skirted the base of Big Brushy Muntain, on the far side of which lay the
state penitentiary. Three county lines intersected in this isolated area, a
m st - shrouded worl d popul ated by the descendants of coal niners and

nmoonshi ners. They clung tenaciously to existence in the shadow holl ows and
al ong the abandoned strip mnes that still scarred these nountains.

| turned north on 116, a narrow road that wound past the ham et of Petros and
then the prison, a starkly depressing enclosure lit by a harsh mercury gl ow
and surrounded by razor-wire fences. North of the prison, the road began to
twi st back upon itself |like a wounded snake. | turned left on a track that had
no map nunber, but which | renenbered well. Before long, | would cone to the
gate of the abandoned state park, which would probably be barricaded now.

A half mle fromthe gate, | slowed and began | ooking for an opening in the
trees. Wien | saw one, | braked and turned off the road, and in ten seconds we
had vani shed. | drove until the woods becane too thick and the grade too steep

to go farther. Then | parked and shut off the engine.

Rachel hadn't stirred. | reached back and pulled our sleeping bags fromthe
gear behind the seat. As | unrolled them she snapped awake and popped up out
of nmy lap, staring wide-eyed in the dark

"What are you doi ng?"

"Take it easy," | said. "You're fine. We're there."

"Where?" She tried to | ook out the wi ndow, but there was no |ight beneath the
trees. W could have been in a cave.

"We're outside Cak Ridge, at a place called Frozen Head. It's an abandoned
state park."

"Frozen Head?"

"You' ve been asleep for hours."

She shook her head. "I can't sleep in cars.”

"Well, keep on not sleeping. I'll wake you just before dawn."

She blinked as though comi ng out of a trance. Then she put her hand to her
mout h and grinaced. "Did you buy us toothbrushes?"

"Yes. You can do that in the norning."

"I need to pee."



"You' ve got the whole forest."
"Is it safe out there?"

| thought of telling her to watch for tinber rattlers, but she probably
woul dn't get out if | did. "This is the safest you' ve been in twenty-four
hours."

She clinbed out of the truck and noved out of the light but didn't close the
door. This illumnated us Iike a lantern in the woods. She took a long tine,
and | started to feel anxious. Then raindrops began hitting the w ndshield,
and | heard her squeal. She scrambled back into the truck with her jeans
unbut t oned and yanked t he door shut.

"I't's pouring!" she cried, fastening her pants.
"Rain's good for us. It deadens sound when you wal k in the woods."

She pull ed a sl eeping bag over her chest and shuddered. "I don't want to
of fend you, but this sucks. We couldn't stay in sone cheap notel ?"

"No one in the world knows where we are now. So no one can find out. That's
the way we want it. Go to sleep.”

She nodded and settl ed agai nst her door

| sat listening to the synmphony of rain and the ticking engine, recalling
predawn vigils with nmy father and brother, waiting for our chance at ducks or
deer. | was exhausted, but | knew |'d wake before the sun. Sone primtive part
of my brain that lay dormant in cities awakened in the w | derness and

whi spered the forest rhythms to ne with unfailing accuracy. That whisper told
me when dawn was cl ose, when rain was coning, when gane was noving. | pulled
nmy sl eeping bag up to ny chin.

"Good night," | said to Rachel
St eady breathing was her only reply.

I woke as the first di mshade of blue showed through the trees. | blinked
several times, then surveyed the scene w thout nmoving ny head. Seeing not hing,
| gently shook Rachel awake. Again she jerked erect, but not in quite the
pani ¢ of |ast night.

"Time to go," | said
"Ckay, " she nunbl ed, but she | ooked ready to go back to sleep

| got out and relieved ny bl adder, then unloaded the gear from behind the
seat. | put nmost of it into nmy own pack, giving Rachel only her sleeping bag,
some canned food, and a couple of fuel bottles. Wien she got out, | handed her
a Silent Shadow canouflage junpsuit, heavy socks, and boots.

She nade a wy face, but she took the clothes and went behind the truck. While
she changed, | fixed the quiver and conpound bow to ny pack. Then | slipped
into ny junpsuit and boots. As | shoul dered ny pack, the forest seenmed to grow
lighter all at once, and | knew the sun was topping Wndrock Muwuntain to the
east .

Rachel came around the truck | ooking like photos I'd seen of female |srael



sol di ers. She shoul dered her pack w thout much trouble, and she didn't
conpl ai n about the weight.

"I'f your friends could see you now," | said, clipping a walkie-talkie to her
bel t.

"They'd be rolling on the ground | aughing."

| stuffed our street clothes into her pack. "Watch the ground. Step where
step, and watch for briers catching your clothes. If we get separated, use the
wal ki e-tal kie, but very quietly."

"Ckay. "

"Don't speak unless it's an energency. If | hold up ny hand, stop. G ab ny
belt if | go too fast. W're not in a hurry. You're going to see aninmals out
here. Move calmy away from snakes, and ignore the rest."

She nodded. "Were exactly are we goi ng?"

"There are caves on the npuntain. H kers know about sone, but there's one
that's al nbst unknown. My dad and | found it when | was a kid. That's the one
we want."

She smled. "I"'mas ready as |'mgoing to get."

W followed the path left by the truck's tires until we reached the road, then
pil ed sone brush over the open place. | crossed the road and began | ooking for
a spring-fed tributary of the New River, a snmall creek that cut its way down
the nmountain through a rocky defile about fifty feet deep. That defile would
be our route up the nountain. The park service had blazed a trail that
paral l el ed the creek, but I didn't want to risk running into any hikers. |

al so worried about locals growing marijuana in the closed park. During | ean
times, that tenptation was great for the descendants of moonshiners, and they
tended to frown upon trespassers. They booby-trapped their fields and shot

bef ore aski ng questi ons.

| soon found the creek, and by the tinme daylight illumnated the forest we
were shin-deep in water, picking our way up the defile. Grarled tree roots
threaded through its walls like arthritic hands, and boul ders big as cars
lined the ravine. The creek was shallow and wide in some places but narrowed
to gurgling channels in others. | saw deer tracks and scat, and once what

| ooked like the track of a bear. That made nme a little anxious about the cave.
There was constant scuttling in the brush, rabbits and arnadillos flushed from
cover by our passing. Every few minutes | turned to check on Rachel, but she
seened to be holding up well. She slipped on wet rocks a few times, but noving
uphill on slick stone was no task for beginners.

| was stepping over a waterlogged branch when | snelled snoke on the wind.
stopped in ny tracks, hoping the smell was a hiker's campfire. It wasn't. It
was good Virginia tobacco. | held up ny hand, but there was no need. Rache
had halted the second she saw ne stop

Wt hout moving my head, | scanned the rocks and trees ahead. Nothing noved but
creek water and raindrops sliding off the | eaves overhead. | raised ny gaze
and searched the low | inbs of the forest canopy. A poacher in a deer stand was
a possibility. But a real hunter would know that snoking a cigarette would
kill his chances of bagging a deer, even out of season. | saw nothing in the
trees.



Movi ng nmy head slightly, | searched the rimof the defile. First the right
side, then the left. Nothing. | sniffed the air again. The odor was gone.

Rachel tugged at the back of my belt. "Wat the matter?" she whi spered.

| turned and saw fear in her face. Be quiet, | nmouthed. Stay still.
She nodded.
Anot her wave of tobacco scent wafted past nme, stronger than before. | turned

very slowy and for sone reason | ooked up. Forty yards away, a man dressed in
bl ack ballistic nylon | eaned over the rimof the defile and flicked a
cigarette butt down into the creek. My heart clenched, but | remained still.
The butt tunbled in the air, a flash of white against green, then hit the

wat er and floated toward us.

The man followed the butt with his eyes. | was certain we were about to be
seen, but the nman suddenly | ooked away and took something off his shoul der. A
bl ack assault rifle. An MI6. He leaned it against a tree, unzipped his fly,
and began to urinate off the small cliff. He played like a little boy, aimng
his streamfor the creek but not quite reaching it. A boy would have been able
to reach it. This was a man in his late thirties, and he was wearing body

ar nor .

| prayed that Rachel wouldn't panic. She nmight not have seen the riflenman at
first, but she couldn't mss the long golden arc glinting in the early light.
The man stopped urinating with a few desultory flourishes, then shook hinself,
zi pped up, and picked up the M 6. As he shouldered the rifle, he | ooked down
the creek, right at us.

| held nmy breath and waited for our eyes to |ock.

The rifl eman's gaze passed over us, then returned. He squinted, then | ooked
farther down the creek again. It was the canmouflage suits and headgear. He
couldn't distinguish us fromthe background of creek and brush. As | watched,
he nmoved his head to the right in a strange way, as though he had a nervous
tick, but then | realized he was speaking into a collar mcrophone. |I heard
the faint metallic squawk of a reply but couldn't make out distinct words.
Then the rifleman turned and wal ked back into the trees.

Numb with disbelief, | turned back to Rachel, who was staring at ne in
conf usi on.

"What's the matter?" she whispered.

"You didn't see that?"

"\What ?"

"The guy up there pissing off the cliff!"
Her eyes went wide.

"He had a rifle."

"I didn't see anything! | was watching you. | thought you' d seen a snake or
somet hi ng. "

"We're going back to the truck. Now. "



Her face had lost its color. "Wat about the cave?"
"I't's blown. They're waiting for us up there."
"They can't be."

"They are. The guy was carrying an M6 and wearing body arnor. Deer hunters
around here ook a little different."

"But we've cone all this way."

Prickly heat covered ny skin. "Wat do you care?"
"I don't. | nean—that cave just sounded safe.”
"I't'"s not."

A new awar eness smol dered in the dark of my mind. They knew we were coning

Before ny thoughts could go further, | found nyself listening with absolute
concentration. | wasn't sure what |1'd heard, but it was sonething. A novenent
that didn't fit the usual sound track of the forest. | cursed silently. The

rain that had danpened the sound of our steps was now giving cover to our
enemes. O were they only my enemi es?

As understanding flashed into ny mnd, another faint squawk broke the silence,
and | knew there was another rifleman within fifty feet of me. Stepping

qui etly behind Rachel, | clapped one hand over her nouth and whi pped my ot her
arm around her chest, pinning her against me with all my strength. She tried
to scream but no sound passed her |ips.

| stood in the creek without nmoving, water pulling at ny |egs. Rache
struggl ed agai nst me. The backpack made it hard to hold her. | was afraid she
m ght bite my hand, but she didn't. That al one kept alive doubt that it was
she who had told the NSA where to find us.

"I"mgoing to uncover your nouth,” | whispered. "If you scream |'Il cut your
throat."

CHAPTER 21

When | let go of Rachel, she whirled in the creek, her face a mask of terror

and fury. Then she saw the knife in ny hand, the Gerber |'d bought at
Wl - Mart.

"Walk," | told her. "Back down the creek. You know how to do it."

She stared at me a nonment |onger, then turned and started over the rocks.
sheat hed ny knife and unslung ny bow | would stand little chance against a
man with an M6, but if | saw my opponent first, | night get off a quick shot.

"Stick close to the right wall."

She noved to the right, quickly picking her way from stone to stone. As |

foll oned Rachel down the steep watercourse, ny nind filled with questions |
shoul d have asked her before but hadn't. That first day, when she'd awakened
me fromny dream about Fielding's death . . . how had she unl ocked the door?
I'"d locked it after the FedEx man left, yet |I'd awakened to find the door
bangi ng agai nst the chain latch as Rachel yelled nmy name. And finding nmy house
wi thout ne telling her nmy address? | know someone in the UVA personnel office,
she'd said. The university would have been warned about giving out information



on a Trinity principal. And the surveillance plane over the hi ghway? How had

t hey known whi ch of the thousands of cars between Chapel H Il and Nags Head to
train their |aser on? One phone call from Rachel while | was unconscious coul d
have given themthe Audi, the Nags Head cabin, everything.

As for Cak Ridge, she could easily have called them fromthe WAl -Mart in
Asheville, when I'd posted her by the door. She hadn't known about Frozen Head
t hen, but she did have a cell phone. Wth a little nerve, she could have

call ed the NSA when she got out of the truck last night to pee. On the other
hand, | still remenbered | eaping into the hallway of ny house and finding an
assassin pointing a gun at Rachel's back

She paused as she cane to a deep channel in the creek. | noved cl ose behind
her in case she fell or tried to run. As we negotiated the channel, | thought
back to how I'd chosen her. Skow had resisted my going to a non- NSA
psychiatrist, but had he resisted vigorously enough? Friends at UVA had told
me Rachel was the best Jungian analyst in the country. Had Geli Bauer been
wal king in ny footsteps, talking to everyone |I tal ked to? Had she briefed
Rachel before ny first appointnent? How could Geli have conproni sed her? An
appeal to patriotisn? Blackmail? There was no way to know.

I reached out and grabbed Rachel's pack. The creek had | evel ed out. The road
wasn't far away.

"We're close to the truck," | said softly. "Veer left here, and don't step on
any branches."

She | ooked back at nme, her eyes still furious. "You don't really think—=
| poked her in the back. "Walk."

She picked her path through the dripping trees with surprising agility. After
about forty yards, | grabbed her pack again, then scanned the trees ahead.

"David, you don't think | betrayed you."

| nodded. "No other explanation."

"There has to be."

| peered between the wet trunks, searching for anything out of place. "They
m ght have figured out Oak Ridge, but not Frozen Head. | could have picked a

dozen other spots in the nountains around here."

She held up her hands hel plessly. "I don't know what to tell you. | haven't
spoken to anyone."

"How did you get into nmy house that day? The first day?"
"Your house? | picked the |ock."
"Bul I shit."

"You think so? My father was a | ocksmth in Brooklyn. | grew up around the
trade."”

Her explanation could be a facile lie, but it had the outrageous ring of
truth. "What's a Chubb?" | asked off the top of my head.

"A high-quality, British-made lock. |I also know what a spiral tooth extractor



is. Do you?"

| had no idea. "Turn around and keep wal ki ng. The truck's a hundred yards
ahead. "

Rachel turned and wal ked quickly through the trees. Wth ny bow unslung, | had
to be nore careful. The bowstring seemed to attract briers, and the broadhead
I was hol ding along the shaft of the bow kept catching on branches and shaki ng
wat er onto ne.

Suddenly, | heard a swish Iike a big buck | eaping through wet foliage. Then I
saw a flash of black between two trees.

"Freezel" barked a mal e voice.

Rachel stopped, her back just visible between two glistening trunks. Beyond
her stood a man wearing black nylon and a bullet-proof vest. He held an
automatic pistol, and it was trained on Rachel's face.

"Where is he?" asked the gunman.

"Who?"

"You know. The doctor."

I nocked the arrow and slowy raised nmy bow

"I don't know what you're tal king about,"” Rachel said. "I'mout here shooting
awldlife spread on deer."

The Iie sounded effortless. Was she signaling the gunman with her hand?
"\Where's your canera?"

| pulled the bowstring to full draw against my right cheek and peered through
the peep sight. Rachel's body partially blocked nmy shot, and | didn't want to
shift ny weight for fear of naking noise.

"I lost it in the creek," she said. "Are you a ganme warden?"

"Red Six to Red Leader," the gunman said into his collar radio.

"Il tell you!" cried Rachel

| leaned to my right, straining for a shot.

The gunman | ooked up fromhis radio. "All right. \Were is he?"

Sone bul | et-proof vests will stop a bullet but not a knife point. A
razor-sharp broadhead shoul d pierce what a knife would, but if it didn't,
Rachel ' s face—er m ne—aoul d di sappear in a cloud of red mist. | ainmed for the

V of the gunman's throat, just above the top of his vest.
"What will you do if you find hinP" Rachel asked.
"That's not your problem™

"Red Six," crackled the radio receiver in the man's ear, |oud enough for us to
hear. "This is Red Leader. Repeat your message."



As he reached up to key his radi o, Rachel screanmed ny nane, and | | oosed the
arr ow.

Rachel ' s scream nasked any sound of inpact. For a monment | was afraid I'd hit

her. She'd fallen to her knees, but the gunman was still standi ng and hol di ng
his pistol. Wiy hadn't he fired? Had ny arrow passed himw t hout a sound? My
bowstring was silenced. | jerked another arrow frommy quiver and tried to

nock it with shaking fingers.

"Red Six, this is Red Leader. This better be good."

| expected a pistol shot, but instead | heard a heavy thud that | instantly
recogni zed. When | | ooked up, the gunnman was gone. |'d heard deer fall like
that after a spine shot. First cane the sing of the bowstring, then the
knee- buckling i npact and the cenment-sack thud of a clean kill. The del ay was
what had thrown ne. This man had hung in the air like a statue, unwilling to
di e.

"This is Red Leader, respond imredi ately."

Rachel 's face was streaked with tears. As adrenaline poured into ny system |
shoved her aside and | ooked down. The bl ack-clad nan lay flat on his back. The
br oadhead had pierced his throat and punched through his cervical spine. He
couldn't have remmi ned standing nmore than a second with that injury, which
only proved how subjective time was in the heat of action

"Cet in the truck," | told Rachel

"Where is it?"

"Thirty yards on. Mve!"

She staggered over the fallen man and di sappeared into the trees.

"Red Six, this is Red Leader, what the hell are you doi ng?"

| heard somneone el se tal king through static. goddamm no-count radi os.

G find the son of a bitch. Tell himwe got coffee up here. That'll bring
him"

The dead nman's eyes were open but already as cloudy as antique glass. | picked
up his automatic and stuffed it into ny junpsuit pocket. Then | got to ny
knees and hefted his corpse over ny shoulder. | had to grab a thick branch to

pull nyself to ny feet, but | managed it, and then began trudgi ng toward the
truck. Anyone within a hundred meters woul d think Bigf oot was | unbering
t hrough the forest.

Rachel was waiting by the truck, her face al nost bl oodl ess. | staggered to the
side of the pickup and dunped the corpse into its bed. Wen she pulled at ny
sl eeve, | spun her against the truck and untied the sleeping bag from her

pack. This | unzipped and threw over the dead body. To anchor the opened bag,
| tossed both | oaded backpacks on top of it.

"CGet inside," | snapped
She di d.
| clinbed into the truck bed to retrieve the ignition key from ny backpack

t hen got behind the wheel and backed out of the trees. Twice | hit patches of
mud | thought would bog us down, but by slowy rocking the truck, | managed to



get clear of the woods. The SWAT team nust have heard the truck's engine by
now. | hit the accel erator and headed back toward the Brushy Muntain State
Pri son.

Only after 1'd covered the first mle did | |ook at Rachel. She'd set her back
agai nst the door and was watching ne as she would a violent patient.

"What's your story?" | asked. "How did they get to you?"
She sai d not hi ng.

When we reached 116, | didn't turn toward the penitentiary but toward
Caryville, where the road intersected |-75.

"You think |I've been telling them where we are?" Rachel asked.

| nodded.

"Way would | do that?"

"Only you know that."

"I'f I'd wanted themto find you, | could have betrayed you | ong before now. "

It started to rain again, big fat drops that splatted |ike bugs on the
wi ndshield. | switched on the wi pers and sl owed down.

"Maybe they didn't want to capture me until you'd got all the information you
could out of me. Did you call themfrom Wl - Mart ?"

She | ooked at me with scorn. "When that guy with the gun asked ne where you
were, | could have told himyou were right behind ne."

"You knew | had an arrow pointed at your back."

Frustration tightened her face. "Think, David. | could have hit you in the
head with a rock just now Wile you put that corpse in the truck."

“I'"ll think later. R ght now | have to run."

W drove in silence for a while, heading toward the deep divide that marked
the Iine between Morgan and Anderson Counties. A bridge appeared ahead.
Despite the rain, there wasn't much water under it, but the gorge was deep

cut by years of water flowing fromstrip mnes higher up. About a third of the
way across, | pulled the truck close to the rail and stopped.

Taki ng the key out of the ignition, | got out and clinbed into the bed of the

truck. The sl eeping bag covering the corpse was soggy with rain. | kicked it
aside, westled the corpse onto my shoul der, then stood and heaved it over the
bridge rail. It crashed through sonme branches and hit the rocks bel ow. The

sl eepi ng bag was bl oody, so | tossed it over as well. Then |I got back into the

cab and drove on, staying right at sixty on the twi sting road.

"I didn't know you had that in you," Rachel said in a dead voice. "I can't
beli eve you're the man who wote so novingly about conpassion and ethics."

"This is survival. Everybody has it in them You included."

"No," she said quietly. "I won't kill."



"You woul d." | |ooked her full in the face. "You just haven't been put in the
right situation yet."

"Thi nk what you want. | know nyself."
The road was gradual ly straightening. | accelerated to seventy and shut Rache
out of ny thoughts. |I felt alone again, as alone as | had on the day Fielding

died. | hadn't realized the degree to which Rachel had been a confort. The
hardest thing to accept about her betrayal was that it meant she had never
seen me as anything nore than a patient. A sick and del uded nan.

A wave of heat rolled through ne, |eaving deep fatigue in its wake. | hoped it
was a post adrenaline crash, but the ringing vibration in ny teeth told ne
ot herwi se. | would soon be unconscious. And this tinme | couldn't trust Rache

to take care of ne.

"What's the matter?" she asked, |ooking intently at me. "You' re weaving over
the center line."

" Not hi ng. "

"Cet over! You're in the wong |lane."

| jerked the wheel back to the right. Maybe the strain of dunping the corpse
had made nme especially vulnerable to an attack. There was not hi ng gradua
about this one. | had to stop the truck.

"Pull over!" Rachel yelled.

Trying desperately to keep nmy eyes open, | swerved onto a small |ogging road
and nmanaged to cover about a hundred yards before | had to stop. | got the
truck into PARK, then pulled the dead man's automatic frommy junpsuit and
aimed it at Rachel

"Cet out."

"What ?"

"CGet out! And | eave your cell phone in here. Do it!"

She | ooked out the w ndow as though she were being asked to |l eap off a cliff.
"You can't just put me out here!"

"Il let you back in after I wake up. If you're still here."

"David! They'll find us. Let ne drivel"

| jerked the gun at her. "Do what | said!"

She laid her cell phone on the seat, then clinbed out of the truck and cl osed
t he door. Her dark eyes watched me through the rain-spattered glass. As |

| eaned over and | ocked her door, the black wave rolled over ne.

A city gate stood high before ne, a plain arch in a wall of yellow stone.
Peopl e lined the road, sonme wavi ng pal mfronds and cheering, others weeping.
Men held a donkey for ne, and | clinbed upon its back. The synbol i sm was

i nportant. There was a prophecy to fulfill.

"This is the eastern gate, Master. Are you sure?"



"1 am"

| passed through the gate on the donkey's back. | heard horns bl owi ng. Ronman
sol diers watched ne with wary eyes. Wnen ran into the street to touch ny
robe, my hair. The faces in the narrow street were hungry, not for food but
for hope, for a reason to live.

The road vani shed and becanme a columed tenple. | sat on the steps and spoke
quietly to a large group. They listened with curious, uncertain faces. The
words they spoke were not the words in their mnds. The words in their mnds
were all the sanme: Is he the one? Is it possible?

"You know how to interpret the appearance of earth and sky," | told them "Wy
do you not know how to interpret the present tine? | have cast fire upon the
world, and I amguarding it until it blazes."

| watched the faces. Wrds neant different things to different people. Men
sei zed upon what they wanted, discarded the rest. Soneone asked from whence
cane. Better to answer in riddles.

"Split a piece of wood and | amthere. Lift up the stone, and you will find
ne."

| left the tenple and wal ked the alleys of the city. | wanted privacy, but I
was accosted fromall sides. Priests came to me and questioned nme. Blind nen
coul d see nore.

"By what authority do you say and do these things?" they asked.

| smiled. "John baptized the people. Did his authority come from heaven or
from nmen?"

The priests answered out of fear of the nob. "OF this we are not certain.”
"Then | shall not tell you by whose authority | do these things."

| left themseething in the street, but it did no good. They came to me upon a
hill and questioned ne at |length. My answers drove them mad.

"Only a little while am|l with you," | said. "Then | go back from whence
cane. VWhither | go, you cannot cone. You shall seek ne and not find ne. You
are of this world. I amnot."

They called ne a liar.
"Yet alittle while the light is with you," |I said. "Wal k while you have the

light, |est darkness come upon you. He that follows me shall never walk in
dar kness. "

Even as | watched them | saw ny doomin their eyes. Yet | could not turn from
my path. In one priest's eyes | saw hatred, and al so the death that he saw for
me . . . a Roman punishnment. But pain was not my greatest fear. A strong man

could stand pain. Wat | could not endure was to be al one, alone again for al
ti me—

Rachel was screaming. | blinked in confusion, and then the door at ny |eft
shoul der was yanked open. | tried to turn and see who was there, but sleep

cl osed over ne again |ike quicksand.

CHAPTER 22



CGeli Bauer rubbed her eyes with one hand and poured strong coffee into her mnug
with the other. She was waiting for John Skow s wife to bring himto the
phone. She had slept three hours on the cot where she and Ritter had nade | ove
| ast night. She al nbst never dreaned these days, but an old recurring

ni ght mare of pursuit by soldiers had returned. In the dream she always kill ed
hersel f before they reached her. The terror before that act of rel ease was
nearly unbearabl e.

"Celi?" Skow said in her headset, his voice exhausted.

He had spent all night with the Godin Four superconputer, piecing together a
threat to the president fromdigital recordings of Tennant's voice. CGeli had
al ready awakened hi monce, to tell himshe' d received a report of a man

m ssing fromone of their SWAT details. At that point there had been no proof
that Tennant had been there, but now.

"The SWAT team at Frozen Head found their nissing man," she said. "He'd been
dunped into a creek bed froma hi ghway bridge. He had an arrowin his throat."

"Did Tennant do it?"

"I think so. |1've been review ng his background. He did a [ ot of hunting when
he was a kid. Probably bowhunted in the early season.™

"Where the hell would he get a bow and arrows?"

"We're checking the security tapes of stores along the routes between the
ferry and Oak Ri dge. He was obviously planning to hole up for a while on that
mountain. What | want to know is this. How did you know where he woul d be?"
"I told you, | can't give you that."

"Your secret source is Dr. Wiss, isn't it?"

"Geli—

"Who el se could it be? How el se could you know about Frozen Head Park?"

"If it was Dr. Weiss, you'd know it already."

Geli knew better. "That's why you were so skittish about a shoot-to-Kkill
order. You knew your infornmer mght be killed. What | don't get is why you
didn't tell ne she was hel ping us. | could have protected her."

"You have a habit of asking questions above your pay grade."

"I don't have a fucking pay grade! | make ten times what you do."

"But you still take orders fromne."

She wanted to reach through the phone and crush his w ndpi pe, but
self-discipline slowy reasserted itself. "Wen did you last talk to Godi n?"

"I't's been longer than 1'd like," Skow admi tted. The NSA man sounded nervous,

and he wasn't trying to hide it.

"What are the extended trips Godin and Nara have been taking for the past few
weeks? They fly west and di sappear for three and four days at a tinme. \Were
are they going?"



"You must have dug deeper than that."

She woul d not be drawn in so easily. "Woever's handling security on that end
is very good."

A dry chuckl e from Skow. "You have no idea."

"Way aren't you with then?"

No answer.

"How is all this related to Fielding s pocket watch?"

"I"'msorry, Celi."

Thi ngs she had noticed over the past few weeks began to push thenselves to the
forefront of her thoughts. "Zach Levin and his Interface Teamwere laid off
five weeks ago. They seemto have dropped off the face of the earth. Wy would
a whol e technical team be dropped?"

Skow didn't reply.

She searched for a question he could answer. "Does the person handling
security wherever Godin is control your ultra secret source?"

In the ensuing silence, she realized that Skow s reticence was not neant to
of fend her. He had the paralysis of a man trapped between duty and fear

"Has this secret source told you where Tennant is going next?"

"You'll get another list of destinations soon. I'll get it to you as soon as |
have it."

"You do that." She tried to push the mystery of Peter Godin's location from
her mind. "How public is our deranged-assassin story now?"

"It's still inside the Beltway, but it'll spread fast. The D.C. police will
get it this norning. | didn't want to go wide with it until | finished |ast
night's project."

"I listened to the recording again a few mnutes ago. It's rock solid."

"It better be. \What are you going to do now?"

"Wait here for sonething. Anything. A whisper of where Tennant m ght be."
"And then?"

"I"'mgoing to go there nyself. | don't trust anyone else at this point."

"Go there how?"

"Godin's JetRanger is still on the helipad. You have any problemwth ne
taking it?"
"No. I'll keep the pilot on standby for you." After a pause, Skow said

"Cetting Tennant is personal for you, isn't it?"

Geli took a sip of hot coffee and held it in her nouth.



"I think you cared nore for Ritter than anyone knew," Skow added.

She swal | owed. "You're a shrink now?"

"Something just hit ne. If you' re so sure that Wiss is nmy secret source,
Tennant may concl ude the same thing. | nean, as you said . . . how el se could
t hat SWAT have been waiting at Frozen Head?"

"CGo on."

"If Tennant decides Weiss is informing on him he'Il dunp her. W should put
out an APB on her and cover the phones and homes of everyone she's close to."

"I"ve already covered everybody she mght call, but not for that reason
Tennant won't |eave Dr. Wiss anywhere."

"Why not ?"

"He's in love with her."”

"He can't ignore logic that obvious."

Geli laughed softly. "OF course he can. People do it all the tine."

CHAPTER 23

| snapped awake with a rush of terror. Rachel was behind the wheel of the

pi ckup truck, and we were noving. | lay crunpled on the floor on the passenger
side. Pulling nyself onto the seat, | saw that we were racing down a deserted
rural highway. There was not hi ng behind us but enpty road.

"How did you get in?" | asked. "Did I not |ock the door?"

She didn't look at me. "You locked it. There was a piece of heavy wire in the
truck bed. | rmade a hook and pulled the lock frominside the doorfrane."

"Where are we?"
"Alnmost to Caryville. Fromthe signs, it looks like I-75 runs through there."

| shook the remmants of the Jerusal em dream from ny head. How | ong had | been
unconsci ous? "Were's the SWAT teanP"

"Looking for us, I'msure."

| was certain that Rachel had betrayed our destination to the NSA. So why was
she driving ne down a deserted road? Maybe she was driving back toward Frozen
Head

"I know what you're thinking," she said. "But you' re wong. Someone el se had
to know about Frozen Head Park. Maybe you told soneone at Trinity about it.
Ravi Nara? Before you started hating each ot her?"

"No. You're the only person alive who knew about that cave. At |east about its
connection to me."

| rolled down the wi ndow, |eaned out, and scanned the sky. | saw nothing, at
| east in the space visible between the trees that |ined the narrow bl acktop
Was there any reason Celi Bauer's people wouldn't nmove in if they knew where



was? | couldn't think of one. Anything Geli wanted from ne she woul d get
qui cker by torturing ne than by foll ow ng ne.

"I'f you're not hel ping them why are you still with nme?"

Rachel | ooked at me then, her eyes filled with sadness. "I'mnot even going to
answer that."

| wanted to believe in her, but I'd be a fool to do so. "Look ... if you
didn't tell them about Frozen Head, they could not have been waiting there."

"You're mssing sonething," she insisted. "You have to be."

"No. My father and brother are dead. The NSA would have to be able to read ny
mnd to know—=

| froze with ny nouth open. Revelation had stunned ne |like a blow to the head.
"Davi d? What's the matter?"

"They've done it," | whispered. "Good CGod."

"Done what ?"

"Trinity. They've got a prototype up and running."

"How do you know?"

| put a shaking hand to ny forehead. Somewhere in Anerica, the Super-MI scan
of my brain had been | oaded into a Trinity conputer. And that neuronodel now
exi sted—at |east to sonme degree—as David Tennant. | felt as if the people
hunti ng me had discovered | had a twin brother, an evil twin who shared all ny
menories and woul d betray ne on demand. The feeling of violation was absol ute.
My mind was my nost sacred refuge fromthe world. | felt raped in sone

i nconmpr ehensi bl e way, robbed of ny individuality.

VWhere el se are they waiting for me? | wondered.

"David, don't shut me out," she pleaded. "Talk to ne."

"They have ny nmenories, Rachel. They have ne, |oaded into their conputer
That's how they knew to be waiting at Frozen Head. They don't have to chase us
anynore. They know what 1'll do before |I do it."

"That's inpossible.”

"No. That's exactly what they've been working toward for two years. | know
t hese people. |I know Peter Godin. And | know it's true."

She slowed the truck for a hairpin turn. "You're saying that Fielding was
ri ght? They' ve been working on the conputer somewhere el se all al ong?”

"Yes. While Fielding and | screwed around trying to figure out the MR side
effects, they were building the goddamm thing at some secret location." |

sl apped the dashboard. "That's why they laid off certain teans during the
suspensi on. "

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"After we suspended the project, groups of engineers were told to take paid



| eave. Sonetines there were only skeleton crews in the building. The team nost
conspi cuously absent was the Interface Team |ed by a guy named Zach Levin."

"What's the Interface Tean?"

"The teamresponsible for trying to comunicate with the neuro-nodels once
they're successfully | oaded. Remenber what | said at the amphitheater? If you
downl oad a human brain into a computer, what do you really have? A deaf, dunb,
blind, and paral yzed human being, scared to death. Half the battle is giving
that brain eyes, ears, and a voice. That's the job of the Interface Team Wth
t he project suspended, it made sense for themto be laid off. But now | see.
God, | wish Fielding were here."

Rachel gl anced at nme. "But if they were that close to success, why kil
Fielding? If Godin actually made Trinity work, would anyone really care about
nmedi cal side effects or anything el se?"

"You've got a point. If they've really done it, Godin will be al nost

i nvul nerable. W don't have enough informati on. Maybe— M/ hands went col d.
"Ch, God."

"What is it?"

"I know why they killed Fielding."

n W]y?ll

"They could afford to."

"What do you nean?"

"Yest erday, John Skow announced that he wasn't going to replace Fielding.

t hought he was crazy. But now | understand. If they have a prototype conputer
up and running, Fielding isn't dead."

Rachel turned to ne in confusion. "Wat does that nean?"

"I mean they can | oad Fielding' s neuronodel the sane way they've | oaded mi ne
They' Il have Andrew Fielding's mnd at their fingertips. He can solve their

remai ni ng problens for them™

She drove for a few noments without speaking. "Ckay. Let's just say this is
possi ble for a mnute. Wiy woul d Fielding help the people who nurdered hin"

An eerie feeling of adnmiration cane over nme. Peter Godin was nore ruthless

than | ever imagined. "Fielding' s neuronodel will help them because it won't
know he's been nurdered. It was nmade six nonths ago, when Fiel di ng was scanned
by the Super-MRI. It has no menories of anything that's happened since then

That Andrew Fi el di ng doesn't even know he married Lu Li."
"David, this can't be happening."

"Sure it can. W just happen to be standing close to a revolutionary leap in
science. Splitting the atom Unraveling the human genone. C oning a sheep.”

"What you're tal king about isn't like those things. Liberating consciousness
fromthe human body?"

| thought about it. "You're right. This is bigger because it will give us the
ability to make those kinds of advances at an exponential rate. Or not us,



exactly. Whatever you call the new form of consciousness that Trinity wll
evolve into. And it will evolve very fast."

"You don't know for sure that they've done it."

"They're at |east part of the way there. Maybe they just have a crude version
up and runni ng. Maybe they can access my nenori es—pull out inmages, for

exanpl e—but not actually operate the nodel as a functioning m nd. Human nenory
is Ravi Nara's specialty, and they made a | ot of progress in that area early
on. There's just no way to know "

Rachel touched nmy arm "If you're right, what do they know about what we're
doi ng now?"

"Not hing, | hope. They can't read ny mnd in any nystical way. They probably
have ny nenories from chil dhood up to six nonths ago, when | was scanned by
the Super-MRI. As for ny thought processes, ny judgnent, ny personality—that
woul d take a fully functional conputer. And if they have that..."

"What ?"

"The president won't care what happened to a couple of doctors. The nation
accepts nore casualties to build a skyscraper or a bridge. You and | are a
negligible price to pay for the strategic superiority Trinity will bring. If
they've truly conpleted Trinity, we're dead."

She pointed through the wi ndshield. "There's Caryville. And I-75. Are we going
north or south?"

"Pull over."

She sl owed gradually, then turned the wheel and stopped on the shoul der, just
short of the northbound on-ranp.

"I"'mtrying to escape fromnyself," | thought aloud. "To do that, we have to
make utterly random choi ces. But how random can ny choi ces be? | suppose we
could flip a coin every tine we cone to an intersection like this."

Rachel was shaki ng her head. "They don't have a scan of nmy brain. They can't
predict anything | would do. I'll just make the choices from now on."

She saw doubt in nmy eyes. "You still don't trust nme?"

"I't's not that. But by now CGeli Bauer knows everything there is to know about
you. She knows things even you don't remenber.”

Rachel "s |ips conpressed into a white line. "I hate her. | hate her, and
don't even know her."

"I know. But hate's not going to save us."

"Why can't we just disappear into nowhere? Pay cash at a no-nane notel in a
no- nane town? Back this truck up to a fence and go to sleep for three days.
America is a big place. Even for the NSA "

"You ever watch Anerica's Most Wanted? They catch crimnals every week who try
what you just suggested. Tel evision makes Anerica a |lot smaller than you

t hi nk. "

| leaned back in my seat and tried to let instinct take over. Cars and trucks



passed in both directions, sone slowy, others shaking the truck with the w nd
they threw off. As | sat there, the situation began to clarify itself.

In three days, we would get a chance to see the president. Qur probl em was
staying alive long enough to talk to him The odds of that were | ong and
getting longer. Even if we did reach Matthews, |I'd have to convince himthat |
was telling the truth and that everyone else involved in Project Trinity was
lying. To do that, | needed hard evidence. And | had none. My other

opt i on—goi ng public—woul d only convince the president that | was the |oose
cannon everyone at Trinity clained | was and alienate the one man who coul d
save us. Three days...

"How | ong are we going to sit here?" Rachel asked.
"Gve me a mnute."

H di ng was not the answer. Running wasn't either. Not in any conventional way.
W needed to take a step so radical that no entity in the world could predict
it. But what?

As | stared through the wi ndshield at the onconing traffic, | realized | was
sitting here with Rachel for one reason: ny dreams. My dreanms had brought us
toget her. Wthout my dreans, we would both have been shot back at ny house.
Yet | was no closer to understanding themthan |I had been on the day | first
wal ked into Rachel's office.

For nmonths they had progressed, |like a persistent nmessage being sent froma

di stant radi o source. In the beginning, the inconprehensible inmges had
troubl ed and even frightened nme. But over tinme—and especially during the past
t hree weeks—a conviction had begun to crystallize within ne that something

i mportant was being communi cated to me. O course, schizophrenics felt the
same conviction. \Wat separated me fromthenf?

| closed my eyes and tried to blank my mind, but the opposite happened. |
suddenly saw a walled city on a hill, its stones glowing yellowin the sun
There was a gate set in its face.

The eastern gate, whispered a voice in ny head. Jerusal em

Never had | experienced a vision while awake. | opened nmy eyes and saw Rache
staring at the dashboard. | closed ny eyes again, but the city vanished |ike

the afterimage of a flashbulb.

"David? What's wong with your eyes?"

" Not hi ng. "
| rubbed my tenples and. tried to open ny mind to whatever was conming. |'d
felt drawn to specific places before. During ny twenties, 1'd traveled a lot,

and while | was usually driven by student wanderlust, there were tinmes when
somet hi ng deeper had pulled ne off ny planned track

VWhile visiting Oxford University, |I'd awakened one morning with a feeling that
| needed to get to Stonehenge—not just to see it, but to be in the presence of
t he sarsen stones. My conpanion assured nme that there was no rush; the stones
had been standing for five thousand years and woul d surely wait another few
days. But still | rented a car and drove south until | reached Salisbury
Plain. After darkness fell, | approached the ancient ring alone and did what
tourists can do no |longer: wal ked anmong the stones in the nmoonlight and |ay
upon the sacrificial altar. I was no New Age dilettante, but a medical student



fromthe University of Virginia, |ooking toward a stable career. Yet this

wasn't the only tinme such a thing had happened. | was drawn to Chichen Itza
the sane way. And on a drive to the Grand Canyon, | changed course and canped
at Chaco Canyon in New Mexico for a week instead. In Geece it was Del phi over
Athens. In all these situations | had felt an external pull, as though

somet hing were calling ne to a specific place.

VWhat | felt now was different, an internal conpulsion to travel to Jerusal em
what ever the consequences. That the city was sacred to three great religions
was irrelevant. | had nothing in conmon with the faithful mllions planning
pilgrimges to the Holy Land. | sensed only that the city held answers for ne,
answers that could be found nowhere el se.

"Where are we goi ng?" Rachel asked irritably.

"lsrael," | said.

n \N]at ?II

"Jerusalem "

" Davi d—=

"It's because—

"Don't tell ne. Because of your hallucinations, right?"

"Yes."

She reached out and lifted nmy chin, then | ooked deeply into ny eyes. "David,
people are trying to kill us. The governnent is trying to kill us. You've been
havi ng hal l ucinations for reasons we don't understand, but which may have been

caused by damage to your brain. And you want to use those hallucinations to
guide you in trying to save our |ives?"

"Whoever will save his life shall lose it."
n \N]at ?II
| turned up my palms. "lI'mnot saying this will save our lives. |'m saying

that if I'"'mgoing to be hunted down and killed, 1'd rather it happen while I'm
trying to |l earn the neaning of sonething |I believe has neaning."

"You truly believe your hallucinations have meani ng?"
"Yes."
n W]y?ll

"I can't explain it logically. It's just sonmething | know. Like a bird flying
sout h. "

She sighed like an exhausted mother talking to a child. "Try, okay? Try to
explain."

| closed my eyes and searched for words to explain the inexplicable. "I fee
as though I've been chosen."

"For what ?"



“I'"'mnot sure."
"Chosen by whon?"
"CGod. "

"God God?"

"Yes."

She took a deep breath and fol ded her hands in her |lap. She was clearly

struggling to remain calm "1 think it's tine you told me what these recent
hal | uci nati ons have been about. Are you still dreamng that you' re Jesus?"
"Yes."

"What's di fferent about these visions as conpared to the ol der ones? Wy have
you hi dden t hem from nme?"

We'd finally arrived at the |ine between sanity and the rubber room | was
glad we were in a truck on a highway and not in Rachel's office. There was no
one she could call to have me commtted. "Because | no |onger believe they're
hal | uci nations. O dreanms. | think they're nenories."

She expelled air in a frustrated rush. "Menories? My God, David. Wat's
happeni ng i n these dreans?"

"I"'mreliving parts of Jesus' life. Hs travels to Jerusalem Hi s experiences
there. | hear voices. My own . . . the disciples. Rachel, what | see in ny
head is nore real than what | see around nme. And events are noving rapidly.
' m appr oachi ng the crucifixion."

She was shaki ng her head in disbelief. "How could you have

t wo-t housand-year-ol d nenories that only entered your mind in the past six
nont hs?"

"l don't know "

"These dreans make you feel some urgency to get to Israel?"

| hadn't thought of my feeling as urgency before, but that was what it was.
What |'d perceived as generalized anxiety was really a slowy devel opi ng
conpul sion to travel to the setting of ny dreans.

"To the Holy Land,"” | said. "Yes."

"Are you afraid you'll die inreal life if you don't get there before you
dream of the crucifixion?"

"Maybe. Mainly | have a sense that if | don't get there soon, I'Il |ose the
chance to understand what ny dreans are trying to tell ne."

Rachel stared at the oncoming traffic, her head rocking back and forth. Then
she suddenly turned to ne, her eyes bright and w de.

"Do you realize what day it is?"
"No. "

"W're |l ess than a week away fromthe Easter holiday."



I blinked. "So?"

"We're approaching the traditional dates of Jesus' death and resurrection. Not
only in your dreanms, but also in the real world."

"You're saying the two are connected?"

"OfF course. Sonehow, the approach of Easter is causing you to have these
dreans, this anxiety. You're like the people who thought the world would end
when the mllenniumturned. Don't you see? This is all part of a del usiona
system"”

| shook ny head and smiled. "You' re wong. But you're right about the dates.
They could be inportant.”

Rachel was watching me as she woul d soneone who was pl ayi ng an el aborate joke
on her. "What about neeting the president?"

"We'll do it when we get back. Wat difference does a couple of days nake?
Especially if it keeps us alive?"

She cl osed her eyes and spoke softly. "Did you tell Andrew Fiel ding about your
hal | uci nati ons?"

"Yes."
"What did he say?"

"He told ne to pay attention to them Fielding always said that in trying to
build Trinity, we were walking in the footprints of God. He didn't know how
ri ght he was."

"Perfect. Two peas in a pod." Rachel put her hands on the wheel as though to
pull onto the road, but she left the truck in park. "You really intend to
follow these hallucinations to |srael ?"

"Yes."
"And you adnit they m ght be the result of brain damage?"

"Not brain damage, as you think of it." | thought of Fielding s excitenment as
he expounded his theory of consciousness. "Disturbances to the quantum
processes in ny brain."

Rachel was squeezing the steering wheel so hard that her knuckles were white.
"You're |ike soneone who dreaned he was once a pharaoh deciding to go to Egypt
to find the neaning of his lifel™

"I suppose | am | know how crazy it sounds. The thing is, we don't have a
better alternative. If it nakes you feel better, we're goi ng because we need
to do something the Trinity conputer can't possibly predict.”

"It can't predict you'd go to Israel?"

"No. It was ny Super-MRI scan that caused ny dreanms to start. My neuronode

has no nenory of dreans that occurred after that. There's not even any nention
of Jerusalemin your nedical records, because | stopped going to you before
the city took center stage in ny dreans."



Rachel | ooked thoughtful. "Going to Israel isn't like going to Paris, you
know. The country's in a permanent state of war. |'ve been there. They pay
close attention to who goes in and out. El A has four times the security of
other airlines. And we're being hunted by the Anerican governnent. As soon as
we tried to book a ticket, they'd be waiting for us at the airport."”

"You're right. W need fake passports.™

She | aughed bitterly. "You say that like 'W need to pick up sone bread and
mlk on the way hone.'"

"I have eighteen thousand dollars left. There has to be a way to get fake
passports with that."

"Fake passports won't cut it in Israel. Those people deal with terrorists
every day."

"Being jailed in Israel is better than being nurdered here."
Rachel |eaned back in her seat and sighed. "You' ve got a point."

"I"'mgoing to New York. Wth eighteen grand, | can find a fake passport there.
I knowit."

"What about me?"
"You can go. You can not go. It's up to you."

She nodded as though she'd expected this. "I see. What will happen to nme if |
don't ?"

| thought about Geli Bauer. "You want ne to lie to you?"

Rachel put the truck in gear and pulled onto the northbound on-ranp,
accel erating fast.

"New Yor k?" | asked.
"No. "
"Where, then?"

She | ooked at me, her face |less guarded than |I'd ever seen it. "Do you want ne
to come with you or not?"

| did. More than that, | felt she was supposed to go with me. "I want you with
me, Rachel. For a lot of reasons."

She | aughed dryly. "That's good, because you couldn't make it w thout nmne.
Passing out by yourself in the street isn't very healthy. If 1'd left you back
there in the truck, you' d be dead now. "

"I know that. Are you coni ng?"

She passed a tanker truck and eased back into the right lane. "If you want to
go to Israel, we have to go to Washington, D.C., first."

| stiffened in ny seat. Al my doubts about her had returned in a nauseating
rush. "Why Washi ngt on?"



"Because | know soneone there who can help us."
"Who?"

| wanted to probe her eyes for deception, but she kept themon the road. "I
treated a | ot of wonen when | practiced in New York. Mostly wonen, actually.”

" And?"

"Some of them had problenms with their husbands."

" And?"

"Sometines the courts gave husbands access to their children despite evidence
of physical abuse. Some of the wives were so afraid of what m ght happen that

they felt they had no alternative but to run."

| felt atingle in ny palnms. "You' re tal king about custody situations.
Ki dnappi ng your own children."

She nodded. "It's not difficult to hide fromthe police if you' re al one. But
with children it's tough. You have to enroll themin school, get nedical care,
things like that." She glanced at me, her face taut. "These wonmen have a
network. Sort of an underground railroad. That takes resources."”

"New identities," | said.

"Yes. For a child, the foundation of a newidentity is a birth certificate.
For an adult, a social security card and a passport. | don't know many
details, but I know that the people who help these wonen are in Washi ngton."
"These wonen buy fake passports in Washington, D.C. ?"

Rachel shook her head. "They're not fake. They're real."

"Real ? What do you nean?"

She cut her eyes at ne, reluctant to give up what she knew. "There's a wonman
who works in one of the passport offices in D.C. She had a problemw th her

husband years ago. She's synpathetic to the cause. | don't know who she is,
but I know soneone | can call. A former patient.”

"The cause,"” | said. "This is still going on?"

"Yes. | sent a woman from Chapel Hill to them A doctor's wife."

"Vow. "

"There's only one serious problem| can see," Rachel said.

"What's that?"

"You're a man. | don't knowif they'll do anything to help you."

CHAPTER 24

When the security door buzzed open this time, Celi knew it was Skow. She al so
knew it was bad news, because she hadn't been off the phone with himlong, and

t he NSA man had sounded too exhausted to get out of bed. She spun her chair
and saw himstriding toward her, for the first time wearing sonething besides



his Brooks Brothers suit. Today it was khakis and an M T sweatshirt. Skow s
eyes had dark bags under them but he still |ooked nmore Iike a university
adm ni strator than an expert on information warfare.

"You |l ook like shit,” Geli told him

"I feel worse.”

"You woul dn't be here if this was good news."

"You're right. Ravi Nara called me as soon as you and | hung up." Skow fl opped
into the chair behind her. "G ve nme one of your cigarettes.”

"You don't snoke."

"Ch, Geli, the things you don't know about ne."

She shook a Gaul oi se from her pack, lit it, and passed it to him
Skow t ook a deep drag and exhal ed w t hout coughing. "These are nasty."
"Where did Nara call fronP"

Skow shook his head. "Everything in time. | want you to listen to ne now. "
She crossed her |egs and waited.

"You and | have always held back a lot fromeach other. But nowis the time to
cone clean. O as clean as we can."

"I"'mlistening."

"CGodi n has al ways conpartmentalized everything at Trinity, so | don't know
what you know. You know we're working on artificial intelligence, but do you
know exactly how?"

"Tel | me.

"We're using advanced MRl technol ogy to make nol ecul ar scans of the brain,
then trying to | oad those scans into a revol utionary type of superconputer.”

"Go on."

"Qur goal is to create artificial intelligence not by reverse-engi neering the
brain, but by digitally copying it. The result, if it works, is not a conputer
that works like a human brain, but a conmputer that for all practical purposes
is a specific person's brain. You understand?"

Geli had thought the MRl scans were being used to study the brain's
architecture, not as the actual basis of a machine. "The principle sounds
fairly straightforward."

Skow gave a hollow laugh. "In theory, it is. And it will be acconplished,
sooner or later. But the difference between sooner and later is critically
i mportant to you and ne."

n W]y?"

"Because Peter Godin is dying."



Sonething fluttered in her chest at this confirmtion of an unacknow edged
suspi cion. I mages of CGodin flashed behind her eyes: facial swelling, his
droopi ng mouth, his clumsy gait.

"Dyi ng how?"

"Peter has a brain tunor. Ravi Nara discovered it six nonths ago, when the
original scans for the neuronodels were made. That's why you haven't been able
to contact Godin these past two days. Wen he's not working directly on
Trinity, he's under treatnent."

Celi shifted in her chair. "How close to death is he?"

"It's a matter of hours now. A day at nost. The tunor was inoperable even at
the early stage where Ravi found it. Peter thought if the government knew he
had a termnal cancer, it wouldn't commit the resources necessary to make
Trinity a reality. So he and Ravi made a deal. Ravi woul d keep the tunor
secret and treat Peter with steroids to keep himfunctioning | ong enough to
conplete Trinity. | hate to think what Ravi asked for in return.”

"Nara's a weasel ."

"Agreed. The point is, there's been a hidden agenda at Trinity fromthe
begi nni ng. Peter Godin has been building Trinity to save his own life."

"What do you nean?"

"If the Trinity conputer were to be conpleted before he died, Peter's
neur onodel could be loaded into it. H s body would die, but he would continue
to exist in the computer as Peter Godin."

Geli blinked in disbelief. "There's no way in hell | believe that."

Skow | aughed. "Not only is it possible, it's inevitable. It's just not going
to happen this week."

"If that's true, then couldn't Godin's neuronodel or whatever be | oaded into
the conputer after his death as well? \Whenever Trinity is finished?"

"OfF course. But in that scenario Peter would have to die without being certain
it woul d happen. He'd have to die the way every other human being in history
has. And he'd have to trust us to resurrect himin the machine."”

"I see." She was trying to absorb the inplications of Godin's inmnent death.
"So why exactly are you here?"

Skow t ook another drag on the Gaul oi se and fixed her with a no-bullshit stare.
"I"'mhere to save your ass. Right along with nine."

"I wasn't aware it needed saving."
"It does. Because Project Trinity is about to fail."

Now she understood. The ship was sinking, and the rats were | ooking for
lifeboats. "But you said success is inevitable."

"Eventual ly, yes. But CGodin's going to die before he can get the conputer
operational, and there's no one left who can take it to the next |evel.
Fielding's dead. Ravi's already contributed what he can. The remaining work is
out of his league. And if we fail to deliver a working Trinity conputer after



spending al nmost a billion dollars—=
"Abillion?"

Skow | ooked inpatient.. "Celi, the Trinity prototype is built largely of
carbon nanotubes. That's not just cutting-edge technology. W've had to create
a whol e new sci ence. The expense of the materials R and D al one is staggering.
Sane for the hol ographic nmenory research. W=

"Ckay, | get it." Her brain was working in survival node. "You said that when
Godin's not under treatnent, he's working on Trinity. Were is he working?
Mount ai n Vi ew?"

Skow shook his head. "There's another Trinity research facility. | won't tel
you where that is until we cone to sone agreenent. But it was set up two years
ago, right after we |l earned that the president was going to insist on having
Tennant here for ethical oversight. Godin knew the day might come when he
needed to work on Trinity w thout Tennant or the governnment know ng what he
was doing. So he made it happen.”

Her perception of the situation changed with each sentence. "So where does
Trinity stand right now? A total wite-off?"

"No. At this nmonent, we're partly operational. It was the Trinity prototype
that predicted Tennant would run to Frozen Head. Tennant's neuronode
basically told us where he would be."

Geli could hardly believe this. "You saw this yoursel f?"

"No. But |'ve seen the prototype. And it's beyond i magi nation."
"That's where you got Frozen Head. Not from Dr. Wiss?"

"Ri ght."

"My God. If it can do that, why do you consider it a failure?"

Skow held up a hand and tilted it back and forth. "Part of Trinity works. But
it's only been working for twenty hours, and | can't even begin to explain the
conplexities of conpleting this machine. They're having success with the
menory area, but the main processing areas are sonething el se altogether."

"It was the crystal, wasn't it?" Celi thought aloud. "Fielding' s crystal watch
fob. That's what you needed to nake it work."

"Yes. Fielding was sabotagi ng the project, but he was al so keeping a record of
everything he did. Even as he corrupted other people's code, he saved the
original code to his crystal. ldealists make terrible saboteurs. Fielding was
simply incapabl e of destroying real scientific progress. Anyway, once we had
the crystal, we got back all the conputer code Fielding had corrupted. But the
real bonus was original work that Fielding had done hinmself. He coul dn't

resist trying to solve our renaining problens, even while he sabotaged our
progress to date. Fielding's new work put Trinity within reach. Wthout that
crystal, the prototype wouldn't be functioning at all."

"But if it's partly working now, why can't the governnent just use other
scientists to take over and conplete it?"

"They could, if they knew about it. But they don't. Everything Godin has done
since the project's suspension has been unauthorized and illegal."



"So nove the prototype back to this building."

"Peter won't allow that. He wouldn't survive the nove now "

"You said he'll be dead soon."

"Not soon enough." Skow s anxiety showed in his eyes. "If we had produced an
operational Trinity computer, no one in the American or British governnents
woul d have worried about the cost of delivering it—inancial or human. But in
t he wake of failure, hard questions will be asked."

"What are you sayi ng?

"Failure requires a scapegoat."

"I"ve had nothing to do with building that conputer."”

"No, but Fielding's death nmight be blamed for its failure. And who killed
Fi el di ng?"

Now she saw where Skow was headed. "You're starting to piss me off."

The NSA man turned up his palnms. "lI'monly painting a possible scenario.
You're an easy fit for the role. Known to be overzeal ous—

"Do you want to | eave this room alive?"

Skow smiled. "I'monly showi ng you your personal stake in this. Now, Tennant
and Weiss are still running around |loose. And Lu Li Fielding is stil
m ssing."

"Those are three problens I can solve."
"Al'l evidence to the contrary."

She gave hima | ook that would shatter gl ass.
"Take it easy," Skow said. "I don't want Tennant dead now anyway. It's stupid
to keep piling up bodies. It makes things exponentially harder on us."

She sensed that they had arrived at the point of this nmeeting. "Ckay. If I'm
not the scapegoat, who is?"

"Peter Godin."
"What ?"

Skow bl ew a perfect blue snoke ring between them "Think about it. After Peter
di es, everything can be explained by a nere exaggeration of the truth. He's
been dying of a brain tunor all along. None of us knew it. Peter was a great
man, but the tunor affected his nmind. He becane obsessed with saving his own
life. He sawthe Trinity conmputer as the only possible means of doing that.
When Fi el di ng and Tennant suspended the project, Godin panicked and ordered
their deaths."

Celi | eaned back and let the plan sink in. The logic was perfect. It was the
Big Lie, which turned everything black to white.

"I'f we go this way," Skow continued, "Tennant can't hurt us no natter what he



says. This is a nmuch nore el egant solution than murder."

"There's one problem" Geli said. "If we | eave Tennant alive, he'll tell the
world that | was the one trying to kill him"

"WIIl he?" Skow smiled and shook his head. "Who went to Tennant's house to
kill hinf Whom did Tennant and Wi ss see?"

"Ritter."

"Exactly. And Ritter Bock was an enpl oyee of Godi n Superconputing before you
canme on board. Correct?"

Skow seemed to have thought of everything. "Yes."

"Does anyone know you gave Ritter the order to kill Tennant?"

"I never gave such an order."

Skow grinned. "Of course you didn't. | couldn't imagine such a thing. Peter
gave the order directly to Ritter, his own private Doberman. Dr. Tennant got
lucky and killed Ritter in self-defense. You' re as pure as the driven snow,
Geli. Al you've been doing is following Godin's orders. "

"And you?"

"By the time | realized that Fielding didn't die of natural causes, Ritter was
al ready dead and Tennant was on the run. |'ve been trying to get to the truth

ever since."

Geli kept trying to punch a hole in the story. "And the reason we crenated
Fi el di ng' s body so qui ckly?"

"Once we realized he'd been nurdered, we suspected a highly infectious

bi ol ogi cal agent. Nara's advice was to burn the body and all bl ood sanples

i mediately. That was the only way to maintain the safety of this building."
"WIl Nara verify this story?"

"He'll do anything to save his reputation.”

CGeli got up and began to pace the control center. Skow turned his chair and
foll omed her with his eyes.

"What if Godin succeeds?" she asked. "What if he delivers Trinity before he
dies, and it's everything he proni sed?"

"Ravi says it won't happen. Peter's fading too fast."

The irony of the situation depressed her. "You know, | |ike Peter Godin.
respect him You, on the other hand, | don't like at all. | didn't respect you
either, until you came up with this. This could work."

"It's going to work. The only mi ssing piece is you."

She saw no option but to cooperate. "Tell nme where the other Trinity facility
is, and you have a deal ."

The confidence left Skow s face. "I'mnot at liberty to do that."



"Why not ?"

"You'll understand in a minute. 1'mgoing to give you the nane of the person
who handl es security at the other site. You can ask himyour questions."

Geli stopped and stared at him "What kind of ganme is this?"

"That's the way he told me to handle it, and he's not the kind of person |
like to nake an eneny of."

"Who the hell is he?"
Skow shook his head. "I'Il give you his nunber."
"I"'mnot calling anybody until | know who |I'mcalling."

Skow drew on his cigarette, looking at her with sonething like pity. "CGenera
Hor st Bauer."

Geli's face felt hot. Every bit of pride she'd felt at her Trinity job drained
out of her in a sickening rush. "My father is in charge of the other Trinity
site?"

"Yes."
"You son of a bitch. Wiy are he and | both involved in this?"

Despi te obvious reluctance to speak, Skow seenmed to sense that she woul dn't
cooperate further until he had answered.

"It's sinmple,"” he said. "Every aspect of Trinity has been stage-managed by
Godin fromthe begi nning. Because of your father's military intelligence
background, he always had influence on what types of conmputers the arny used
at certain facilities. The Pentagon, various bases, and now Fort Huachuca."

Fort Huachuca, Arizona, was the center of U S. Mlitary Intelligence, and her
father was its commandi ng officer

"Ceneral Bauer hel ped secure contracts for Godin Superconputing fromthe
arny," Skow said. "Hi s influence hel ped Peter beat out Cray, NEC, all the
rest."”

"You nmean he took noney."

"Wads of it. He's got a nunbered Caynman account padded by Godin, sane as ne.
The NSA doesn't pay near enough to finance ny lifestyle."

"That hypocritical son of a bitch. | thought at |east where his country was
concerned, he'd-never mind. | should have known better."

"Your father didn't damage the country by pushing Godi n superconputers. They
were as good as anything out there. The general just took a little bonus where
he found it. That's the way business is done these days."

The scar on CGeli's face seened to pulse with fury. "The army is a service, not
a business. "

Skow chuckl ed. "1'd never have pegged you as a romantic."

"Fuck you."



"Anyway, when Peter decided he needed a secret research site, he called your
father. Some noney changed hands, and the general found us a nice secluded
spot where no one woul d bother us."

"Way was | brought in?"

"Peter was |ooking for a certain kind of person for your job. Your father
suggested you."

Celi began to pace again, blood pounding in her ears. "He knows about al
this, doesn't he? Godin dying, the project going down the tubes?"

"Yes. And he's on board. He has a career to save, too.
"Well, fuck him And fuck you."

"Call him Geli."

"I's the secret Trinity site at Fort Huachuca?"

"No. "

She didn't believe him There were thousands of acres set aside for weapons
testing at the renote Arizona base. On the other hand, her father was an
expert at covering his ass. He'd have wanted sone deniability if Trinity
became a liability and so woul d have been unlikely to put it at his own base.

She slipped on her headset, hit a conputer key, and said, "Major Ceneral Hor st
Bauer. Fort Huachuca, Arizona."

Skow breat hed an audi bl e sigh of relief.

The general's ai de-de-canp answered the phone.
"Ceneral Bauer," Celi snapped

"The general is unavailable. Wo's calling, please?"
"Tell himhis daughter is on the phone, Captain.”
"Hol d, pl ease."

Skow was clearly enjoying this spectacle. She spun her chair so that she
woul dn't have to | ook at his aging Ivy League face.

As she waited, inmages of her father rose in her mind. Tall and inposing in the
Germani ¢ nol d, Horst Bauer had been described by his enem es as a bl ond
version of Burt Lancaster's General Janes Mattoon Scott from Seven Days in
May. This was a fair conparison. Yet the stiff martinet seen by the public was
not the man CGeli knew. She saw the wonani zer who had cheated ceasel essly on
his wife and left several illegitimte children abroad. She saw the brute who,
upon finding hinself enbarrassed by his daughter's "w | dness," beat her
renorsel essly with whatever was close to hand. The irony of her life was that
she had followed in the footsteps of the nman she hated. The reason was sinple.
She'd hated her father for scarring her so deeply, but she'd despised her

not her' s passi veness even nore.

"Well, Geli," said a deep voice that tensed every nuscle in her body. "You
must be in trouble. That's the only tinme | hear fromyou."



She wanted to sl am down the phone, but she needed answers. "What do you know
about a certain artificial intelligence project?"

"So much for pleasantries. That's a vague question you asked."
"You want specifics? I'min charge of security for Project Trinity in North

Carolina. I'mtold there's a secret facility carrying out research for that
project. Wiat do you know about that?"

A moment of silence. "I mght know somet hing."

"And you never told ne about this because . . . ?"

Dry laughter. "I wasn't aware we'd started a father-daughter rehabilitation
program"

"You gave Godin my nane for this job?"

"How el se did you think he found you? But as for telling you about ny

i nvol vement, Godin wanted everything conpartnentalized. You can't be angry
about that. You haven't told me anything about your life since puberty. Wat |
| earned, | learned fromgossip or doctors or the police."

Sone battles never end, she thought. "There's no point in rehashing the past.
| know what | needed to know. "

"And you understand the situation? What has to be done?"

"lI've been nade aware."

"Skow has no balls, but he does have a talent for damage control."
"I"mgoing now," she said, yet she remained on the line.

"Go ahead," said the general. "I have a feeling I'll be seeing you soon."
She yanked of f her headset and gl ared at Skow.

"Wel | ?" said the NSA man. "Are we all on the sanme page?"

"Cet out."

"You haven't answered my question."

"What choice do | have? But it sickens nme that a nman |ike Godin will be torn
down so that scumlike you and ny father can skate. You're not fit to carry

wat er for Peter Godin."

Skow col ored at last. "You agree about Tennant and Weiss? W bring themin
alive? Tell themit's all been a m sunderstandi ng?"

"Godin's not dead yet."
"True."

"And we have no idea where they are. W can't comunicate with them unl ess we
go on TV and tell the whole world."

"Also true."



"I"'mstill not sure | want Tennant running around telling everyone what he
t hi nks went on here. He knows sone powerful people."

Skow nodded thoughtfully. "I tell you what. I'll |eave Tennant and Weiss to
you. |If they have to die, we'll make it play."
"You're damm right you'll |eave themto ne."

He got up and noved toward the door. "Any |ast questions?"
"Just one. Wiy was Fi el di ng sabot agi ng the project?"

Skow smiled. "He didn't believe scientists should create things they don't
under stand. "

"Then why did he sign on for the project?"

"I don't think he believed it would nove nearly as fast as it did. He thought
we'd have to earn the requisite know edge about the brain before we could make
Trinity work."

"And did you? Earn that know edge?"

"Are you kidding? If Trinity does go a hundred percent operational, it will be
conpl etely beyond us."

CHAPTER 25

W chose a cheap notel in Arlington, across the Potonac from Washi ngton, one
where the desk clerk didn't raise an eyebrow if a guest preferred to pay in
cash. One room two doubl e beds, a bathroom a television, a phone. Rache
stripped off her canouflage junpsuit the minute she got inside and went to the
bat hroomto shower. | found nyself watching her until the bathroom door
closed. Her informal attire of the previous day had been startling enough
after weeks of seeing her dressed only in skirt suits. To see her wal ki ng
unabashedly away fromme in her underwear transformed ny perception of her
Rachel ' s body was taut and well nuscled in a way that only strenuous exercise
could maintain. This didn't square with nmy inpression of her as an acadenic
physici an, but maybe it fit with her obsessive-conmpul sive tendencies.

| retrieved our street clothes fromthe truck, then bought a Wshi ngton Post
and two bottles of Dasani from nmachines in the parking lot and returned to the
room The crack beneath the bathroom door exhal ed puffs of steam | changed
into ny regul ar clothes, propped nyself against the headboard, and sw tched on
CNN. There was no nention of any federal fugitives, so | started scanning the
stories in the Post.

W' d begun preparing for our trip to Israel during the eight-hour drive from
Tennessee. The first step was to arrange for the illegal passports. W used a
truck stop near Roanoke for Rachel's first phone call. A forner patient of
hers from New York gave her a contact nunber in Washington, D.C., and told her
to wait an hour before calling it. During that hour, soneone would vouch for
Rachel to the person at that nunber.

She nade her second call from Lexington, Virginia, where she received
instructions to go to the Au Bon Pain cafe in Washington's Union Station at

el even tonorrow norning. She was also told to choose two full names and birth
dates, and to obtain passport photos for the "friends" involved. She should
deliver the photos along with cards bearing the nanes and physica



descriptions of the "friends" to the person at the Au Bon Pain neeting. Wen
Rachel asked how long it would take to obtain what she required, the source
told her forty-eight hours was the usual delay.

Bet ween Lexington and Interstate 66, we realized we had anot her probl em

Credit cards. Buying air tickets to Israel for cash would rai se concerns, as
woul d the fact that we had no advance hotel reservations. Friends or relatives
woul d have to make reservations for us in our new names, using legitimte
credit cards. My parents were dead, and all ny friends would be covered by the
NSA. Rachel's parents, ex-husband, and friends would be covered as well. In
the end, she chose to call a doctor to whom she'd al nbst become engaged when
she was attending Col unbia. He was Jew sh, traveled often to Israel, and was
utterly devoted to her. | thought a request to make flight and hotel
reservations in nanes he didn't know m ght worry the nman, but Rachel assured
me that anything she asked woul d be done. She tried three tinmes to phone him
before we reached D.C., but had no luck. Hs answering service refused to give
out his cell nunber, and Rachel couldn't |eave a nunber for himto call back

The bat hroom door opened with a rush of steam and Rachel emerged with one
towel w apped around her body, another around her head.

"There's still sone hot water left. And one towel. You should try it. | feel
human again."

"We need to try your doctor friend one nore time. | brought in your clothes.
They're pretty dirty."

She smled wearily. "1'd give a thousand dollars for ny flannel pajanmas."

"We'| | get some new clothes tomorrow. O tonight, if you really want sone.
After we nake that call."

Her shoul ders sagged. "Can't we just sleep for a while?"

"W need that hotel reservation to date fromas early as possible before our
departure. Mdst reservations |like that are made weeks in advance."

"You're telling ne to get dressed?"
| nodded.
She sat on the edge of the bed and began drying her hair.

"I was thinking," | said. "If you don't have any problemwth it, we should
travel as husband and wife."

She turned and | ooked at nme. "Do | look like |I have a problemwth it?"

"Good. We'll give your friend married names for the reservations. Should we
use Jew sh nanes?"

"No. You wouldn't fool an Israeli for five seconds. |I'ma good Jewi sh girl who
br oke down and married a goy. 1'll do all the talking."

She picked up her shirt off the bedspread and wal ked back into the bat hroom |
heard the wet towel |and on the shower rod; then she returned wearing only the
shirt. Its tail hung hal fway down her thighs, but there was nothi ng beneath,
and it left little to the imagination

"I have to lie down," she said. "Wake nme up when you're ready to go."



| looked at my watch. It was 5:45 p.m Letting her fall asleep would be a

m stake, but it was probably better to wait for dark. | didn't think I could
get up yet either. 1'd had no real sleep for two days, and | ached in nuscles
| hadn't used for years.

Rachel pulled back her bedcovers, clinmbed under them and lay on her stomach,
her face turned toward ne. Her dark eyes were cloudy with fatigue, but there
was a trace of a smile on her lips.

"I can hardly think," she said. "You?"

"I"mbarely here."

"Do you know why I'mreally here?"

"Because you're afraid of dying?"

"No. Because |I'mnore afraid of not living than | am of dying. Does that make
sense?"

" Sone. "

She slid deeper under the covers. "You don't understand. My son is dead. My
marriage is over. What do | have to | ose?"

Rachel had al ways surprised me, but maybe this tinme she was delirious. "I'm
sure your patients—

"If I died tomorrow, my patients would get another shrink. | sit in that room
for days on end, listening to people who are depressed, afraid, angry,
paranoid. | listen to other people's lives and try to make sense of them Then

I go home and wite about themfor the journals."

She smled strangely. "But today is different. Today a man | di agnosed as

del usional has pulled me into his delusion. I'mAlice through the | ooking

gl ass. People are trying to kill me, but I"'mstill alive. And now |'mgoing to
fly to Israel because of a hallucination. Because a nman | actually respect has
suddenly deci ded he's Jesus."

"You need sl eep.”

She shook her head, her eyes never leaving ny face. "Sleep won't change how I
feel about this."

In that noment | wasn't sure what she was referring to. | slid down the
headboard, rested ny head on ny el bow, and | ooked across the space between the
beds. Her shoul ders were dark against the white sheet, and her danp hair
spill ed across her eyes.

"What are you really tal king about?" | asked.

Her eyes | ooked through mne the way they sonmetinmes had in her office, as
though all the walls | had put up since ny famly's death were nothing to her
Then, very deliberately, she smled.

"I have no idea. Why don't you go take a shower?"

The [ ook in her eyes spoke nmore directly than her mouth. | got up and went to
the bathroom stripping off ny dirty clothes as | went. After two days of



running for nmy life, the steam ng water felt nore nourishing than food. M
hands and neck stung frombrier scratches, but ny nuscles began to rel ax under
the spray. As | washed nmy hair with shanpoo fromthe tiny hotel bottle, I

t hought of Rachel's dark hair spread over the pillow, and | hurried to finish.
She had to be as exhausted as | was, and sleep would be hard to fight. |
towel ed off in the bathroom then tied the towel around ny wai st and wal ked
out to the space between the beds.

Rachel still lay on her stomach, but now her eyes were closed, her breathing
deep and regular. | | ooked down at her, w shing she had managed to stay awake,
but I couldn't blane her. She had seen too much in the past two days, and run
too far. | pulled off ny towel, then sat on the edge of ny bed and started
drying ny hair. After a few nonments, | wanted only to fall back on the bed and
sleep until | could sleep no nore.

A dark, slender armcrossed the narrow space between the beds. Rachel's hand
touched nmy knee, then opened and closed in the air, as if grasping for

somet hing. When | put ny hand in hers, she pulled me over to her bed with
surprising strength. | slid in beside her and | ooked down into her eyes, which
were open wi de, |ike dark pools.

"Did you think I was asl eep?" she asked.

"You were."

"Am | dream ng, then?"

| smled. "Hallucinating, maybe."

"Then | can do anything | want."

"That's true."

She rai sed her head and ki ssed ne. Her lips were firmand filled with bl ood,
and her mouth opened with a hunger that told me she had wanted this for a [ ong
time. | undid the buttons of her shirt and pulled her over onto nme. She

| aughed as her damp hair fell across ny face.

"Did you think about this during our sessions?" she asked.

"Never."'

"Liar."

"Maybe once or twice."

She ki ssed nme again, and the way she nol ded her body to mne told ne there
woul d be no funbling of first-tinme |overs. Her touch was as know ng and
confident as her eyes, and as she focused all her attention upon ne, |
renenbered that there is nothing so thrilling as a woman of words when she
decides that the time for words is past.

| jerked awake in a panic, certain that we had waited too late to make our
call. The glow of the television illum nated the nmotel room The bedside clock
read 11:30 P.M Rachel lay on her back beside nme, one armthrown over her
face, the other lying along ny body.

She was a different woman to nme now. After three nonths of professiona

di stance, she had given herself to me without reservation. My nenories of what
we had done before giving in to sleep seened nore |ike hallucinations than any



of the visions I'd had during nmy narcol eptic episodes. Yet they were real

Rachel needed sleep, but | had to wake her. | sat up and drank a bottle of
Dasani in one long series of swallows, then gently shook her upper arm | was
afraid she woul d awaken in a panic, as she had in the truck, but this time she
stirred slowy, then reached out and squeezed ny wi st.

"Hey," | said. "How do you feel ?"

She opened her eyes but did not speak. Instead, she took a deep breath, then
sat up and hugged me. | hugged her back, wi shing that this had all happened
| ong before, in sonme other place.

"W have to try to call your friend again," | said.
"Can't | just do it from here?"

"No. If you were that close to this guy in nmedical school, the NSA could know.
And if they've tapped his line, they can trace our location in seconds. If we
do reach your friend, we should stake out the phone booth we used and wait to
see if anyone shows up. That will tell us if his line's safe or not."

"Ckay." She | eaned forward and kissed nme lightly on the lips. "Let's get it
over with."

Five mles west of the notel, | saw a pay phone outside a gas station on the
Col unbi a Pi ke that | ooked private enough. | parked so that | could watch the
road while Rachel made her call.

She went straight to the phone, carrying the phone card we'd bought at a Quik
Stop near the notel. After a few nmonments, she smled, gave me a thunbs-up
sign, and began tal king. The conversation lasted a long time, but | thought it
nmust be going well, because | saw her reading our fictional names off the
nmotel stationery. M. and Ms. John David Stephens. Rachel's "mai den nane" was
Horowi t z, and her passport would Iist her as Hannah Horowi tz Stephens. As she
tal ked, | thought about how deeply this doctor nust have | oved her, that he
woul d do this for her after fifteen years. She hung up and canme back to the
truck.

"Well?" | said.

She cl osed the door. "No problem He'll make reservations for everything. The
pl ane, the hotel, even a couple of sight-seeing tours."

"Qut of New York?" We couldn't risk staying in Washi ngton an hour |onger than
necessary.

"JFK."

"Who is this guy?"

"Adam Stern. He's an OB in Manhattan. He has four kids now "
"He nust have liked you a lot in the old days."

She gave ne a sly smile. "They never get over ne.

| drove a hundred nmeters up the road, parked, and |left the engine running.
could still see the pay phone Rachel had used.



"Adam says this is the busiest week of the year for tourismin Israel,"” she
said. "Easter in Jerusalemis like Mardi Gas in New Ol eans. "

"That may be good for us."

"If we can get a flight at all. He's going to try for something besides El Al
but there are no guarantees."

"Anything's good. They don't seemto be hunting us publicly yet."

W sat awhile in the drone of the idling engine, but no one approached the pay
phone. | slid my hand across the seat and closed it around hers.

"Are you okay?"

She nodded but didn't look at me. "It's been a long time since | felt good
about doi ng what we did."

| squeezed her hand, and she turned to nme. Her eyes were wet. | knew then how
| ong she had lived without real intimcy. Probably about as long as | had.

"I"'mglad you're here," | said. "And I'mglad you're coming with me to Israel
| couldn't do it wthout you."

She took back her hand and w ped her eyes.

| glanced at the phone. There was no one near it. "I think we're okay. You
ready to get sone real sleep?”

"I"'mready for a cheeseburger. Then sleep.”

At nine-thirty the next norning, we were crossing Menorial Bridge, rolling
toward the Lincoln Menorial. 1'd last visited Washington to film part of the
NOVA series based on ny book. The contrast between that visit and today did
not bear thinking about.

W found a Kinko's copy shop southeast of Capitol H Il and in twenty mi nutes
had t he passport photos we'd been instructed to drop off at the Au Bon Pain
cafe in Union Station. As | drove toward the station, pedestrian traffic

i ncreased, and | began to get nervous. Wth WAshi ngton topping the lIist of
terrorist targets, there were bound to be surveillance caneras near al

i mportant public buildings. They m ght not be visible, but they would be
there. And the NSA had the conputing power to do visual searches of those
surveillance tapes. | kept well clear of the Mall and parked in a ot on the
east side of Union Station.

As we wal ked toward the nmassive white granite building, we noved quickly
toward the main entrance. Rachel kept abreast of ne all the way, a Kinko's bag
swi nging fromher right hand. She didn't know that | was carrying ny revol ver
in the small of ny back, beneath nmy shirt. If there were nmetal detectors at
the station's entrance, | would have to return to the truck. Dozens of people
were lined up at the entrance, but after watching the flow of visitors, |
breathed a sigh of relief. They were noving too quickly to be passing through
serious security.

Once through the doors, we joined the throngs noving through the renovated
beaux arts rail station. W passed an el evated restaurant standing in the

m ddl e of the floor, then noved farther into the cavernous main hall. This led
into a multilevel mall area where tour groups, travelers, and shoppers jostled
each ot her on wal kways and curving staircases, nmarveling at the statuary and



pointing into store windows. | could tell by the runbling under ny shoes that
trains were runni ng nearby, yet ny surroundi ngs | ooked as pristine as a
museum

"There's the Au Bon Pain," Rachel said, pulling me to the left.
A huge B. Dalton bookstore anchored this end of the mall, and the Au Bon Pain
cafe was on its right. People nmoved quickly in and out of the cafe, and

coul d see that our contact had chosen well.

Rachel wal ked t hrough the wi de entrance and joi ned a queue before sone coffee

urns on a marble table. | joined her, casually scanning the tables to our
right. She'd been instructed to | ook for a wonan carrying a copy of The Second
Sex by Sinone de Beauvoir. | figured | would be able to guess which woman

woul d carry that book by appearance al one.

At a table near the back | saw a red-haired wonan of fifty with no makeup and
a hard line of a nouth. She kept her eyes on the table, as though afraid she
m ght be accosted by a stranger. | was preparing to wager a hundred dollars
that this was our contact when Rachel pulled at nmy armand pointed at a
fortyish African-Ameri can wonan standi ng by the pastry racks and readi ng The
Second Sex. Rachel left the queue and approached her

"I haven't seen that book in years!" Rachel said. "Not since college. Is it
still relevant today?"

The wonman | ooked up and smiled, her eyes bright and welcomng. "It's a bit
dat ed, but valuable froma historical perspective." She offered a brown hand
bejeweled with rings. "I'm Mary Venable."

"Hannah Stephens," said Rachel. "Very nice to neet you."

| was amazed by how easily she slipped into her role. Maybe psychiatrists were
natural liars. As | wal ked forward, | heard Mary Venabl e say softly, "It's an
honor to neet you, Doctor. You've hel ped so many."

"Thank you," Rachel replied. Then, much | ouder, she said, "I never knew how
Si nrone stood being Sartre's lover. The nman | ooked like a frog. And that's no
slur on the French. He truly did!"

Mary Venabl e | aughed so naturally that | alnost didn't see her take the
Ki nko's bag from Rachel's hand and drop it into a big woven African purse at
her feet.

"If I finish this tonight," Venable said, "I'Il lend it to you tonmorrow. |']
be here about this tinme."

"I mght see you then," Rachel said.

Mary Venable | eaned in close and said, "Tell your man he needs to hide his
piece a little better."

Whi | e Rachel stood puzzled, Mary Venabl e squeezed her hand with affection

t hen picked up the purse and wal ked away. As she passed me, she caught ny eye
for only a noment, but in that nmonent | read her nessage |oud and clear: You'd
best take care of that wonan, mister

| wal ked up to Rachel, who | ooked oddly at ne. "Was she referring to sonething
anat oni cal ?"



"Il tell you later." | took hold of Rachel's armand | ed her out of the
store.

"I didn't know there was a mall here," she said. "Can we get sone cl ot hes?"

"Not here. | don't really see the kind of place we need. W want one big
departnment store that carries everything."

"Maybe on the upper |evel ?"

"Not here," | insisted.

As | led her back toward the main entrance, a D.C. cop wal ked past us. My
heart flewinto ny throat. | was sure he had started a double take just as we
passed. | wanted to turn and check, but | didn't dare.

"What's the matter?" Rachel asked, sensing ny tension

"I think they're | ooking for us here."

"OfF course they are.”

"I mean publicly. | think that cop just recognized ne."

She started to turn, but | shook ny head hard enough to stop her

"You nmean it's not just the NSA anynore," she said.

"I"'mafraid not. Stay beside ne, and be ready to run."

W passed a tree growing froma huge planter in the nmddle of the floor. |
pul | ed Rachel behind it and | ooked back from cover. The cop was wal king in our
footsteps and craning his neck, trying to see around the planter. He was al so
speaking into a collar radio.

"We're blown," | said. "Come on!"

CHAPTER 26

| grabbed Rachel's hand and doubl ed my wal ki ng speed. Instead of making for
the main entrance, | veered toward a staircase that swept up to the next

| evel , using the crowd for conceal nment.

"Up?" Rachel asked, pointing at the stairs.

"No." My goal was the trains. | nmoved toward the ticketing area to our left,
but a femal e voice over the PA stopped ne.

"Attention, all travelers. Attention. Al incomng and outgoing trains will be
stopped i nmedi ately for mai ntenance reasons. Please remain on the platforns,
and we will issue further bulletins as we have nore information. Thank you for

your patience."

Adrenal i ne flushed through ny body. The announcer was repeating the nmessage in
Spani sh.

"Back to the stairs,” | said, reversing direction

"Up or down?"



"Up! "
W took the steps two at a time. On the next floor, | |eaned far enough over
the rail to see the cop who had spotted us. He was still on the main floor
trying to deci de which way we had gone. He | ooked up, shielding his eyes
against the lights, then started toward the stairs.

"Why did they stop the trains?" Rachel asked.

" Us.

"They're shutting down all the trains in Union Station to find us?"
"Attention, please," said the PA announcer. "The police have asked that al
shoppers and travelers nmove in a calmand nethodical way to the exits. W

apol ogi ze for this inconvenience. There is no danger of any kind to persons or
property. You may pay for your purchases, but we ask that you nove to the
exits as soon as possible. Thank you."

I could see the effort it was taking for Rachel to stay calm

"We're not going to get out, are we?" she asked.

| 1 ooked over the balcony rail again. The cop was trying to deci de whether to
cone up or go down. "They nust have triggered sone sort of terrorist alert.
That's the only way you coul d evacuate this place. There could be a hundred

cops surroundi ng the building."

Rachel | ooked al ong the nezzanine. Custers of people were hurrying toward us.
W stepped away fromthe stairs and | et them pass.

The cop bel ow noved toward the ticketing area and spoke into his collar radio
agai n.

"We've got two choices. One, we change our appearance and try to get out with
the crowd. "

"Change our appearance how?"

"Go into a store and put on all black clothes, naybe. Find some scissors and
cut off your hair. Musse nine up. Try to | ook ten years younger."

Rachel didn't | ook encouraged. "That'll get us nailed in the airport. W won't
mat ch our passport photos.™"

"You're right. Then we do the sinple thing. Go into the back of a store, find
a coupl e of big cardboard boxes, and hide in themuntil all this dies down."

"Sinple is good."

"But the police night bring dogs."

n G)d. n

"Come on," | said, suddenly sure what to do.

I ran down the curved staircase, watching for police uniforns. 1'd seen a

mar quee for a theater on our way in, and fromthe station's layout, | guessed

it was on the lower level. The staircase termnated in a food court. People
were rushing to finish their meals, anxiety on their faces. Through a junble



of orange and yellow chairs | saw a |line of noviegoers filing out of the
t heat er doors.

"Where are we goi ng?" Rachel asked.

"The cinema."

"They' re evacuating it."

As we noved toward the theater entrance, a section of wall opened about ten
yards in front of us, and a frightened-I|ooking young coupl e wal ked out,
squinting their eyes. Before the tire door's spring could pull it closed,
darted forward and bl ocked it with my foot.

The houselights were on in the theater, but the seats were enpty. Up the
sloping floor to ny left, a man in a sport jacket was ushering the |ast

novi egoers up the center aisle toward the main exit. To ny right, a
ten-foot-tall Hugh G ant wal ked dejectedly along a London street, his hands in
hi s pockets. Rachel |eaned agai nst ny back.

"What's in there?"

| pulled the door open wi de enough for us to slip through, then lifted the
bottom of the heavy red curtain that ran along the wall and let it fall over
us. W flattened ourselves against the wall and separated, so as to fit nore
naturally into the billow of the fabric. | could no | onger see Rachel, but |
realized with surprise that we were hol ding hands. The instinct was as
primtive as that of two Neanderthals conforting each other against a cave
wal | .

"Why here?" she asked. "Wy not the back of a store?"

In ny mind' s eye, | saw police converging on our stolen truck

"Dogs," Rachel whispered. "A mnute ago, this roomwas full of sweating
people. Different scents. Not |ike the stockroomof some store.”

"Right." The soundtrack of the novie died with a groan. | expected to hear
voi ces, but none cane. Fifteen m nutes passed.

Twenty. Rachel clung to nmy sweating hand. As | wi ped perspiration fromny
forehead, a nmale voice penetrated the curtain.

"I got the center aisle!"

Rachel ' s hand cl enched mi ne.

Police radio chatter echoed through the theater.

"Ckay," called a second man. "I'Il shine nmy light under the seats.”

The nmen didn't worry nme rmuch, but the rapid panting that followed nearly
stopped ny heart. | night soon have to choose between surrender and a

shoot-out with city police.

"She's got something!" cried the first nan. "Look, she's on a scent. Go,
girlt”

| tried not to breathe.



"Shit, it's half a hot dog."
"Wait, she's onto sonething el se.™
The voices were closer. Rachel's hand was shaki ng. How woul d she react if |

fired ny gun? These weren't assassins sent by Celi Bauer. They were probably
D.C. cops doing their duty.

"She's going in circles,” said the second voice. "Too many scents. |'m
snel ling some BO nyself. W're gonna have to cone back later."

"Ckay. They want her down by the tracks anyway."
The voi ces receded.

"What are we going to do?" Rachel whispered.
"Vait."

"How | ong?"

"They can't keep Union Station closed all day."
"You think the dog is com ng back?"

"I don't know "

"I think | peed in ny pants.”

"Don't worry about it."

"Wn't the dog snell it?"

She was right. "Just try to be quiet."

An hour and forty-five mnutes later, a nmale voice came over the PA system
"Dr. Tennant, this is Oficer Wlton Howard of the Washington, D.C., police
departrment. W want you to know that we know this is all a m sunderstandi ng.
W' ve been made aware that the shooting in North Carolina was self-defense,
and we are prepared to offer you protective custody and unlimted

conmuni cation with anyone you wish to speak to. Please step into plain sight
with Dr. Wiss, put down any weapons, and turn yourself in to any officer. You
will not be treated as a criminal."

"What do you think?" Rachel asked.

"I hear Geli Bauer in that nessage.”

"Maybe it's for real. | mean, all the cops in the building heard that, too.

"If they've been told I'ma terrorist or sonmething like that, they think
anything is justified to bring ne out. Plus, they think I'marnmed."

"Are you?"
| started to lie, but she needed to know the truth. "Yes."
"Ch, CGod."

The police message began agai n.



"David ..."
| reached out and squeezed her hand. "Stay quiet."

Anot her hour passed, with nmore and varied nmessages com ng over the PA system
On instinct, | told Rachel to lie flat on the floor and renain agai nst the
wall. | did the sane.

The dog didn't cone back, but nore cops did. It sounded as if they were
wal ki ng every row of seats. Now and then | felt the heavy curtain sway as one
of them checked it. As footsteps neared us, | pulled nmy gun out of mny pants
and prayed that Rachel could hold her nerve. Heavy steps approached nme, and
then the fabric lifted off my face.

A pair of black boots was inches fromny eyes. | held ny breath, unsure

whet her |'d been seen or not. The curtain danced along ny right cheek. Then it
dropped, and the boots wal ked away. The cop had only hit the wall a few tines
with his hand to check behind the curtain.

My heart felt as though it had turned to stone.

The boots approached again. The cop checked the curtain the way he had before,
one row down. | tried to shut out the sound of his footsteps. After a seem ng
eternity, | realized he had passed us by. The search continued for another
five mnutes, then the radio chatter died. | thought Rachel nust be close to
cracking, but | didn't risk trying to speak to her. After twenty mnutes with
no further appeals over the PA system | heard a mechanical hissing and
clicking that | recognized as rewinding film

"I's that the projector?" Rachel asked.

"Somebody's rewinding the film They must be reopening the station. W should
go."

"Maybe we should wait until tonight."

"No. There'll be guards posted at the exits tonight. R ght now, we can count
on a lot of confusion as they reopen the station. This is our best chance."

W got up and noved down the wall to the exit door. After listening and

hearing nothing, | opened the door a crack. Two woren wal ked past wearing
street clothes. | thought they might be cops, but then the PA announced a
rescheduled train. An enpty term nal needed no such announcement. | pulled

Rachel through the door

The escal ators and staircases were filling with people, and the cl angs of
ki tchen equi pnent reverberated across the marble floor of the food court. W
wal ked to the escalator and started up

"When we hit the main floor, walk twenty yards behind me," | said. "If someone
spots ne, blend into the crowd and di sappear.™

The escal ator term nated near the entrance of the B. Dalton store. | kissed
Rachel on the cheek, then struck out across the floor, scanning the crowd for
uni f or ns.

Angry travelers were pouring into the station |ike water through a dam Most
were heading for the trains. | couldn't have asked for better cover. | glanced
back to make sure Rachel was follow ng, then prepared to turn right, toward



the main entrance. If the police were funneling people through a single
checkpoint, I'd double back and search for an alternate escape route. |If not,
I'"d gut it out and trust to the anonymity of the crowd to get us through

| veered right and headed into the barrel -vaulted chanber that led to the main
entrance. The river of humanity flow ng agai nst me was hard to navigate, but |
was gl ad for every person there. By shutting the station for three hours, the
police had created an al nbst inpossible situation for thensel ves.

Bet ween ne and the entrance stood the circular restaurant |1'd seen on the way
in. Two stories high, the open-air cafe was like an island in the center of
the floor. It had tables on its second | evel and a wought-iron bal cony that
allowed its patrons to watch the pageant below It also provided a bird' s-eye
vi ew for anyone wanting to surveil the huge hall. | started around it on the
left side, keeping ny face downcast.

"Dr. Tennant!" shouted a femnl e voice.
| gl anced up.

Celi Bauer was staring down at ne fromthe cafe's second |evel. Her scarred
face and electric blue eyes were inmpossible to mss, and her presence here had
the inevitability of fate. The three hours we'd hidden in the theater had
given her tine to fly here fromNorth Carolina. The police had reopened the
station, but Geli had waited in the hope of spotting us. As | whirled to see

i f Rachel saw the danger, | realized ny nmistake. CGeli instantly spotted her
and raised a wal kie-talkie to her lips.

"Run!" | shouted to Rachel

Geli dropped her radio, whipped up an automatic pistol, and ai med down at ne.
A woman besi de her screaned. As others joined the panic, Geli darted onto a
staircase that curved down to the main floor. | slid nmy hand behind nme, toward

the gun at the small of my back

"Don't!" Celi shouted, noving quickly dowmn the stairs. "I'mnot going to fire!
The order to kill you came from Godin! Godin's lost his mnd!"

She stopped three-quarters of the way down the steps, holding her pistol in a
t wo- handed conbat stance.

"If that's true, put down your gun!”
She didn't.

Why hasn't she shot nme? | wondered. Then | knew. Rachel was far enough away
that if CGeli shot me out of hand, she m ght escape with the terrified nob.

"Drop your gun, Doctor!" Celi yelled, continuing down the stairs. "Drop it now
and lie prone on the floor! I won't firel™

She couldn't mss fromwhere she was. | dropped nmy gun on the gl eam ng fl oor
Her eyes flashed with satisfaction

The crowd reacted to this disturbance |like an ant col ony perceiving danger in
its mdst. Waves of panic radiated into preoccupied travelers farther fromthe
center, creating a cyclone of people rushing for the exits. Police stationed
there would have to battle their way here foot by foot.



"CGet over here, Dr. Weiss!" Geli shouted.

"Davi d?" Rachel called tentatively.

Celi's automatic had a silencer on its barrel. "Run!" | screaned. "Get out of
here!"
Geli shifted her aimtoward Rachel. | lunged up the steps. My hands cl osed

around her wists as the gun spit a round past ne. The fury in her face told
nme she'd m ssed.

Geli drove a knee into ny stomach, knocking the wind fromny lungs. | wenched
at her bones like a man trying to break green sticks. She threw herself
backward and spun, flipping me onto the steps with her sitting on top of me. |
fought to keep her gun pointed away fromne, but she had the | everage on her
side. The silencer inched steadily toward my face. Celi's scar went white as
the strain of conbat filled her cheeks with bl ood.

"Let go of the gun!" screaned a femal e voice. "Both of you! Let go and stand
up! "

Ten feet away, Rachel stood with both hands cl enched around ny revol ver, her
eyes wide with terror.

"Put down that weapon!" Geli yelled. "You're interfering with a federa
of ficer in performance of her duty!"

"Shoot her!" | shouted, trying to rip the gun fromGCeli's grasp. "She killed
Fi el di ng! Shoot!"

Geli slamed the point of her elbowinto ny solar plexus, and the silencer
jamred into nmy cheek. An explosion rang ny eardruns |ike gongs, and sonethi ng
wet spattered ny face. CGeli's blazing eyes seened to fill my vision, but then
a river of blood flooded down her shirtfront.

| grabbed her gun and rolled her off ne.

Rachel was still aimng the smoking revol ver and shaking |ike an epileptic.
The bullet had hit Geli in the neck, but she'd managed to stuff her fingers
into the wound to stop the bl eeding. Never had | seen such rage in human eyes.
| grabbed Rachel's wrist and ran back toward the main hall. As we rounded the
corner, CGeli's voice echoed though the hundred-foot-high chamber: "You're
dead, Tennant! You're fucking dead!"

| sprinted toward the B. Dalton store at the end of the mall. Cases of books
were bul ky and heavy. That neant a | oadi ng dock

Customers scranbl ed out of our way as | hustled Rachel into the stockroom of
t he bookstore. The tile floor was piled with boxes, and sure enough, there was

a loading bay with a nmotorized door to handle deliveries. | hit a red button
on the wall, and the door began to rise.
Sunlight flooded into the room | |owered Rachel to the cenent of the |oading

bay, then junped off nyself. A delivery truck was parked at the entrance to

t he bay, and two nen stood tal king beside its cab. As we ran up the incline, |
saw a white Toyota Corolla parked by the truck. Its driver's door was open

but no one was i nside.

| aimed ny revolver at the two nmen, then jerked it toward the Toyota. "I need
that car!"



The truck driver held up his hands, but the other man | ooked at the Toyot a.
"That's ny car."

"Gve nme the keys!"

The man | ooked bl ank.

"G ve himyour dam keys!" said the truck driver
"They're init."

| pulled Rachel around to the passenger door and put her inside, then
scranbled into the driver's seat and started the engine. The owner of the car
yel l ed somet hing, but his words were lost in the roar as | sped away. Forward
nmonent um sl ammed ny door, and it took all ny self-control to slow down. 1'd
have to drive at normal speed to get us clear of the station, then ditch the
car to get clear of the city.

"Ch, Cod," Rachel said, her face white.
Wai ling sirens were converging on Union Station
CHAPTER 27

| stood behind Rachel at the food court at JFK airport in New York, watching
her for signs of a breakdown. She was wearing a blue dress, part of a new
war dr obe she'd bought in New Jersey, but the dress did nothing to mask her
pal e skin and hol |l ow eyes. Shooting Geli Bauer had rattled her badly, and

t hough news reports had revealed that the "federal officer"” shot at Union
Station had survived, Rachel had remai ned shaky throughout the drive to New
Yor k.

| woul d never have got her out of WAshington without help. After ditching the
Toyota five blocks fromUnion Station, | hailed a taxi and had it carry us
back over the Potomac to Al exandria, Virginia, to an upscal e shopping center
There | called the phone number that had led to the cafe rendezvous with Mary
Venable. | told the wonan who answered that Dr. Rachel Wiss was in norta
danger and desperately needed help. Forty-five mnutes later, a wonan in a

bl ue Toyota Canry picked us up and took us back into Washington, to a private
resi dence on the south side.

The house was a sanctuary run by the feni nist group that provided new
identities for battered wonmen on the run with their children. W were
installed in a bedroomat the back of the safe house, and after a brief wait,
Mary Venabl e arrived. She questioned Rachel at |ength-she didn't seemto trust
me—then made arrangenents for a car we could use to drive to New York the
follow ng day. She told us to leave it in the long-termlot at JFK, where it
woul d be picked up by one of their New York "sisters."

There was a television in the bedroom and the Union Station shooting was al
over the news. The tenporary closing of the station se