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PROLOGUE

HIROSHIMA 
AUGUST 6, 1945

THE ELECTRIC LIGHTS DANGLING FROM THE HOSPITAL WARD ceiling paled to nothingness in the morning sun streaming through the tall windows. A man dressed in what appeared to be a uniform, but without any insignia of rank or unit, stopped at the swinging doors and forced himself to look back. The hospital was nearly full just now, and all but two of the beds in this ward were occupied. An old man sat, head bowed, beside the last bed on the right. He held the hand of the dying old woman beneath the covers. The man in the uniform looked at them, he suspected for the last time, then turned.

A floor nurse seated at the desk smiled consolingly, but she said nothing. There was no shame or dishonor in dying well. And the old woman in the last bed on the right was accomplishing her dying in an orderly, quiet, dignified fashion. She was well respected in the Red Cross Hospital because of it.

Isawa Nakamura pushed through the swinging doors and walked out into the corridor where he hesitated a few moments longer. The windows looked downtown, toward the prominent dome of the Industrial Promotion Hall. It was a little after eight, and he was still early for his appointment. No use, this morning, being early. He would gain face by arriving one or two minutes late.

Life was for the living. The dead were not to be forgotten,
but time just now was becoming terribly important to those who were going to survive. And if nothing else could be said about Nakamura, he was a survivor. As a child he and his brother had been ice skating on a pond at their family retreat near Sapporo on the northern island of Hokkaido when the ice broke and he went in. His brother jumped in after him and pushed him out of the icy water. Instead of running the mile or so home for help, Nakamura went to the nearby shelter hut where he changed into dry clothes. When he came back to the pond his brother was gone, drowned, so he calmly walked home to report the tragedy. A great many people had died that year of influenza, which was brought on by a chill. No use taking a chance.

At thirty, Nakamura was one of the rising stars in the Japanese industrial-technical revolution. A self-taught electronics engineer, he was as ruthless with his body as he was with his mind. At five-foot-four he was a compact, well-muscled man with deep-set obsidian eyes and jet black, luxuriously thick hair. Given six months he and his people could develop a small, powerful radar that could be installed in fighter aircraft, giving the Japanese airman the decided advantage.

Given a year, the air force would be flying jets, which along with radar and new developments in rocket armaments and guidance systems, could turn the tide.

It would depend on the spirit of the people. If they were willing to defend the homeland on the beaches, in the hills and forests, and in the cities, street by street, house by house, it might buy them the development time. But only just.

There was no time for the dead or dying because Japan would surely lose the war unless the living—all the living—dedicated themselves to the struggle.

He looked again toward the swinging doors. It had been the matter of the estate that had brought him down here. As soon as his mother and father were dead he stood to inherit money and land. He wanted to see with his own eyes the state of their health. She was dying, and his father didn’t look
well. The strain of her death would probably kill him within a month or two.

He’d also come down to meet with the colonel of the Hiroshima Defense District, who fancied himself a businessman, and who was willing, for a price, to supply Nakamura’s firm with the needed copper wire and gold leaf for switch contacts. Both metals were virtually impossible to obtain these days.

“Isawa-san,” someone called for him in a small voice at the end of the corridor.

He turned in irritation as Myeko Tanimoto, dressed in a crisp white and red flowered kimono, held up a delicate little hand for him. She traveled as his secretary. In reality she had been a maiko, which was a geisha in training, until Nakamura bought her from the school. At fifteen, she was a perfectly formed porcelain doll. But she frightened easily, and just lately she had begun to get on his nerves.

“Return to the car and wait with Kiyoshi,” he said as she hobbled in tiny steps toward him.

“There has been another air raid signal, Isawa-san. Didn’t you hear it?”

“It is like the others last night. There is nothing this time. You heard the all clear.”

“But it is said that they have seen B-san. Three of them to the northeast over Lake Biwa.”

“They will bomb some other city. It is their rendezvous point. Now return to the car, Kiyoshi will be getting worried.”

“May I remain here with you?” Myeko asked. She had stopped halfway along the corridor. A nurse came out of one of the wards, looked at her, then at Nakamura, and left.

“Do as I say,” Nakamura told her.

“But I am frightened …”

“Obey!” Nakamura roared.

Myeko stumbled backward as if she had received a physical blow, then, lowering her head, she turned and hobbled back to the stairs the way she had come.

Dr. Masakazu Saski came to his office door, a disapproving
scowl on his deeply lined face. “What is the trouble here?” he demanded.

“There is no trouble, sensei,” Nakamura said. “But I wish to have a word with you about my parents.”

The doctor’s eyeglasses were perched on top of his head. He flipped them down and peered myopically at Nakamura. “Who are you?”

“Isawa Nakamura.”

“Ah, the young lion.” The doctor shook his head. “Come in then,” he said, and he turned and disappeared into his office. Saski had a bad reputation for being overly Western in his brusque, to-the-point manner. But he was a good doctor and he worked cheaply.

The doctor’s office was small, and in complete disarray, with medical supplies, journals, books and files scattered everywhere.

“You want to know how your mother is doing,” Dr. Saski said gruffly.

“She does not look well.”

“No. Neither is your father. Both of them will be dead within a few months. Your mother soonest, I should think.”

“What is wrong with them?”

“Age. Heartache. They talk about your brother almost all the time.”

“I see. What are you doing for them?”

“Keeping them comfortable … and together. Something you could do, Nakamura. It would free up valuable space here.”

“I have no time …”

“You could hire a nurse to care for them. You are young and wealthy. For that matter your parents have money, and property. They speak often of their place on Hokkaido. From what I understand it has not been visited since your brother’s accident. They would like to go there now, to die and be at peace with their son.”

Nakamura said nothing.

“Surely you can understand this, Nakamura-san. You have a wife and children of your own in …”


Nakamura slapped an open palm on the doctor’s desk. “There will be time after the war for holidays. I will hear no more of this.”

“The war is over, you young fool,” Dr. Saski said, harshly. “All that is left is for the profiteers. And later, the gallows. The Americans will not honor seppuku. Perhaps it would bring more honor to your family to commit hara-kiri now.”

“The war is not over until the Emperor Tenno concedes defeat, a move he will never make.”

“Or until we are all destroyed.”

“I could have you shot for treason.”

Dr. Saski snatched up his telephone and held it out to Nakamura. “Call your military friends, Nakamura-san. Call them now, if you are not a coward. But let me tell you that the great empire is gone. Up in flames with our cities. Tokyo is in ruins. Soon we will join her. Maybe sooner than you think. So it doesn’t matter. Go ahead and call your friends in their high places. Maybe they will come down to deal with me. Maybe they will tell you to go away. Who knows. I am willing to see. Are you?”

“Perhaps I will kill you myself.”

“You are certainly capable of it.”

Nakamura suddenly had no idea what he was doing here, wasting his time like this. Yet he found himself wondering about the doctor. He didn’t understand the man. “You would rather die than fight back?”

For the first time Dr. Saski’s expression softened. “We speak of being Japanese. There is no honor left in it. Believe me, I have seen as much as you, maybe even more. The misery, the starvation, the wounds, the open, festering sores. Where is the honor, Nakamura-san? I ask you.”

Nakamura felt as if he were standing at the very edge of an extremely dangerous precipice. If he made the wrong move he would fall over and plunge to his death. By sheer dint of will he stepped aside, away from the doctor’s desk. The sunlight streaming through the windows across the hall
illuminated the room. “You are no Japanese. You are nothing but scum.”

“I am not a murderer … like you.”

“Bastard …” Nakamura said, when a tremendous flash lit up the corridor at his back, as if someone had let off a gigantic photographic bulb.

There was no noise, but Dr. Saski’s eyes turned an opaque white almost instantly, and he staggered backward.

Instinctively Nakamura, who’d survived a number of bombing raids on Tokyo, dove for the floor, protecting his head with his arms. His first thought was that the Americans had dropped another Molotoffano hanakago—what the public called Molotov Flower Baskets, which were cluster bombs. But this flash was much too bright. And there was no explosion.

Nakamura started to raise his head when a huge shock wave hit the hospital as if a loaded freight train going full tilt had slammed into the building’s foundation. Window glass flew through the open office door like pellets from a shotgun’s barrel, slicing Dr. Saski’s face into ribbons. In the next instant the desk lifted up on unseen hands and fell on top of the doctor.

Ceilings and walls were falling with horrible grinding crashes, and moments or seconds later people began to scream.

Nakamura pulled himself upright, scattering pieces of wood and glass and papers that had fallen on him, and staggered over to where Dr. Saski lay beneath the heavy oak desk. Blood streamed from hundreds of slashes on the doctor’s face and chest, and his eyes were bleeding, both corneas milky white. He was still alive, but it was obvious he would bleed to death unless he got help soon.

“Can you hear me, sensei?” Nakamura shouted.

Dr. Saski grabbed for Nakamura’s shoulder with his one free hand. “What was it? A bomb?”

“Yes, I think so. Are you in pain?”

“My patients.”


“You are in no position to help them now. You must save yourself. I will see if I can lift the desk off you.”

“No,” Dr. Saski cried, desperately clutching Nakamura’s arm. “You must help organize the evacuation before there is fire.”

“Don’t be a fool. There is nothing to be done for them.”

“Damn you, Nakamura, they need your help.”

Nakamura pried the doctor’s fingers from the material of his jacket and backed away. Scrambling to his feet he went to the corridor door. Everything was different. A big section of the floor above had collapsed, dumping beds and bodies in a bloody heap all tangled with wooden beams, boards, glass, electrical wires and plumbing pipes and even surgical equipment, bottles, bandages and other debris.

None of the window frames held any glass, and the scene outside toward the center of the city nearly a mile away was unbelievable, like something out of a nightmare. A hellish cauldron of smoke and fire in dozens of unreal colors rose straight up into a gigantic column the top of which was lost in billowing clouds of dust.

This was no cluster bomb. It was something else. Tearing his eyes away from the fantastical scene outside, Nakamura looked back in at the doctor. Japan had lost the war. There was absolutely no doubt of that now. Afterwards, when the Americans occupied the homeland, there would be war trials. Those who had fought hardest and with the most bravery for Japan would be the first to go to the gallows … as Dr. Saski had predicted.

Evidence would have to be gathered. There would be witnesses, even from his own factory where he had used Korean slave labor since 1938.

There would be no extenuating circumstances. Isawa Nakamura would be found guilty as charged: Crimes against humanity.

“I pleaded with him to help save my patients, but he ignored me, running away to save himself instead.

“He came to visit his parents, but not out of some filial
duty. He came to see how long it would be before they were dead. He wanted the inheritance, you see.”

More people were screaming and moaning. A woman’s voice came from beneath the pile of rubble in the corridor. “Tasukete! Tasukete!” Help! Help!

Nakamura went back to the doctor, his shoes crunching on the broken glass.

“Nakamura, is that you?” Dr. Saski cried.

Nakamura looked down at the doctor for a moment or two. He could definitely smell smoke. The hospital was on fire. There was no doubt of it.

“Can’t you hear them crying for help, Nakamura? You must help them. They will die otherwise.”

Nakamura picked up a long, dagger-like shard of glass from the floor, and kneeling down beside Dr. Saski, blotted out the screams of the dying and helpless. Life was for the living, and he intended to live. At all costs.

“Nakamura!” Dr. Saski rose on his free elbow.

Nakamura grabbed a handful of Dr. Saski’s hair, yanked his head back, and with the shard of glass hacked through the man’s carotid artery, and windpipe, blood spurting everywhere, before he reared back.

The doctor struggled desperately for a full minute before he took a last, gurgling gasp and his head thumped back on the floor.

The glass shard had cut deeply into Nakamura’s hand. Tossing it aside he bound up the wound with his handkerchief and hurried out into the corridor. It was very dark, almost as if night had fallen. Looking through the gaping windows he could see that the sky was completely covered with swirling masses of dark clouds and dust.

He was confused. There’d only been the one flash. One bomb. But how could it have done so much damage?

Much of what he could see of the city was gone; either flattened by the blast or burning furiously. There seemed to be fires everywhere. And the street directly in front of the hospital was choked with debris. He’d been saved because he’d moved away from the open doorway at the last moment.
He’d been lucky. Those caught outside would not have fared so well.

For the first time he remembered that he had a car waiting for him. Kiyoshi Fukai, his driver, was downstairs with Myeko. He had sent her back outside just before the bomb. They were both outside, exposed.

Nakamura was suddenly angry and frightened. He did not want to be stuck in Hiroshima. And without a car and driver it would take them days to make it home to his wife and children and business. There was too much to be done, too many records to be destroyed before the enemy landed, too much to be dismantled and hidden, for him to be delayed.

Sprinting down the corridor, he scrambled over piles of debris and beds and bodies, mindless of the cries for help, panic suddenly rising inside him. The Americans had targeted Hiroshima for some reason. They had bombed it once, they would almost certainly bomb it again. He had to get away before the bombers returned.

At the far end of the corridor the stairway was surprisingly undamaged and free of debris, though the smoke became heavier as he raced down from the third floor.

At street level the pharmacy was burning furiously, but no one was doing anything to put out the flames. A few nurses were helping patients escape from the hospital, but there appeared to be no organized efforts at rescue yet. Everyone seemed to be in varying states of shock.

Outside, directly in front of the hospital, a dozen people sat or lay on the grass, the clothes scorched off their bodies, their skin flash-burned and blistering.

The only thing that Nakamura could think was that the American bomb had touched off an ammunition dump nearby, or perhaps ignited a gas works. But there seemed to be no fire concentrated in one area.

An ambulance was overturned in the middle of the driveway, on fire as was a big, black car behind it. An American car, Nakamura realized, his stomach clutching as he pulled up short.

His car. A Chrysler.


“No,” he shouted, leaping forward.

He had to swing wide of the ambulance, the heat was so intense, and on the other side he had to pull up short again. There was no possibility of getting close to the Chrysler. Its gas tank had evidently ignited, spewing the synthetic fuel in the tank forward into the passenger compartment. Black, greasy smoke rose up into the dust-filled sky, and flames completely engulfed the big car.

Suddenly enraged, Nakamura stood ten yards away from the burning car, and began hopping from one foot to the other. Burned and wounded passersby paid him absolutely no attention. People were crying for help, or for mizu—water, and others were screaming, Itai! Itai! It hurts! It hurts! It was a scene from hell.

Gradually a familiar voice began to separate itself from the others in Nakamura’s ears. A man crying “Tasukete! Tasukete, kure!” Help, if you please!

Nakamura turned in time to catch his driver Kiyoshi stumbling from behind the overturned ambulance. The back of his jacket and trousers had been completely burned away, as had some of his flesh. Part of his spine and a few ribs were exposed, obscenely white in contrast with his beet-red skin.

Kiyoshi fell backwards onto the pavement, and immediately lurched onto his side, a high-pitched inhuman keening coming from the back of his throat, his burned hands outstretched as if in supplication.

Nakamura reached him. “What happened, Kiyoshi? Where is Myeko?”

Kiyoshi’s eyes focused on Nakamura. “Nakamura-san, what has happened?”

“Where is Myeko?” Nakamura shouted, grabbing Kiyoshi by the shoulders and shaking him. “Myeko?”

“In the car,” Kiyoshi cried. “She is dead. I could not save her. She is dead. Help me, Nakamura-san. Please help me.”

Nakamura sat back on his haunches and looked down in contempt at his driver. There was absolutely no hope for the man. No medical science in the world could help him. Life was for the living.


He looked up at the destruction all around him, then back at the ravaged body of his chauffeur, who had served him well for nearly ten years.

Life was for the living, and Nakamura knew that he would be one of the survivors. At all costs.

Somehow he would return to Nagasaki to his wife and children and to his factory and laboratory to do what had to be done before the enemy arrived.




BOOK ONE







1

PARIS 
JULY 2, 1992

POLICE SERGEANTS PIERRE CAPRETZ AND EUGENE GALLIMARD watched as the Air Service panel truck bumped toward them along the dusty ILS access road. In the distance to the east, runway 08 was flattened in perspective because of a slight rise in the ground level, and because of the thin haze that had hung over Paris and her environs for the past two days. Farther in the distance, windows in the Orly Airport terminal building glinted and sparkled in the morning sun.

The stink of burned kerojet was on the breeze because an Air Inter L-1011 had just taken off for Montpellier with a tremendous roar that rattled the windows of the maintenance gate guard hut. The silence in the aftermath was so deafening that Capretz had to shout.

“He’s not on the schedule.”

Gallimard shrugged, but as he watched the van through narrowed eyes his left hand went to the strap of the Uzi slung over his shoulder. A driver, but no one else so far as he could see. The van was familiar, or at least the logo on its side was, but they’d been warned about a possible terrorist attack on a European airport within the next ten to twelve days, and he was nervous.

“Call Central,” he said.

“Right,” Capretz replied, but for a moment he stood where he was watching the approaching van.

“Pierre,” Gallimard prompted:


“Mais oui,” Capretz said. He turned and went into the hut, where he laid his submachine gun down on the desk. He picked up the phone and dialed 0113 as the van pulled up to the gate and stopped.

Gallimard stepped around the barrier and approached the driver’s side of the van. The driver seemed young, probably in his mid- to late-twenties. He had thick blond hair, high cheekbones, and a pleasant, almost innocent smile. His white coveralls were immaculate. He was practically un enfant, and Gallimard began to relax.

“Bonjour. Salut,” the young man said, grinning. There was something wrong with his accent. He was definitely not a Frenchman, though the nametag on his coveralls read: Léon.

“Let me see your security pass.”

“Yes, of course,” Léon said pleasantly. He reached up and unclipped his badge from the sun visor and handed it out. “You need to see the work order?”

“Yes,” Gallimard said, studying the plastic security badge. It seemed authentic, and the photograph was good, yet something bothered him. He glanced back at the hut. Capretz had his back to the window, the phone to his ear.

Léon handed out the work order for an unscheduled maintenance check on one of the ILS transmitters. The inner marker. The document also seemed authentic.

“Problems?”

“You were not on our schedule,” Gallimard said. “And we have been warned about a possible terrorist attack.”

Léon laughed. “What, here? Maybe I’ve got a bomb in the back and I mean to blow up some runway lights.”

“Maybe I’ll just take a look in the back, if you don’t mind.”

“I don’t care. I get paid by the hour.”

Gallimard stepped back as Leon got out of the van, and together they went around back where the young man opened the rear door.

“Take a look.”

Gallimard came closer and peered inside the van. Nothing
seemed out of the ordinary. Tools, some electronic equipment, and what appeared to be bins and boxes of parts.

A metal case about five feet long and eighteen inches on a side caught his eye. “What’s in the big box?”

“A VHF antenna and fittings.”

Gallimard looked at him. “I’ll open it.”

Léon shrugged.

Gallimard climbed into the van and started to unlatch the two heavy clasps on the box when a movement behind him distracted him. He looked over his shoulder, as Léon raised what looked to be a large caliber handgun with a bulky silencer screwed to its barrel.

“Salopard …” Gallimard swore as the first shot hit him in the left side of his chest, pushing him backward, surprisingly without pain. And the second shot exploded like a billion stars in his head.

Léon ducked around the side of the van and looked over tc where the other security guard was still trying to get through on the phone. He’d apparently seen or heard nothing. Concealing the nine-millimeter Sig-Sauer behind his leg he started waving and jumping up and down.

“Hey, you! Inside there! Help!”

Capretz turned around.

“Help me!” Leon shouted.

Capretz came to the door, a puzzled look on his face that turned to concern when he didn’t see Gallimard.

“It’s your partner. He’s down. I think he’s had a heart attack.”

 


The Orly terminal was a madhouse. July and August were the traditional months when Parisians took their vacations, and they streamed out of the city in hordes.

No one paid any particular attention to the three men who entered the main departures hall and went up to the offices on the mezzanine level. Two of them, Bob Roningen and Dor Cladstrup, were field officers from the CIA’s Paris Station. Beyond the fact they were both bulky, well-built men in their mid-forties, there was very little to distinguish them from the average businessmen. Nor, apparently, was anything bothering them at the moment. They were doing something totally routine.

The third man, however, was extremely nervous, glancing over his shoulder from time to time as if he suspected someone was following them. He was Jean-Luc DuVerlie, an electro-mechanical engineer for the Swiss firm of ModTec, GmbH, and he was frightened that the information he’d come to Paris to give the CIA would cost him his life. He was having second thoughts about it.

They went down a short corridor, and at the far end Cladstrup knocked at the unmarked door.

DuVerlie looked back the way they had come, and Roningen shook his head.

“There’s no one back there. We came in clean.”

“But it is not your life at risk,” the Swiss engineer said, his English good, but heavily accented. He was barrel-chested with a square face and extremely deep-set eyes beneath thick, bushy eyebrows. He looked like a criminal, or an ex-boxer who’d been beaten too many times in the ring.

“You came to us, remember?” Cladstrup said evenly.

DuVerlie nodded. “Maybe this was a mistake.”

“Fine,” Roningen said, holding out his hands. “Why don’t we just call it quits here and now? You go your way and we go ours.”

“They would kill me. Within twenty-four hours I would be a dead man. I have explained this. You don’t know these people.”

“Neither do you.”

“I know what they are capable of doing. I told you, I saw it with my own eyes.”

“When you show us, we’ll go from there,” Cladstrup said, as the door was buzzed open. They went inside where they turned over their plane tickets and passports to the French passport control officer behind a desk. A second policeman, armed, stood to one side.

“You’re booked on flight 145 for Geneva, is that correct?” the passport officer asked stamping the exit visas.


“That’s right,” Roningen said.

The cop looked up at DuVerlie with mild interest, then handed back their documents. “It leaves in thirty minutes. There is coffee and tea in the waiting area. Maurice will show you the way and he will stay with you until it is time to board. You will be the last on the aircraft. And please do not try to leave the waiting area until you are told. Comprenez-vous? Do you understand?”

“Yes, thank you,” Roningen said, and they followed the second officer out where they took another corridor nearly the length of the terminal building to a small but pleasantly furnished VIP lounge. The windows overlooked the flight line where the plane they would board would be pulling up momentarily. No one else was using the lounge this morning.

A telephone on the wall buzzed, and the cop answered it.

“After you have seen their weapons cache, as I have, then you will have to believe me,” DuVerlie said.

“It’ll be a start,” Roningen said. “And the body.”

“It’s there unless the police have discovered it. Leitner was an important engineer. Perhaps the best at ModTec.”

“What was he giving those people?” Cladstrup asked, looking over toward the cop who was still talking on the phone.

“First I will prove to you that they mean business. And then we will discuss what you will do for me.”

“We’ll see.”

“You know they killed him because he was stupid. He threatened to go to the police unless they gave him more money. But the police couldn’t help him.”

“So he told you instead.”

“We were friends,” DuVerlie said. “I was supposed to be his insurance.”

“Right,” Roningen said wearily. Already he was getting tired of the man, but Langley thought DuVerlie’s story was interesting enough for at least a preliminary follow-up. Depending on what they found or didn’t find in Lausanne, they would decide what to do next. But the Swiss engineering
firm built, among other things, electronic triggers for nuclear weapons.

 


Capretz had the presence of mind to grab his weapon from the desk before he rushed across to the van. Something was drastically wrong but he couldn’t put it together. The phone was out of order; no matter what number he dialed he was connected to a recording asking him to wait. And now this.

Thumbing the Uzi’s safety to the off position he came around to the open door at the rear of the van. Léon was a couple of yards off to his right.

Gallimard was down and not moving inside the van. Something was definitely wrong. “Eugène,” Capretz called out. He didn’t know what to do.

“Something happened to him and he just collapsed,” Léon said, excitedly. “Maybe it’s his heart. Do you know CPR?”

“He has nothing the matter with his heart.”

“Well, I don’t know. He didn’t say anything. He just fell down.”

“Eugène,” Capretz called and stepped closer. There was something on the side of Gallimard’s head, but the interior of the van was in relative darkness and Capretz couldn’t make it out. But he understood that he was going to have to call for help somehow.

He turned to ask the Air Service man if there was a two-way radio in the van in time to see a large pistol suddenly materialize in the man’s hand. The first shot hit him in the right arm, driving him nearly off his feet. He started to bring the Uzi around, when a thunderclap burst in his head.

Shoving the pistol in the belt of his coveralls, Léon safetied the Uzi, laid it in the back of the van and then hefted the security guard’s body in the back as well.

Closing the door, he scuffed dirt over the bloodstains on the road so that if anyone came along they would not notice that anything had happened here.

Around front he raised the road barrier, then went into the hut where he took the phone off the hook, listened, then replaced it. He wore thin leather gloves so that he would
leave no fingerprints, and the patterns in the soles of his boots were common. He’d purchased the boots at Prisunic, a discount store in Paris, five days ago. They were untraceable, as was the van which was nevertheless legitimately registered to Air Service here at the airport, though the company did not own it.

He drove beyond the barrier, then went back and lowered it.

Behind the wheel he checked his watch before he headed the rest of the way to the ILS installation just off the end of the main east-west runway. He had twenty-eight minutes to go.




2

KIRK CULLOUGH McGARVEY HAD ALWAYS HAD BAD LUCK WITH women, especially saying goodbye to them. This instance was no different, except that it was the second time he was saying goodbye to Marta Fredricks.

“I don’t understand why you don’t just come back to Lausanne with me now,” she said. They sat together in the back seat of a taxi heading out of Paris to Orly Airport. She was tall, athletically thin and wore her dark hair long, nearly to the center of her back.

“I have a few more things to take care of here first,” he said. “And I think it’ll be better all the way around if you pave the way.”

She looked into his eyes and smiled. “You’re probably right. And then?”

They’d avoided that subject for the week she’d been with him in Paris. And then what, he asked himself. He was quitting Europe, and returning to his ex-wife Kathleen in Washington, D.C. Or at least he and she were going to give it a try.

Tall and husky, McGarvey was a good-looking man with wide, honest eyes that sometimes were green and other times gray. He was in his mid-forties and had lived in Europe for a number of years, including a time in Lausanne where he’d run a small bookshop as a cover. He’d been in hiding then, as he supposed he still was. Once a spy, always a spy.

He’d been a loner for the most part, though in Switzerland he and Marta had lived together. Ex-CIA assassins made the Swiss nervous, and Marta, who worked for the Swiss Federal
Bureau of Police, had been assigned to watch him. “Watch you, not fall in love with you,” she told him once. “That I did all on my own.”

She was looking at the passing scenery, and he studied her profile. A blood vessel was throbbing in the side of her long, delicate neck. She’d come as a complete surprise, showing up on his doorstep last week.

“I heard you were in Paris. Thought I’d drop by to say hello while I was in town.”

She’d moved in with him, of course. They’d had no discussion about that, because she was still in love with him.

But she had brought, besides her presence, a flood of memories for him. Some of them good, or at least tolerable, but most of them difficult. What spy looks back on his past with any joy? Or what soldier, for that matter, looks back at past battles with any fondness? They had been at war. And he had killed in the fight. Not a day went by without some thought for the people whose lives he’d ended. Sometimes he’d been close enough to see the expressions on their faces when they realized they were dying. Pain and fear, of course, but most often their last emotion had been surprise.

He especially remembered the face of the general he’d been sent to kill in Santiago, Chile. The man had been responsible for thousands of deaths, and the only solution was his elimination. But McGarvey’s orders had been changed in midstream without him knowing about it. He returned to Langley not a hero but a pariah, and the CIA had released him from his contract.

Switzerland had come next, and then Paris when the Agency had called him out of retirement for a “job of work” as his old friend John Lyman Trotter, Jr. , had once called an assignment.

More death, more destruction, more pain and heartache. He’d lost a kidney in the war. He’d nearly lost his life. He’d lost his wife, and the loneliness, that at times was nearly crushing, rode on his shoulder like the world on Atlas’s. He figured he could write the book on the subject.


“Good thoughts or bad,” Marta asked, breaking him out of his morose thoughts.

He focused on her. She was studying his face, a bemused expression on hers.

“I think I’ll miss Paris.”

“You’re leaving for good, aren’t you,” she said. “And somehow I don’t think you’ll be resettling in Lausanne.”

“I haven’t decided yet,” he lied, and he managed a smile. “Besides, I don’t think your boss would be very happy having me on his turf again.”

“Something could be arranged.”

“Maybe I’d get called up.”

She shook her head in irritation. “You’re getting too old for war games, Kirk. And you must have noticed by now that the Russians have gone home. The Wall is down, the Warsaw Pact has been dismantled—they’re holding free elections in Poland, for God’s sake—all the bad guys are in jail.”

“No fool like an old fool.”

“The CIA can’t afford you,” she said. “Maybe it never could.” She searched his eyes earnestly. “Didn’t Portugal teach you anything?”

“How did you hear about that?”

“I’m a cop, remember? I see things, I read things. People confide in me.”

“Is that why you came to Paris, Mati? To save my life?”

“And your soul.”

“It’s not for sale. Maybe it never was.” Every spy has his own worst nightmare. Arkady Kurshin had been his. But the Russian was dead. He’d seen the man’s body just before it was lowered into a pauper’s grave outside of Lisbon seven months ago.

“I love you, Kirk, doesn’t that count for something?”

It had been his fault, of course, allowing her to set up housekeeping in his apartment. But the excuse he’d made to himself was that he was tired, gun-shy, rubbed raw, vulnerable, even, and he needed her warmth and comfort just then.

“It counts for a lot, Mati. But maybe it would be best if I didn’t come to Lausanne after all. You’re right, I have no
intention of staying there, or anywhere else in Europe, for that matter.”

“You’re going home?”

“For awhile.”

Marta was silent for a moment. “But I thought you might want to come to Switzerland at least to visit your daughter. She’s still in school outside Bern, isn’t she?”

“She’ll be home for Thanksgiving. I’ll see her then.”

“What are you telling me now, Kirk? That you’re going back to your ex-wife? I thought she was going to marry her lawyer, the one who was always suing you.”

“Stay out of it.”

“She dumped you once because of the business. Are your hands any cleaner now?” An hysterical edge was beginning to creep into Marta’s voice. She’d changed over the past few years. She’d lost some of her old control.

“Let it rest, Mati,” he said gently.

“They why did you let me move in with you? To make a fool of myself?”

“Could I have stopped you?”

She started to reply, but the words died on her lips. He was right, and she suddenly knew it. Just as she knew that indeed it was over between them. He could see how the light and passion faded from her eyes, and she slumped back.

“What will you do with yourself in Washington?” she asked after a couple of minutes.

“Maybe I’ll open another bookstore. Maybe teach at a small university somewhere.”

“You’ll get bored.”

“All the bad guys are gone, remember?”

She looked at him again. “Somehow I think you’ll manage to find some. Or they’ll find you.”

“I’ll leave that to cops like you.”

 


The cabbie pulled up at Orly’s Departing Passengers entrance for Swissair, and McGarvey helped Marta out with her single carryon bag. The day was warm and humid, and out here the air smelled of car and bus exhaust, and burned jet fuel.


“I’ll leave you here, Mati. I hate long goodbyes.”

Marta looked at her watch. It was past eight. “My plane leaves in fifteen minutes. You can give me that much time, can’t you? After all, it’ll probably be years before I see you again.”

McGarvey shrugged. “Go ahead. I’ll pay the driver and catch up with you.”

“Don’t stand me up.”

“I’ll be right in,” McGarvey said, and he watched as she crossed the sidewalk and went into the terminal. He turned, and as he was paying the cabbie he noticed a brown Peugeot parked across the way. The diplomatic plates were of the series used by the U.S. Embassy. He’d had lunch with Tom Lynch, the Paris chief of station, last week, and Lynch had been driving a car with the same series.

“Merci, monsieur,” the driver said, but McGarvey just nodded and went inside where he caught up with Marta. What the hell was the CIA doing out here this morning, he wondered?
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AT 8:20 A.M., THE MAN WHOSE NAMETAG READ LÉON GOT OUT of the bogus Air Service van and studied the distant airport terminal through a set of powerful binoculars. The end of this morning’s active runway was a little more than a half mile to the east. The wind, light but steady, was coming almost directly out of the west. Swissair flight 145 would be taking off directly toward him.

In the past eighteen minutes, five jet airliners had taken off or landed. Orly was busy this morning, as usual at this time of year. None of them had been the flight he was interested in. He knew that for a certainty because he could see the Swissair jetliner parked at its boarding gate in the distance.

Leon was not his real name. In fact he was Karl Boorsch, who had been employed by STASI, the East German secret service, until late in 1989 when the Communist Party in Eastern Europe had begun to fall apart. He had managed to get out of the Horst Wessel Barracks in East Berlin just minutes before a crowd of angry demonstrators had broken in and started tearing up the place.

Most of the others had been rounded up in the next few months, but Boorsch went to ground, not lifting his head even to sniff the air until the first call had come from Monaco in the form of a brief advertisement for H. W. to come home, all was forgiven.

He smiled, recalling that day. Since then there had been plenty of work for all of them. Especially over the last year when they’d started the project.

Old alliances, he thought, were the best. Or in this case
certainly the most interesting and rewarding. And when the project was completed, there would be other work. A lot of work.

He tossed the binoculars in on the seat of the van, then went around to the back and opened the door. Climbing in, he had to crawl over the second French cop, getting a little blood on the side of one of his boots. It didn’t bother him. He’d seen enough blood in his ten years with STASI, since his eighteenth birthday right out of Gymnasium, to be totally inured to it.

Pushing the first cop’s body out of the way, he pulled the long metal case back to the open door. The box was heavy, and it took an effort to drag it that far.

He jumped down and looked back the way he had come, and then toward the active runway. Nothing moved along the dirt access road, but what looked like a French Air Inter jetliner had pulled away from the terminal and was moving slowly along a taxiway. That would be flight seventeen. It and one other were scheduled for takeoff before the Swissair flight left for Geneva.

Around front he studied the taxiing plane through binoculars to make sure he’d identified it correctly. He had. Next he got the secure walkie-talkie from beside the seat and keyed the READY TO TALK button.

“One,” he said. He pressed the TRANSMIT button and his digitally recorded word was encrypted, compressed into a one-microsecond burst and transmitted. The on-air duration of the transmission was so short that even automatic recording equipment picked up nothing, not even a brief burst of static.

“Clear,” the man watching the highway turnoff to the access road responded.

“Two”.

“In place,” the second man replied. He was somewhere within sight of the terminal’s front entrance.

“Three.”

“Quiet,” the third man answered. He was on the N7
somewhere between here and Paris, monitoring the French Police frequencies for any unusual traffic. There was none.

Replacing the walkie-talkie, Boorsch again studied the jetliner, which had reached the end of the runway and was slowly turning. Seconds later the big aircraft seemed to lurch forward as if the pilot had suddenly let up on the brakes, and it started its takeoff roll.

Boorsch watched a couple of seconds longer, then put the binoculars down and stood back as the American built DC-10 thundered directly at him, its nose finally rotating, its main landing gear lifting off the pavement, and suddenly the huge bird was passing directly overhead, the noise so loud rational thought was all but impossible.

He thought he caught a glimpse of a few passengers looking down at him from the tiny windows, but then the plane was climbing, seemingly straight up into the blue, cloudless sky, the sounds from its engines fading in the distance.

Already Air France flight 248 was bumping down the taxiway, the last before the Swissair flight.

Boorsch watched as it reached the end of the runway, hesitate for a moment, and then turn, accelerating even before it was completely lined up.

This was an A-320 Airbus, the same type of aircraft as Swissair 145, and Boorsch watched it with critical interest as it lumbered heavily down the runway toward him. Its nose gear rose from the pavement, and the big airliner seemed to hang there like that for a long time before the mains lifted off, and then it was roaring overhead and climbing.

Boorsch turned and watched as its landing gear retracted, and when it was only a tiny speck in the sky he glanced back toward the distant terminal—the Swissair jetliner was still at the boarding gate—before he went to the rear of the van.

Unlatching the lid on the long metal box he flipped it open. For a moment or two he just stared at what the case contained, but then he reached inside and ran his fingertips lovingly over the nearly four-foot-long Stinger ground-to-air missile, and smiled.
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IN THE ORLY AIRPORT’S SECURITY OPERATIONS ROOM THE direct line from the control tower buzzed.

Police Sergeant Marie-Lure Germain answered it. “Security, Germain.”

“Ah, Marie-Lure, there’s an Air Service truck parked by the inner marker just off the end of zero-eight. What are you showing in your log?”

“Just a moment, Raymond,” she said. Raymond Flammarion was the day shift tower supervisor. He was a stickler for detail. No one liked him but everyone respected his abilities.

Nothing appeared on the situation board which showed activity in and around the airport. She turned back to her console. “Nothing here.”

“Well, I am looking at the van through binoculars this very moment, ma cherie. The rear door is open, but I don’t see anybody out there. And you know, considering Interpol’s warning …”

“I’ll check it out.”

“Please do, and get back to me. There’s not an aircraft in or out today that is not completely full, if you catch my meaning.”

“Give me a minute, Raymond. Somebody probably forgot to file.” Marie-Lure hung up, and punched up the number for the gate guard hut out there on her operations phone. The connection was made immediately and the number began to ring.

At twenty-three, Marie-Lure was one of the youngest members of Orly’s security staff which, augmented as it was
just now from the Police Contingency Pool out of Paris, numbered nearly one hundred people. But she was conscientious and professional. She’d been trained at the Academie de Police in Paris, and had graduated in the top five percent of her class.

After five rings without answer, she broke the connection and redialed. Again there was no answer. It was possible the phone was out of order, and it was possible that both officers had stepped away from the hut. But just now it was bothersome.

She put down the phone and beckoned the shift supervisor, Lieutenant Jacques Bellus, who ponderously got up from behind his desk on the raised dias and came over. He’d accepted an early retirement two years ago as a Chief Inspector with the Paris Police to take this job. It was much safer.

“Have the bad people finally arrived?” he asked.

“Flammarion has spotted an Air Service maintenance truck off the end of zero-eight. He wants to know what we have on it.”

Bellus glanced up at the situation board.

“We show nothing,” Marie-Lure said. “And now there is no answer from security out there.”

“Who is on duty this morning?”

Marie-Lure brought up the information on her computer. “Capretz and Gallimard.”

Bellus grunted. “Have you called Air Service?”

“I didn’t want to alarm anyone yet.”

“Well, call them, and I’ll try the guard hut again,” Bellus said and he picked up the operations phone.

Marie-Lure telephoned the Air Service Dispatch Office across the field at the Air France Service Hangar. The dispatcher answered on the first ring.

“Air Service.”

“This is Orly Security. What are your people doing out at the inner marker off zero-eight this morning? We’re showing nothing on our board.”


“There shouldn’t be anyone there, so far as I know,” the young man replied. “Moment.”

Marie-Lure could hear the shuffle of papers, and a couple of seconds later the dispatcher was back.

“The work order is here. Apparently some mec stuck it in the wrong order. Looks like an unscheduled adjustment on the marker frequency. Sorry, but I didn’t know a thing about this. Someone will get the axe.”

“Send a runner over with a copy of the work order, would you?”

“As soon as possible. We’re busy this morning.”

“Merci.” Marie-Lure hung up.

Bellus shook his head and hung up. “Still no answer. What’d Air Service have to say for itself?”

“The work order was apparently misplaced. They’ll send it over as soon as they can.”

“Have we got anybody nearby this morning?”

“I think Dubout might still be over by one-eight. He could get over the back way, but he’d have to cross the runway.”

“Get him on the radio, and then get authorization from the tower.”

“Do you want to delay air traffic for a few minutes?” she asked.

Bellus pondered the suggestion for a moment, but then shook his head. “As long as it’s a legitimate Air Service order, I don’t think that’s necessary.”

“Yes, sir,” Marie-Lure said, and she got on the airport security frequency to raise Sergeant Dubout.

 


The passengers on Swissair 145 would be in the final boarding process by now. Boorsch stood out of sight from anyone who might be looking this way from the tower or the terminal, and studied the plane with the binoculars. The boarding tunnel was still in place, but the baggage compartment hatches in the belly of the Airbus had been closed, and the baggage handlers had withdrawn.

The air was suddenly very still and thick with the odors of the airport and of Paris. French smells, somehow, that
Boorsch found offensive. Frogs were filthy people, even worse than the sub-human Polaks or Kikes, although France itself was a pleasant enough country.

Boorsch lowered the glasses, then raised them again to study the tower, and then the maintenance hangars across from the main terminal. Normal activity, so far as he could see. Nothing out of the ordinary. If any alarms had been sounded, they were not outwardly visible.

Sooner or later, of course, airport security would realize that something might be wrong with their access road guards out here, though the presence of this van would cause no real questions. He’d personally taken care of that earlier this morning during the shift change at the Air Service Dispatch office.

Someone would come out to investigate. That was why his timing had to be so tight. Only minutes now and he would be finished here and he could make his escape.

Laying the glasses aside, Boorsch carefully removed the Stinger missile and its handheld launcher from its metal container. The unit, which was about four feet long and a little less than four inches in diameter, weighed thirty-one pounds, including the reusable launcher and the rocket with its solid-fuel propellant, high-explosive warhead and infrared heat-seeking guidance system.

In theory the missile was simple to use. Point it at a heat-emitting target. Uncage the firing circuits, and when the missile’s sensing circuitry locked on to a viable target a steady tone would sound in the operator’s ear. At that moment the user pushed the fire button, and the Stinger was away, accelerating almost immediately to a speed of one thousand feet a second, with an effective range of four thousand yards.

In practice however, first-time users almost always missed even the easiest of targets. Like using a shotgun to shoot clay pigeons, the operator needed to lead the target … especially an accelerating target such as a jetliner taking off.

Of the six ex-STASI comrades who’d trained with the
Stinger in Libya, Boorsch had been the best, so when this emergency had developed, he’d been the natural choice for the assignment.

“Don’t let us down, Karl,” he’d been instructed. “This is important to the project. Very important.”

The walkie-talkie in the front of the van came to life. “Three,” the man patrolling the N7 transmitted.

Carefully laying the missile down, Boorsch hurried around to the front, and snatched up the walkie-talkie. “Three, go,” he radioed.

“Trouble on its way across the field from one-eight.”

“ETA?”

“Under five minutes.”

“Understand,” Boorsch responded. “One?”

“Clear.”

“Two?”

“Clear.”

Boorsch laid the walkie-talkie down and went to the rear of the van where he grabbed the binoculars and scanned the field in the vicinity of the end of north-south runway. A jeep was just crossing the runway itself.

He turned the glasses toward the Swissair flight. The boarding tunnel had still not been withdrawn. There was time. But not much of it, he thought as he laid the binoculars down and pulled out his pistol.
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MCGARVEY HAD TO SHOW HIS PASSPORT TO FOLLOW MARTA through security to the boarding gate, and it struck him that everyone out here seemed a little tense. It was probably another terrorist threat. The French took such things very seriously.

Most of the passengers for the Swissair flight had already boarded, leaving the waiting area empty except for one flight attendant and two boarding gate personnel, one of whom was making the boarding announcement over the terminal’s public address system.

“Ladies and gentlemen. All passengers holding confirmed seats for Swissair flight 145, non-stop service to Geneva, please board now. Flight 145 is in the final boarding process. Mesdames et messieurs …”

“I don’t want to go like this, Kirk,” Marta said, looking up into his eyes. “I have a feeling I’ll never see you again.”

“I’m not what you think I am, Mati. I never was.”

“I knew what you were from the beginning,” she said earnestly. “And I love you despite it.”

McGarvey had to smile. “Not a very good basis for a relationship.”

The flight attendant was looking pointedly at them as the gate person finished the final boarding call in German.

“I’m not proud. I’ll take you any way I can get you.”

Something was wrong. Some internal warning system was ringing bells at the back of McGarvey’s head. It was the CIA car outside, he couldn’t put it out of his mind. What were they doing here now? Watching him?

“Listen, Mati, do me a favor and wait right here. I don’t
want you getting aboard that plane for a minute. I need to make a call first.”

Marta glanced over at the attendant by the open door to the boarding tunnel. “What is it?”

“Probably nothing,” McGarvey said. “Just hang on.” He went over to the counter. “May I use your house phone?” he asked the attendant who’d just finished making the boarding announcement.

“The lady must get aboard now, sir, or she will miss her flight,” the young man said.

“May I use your house phone? It’s very important.”

The attendant hesitated a moment, but then sighed and handed over the handset. “What number would you like, sir?”

“The airport security duty officer.”

A look of alarm crossed the attendant’s face. “Sir, is something wrong?”

“I don’t know. Get me the number, please.”

“Yes, sir.”

A moment later the call went through. “Security, Bellus.”

“Monsieur Bellus, my name is Kirk McGarvey. I am an American.”

“Oui, monsieur, what can I do for you?”

“One or more of my countrymen, from my embassy … security officers … are presently somewhere here at the airport. It is imperative that I talk with them. Immediately.”

“I don’t know what you are talking about, Monsieur McGarvey, but I am very busy …”

“You do know. Call them, and give them my name. Please, this is important.”

“Where are you calling from?”

“Boarding gate E17.”

“Swissair?”

“Yes, please hurry.”

“I will require an explanation.”

“Yes, of course.”

The line went silent. Everyone was looking at him. Marta came over.


“What’s wrong?” she asked.

He shook his head. The flight attendant had come over from the boarding tunnel door and was watching.

Bellus was back a minute later. “Monsieur McGarvey. The answer is that unless your message is extremely urgent, they’d ask you to contact the appropriate … office at your embassy.”

“I see.”

“Is it extremely urgent?”

McGarvey looked out at the Swissair jetliner. “No. I thought they were friends and I just wanted to say hello.”

“Pardon me, monsieur if I find that odd, since you will be flying to Geneva aboard the same aircraft. You are at E17?”

“Yes,” McGarvey said. “Actually I didn’t know if they’d arrived. I’m terribly sorry to have bothered you.”

“Are you a resident of Paris, Monsieur McGarvey?”

“Yes,” McGarvey said. He gave the cop the number of his apartment on the rue Lafayette in the tenth Arrondissement.

“And you are known at this address, and by your embassy?”

“Yes, of course.”

“I will verify this, Monsieur. Have a good flight.”

“Oui, merci.” McGarvey hung up.

“Well?” Marta asked.

“It was nothing,” he said and he kissed her. “Goodbye, Mati.”

“Just like that?” she asked, her eyes filling again.

He nodded. “Have a good flight.” He turned and walked off without looking back.

 


“What was that all about?” Cladstrup asked as Roningen came back from the telephone. DuVerlie was across the room out of earshot if they talked softly.

“Does the name Kirk McGarvey ring any bells?”

Cladstrup had to laugh. “You’d better believe it. I was just coming into the Company when he was being booted out. Late seventies. Something to do with Chile, I think. He screwed up.”


“He’s living here in Paris, and he was involved with that incident at our embassy this winter.”

“That’s what I heard.”

“Well, he’s apparently here at the airport, and he called security and asked to speak to us.”

“By name?” Cladstrup asked.

“I guess not, but I told Bellus that I’d speak to him if he had something urgent for us. Apparently he didn’t, because he backed off. But get this: Bellus thinks he might be on this flight. He called from E17 next door.”

“Is his name on the manifest?”

“No, but that doesn’t mean anything.”

“What the hell?” Cladstrup glanced over toward DuVerlie. “Do you suppose there’s any connection?”

“Would you recognize him if you saw him?”

“I could pick him out of a crowd.”

“Go see if he’s aboard, and I’ll call Lynch and find out if he knows what’s going on.”

DuVerlie jumped up from where he was seated, but Cladstrup waved him back. “It’ll be just a minute,” he told him, going over to the French cop at the door to the boarding tunnel. “I’m going to check out the plane before we board.”

“As you wish,” the cop said, stepping aside.

Cladstrup entered the boarding tunnel and hurried out to the plane, where he showed their tickets and his identification to the stews. “We’ll be just a minute,” he said. “Is everyone else aboard?”

“Yes, sir. I believe so,” one of the women said. “The preliminary headcount tallies except for you and the other two gentlemen with you. You’ll be the only three in first class.”

“Every other seat is taken?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Mind if I look?”

The captain was watching from the cockpit. “Have we got a problem?” he asked.

“Not at all, Captain. There’s a possibility someone we know may be aboard. I’d like to check it out.”


“Make it snappy, I want to get out of here on time.”

“Will do,” Cladstrup said, and he turned and made a quick walkthrough. McGarvey was not among the passengers.

“Is your friend aboard?” the head stew asked.

“No,” Cladstrup said. “I’ll be right back.” He hurried back up the boarding tunnel to the VIP lounge. Roningen was just getting off the phone.

“He’s not aboard,” Cladstrup said. “What’d Lynch have to say?”

“He hasn’t heard anything either, but he’ll check it out.”

“In the meantime?”

“We go to Geneva. What else?”

 


The American-designed but French-built jeep bumped along the dusty road just off the end of the active runway. From where Boorsch watched from the back of the van, he could only see the one man behind the wheel, and no one else.

This one was probably a supervisor and had been sent out to check on the gate guards. There’d be no reason for him to bother with a maintenance man on an apparently legitimate call.

But the cop would have to pass right by the van, which was exactly what Boorsch wanted. He couldn’t afford to have a cop at his back, cutting off his escape route.

When the jeep was about twenty yards away, Boorsch stepped out from behind the van, and waved. The jeep slowed almost immediately.

He knew that he was in plain sight now of anyone with a good set of binoculars who might be watching from the tower, but it could not be helped. He could see with the naked eye that the Swissair jetliner had been backed away from the boarding gate and was now turning out toward the taxiway. Time was running short.

Boorsch walked up onto the road as the jeep pulled up. “Hello. Good morning.”

“Good morning,” the cop said. His name tag read Dubout. “How is it going out here?”

“I have a little problem. I’m happy that you came along. I
need a second set of hands for just a moment. It’s that damn antenna assembly.”

“It’ll have to wait. First I have to check on my people.”

Boorsch glanced back in the direction of the guard hut about two miles away. “What, you mean those two at the gate? I don’t think it’s their fault.”

Dubout’s eyes narrowed slightly. “You saw them?”

“Of course. How’d you suppose I got out here?”

“What did you mean: Their fault?”

“The phone, that’s why you’re out here, isn’t it? Their phone is out of order. They asked me to have a look, but I think it’s something wrong with the line. Probably at the box out on the highway.”

“I’ll check it out.”

“Could I just get you to lend me a hand here? It’ll only take a minute. Maybe less. I need someone to hold a pair of pliers while I tighten a bolt from the other side of the antenna case.”

Dubout hesitated a moment.

“It won’t take any time at all.”

“All right,” Dubout said, setting the parking brake and getting out.

“It’s in the back of my van,” Boorsch said. “Only take a few seconds.”

“Well, let’s get on with it.”

“Sure,” Boorsch said, letting the French cop come around the back of the van first. He pulled out his pistol at the same time Dubout reared back.

“Mon Dieu.”

Boorsch shoved him forward with his left hand so that they would both be out of sight of anyone watching from the control tower, and shot the man three times in the back of the head.

Dubout fell forward onto the missile’s carrying case. Pocketing his gun, Boorsch shoved the man’s body the rest of the way into the van.

He grabbed the binoculars and studied the far end of the runway. The Airbus had nearly reached the end of the
taxiway. It would be taking off within the next sixty to ninety seconds.

Laying down the glasses he snatched up the walkie-talkie. Ordinarily he was calm under pressure, but he’d never had a chance to shoot down an airliner filled with people before. He was getting excited, and nervous.

“One,” he keyed the transmitter.

“Clear.”

“Two.”

“Clear.”

“Three.”

“Clear. What about you?”

“It’s good here,” Boorsch said. The Airbus had turned onto the runway. “Stand by.”
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“SWISSAIR ONE-FOUR-FIVE, YOU ARE CLEARED FOR IMMEDIATE takeoff, runway two-six. Wind two-eight-zero at eight. Barometer two-niner-niner-seven. Switch to departure control at one-two-niner-point-zero-niner out of the pattern. Have a good day.”

“Roger, tower, thank you,” Captain Josef Elver said, advancing the throttles so that the big jetliner could make the turn onto the runway.

“The numbers are green,” his first officer, Claude Piaget, said.

“Roger,” Elver responded as the bird came around onto the runway’s centerline. “Here we go.” He advanced the throttles to the first position.

“Rolling,” Elver said as the A-320 started down the runway, ponderously at first, like a lumbering ox. Ridiculous to think that anything so huge, that weighed so much, could possibly fly.

“On the numbers,” Piaget said calmly.

The runway marker lights began to flash past them in a blur. Captain Elver quickly scanned the flight instruments in front of him, taking his eyes off the view outside the windscreen for only a moment.

“Vee-one,” Piaget warned to his right.

The Airbus was gathering speed rapidly now, and instead of sluggishly responding to his touch the rudder pedals and side-stick controller had come alive. They were flying, almost.

“Vee-R,” Piaget said.


“Rotate.” Elver eased back on the jet fighter-type stick to his left, and the jetliner’s nose came smoothly off the surface of the runway. With his right hand, he maintained the throttles all the way to their stops, and the plane seemed to surge forward.

“My numbers are green,” Piaget said.

The jetliner’s speed was approaching one hundred sixty knots, well into the partial flaps-down flying speed envelope for their weight. The runway markers were a complete blur.

“Vee-two,” Piaget announced.

“Lifting off,” Elver said, easing the stick back and the Airbus came off the runway, almost by itself, the bumpy ride instantly disappearing.

“On the numbers,” the first officer advised.

“Begin reducing flaps,” Elver ordered, and Piaget began retracting them. Their speed immediately started to increase and Elver eased the stick farther back, the plane barreling up into the cloudless sky.

Once out of the pattern, flaps up and landing gear retracted, Elver planned on turning over control to Piaget so that he could go back to the head. He was picking up a bug of some kind, and frankly, he felt like hell.

 


Boorsch’s stomach was tied in knots. He’d known excitement in his life, and he had been anticipating this moment ever since he’d gotten the call forty-eight hours ago. But he’d never expected anything could give him such a lift, such intense pleasure as this.

The Stinger missile and launcher were comfortably heavy on his right shoulder where he stood behind the Air Service van. He could hear the roar of the huge Airbus, and he knew that it was off the ground now.

It was time.

Stepping away from the rear of the van, he raised the Stinger, finding and centering the jetliner’s bulk in the launcher’s sights. The plane was climbing directly toward him, impossibly loud and impossibly huge.

He no longer cared if he was visible from the tower. At this
point no power on earth could prevent what was about to happen.

He lost the aircraft in the Stinger’s sights, but then got it again, centering the engine on the portside wing in the inner ring.

With his cheek on the conductance bar, he thumbed the missile’s activation switch and the launcher began to warble.

“A miss almost always comes from too early a shot,” the words of their instructor echoed in his ears. “In this business one must have the patience of Allah.”

Allah had nothing to do with it, but Boorsch did understand timing. The Stinger was a fine weapon, but it could not produce miracles.

“Give it a chance and it will perform for you as you wish.”

The jetliner was climbing now at an increasingly steep angle, its engines producing their maximum thrust and therefore their maximum heat.

He pushed the forward button, uncaging the missile’s infrared seeker head. Almost instantly the tone in his ear changed, rising to a high-pitched scream as the missile locked on to its target.

Still Boorsch waited, certain that by now someone in the tower must have spotted him and called security. Soon the airport and surrounding highways would be crawling with cops.

The Airbus passed directly overhead, and Boorsch led it perfectly.

At the last moment he raised the sights slightly, pulled the trigger, and the missile was off, the launcher bucking against his shoulder no harder than a 20-gauge shotgun.
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“MON DIEU! RAYMOND,” ONE OF THE TOWER OPERATORS shouted in alarm.

The moment they had spotted the lone figure emerging from behind the Air Service van, with what even at this distance was clearly recognizable as some sort of a missile, Flammarion had gotten on the phone to security with one hand and on the radio to flight 145 with the other.

The Swissair copilot came back first. “Swissair one-four-five.”

For an instant Flammarion stood with his mouth open, hardly believing what he was seeing with his own eyes. The missile had been fired.

“Abort! Abort!” he screamed into the microphone.

“Security, Bellus,” a voice on the telephone answered.

“Say again, tower?” the Swissair copilot answered calmly.

The missile’s exhaust trail was clearly visible in contrast against the perfectly blue sky. About one hundred feet above the ground it made a slight loop before it began its graceful curve up and to the west directly behind the departing jetliner.

In that short instant it struck Flammarion that the weapon was a live thing; a wild animal stalking its prey, which in effect it was.

But it was so incredibly fast.

“Abort!” he shouted as the missile suddenly disappeared.

For a split second Flammarion’s breath was caught in his throat. Something had happened. The missile had malfunctioned. It had destroyed itself in mid-air. It had simply
disintegrated, the pieces falling to earth much too small to be seen from this distance.

A fireball began to blossom around the engine on the left wing. Suddenly it grew to tremendous proportions, and pieces of the jetliner—these big enough to easily be distinguished from this distance—began flying everywhere.

 


Something had struck them on the port side, and the Airbus began to sag in that direction, slowly at first, but with a sickeningly increasing acceleration.

Alarms were flashing and buzzing all over the place, and Elver’s panel was lit in red.

“We’ve lost our port engine,” Piaget shouted.

“I can’t hold it,” Elver shouted. “She’s going over!” He had the stick and right rudder pedal all the way to their stops, but still the jetliner continued to dive as she rolled over to port.

He thought it was almost as if they had lost their left wing. The entire wing!

His co-pilot, Piaget, who had been on the radio with the tower, was speaking loudly but calmly into the microphone. “Mayday, mayday, mayday! This is Swissair one-four-five, just off the end of runway two-six. We’ve lost control. We’re going in. We’re going in. Mayday, mayday, mayday!”

Elver reached out and chopped all power to the starboard engine. The powerful thrust on that wing was helping to push them over.

Piaget should be given a commendation for his coolness and dedication under pressure. It was just a fleeting thought, replaced by the certainty that none of them were likely to survive beyond the next fifteen or twenty seconds.

The reduced thrust on the starboard wing seemed to have the effect of slowing their port roll, but only for a moment or two. Then they continued over.

“Mayday, mayday, mayday … !” Piaget was shouting into the microphone.

The ground was very close now. Looking out the windshield
Elver estimated their altitude at less than one hundred feet.

He could hear people screaming in utter terror and hopelessness back in the passenger compartment, but a moment of calmness came over him now that he knew for sure he was going to die.

It was happening too fast, Elver thought. And much sooner than he’d ever expected.

The moment before impact he reached out for the master electrical switches.

 


“Putain,” the cabbie swore, and he suddenly jammed on the brakes and hauled the taxi over to the side of the highway.

McGarvey, seated in the back, had been thinking about the last time he and Marta had parted. That had been Lausanne, several years ago. She’d been sitting in their kitchen, and on his way out with his suitcase, he looked back in at her. A pistol lay on the table, but she made no move to reach for it.

He wondered what he would have done had she picked it up and pointed it at him. He supposed he would have done exactly as he had done.

He was shoved violently forward. At first he thought they’d hit something. The driver was looking back the way they had come even before he’d brought the taxi to a complete halt.

“Qu-est qu’il-y-a?” McGarvey shouted, irritated, but then he turned and looked in the same direction as the driver, and his gut instantly tightened.

An airliner was down. A huge ball of fire and smoke billowed up into the clear sky to the southwest. He’d heard no noise, partly because of the distance, partly because of the traffic noises, and partly because the cabbie had been playing the radio very loud.

Traffic on the N7 was coming to a standstill as McGarvey jumped out of the cab. It was definitely a downed airliner, and he knew in his heart of hearts that it was the Swissair flight he’d just put Marta on.


The cabbie got out of the taxi and crossed himself. “They are all dead,” he muttered half under his breath.

A big puff of black, oily smoke was slowly dissipating in the air not too far to the east, about where McGarvey figured the main east-west runway ended. Below that, and a little farther east, the faint traces of what appeared to be a small jet contrail also hung in the air.

The trail was distorting on the very slight breeze, but it was still identifiable.

McGarvey stared at it for a full second or more, willing himself not to come to the conclusion that had formed almost instantly in his mind. But it was inevitable.

The Swissair flight was down because someone standing near the end of the runway had shot it down with a handheld ground-to-air missile.

Either a Russian-made SA-7 Strela, or the American Stinger. Both were readily available on the market for a couple of thousand dollars each. And either would be effective in bringing down a jetliner.

In the next minutes all efforts would be concentrated on the crash site in a desperate effort to rescue anyone who might have survived the crash. Allowing the man or men who had fired the missile a chance to escape in the confusion.

Not if he could help it.

McGarvey shoved the cabbie aside, jumped behind the wheel and took off, back toward the airport, the wrong way down the highway.
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LIEUTENANT BELLUS FINALLY MADE SOME SENSE OF WHAT Flammarion was screaming, and his blood went cold.

“It’s crashed! It’s down! Oh, God, there’s fire everywhere! It’s horrible!”

“Scramble the crash units,” Bellus shouted.

“They’re on their way! But I tell you no one can survive down there. Don’t you see, the wing was off. It was gone, in pieces. They didn’t have a chance.”

“Calm yourself, Raymond, and tell me what happened,” Bellus shouted.

Marie-Lure was taking a call, and her console was lit up like a Christmas tree, but she was staring at the shift supervisor.

“Oh, it’s horrible! Horrible!”

“What happened to that airplane?” Bellus demanded. “Raymond, pull yourself together. Other lives may depend on this. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I see,” Flammarion responded, calming down a little. “The fire units are halfway across the field. We’re diverting all traffic to De Gaulle and Le Bourget.”

“Very good. Now, exactly what happened?”

“It was a rocket, I think.”

“What do you mean, a rocket? Was it a warplane? What?”

“No, from that Air Service van. I saw it with my own eyes, Jacques. He held it on his shoulder, and fired it when one-four-five took off. Just after she lifted off.”

“The Swissair flight?”

“Yes, yes. I thought it would be all right … but then
there was a flash and the wing started to come off. They didn’t have so much as a chance, Jacques.”

Bellus held a hand over the telephone mouthpiece. “Is there any word from Capretz or Gallimard?” he asked Marie-Lure.

“Nothing yet.”

“What about Dubout? He should be out there by now.”

“He doesn’t answer his radio.”

“Who else is on the apron?”

“Péguy, Bourgois and Queneau.”

“Tell them I want that Air Service maintenance man picked up. But tell them to be careful, he’ll be dangerous.”

“Sir?”

“He shot down the Airbus, and it’s got something to do with the Americans.”

“My God.”

Bellus turned back to the phone. Flammarion was babbling something. He had gone to pieces again.

“Listen to me, Raymond,” Bellus said. “Listen. Can you still see that Air Service van out there?”

“What … the van? Yes, it’s still there. I’m looking at it now. But your jeep is gone.”

“Jeep? What jeep?”

“Your office asked permission for it to cross one-eight.”

It was Dubout. “You say the van is still there. Do you see anybody there? Anybody nearby?”

“No, there’s nobody.”

“Do you see any bodies, Raymond. Any bodies in the vicinity of the van?”

“No.”

“Anything lying on the ground?”

“Nothing.”

“All right, Raymond. Now look around out there. Is there anything moving? Any sign of that jeep?”

“Are you crazy? Of course there’s movement. Jeeps, ambulances, fire trucks.”

“All going toward the crash. But look now, Raymond. Is
there anybody leaving the scene? Is there anybody going in the opposite direction?”

“I don’t know.”

“Look,” Bellus shouted. “This is important if we want to catch the bastard who did this.”

“There are people dying out there. Burning to death.”

“That’s right. Now, can you see any movement away from the airport? That jeep?”

“Wait.”

“Hurry, Raymond. There may not be much time,” Bellus said, and he held his hand over the telephone’s mouthpiece again.

Marie-Lure looked over. “They’re on their way.”

“Bon. Get my helicopter here on the double. Have Olivier pick me up just outside. Then get your weapon, you’re coming with me. Marc can take over here.”

“There it is,” Flammarion shouted excitedly.

“Is it the jeep, Raymond?” Bellus asked.

“Yes, it’s just beyond the crash. South.”

Bellus looked up at the situation map on the wall, and visualized where the Airbus had gone down, and therefore where Flammarion was telling him the jeep was headed.

“He’s headed toward the highway. The N7. Can you see that far?”

“No. He’s gone. The fire and smoke. He’s on the other side now.”

“All right, Raymond, thank you very much, you have done a fine job. Go back to your duties now,” Bellus said, and before Flammarion could reply he broke the connection.

“Three minutes,” Marie-Lure said.

“Go out and hold it, I’ll be right there,” Bellus said, and he punched up an outside line and dialed the confidential emergency number he and all French security people were supplied with for the American embassy in Paris. He had such a number for every embassy. The number was answered on the first ring. “Seven-eight-one-one.”

“This is Orly Airport Police Lieutenant Jacques Bellus.
Swissair flight one-four-five has crashed. I believe two or more of your people may have been aboard.”

“One moment please,” the woman said.

Two seconds later a man was on the line. “Lieutenant, my name is Tom Lynch. I’m a special assistant to the ambassador. What’s this about Swissair one-four-five?”

“It has crashed, monsieur. Did you have people aboard? Messieurs Cladstrup and Roningen, along with a third, unidentified gentleman?”

“Yes,” Lynch said heavily. “What has happened?”

“Apparently someone shot that airplane out of the sky on takeoff.”

“Shot … ? What the hell are you talking about?”

“With a missile.”

“I’m on my way out.”

“Yes, monsieur, your presence will be most helpful. There will be some questions, among them the name of another man who may have been aboard that airplane.”

“We’ll discuss that third man later …”

“No, monsieur, this is a fourth man. Kirk McGarvey.”

Lynch said nothing.

“Is this name familiar to you?”

“Yes,” Lynch said. “I’m on my way.” The connection was broken.

 


As McGarvey raced back toward the airport, dodging traffic the wrong way on the divided highway, he tried to work out how the terrorist or terrorists had gotten through Orly’s tight security, and then how the shooter expected to get away.

Another part of him forcefully held off any thought about Marta and the other people aboard the downed airliner, except for the CIA officers aboard. He didn’t believe it was a coincidence. The shooter wanted those officers dead. Why?

The N7 throughroute ran south directly to the airport, with on-off ramps leading up to the terminal, before it plunged under the airport itself for 1400 yards, coming out on the opposite side of the east-west runways.

Traffic had come mostly to a standstill by now, but several
accidents had occurred and he had to drive around the wrecks. In one case a large articulated truck had jackknifed across the highway apparently in an effort to avoid slamming into a car that had stopped short. The truck had tipped over and blocked almost the entire width of the highway. No police were on the scene yet, but as McGarvey passed, the driver was crawling out of the cab. He looked unhurt.

The shooter had been positioned somewhere near the end of the active runway, which meant he’d been in plain sight of anyone in the tower.

But apparently no alarm had been raised, which meant the shooter must have been disguised to look as if he belonged there. Airport security, most likely. Or as a runway inspector, or a maintenance person working on one of the approach systems.

Afterward he would have simply driven off. Possible to a rendezvous point where he would transfer to another vehicle for his escape.

Check that, McGarvey thought.

If he had been in plain view of the tower before the shot, then he would have remained in plain view afterward. Only then he’d be known for what he was.

In addition, any movement at that end of the field away from the downed airliner would come under immediate suspicion.

Approaching the terminal ramp leading off the N7, McGarvey turned that last thought over. Something was there. Something he was missing.

He visualized what the situation had to be like across the field. The shooter brought the Airbus down. Then he got into his vehicle and went … where?

Toward the crash, of course. Where he would merge with other rescue units.

Or, if he had put the burning wreckage between himself and the tower, he would have disappeared for all practical purposes.

Long enough for … what?


To drive down to the N7, and come back this way, beneath the airport, back to Paris where he could easily meld into the background.

The logic was thin, McGarvey had to admit to himself, passing the terminal ramp. The highway dipped into the tunnel, no traffic whatsoever now. All of it must have been stopped on the other side of the crash site. But if the shooter had done anything else, if he had gone in the opposite direction, there’d be nothing McGarvey could do.

An Orly Security Police jeep with blue and white markings came directly toward him at a high rate of speed, its lights flashing, its siren blaring.

McGarvey had to swerve sharply to avoid a head-on collision, and as the jeep passed he got the distinct impression that the lone man behind the wheel wasn’t dressed as a cop. He’d been dressed in white coveralls.

Definitely not a police uniform.

McGarvey slammed on the brakes, hauled the Citröen taxi around in a tight U-turn and accelerated after the jeep.
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