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Eight

Wednesday, 24 July, 10.21; street outside Wormwood Scrubs prison

With her face to the sun, Anna Rashid stood leaning against her dark red Vauxhall Corsa and bit into a cheese roll. She was illegally parked in a quiet residential street within easy walking distance of Wormwood Scrubs prison. The car was twelve years old, though she had only acquired it the previous week in preparation for today. It had two doors and was covered with dents and scrapes; there was a faded ‘England – World Cup 2006’ sticker on the rear windscreen.

Rashid had her eyes on a round, tiled pedestrian tunnel cut through the tube-line embankment from Du Cane Road, which ran alongside the main gate with its ‘Family and Visitors’ Centre’. A yellow sign said the tunnel was monitored by CCTV so she had found a space about thirty paces away beside a Catholic church, half hidden between a black taxi and a florist’s van. The air was warm, yet she was in the jeans, Doc Martens, shirt and mid-length coat she wore every day of the year. These were her anarchist clothes, everything black, and she had dressed like this ever since she’d become radicalised at Brighton University a decade ago.

She was waiting for Danny Brennan, who was about to be released after serving nine months for his part in the London riots of summer 2012. Brennan had been convicted of ransacking three shops in Tottenham. The cops alleged he had also intended to destroy a men’s outfitters using a home-made firebomb, but had been unable to prove it.

At Rashid’s feet a couple of pigeons were squabbling over crumbs from her breakfast. Distracted, she failed to spot Brennan emerge from the tunnel. The two had never met but she immediately recognised him from his description: five feet ten, slim build, with shoulder-length hair and straggly beard, red shirt and black jeans. She felt a spark of irritation that he must have clocked her first from the wrong side of the street, while her eyes were on the gutter. He was carrying his possessions in a blue and green Tesco ‘bag for life’ and she wondered whether he had looted that, too.

She watched him cross the street and amble towards her, wondering how he would make himself known. Because she had been ordered to assert control from the outset, she decided to say nothing. She leant against the driver’s door, legs loosely crossed at the ankles and completely still as he drew level. ‘Hi,’ he said. She gave a slight nod but kept her face expressionless. On the church wall a giant banner read, ‘Alive and Kicking! God Sees Hope in You!’ She could have broken the ice with a joke, but instead got back behind the wheel.

Brennan climbed in beside her and tossed the bag into the back as the engine refused to start. At the third attempt, with the starter motor running down, Rashid swore under her breath. Caught out twice in less than three minutes, she hoped Brennan would stay silent. It was hot in the car so Brennan tried to wind down the passenger window, but the handle was jammed. She leant across, twisted it in a certain way, shoved her palm against the glass and lowered it for him. He gave a short cough or laugh, his breath striking her cheek, but still no words. She caught a wave of fresh sweat as she leant over him. His smell instantly revived the memory of her Muslim lover Parvez Rashid, murdered by the state, whose name she still bore. For a second Parvez’s body was on hers again, and she felt a spasm of pain.

The car started at the next attempt. She revved the engine, made a three-point turn and swung left into the busy Westway. At the first roundabout she turned right into Wood Lane, heading towards Shepherd’s Bush. Traffic was heavy as they entered Shepherds Bush Green, with roadworks on the inside lane and a broken-down lorry stranded in front of the war memorial, and Rashid rarely changed above second gear. Something was wrong with the accelerator: the engine kept surging without warning, propelling them towards the tail-lights in front and forcing her to brake hard. The pads must have worn down because she sometimes had to compensate with the handbrake, and there was a strong smell of rubber.

‘They never told me you had such a shit car,’ said Brennan.

‘So fix it,’ said Rashid, sliding him a glance. ‘Isn’t that what you’re supposed to be good at?’

At the western border of the green, Rashid stopped in a bus lane outside the Australian Walkabout pub, just short of the post office. She scraped up five one-pound coins from the driver’s door compartment, dropped them into his cupped hands and gestured to the north side. ‘I’ll wait for you up there.’

Brennan got out of the car and loped to the post office as Rashid leant forward over the wheel, watching until he disappeared. A bus pulled up behind her, headlights flashing in her mirror. She revved the engine, cut across three lanes of traffic without indicating and veered right, tracing the perimeter back towards Wood Lane. Halfway up the main drag she took a left, turned and squeezed into a space between a pound shop and a tanning salon, nudging the bumper of the car behind as she reversed. She felt the stare of a girl having her nails treated as she got out of the car and took up watch on the post office, just visible three hundred metres away through the trees.

A busker was in full flow on the concourse outside the tube station, within shouting distance of where Rashid was standing. He had an over-amplified guitar and a giant plastic water bottle for a bass drum, and was working through a Johnny Cash repertoire. She had to wait fifteen minutes before Brennan reappeared and threaded his way back to her through the shoppers. When they were in the car again he produced a strip of four passport photographs from the booth inside the post office. He waved it, as if it was still damp from the processor, then handed it over. To Rashid, carefully studying each image, he seemed like a child expecting praise. She let him wait, dropping the strip into the driver’s door compartment.

This time the engine started at the first turn. Rashid regained Wood Lane and swung right at the Westway, heading for central London. It took nearly an hour to reach Marble Arch, then another ten minutes stop-starting through Hyde Park Corner. At Victoria she carried on south-east, crossing the river at Vauxhall Bridge. With the green and glass structure of the MI6 headquarters filling her mirror, she swung away towards Nine Elms, then turned right towards the river, coming to a halt on a piece of raised ground.

The scene Rashid had visited several times on foot now induced a stab of anxiety, so she left the engine running. Directly in front of them was a massive building site with three giant cranes, four concrete mixers and a row of tipper trucks. They sat in silence, the air through Brennan’s open window alive with reversing beeps, men’s shouts and the clanging of automated labour.

Brennan looked sideways and raised his eyebrows.

‘The new American embassy,’ said Rashid.

‘So?’

‘Remember this day and this place.’ She pushed the Corsa into first. ‘You and I are going to return here soon.’





Eleven

Wednesday, 24 July, 20.33; home of Melanie and Rob Fleming

It was raining when Melanie left the Yard and she had forgotten her umbrella. She hurried across Broadway to St James’s Park station and, taking the steps two at a time, just caught the eastbound train, holding her bag clear as the doors screeched shut. Leaning against the handrail she checked her watch – ten past seven – and immediately felt a flood of anxiety and guilt.

The doors had closed on her cheerfulness, too. Her mood in the office, surrounded by her friends, had been completely genuine; she was having to bury the sadness within herself. Three weeks after the disaster at Hope Farm, her life felt quite different, and she was beginning to think that the change was irrevocable. Or, rather, the altered state in Rob.

His treatment had been complicated. Melanie’s shot had entered his right leg, fracturing the kneecap in two places and tracking downwards through the surrounding soft tissue, damaging the tendons, ligaments and muscle. The surgeons at St Thomas’s had repaired the patella with pins and wire and kept him in hospital for twelve days after the operation. Halfway through the first week they had eased him into physiotherapy with encouraging sounds about a complete recovery, provided he worked hard.

Melanie had been constantly at his side, only returning home to look after the children and, on alternate days, bring them to visit him. But from the moment he had regained consciousness Rob had been terse and uptight, turning his face away from her.

Specifically, he had refused to discuss the shooting. Melanie desperately needed to talk about the night at the farm. To melt Rob’s anger and ease her conscience, she knew they had to bring it into the open, to confront their living nightmare so they could defeat it, but by the evening of Rob’s discharge the crisis still festered.

Since Monday, 15 July, the day of his return home, Rob’s mood had descended from unresponsive to outright hostile. Melanie found herself longing for a shouting match to clear the air but he spent most of the time reading the newspaper or drinking, his leg elevated in its knee brace, fast becoming an overweight shell of the attractive man she had married. Though he could walk only with crutches he took the bus to visit his pistol club in Hornsey, at the bottom of Muswell Hill, almost every day, sometimes returning for a second stint at the range in the evening. He regularly helped the club secretary update the membership list and had recently become a key holder. The children had seen the change, too. After school he would snap at them and pretend he had more important things to do than play or read with them.

‘Look, Terry Bray did this to you,’ Melanie had blurted in exasperation on the third night. ‘Why are you treating us like we’re the bloody enemy?’ It had been her first explicit reference to the shooting, but Rob had simply turned away again.

The northbound train to East Finchley came to a halt in the tunnel at Warren Street. Melanie checked her watch for the umpteenth time, the knot in her stomach tightening. With every day that Rob’s injury healed, Melanie’s psychological wounds deepened. She had come to fear their relationship would never be the same.

Evidently Rob’s mother sensed it, too, for she had become a more or less permanent fixture in their lives. What had started with an overnight bag had become a large suitcase installed in the small front bedroom. She cooked for them, helped Rob with his crutches and showered him with maternal sympathy. Melanie felt abandoned on the sideline, watching her man become a boy again.

One morning, when Melanie returned from the school run, Brenda had stood with her by the french windows, sipping tea and watching Rob limp down the garden. ‘What a shame,’ she had said, for the hundredth time. ‘And all so unnecessary.’ It had been meant to hurt, but she need not have bothered. For Melanie, each of Rob’s lurching steps between the apple trees had been like watching her own walk of shame.

On the Friday, the fifth day of Rob’s home recuperation, Melanie had asked to meet Kerr at a coffee shop in Strutton Ground, opposite the Yard, and told him a pack of lies. Rob’s recovery was progressing better than either had dared hope, she had assured him. It would be even easier to manage the children, with Rob home on sick leave and his mother helping out. She needed to get back on Langton’s Red surveillance team ‘as soon as’ to avoid becoming de-skilled.

Kerr had got back to her that evening with a compromise wrung from Bill Ritchie: a month in Room 1830.

She reached East Finchley station just before eight in pouring rain. The 102 bus was about to pull away but she sprinted after it and caught the driver’s attention. It was early, and dawdled along Fortis Green, tyres hissing in the rain. By the time she had walked the quarter of a mile from Muswell Hill Broadway she was soaked.

For the past two days she had been home before six, so the children had shouted her name as soon as they heard her key in the lock, but this evening there was only the sound of the TV from the living room. When she called, Rob appeared immediately on his crutches, wearing the tracksuit bottoms he always hung around in these days. It struck her that he must already have been on his feet waiting for her.

‘Hi,’ she said, taking off her jacket and shaking the rain from her head. On her way to the kitchen she kissed him. Rob rarely bothered to shave these days, so the softness of his cheek surprised her. His breathing was rapid, exhaling beer and anger, and he looked more paunchy than usual. He also looked belligerent, leaning forward on his crutches, and Melanie felt her stomach churning again. ‘Sorry, Rob. I’m a bit late. Boys all right?’

‘Well, they’ll be in bed, won’t they?’

‘Where’s Brenda?’

‘Evening class.’

Melanie half filled the kettle and flicked it on. ‘What’s up?’ she said, spreading her wet coat on the back of a kitchen chair. Then the realisation hit her like a train. ‘Oh, shit. The twenty-fourth. Your medical. It was today, wasn’t it?’ She banged her forehead in frustration but Rob was already picking his jacket off the hook. ‘Rob, I’m so sorry. How did it go?’

‘MO’s entering me for the London Marathon,’ he said, leaning the crutch against the wall while he struggled into his jacket. ‘How do you think it bloody went?’ He frowned a bit, hummed a bit. ‘He said it doesn’t look good. Shoved the X-rays back in the envelope, then asked after you. How’s that for fucking victim support?’

‘It’s ridiculous.’ Melanie came back out to the hall.

‘Yeah,’ he said, tapping the crutch against his left foot. ‘I’d say that covers it perfectly.’

Melanie found a place between him and the door. ‘Please, Rob. Stay and talk to me.’ She took hold of his arm as he tried to push past. ‘We have to get through this, for the sake of the children.’

‘Get over it, you mean? Pretend my wife never shot my knee to shreds?’

Melanie was stunned. This was the first time he had volunteered anything about the incident since his operation. It was as if today’s bad news from the medical officer had released something in him. ‘I had no choice,’ she choked. ‘You know that.’

Something seemed to snap in Rob and everything came out in a torrent. ‘You could have waited for the firearms guys. They were seconds away. Right outside.’

‘I didn’t know that.’

‘You didn’t have to screw up my life, Melanie.’

‘I saved your life.’

‘You should have fucking waited,’ he yelled.

Then Melanie was shouting, too, fired up by wine and days of frustration. She leaned right into his face. ‘How long do I have to spend on the guilt trip, Rob? Another month? A year? For ever? Are you going to throw the vicious-heartless-bitch thing at me every time I come through the bloody door?’ She kicked off her shoes, sending them flying down the hall, then turned her back to him, holding onto the banister. When she faced him again her voice was calm. ‘Look, I’m sorry I forgot about your medical. But it’s not just the injury, Rob. You have to find a way to get over yourself.’

‘It’s always about me, isn’t it?’ said Rob, with a harsh laugh. He kept his bloodshot eyes on her as he limped down the hallway. ‘I’m going to the range.’

‘You’ve been drinking,’ she shouted, as the door slammed. ‘They won’t let you on.’

The kettle clicked off as Melanie went upstairs to check on the boys. She could hear them whispering and realised they must have been hiding on the landing, peering through the banisters, listening to everything. They slept in bunk beds in the back room overlooking the garden, and she read to them until they were settled. ‘Will you make breakfast for us tomorrow, Mummy?’ said the younger child, as she stroked his head.

‘Of course. Why? What’s wrong?’

‘Daddy gets so cross with us.’

‘Daddy loves you very much. We both do. Go to sleep now.’

Then the voice of her elder son floated to her from the top bunk. ‘So why doesn’t he love you any more, Mummy?’

‘Don’t be silly,’ she whispered, turning out the light to hide her tears. ‘Of course he does.’

Melanie hurried downstairs in bare feet. The child was right, of course. How could she inflict such violence on Rob and then expect him to love her? Cold-hearted and callous, obsessed with her precious job, she had almost killed him. She returned to the kitchen, ignored the kettle and poured the last glass of red from the bottle Rob had started. Then she flung herself on the sofa, stared at the TV and wept loudly.



Wednesday, 24 July, 20.38; counterfeiter’s flat, Brick Lane

The old man was gone for nearly two hours, and Anna Rashid was on her third cup of coffee. He appeared without warning, catching her with her thoughts. ‘It is completed. You can drink your coffee and go,’ he said. ‘I need nothing more from you.’

‘Can I see it?’

He produced the counterfeit passport from his cardigan pocket, a rabbit out of the hat. ‘You must not touch. No fingerprints.’? The cover looked slightly worn and he had done something to age Brennan’s photograph. The date of issue was 2007 and there was a smattering of entry stamps on the inside pages.

‘Maxim, it looks perfect,’ said Rashid, as the passport disappeared into the cardigan.

‘It will get the young man to Bangkok,’ he said.

Rashid looked at him for some sign of pride in his work, a twinkle of appreciation for her praise, but he sounded matter-of-fact, as if he performed such miracles every day. ‘Now you can begin your own work and make that perfect, too,’ he said, already shuffling back down the hallway as she drained her coffee and followed him.

Outside, she turned to say something else, but he was already closing the door on her, slowly, as if to avoid causing offence.

She could hear footsteps echoing on the staircase below her. As she reached the fifth flight a young man came into view. He wore jeans and a red shirt, with a beard and shoulder-length brown hair. He speeded up when he saw her, taking the steps two at a time and passing without a glance.

Sitting in the car peering up to the flat, Rashid took out her phone and called Danny Brennan. He picked up at the second ring. All she could hear was his breathing, slow and steady. ‘You’re clear. Go for it,’ she said, then cut the call.





Fifteen

Thursday, 25 July, 10.23; fifth floor, New Scotland Yard

The Ethics Committee was unravelling fast. After several minutes of listening to Kerr outline the risks of joint operations with no clear ownership, Commander Gill, a matrix, audit and template man, appeared close to meltdown. ‘Let’s move on,’ he said abruptly, turning to the second sheet in his binder. It floated ten inches to the floor and Kerr noticed a different typeface and a format of bullet points.

Gill quickly recovered the note and read from it. ‘I also want the panel to review your handling of the incident on the Thames.’

Kerr frowned. ‘I thought we were here to examine the decisions around Melanie Fleming’s deployment.’

‘Including the surrounding circumstances,’ said Gill.

‘Such as?’

‘The phone call.’ ?The enigma sitting to Gill’s left uncrossed and crossed his legs, directing the other red sock at Kerr. ‘One of the gangsters who died that day had made a call to Terry Bray,’ read Gill. He sounded unsure. ‘That’s right, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, using the mobile phone I grabbed as the inflatable was sinking. So what?’

‘It proves that both operations were linked.’ Gill was following the text word for word now, like a man who had been primed.

‘And what has that got to do with Melanie Fleming?’

‘Do you accept any responsibility for the deaths of those two men?’

‘They both tried to shoot me,’ said Kerr levelly. ‘I shot one of them back in self-defence. The other died in the river while I was trying to rescue him.’

‘You killed them both, didn’t you? Out of revenge for the murder of your agent, codenamed Seagull.’

‘Who told you there was an agent?’

Suddenly Gill seemed to go off piste. He looked directly at Kerr, the note lying abandoned in his lap. ‘Two lives for the sake of one,’ he said, in case anyone was taking a body count.

‘The investigators have already looked at this,’ said Kerr. ‘Are you formally accusing me of a crime?’

‘Are you admitting to one?’

‘The second guy tried to shoot me and ended up in the water. I tried to pull him out but he drowned. End of. And this is way beyond your brief.’

The nameless non-lawyer-observer cleared his throat and looked accusingly at Gill, like he was a man who had failed to deliver. He was trying to sit up, but his knees were practically level with his chest.

Then Kerr’s BlackBerry vibrated, ruining his intervention. Kerr made them wait while he checked Melanie’s message, feeling the waves of their irritation wash over him. ‘Apologies. Urgent operational matter.’ He looked at Red Socks. ‘I think you were building up to say something.’

‘Mr Kerr,’ he drawled, ‘do you know who had been tasking these two men before their unfortunate demise?’

‘Do you?’ Kerr snapped back. He nodded at the sheet of paper in Gill’s lap. ‘Is that your script he’s reading from?’

‘I think you should answer,’ he said, suddenly lawyer-like. ‘The panel has an interest in understanding all the circumstances of the undercover deployment, including the totality of the events that led up to it.’

‘Where are you from again?’ Kerr looked straight at the MI6 man. ‘Which part of the Home Office, exactly?’

‘We all know how it ended under your mismanagement. We need to explore how it began. Simple cause and effect.’

‘I think you should go back to observing.’

The MI6 man suddenly seemed aggressive, squirming in his seat, frustrated again by the non-confrontation furniture. Kerr slowly shook his head. The guy did not know when to abandon his charade.

Then Stella Ward silenced them. ‘You two need to back off,’ she said quietly, looking hard at Gill and the spook. ‘Your attack on Mr Kerr is unseemly. I consider it inappropriate. Show some respect for the man who deals with risks in the field, not in some cosy office. We should be concentrating on process here, not victimisation.’

It shut them up. Red-faced, the spook receded into himself, arms folded. Safer Neighbourhoods looked like he had never been there and Gill stared down at his papers. Kerr glanced at the empty china cups and wondered what they had been saying before he arrived. Perhaps that was when Red Socks had handed Gill his script and tried to hijack Stella with their clumsy subterfuge.

Kerr was curious to know why MI6 would use deception to discover how much he knew about the US gold heist. If they believed the robbers on the Thames had been foreign intelligence agents, why not declare it? If there were sensitivities around Britain’s relationship with America, the most natural reaction would be to say so. Why the lie, unless MI6 had something to hide?

The inquisition left Kerr intrigued rather than angry. But until he had answers to those questions he would protect Seagull’s intelligence with his life. No one else had a need to know, especially these people.

Above all else, he was grateful for Stella’s final lacerating intervention. In the chill atmosphere her faint smile was telling Kerr she knew what made him tick. No one understood revenge better than Stella Ward.



Thursday, 25 July, 10.36; Room 1830

Kerr was already escaping to the fifth-floor lifts when he received a second text from Melanie. The panel had broken up after Stella’s intervention, adjourned by Gill ‘sine die’. With a secret wink of gratitude Kerr had left them struggling out of their low chairs without handshakes or farewells. Justin’s feared lynchers before lunch had not even made it to the coffee break.

The possibility that MI6 might be culpable in some way tugged at Kerr as he hurried down the corridor. His working assumption, that a foreign intelligence agency had carried out the robbery, had been skewed by the MI6 man’s hostility. Why would Julius (Julian?) react so aggressively unless he believed Kerr had compromised his own agency? And if this were true, Kerr was left with the suspicion that MI6 was involved in some way, perhaps by sponsoring the heist or even contracting the robbers. It was a chilling prospect.

Kerr dropped by the Fishbowl to make himself some coffee, then walked round the corridor with Gabi’s Italian mug to join Fargo and Melanie in the reading room. He looked cheerful, so neither of them wasted time asking about his encounter on the fifth floor. A low ball from Commander Lessons Learnt and an ageing spook did not even register against the savage murder of Diane Tennant.

Fargo and Melanie sat in silence with an eye on the TV in the main office while Kerr sipped his coffee and absorbed the communiqué line by line, then the initial police report from the scene. He had been aware of the attack on Diane Tennant since the news had first broken. The claim could be a game-changer, for it upgraded murder into political execution with national-security fallout. No one knew where it might lead them. Alan Fargo’s judgement about the unusual language had been sound, too. Even before Kerr had stepped out of the lift Fargo had identified two sections of the text as extracts from the early anarchist newspaper the Herald of Revolt.

‘And this group, People’s Resistance?’ said Kerr.

‘No trace,’ said Melanie.

‘Sounds retro, like those anarchist collectives from the seventies and eighties.’

‘Not completely,’ said Fargo. ‘Look at the last phrase: “This is just the trailer. Soon you will see the complete film.” Remember the jihadi attacks in Mumbai 2008?’

‘That was Lashkar-e-Taiba?’

‘Army of the Good. Yup.’

Kerr frowned. ‘Shootings in the railway station and the Jewish Centre. Invaded the Taj Mahal hotel?’

‘With guests giving media interviews on BlackBerrys from their rooms, before the jihadis scorched it,’ said Fargo. ‘Telephone intercepts recorded those exact words just before the final attack.’

‘So is this bravado bullshit or the start of a campaign?’ said Kerr.

‘And if it’s the real deal is it anarchist or jihadi? Home-grown or international? We have to decide which way to jump.’

Kerr held up the communiqué as Jack Langton clicked himself into 1830 and walked to the reading room. ‘Has Bill Ritchie seen this yet?’

‘I asked Gemma to copy him in. He wants to see you as soon as,’ said Melanie.

Kerr exhaled. ‘Do I have anything to give him?’

‘Let’s start with some decent surveillance targets,’ said Langton, sliding his helmet down the desk, leathers squeaking as he eased into the remaining chair beside Kerr.

‘Reds on standby?’ said Kerr.

Langton exchanged a smile with Melanie. ‘Waiting for the off.’ He looked up at the TV in the main office. ‘And heads up for the grieving husband.’

They turned to see Marcus Tennant arriving home. The gate was thronged with hi-vis uniforms and reporters who scattered as the Jaguar swept down the lane and into the gravelled drive. The cameraman had a view of the front door to the right and captured the minister as he climbed out of the back seat and hurried to the house, escorted by his protection officer. Someone opened the door from the inside, so Tennant was only visible for a few seconds. He was pale and distraught, and no one called out to him.

Kerr was concentrating on the man who walked with him. ‘And I need to speak with Karl.’

‘He already called in from the car,’ said Melanie.

This was Karl Sergeyev, who had been Marcus Tennant’s close-protection officer since Christmas. A Russian, he had joined Special Branch seventeen years ago. For most of his career he had cultivated Russian dissidents and former Soviet Bloc émigrés in London. An experienced operator, strongly built, always impeccably dressed and stylish, he was liked by men but admired by women.

He was married to Nancy, a former analyst in Special Branch Registry. They had two young children but had been separated for more than a year. But it was Sergeyev’s extra-marital life that served as an ever-rolling source of entertainment, speculation and wonder among his colleagues. Karl Sergeyev fell in love completely and often; in fact, he appeared almost permanently lovestruck. His most recent dalliance had been with a beautiful Romanian escort called Olga, who had almost cost him his job.

John Kerr rated him highly, as a brave, effective operator and friend. Provided the rules were a little pliable, Sergeyev could just about live within them. He always spiced initiative with imagination, sometimes spectacularly. No one ever described Karl Sergeyev as a safe pair of hands, but when he fell short Kerr was always ready to intercede with the top brass on his behalf. However deep the scrapes, no one ever questioned his integrity.

‘Get him to drop by the Fishbowl, will you, Melanie? I think we’ll start with Marcus Tennant.’





Eighteen

Friday, 26 July, 10.40; Middle Temple Lane

For nearly half an hour Danny Brennan loitered at the exact spot where the Strand merged into Fleet Street, eyes fixed on the High Court slightly to his left on the other side of the road, its Gothic turrets and ornate clock dominating the scene. He had taken the tube to Bank, changing to the westbound District Line as far as Temple station, then taken the short walk up Arundel Street. Rashid’s second beanie protected his shaven head and the hoodie concealed his face. Unobtrusive, rucksack on his back, Brennan slouched against a delivery entrance on the right side of a law firm sandwiched between a shop selling hot pasties and a heel bar. This was where she had instructed him to wait. Strewn with litter blown in from the Strand, the recess between the rusting iron gate and the pavement was the perfect vantage-point to absorb the comings and goings around the courts and wait for the arrival of his victim.

The Strand was thick with buses and taxis plying between the West End, Fleet Street and the City. Pedestrian traffic was two-speed, with groups of leisurely foreign tourists obstructing the path of dark-suited lawyer types strictly on the clock. From the left a group of robed barristers in well-travelled wigs hurried towards him, haughty and bad-tempered, like geese around a duck pond. Everywhere he looked people were clutching paper bundles secured with pink ribbon.

Brennan’s target was Hugh Selwyn. He appeared several minutes later than Rashid had predicted but was instantly recognisable from the enlarged photographs she had pinned to the wall in the safe house. Brennan spotted him as soon as he emerged from Bell Yard, a lane running adjacent to the High Court, and turned left. His face was parchment white and he wore a black homburg, charcoal grey suit and barrister’s tabs, with a rolled umbrella hooked over his forearm. He moved like a man running late, with short, rapid paces. Even among the other lawyers crowding the Strand, he looked out of place, a figure from a bygone age.

Without warning Selwyn wheeled right onto the pedestrian crossing even though the light was flashing, angling the umbrella in front of him like a white stick. He did not acknowledge the van driver who stopped for him, or the abuse shouted at him through the open window. At the other side he hurried right and came within a single pace of Brennan, who weighed the old man’s strength, just as he had with Diane Tennant the previous morning. Selwyn looked slightly heavier than in the photographs but still agile, which might complicate things if he tried to fight back.

As Brennan stepped clear of the pile of rubbish it started to rain. Selwyn paused to unfurl his umbrella, waving it from side to side like a water-diviner as he felt for the release button. He turned through the giant black studded gates guarding Middle Temple Lane, just as Rashid had said he would, continuing at the same pace, protected by his umbrella.

A tour guide appeared, leading a group of cagoule-wearing students, went through the gates just as Brennan was pulling on another pair of blue rubber gloves. Brennan knew Selwyn’s chambers were in the last building on the right, first floor, so he fell in behind, keeping the noisy kids between him and his quarry. He dropped back as they abruptly followed their guide left through an arch, heading for Temple Church, leaving him exposed. A few paces further down he took cover by Middle Temple dining hall, roughly the midway point between the Strand and the Thames. He sheltered in the doorway, scanning for CCTV and other potential witnesses, taking in his surroundings.

There were few passers-by and they were all making their way up to the Strand, safely in the opposite direction. Brennan receded further into his hoodie and pulled the beanie low over his eyes. The worn cobbles and slabs, polished from centuries of wear, were now shiny with rain as he peered round the wall to check Selwyn’s progress. The target was drawing close to his destination and safety. A woman barrister was making her way up the slope, head bent beneath a golf umbrella. He waited for her to pass, then sprinted down the lane after Selwyn.

He knew timing was critical: there would be only seconds between Selwyn entering his chambers and the door closing on him. A moment too late, and the lawyer would be lost in the safety of his room.

Brennan thought he had timed his move to perfection but Selwyn did not behave as he was supposed to. Before opening the door he stopped to shake the umbrella, so abruptly that Brennan almost collided with him. Skidding to a halt, he found himself trapped in the old man’s glare. ‘’Scuse me,’ he mumbled, as he eased round Selwyn and pretended to continue down the lane.

The building was accessed through double oak doors. Brennan lingered by the board listing the barristers’ names as Selwyn reached the entrance and let himself in, then turned and caught the door before it closed in his face. With his shoe in the gap he peered through the frosted-glass door pane in time to see Selwyn start up the stairs, then let himself in and clicked the door shut.

The stone-floored lobby was deserted, with a closed office door both right and left of the entrance, each made of oak with an old-fashioned brass handle. The staircase opposite the entrance was also made of stone with a wrought-iron banister. As Rashid had warned him, the staircase also led down one floor to a basement. Selwyn’s steps echoed against the bare walls as he climbed to the first floor but there was no other sign of life. Brennan darted across the lobby and sprinted up the stairs two at a time, making scarcely a sound. He found Selwyn on the landing, sorting through keys on a fob. There were two doors, replicating those in the lobby, and Selwyn was standing by the one on the left. The staircase led up to one more floor but there was silence apart from the click of Selwyn’s keys.

In his left pocket Brennan’s gloved thumb flicked away the cover to the syringe. ‘Judge,’ was all he said. It was almost inaudible, like the apology moments earlier, but Selwyn’s head shot up, the old man surprising Brennan with the speed of his reaction. His look was of recognition, not fear, which disappointed Brennan.

‘You shouldn’t be in here,’ Selwyn growled, his voice resonating off the stone walls. He looked bad-tempered and mean as he took in Brennan’s appearance. ‘You’re trespassing. Who are you looking for?’

‘I want you, you old bastard,’ said Brennan, quietly.

The building was still silent, above and below. ‘Get away.’ The order was strong for such an old man but now his eyes showed a glimmer of fear. ‘Do you hear me? Or I’ll have you thrown out.’

Brennan whipped out the syringe and stabbed Selwyn in the neck. It happened so quickly that he did not even register the glint of the needle, his eyes still fixed on Brennan’s face. The cocktail of drugs acted immediately and Brennan caught him as his legs gave way, lowering him to the floor so carefully that the only sound came from the clatter of the umbrella and the soft thud of the homburg as it came to rest against the wall.

Rashid had warned Brennan that the cocktail would be fast acting, but its immediacy took Brennan by surprise. It fascinated him, paralysing the old man’s body but leaving him conscious. Brennan needed to be sure the poison had worked as effectively as she had promised. He lifted Selwyn’s arm and let it drop limply to the floor. He did the same to his leg, holding it beneath the knee, then slapped his face. Nothing in the frail body worked except the eyes, glinting as they flickered frantically from side to side.

He bent down until their faces were almost touching. ‘You’re totally fucked, aren’t you?’ whispered Brennan. ‘Can’t fight, can’t even speak. This is what it’s like to be powerless.’ He injected the rest of the poison into Selwyn’s neck, then carefully replaced the cap and returned it to his pocket. From that moment Brennan was entering uncharted territory. The next part of the plan, Rashid had said, lay at his discretion, but he should do nothing to compromise the mission. His sole priority was to escape.

Brennan acted quickly and without hesitation. Slipping the rucksack off his shoulders, he moved to the rectangular stairwell and looked above and below, checking for signs of life. There was still silence in the vast echo chamber, the front door locked. He took a coil of rope from the rucksack. Each metre was marked with blue tape, one end tied expertly into a hangman’s noose. Brennan leant over the banister, calculating the drop to the floor of the basement, and found the marker for six metres. He looped the noose around Selwyn’s neck. Saliva dribbled down the old man’s chin as he tried to say something, but Brennan just smiled as he tied the rope to the banister. ‘The sentence is death and I’ve been playing the hangman, working out the drop.’ He slapped Selwyn’s face again, hard this time. ‘You’re a bit fatter than I thought, so this is going to do some serious damage,’ he said, checking the knot.

Selwyn’s eyes were working frantically. A groan came from deep in his chest as Brennan hauled him up by the scruff of the neck. He bent him over the banister, lifted his legs and tossed him into the void. He had estimated well, allowing enough rope for Selwyn’s body to hang between the ground floor and the basement. A dull thud made him think he had miscalculated, but then he realised that the drop had ripped off Selwyn’s head. It had rolled a full metre away, bumping against the opposite stair. Selwyn’s crumpled corpse lay in the centre of the basement floor, legs and arms at unnatural angles, back broken, the rope swinging like the snapped string of a puppet. Brennan watched as the pools of blood from the neck and head slowly expanded towards each other.

Less than three minutes had passed since he had entered the building.

Suddenly a door opened on the floor above and he heard voices, a man’s and a woman’s. Brennan saw a pair of ankles appear on the staircase, black tights and sensible patent shoes. He dropped Selwyn’s hat after him, grabbed the rucksack and pattered down the stairs. As he opened the door and turned right, towards the Thames, he heard a woman scream. It seemed to go on for ever, echoing through the building.

Brennan took his time. He lifted his face to the sky. The rain was cool on his skin but he scarcely noticed, the exhilaration of the kill wiping out everything else.

There were no more cagoules to hide him but he felt relaxed as he covered the final stretch of pathway leading to the Embankment and safety. An old-timer in uniform at the lower gate was speaking urgently into his phone as Brennan strolled past. He heard another scream for help but then the rush of the real world obliterated her voice as he dodged the traffic to the riverbank and swung right towards Westminster.

To deliver the communiqué, Rashid had directed him to a telephone box near Victoria Gardens. Carefully flattening the sheet of A4, he reached into the rucksack for the second mobile she had given him and dialled the Law Society. He checked his watch as a girl answered. Another woman’s voice, younger than yesterday’s. ‘Law Society, good morning.’

‘Grab a pen and make sure you get down every word.’

‘I’m sorry?’ Just two words, enough to sound officious, up herself, disinterested. Until he started reading.

‘ “This is People’s Resistance. Today we executed a judge, a lackey of the British state and America . . .” ’

‘You what?’

No, not a proper receptionist. A girl, ill-educated like him, probably covering for someone.

‘Don’t interrupt me again. “This was done for all the innocent victims of state repression and your so-called anti-terrorism laws. For all the people you turn away and lock up and kidnap and torture on fabricated evidence. For the conspiracy with America.” ’

‘You’ll have to speak slower.’

‘Shut up and write . . . “Your occupations are acts of terrorism, of new imperialism. This is our act of terrorism in reply, our good war against your campaign of evil.” ’

There were sirens now and Brennan had to raise his voice. At least two vehicles, probably in the Strand, then a police car flashing past him along the Embankment. He found himself imagining the panic in Middle Temple Lane, its tranquillity shattered. The thought made his face burn with pleasure. ‘ “Further actions will follow until you withdraw the imperialist forces from oppressed nations. This is People’s Resistance.” ’

Check. Fifty-seven seconds.





Fifty

Friday, 9 August, 15.43; Westminster

Anticipating that his meeting with Karl Sergeyev was going to be difficult, Kerr arranged to meet him away from the Yard. He told himself this was to protect Sergeyev, but Kerr also needed privacy to cover his own tracks and ease his conscience. He had told no one that Sergeyev had been sleeping with Diane Tennant because sex with a principal’s wife was career dynamite and Kerr would have to disclose how he knew. And in a way he could not define, neutral territory made him feel easier about having spent Wednesday night in bed with Sergeyev’s wife.

That morning Sergeyev had returned with Marcus Tennant from his constituency in Cheshire and was still at the Ministry of Defence, due to escort Tennant home to Hadley that evening. At Kerr’s suggestion they met outside a coffee bar behind the ancient walls of the Jewel Tower, on the opposite side of Abingdon Street from the Palace of Westminster. It was a private, sunken oasis of calm beside the ruins of a medieval moat and quay a few metres from the main road, between Westminster Abbey and, just visible to the right, the grassed area where TV journalists camped out to interview politicians before the lunchtime news deadline.

They arrived at the same time, Sergeyev cool and relaxed, immaculate in a sharp two-piece navy suit with the jacket buttoned, Kerr in needle cords and open-necked shirt, jacket hooked over his shoulder. Kerr was battered and bruised after a sleepless night and two very difficult meetings, and had been brooding about Melanie all day.

The area was tourist free, so they sat on a bench in the late-afternoon sunshine with sealed paper cups of Americano coffee. Sergeyev had not bothered with the corrugated insulating strip.

‘So how is he?’ said Kerr.

‘Terrible. The ambassador was a good friend, and not just on the embassy circuit. The wives, too. Diane used to meet Susan Drumm privately for lunch. I often escorted her to and from the restaurant. This has hit the boss very badly, John, really magnified his grief.’

Calculating that Sergeyev would be expecting an update on the murder investigation, Kerr dived straight for the bottom line. His objective was to induce Sergeyev to admit his affair with Diane, but he started with an easier question from the information Nancy had given him. ‘How long have you been sleeping with Tennant’s diary secretary?’

Sergeyev sat back in surprise. ‘Who says so?’ Kerr waited for the rebuttal, the throwing up of hands, but Sergeyev recovered quickly, calmly sipping his coffee and sliding Kerr a sideways look. ‘John, who told you that?’

In Kerr’s long experience, confrontation about a lesser offence sometimes elicited an admission of something more serious, provided there was an atmosphere of trust. He could almost hear Sergeyev’s brain whirring as he tried to work out Kerr’s source. With denial crossed off the list, Sergeyev could have opted for admission, regret, justification or meek acceptance of Kerr’s rebuke. In the end he reverted to bravado plus mitigation. ‘Is that the only reason you wanted to see me? For a lesson in morals? That woman was chasing me, for God’s sake.’

‘Anything else you want to tell me?’

‘No. I’m not seeing her any more. What are you talking about?’

‘Don’t act the innocent, Karl. Do you really think that’s all I know?’

Sergeyev was watching Kerr all the time but his expression had suddenly darkened and there were shadows behind his eyes.

‘Karl, how many years have we been friends?’

‘Are you saying too many?’ he said quietly.

‘I’m trying to protect you.’

Sergeyev gave a nervous laugh. ‘And I haven’t got a clue—’

‘Yes, you have. And I want to hear it from your lips, not a secretary with a grudge because you dumped her.’

‘And if she does? You going to report me?’

‘No. I want to look out for you. But first you have to be straight with me.’

Sergeyev stayed silent as Kerr’s BlackBerry vibrated. Kerr had been hoping for a return call from Melanie but it was a routine text from Jack Langton. He tapped a quick reply and stood to leave. ‘I’m talking about saving your career, Karl.’ He took a last sip of coffee and ditched the cup. ‘Give me a call if you need my help, any time.’

‘This is about Diane, right?’ Kerr had already reached the perimeter of the moat, three metres away. The confidence had evaporated from Sergeyev’s voice and, as Kerr turned, his body seemed to sag on the bench. Kerr sat down again and looked him in the eye. ‘Like I said, you tell me.’

Sergeyev leant forward, away from Kerr’s gaze, rotating the coffee cup as he spoke. ‘All right. Diane and I became good friends, more than we should have been.’

Kerr grabbed his upper arm. ‘Let’s cut the crap. You were sleeping with her. Enjoying a fully fledged adulterous relationship with your principal’s wife. Right?’

Sergeyev sighed. His voice was almost plaintive, as he said, ‘It happened just before Christmas after I brought Diane home from a lunch with Susan Drumm. I wasn’t expecting it and neither was she. She had a friend in Knightsbridge who let us use her flat. We never used the house after that first time.’

‘When did you last have sex with her?’

‘I think the Tuesday, a couple of days before she died.’

‘Oh, brilliant.’

‘It’s not what you think, John.’

Kerr seized Sergeyev’s cup and took a swig of coffee. ‘Really?’

‘Diane was deeply unhappy. Whatever the boss might say in public or private about his wonderful home life, he was very cruel to her. He had always been unfaithful, even before their marriage. Didn’t even care when Diane found out he was shagging their au pair.’

Kerr locked eyes with Sergeyev. ‘But? Yvette was much more than a domestic, wasn’t she?’

‘Who told you that?’ he said again.

‘Who told you?’ said Kerr, passing Sergeyev’s coffee back. ‘Right now I’m holding your career in the palm of my hand, Karl, so don’t piss me about.’

Sergeyev gave a sigh. ‘Diane told me Yvette had infiltrated her house to target Marcus. She believed he had been caught in a honey trap.’

‘Her word or yours?’

‘Diane’s. She said someone had sent Marcus some incriminating photographs. Dozens of them. She found them and secretly kept a few back before Marcus could destroy them. For insurance in case they got divorced, I suppose.’

‘Did she show them to you?’

‘No, of course not. She only told me about them on our last afternoon together.’

‘Where are they now?’

Sergeyev shook his head. ‘I hoped Justin might find them during the house search, if they even exist.’

‘Assuming they do, who do you think was controlling Yvette?’

‘No idea.’

They sat quietly for a moment as a young woman in a business suit approached them, heading for the coffee shop. Kerr watched her eyes flicker past him and alight for a second longer than necessary on Sergeyev. ‘When did Diane find out about the photographs?’

‘Not sure,’ said Sergeyev. ‘Two, three months ago. And, like I said, she never let Marcus know she had kept some hidden.’

‘Who did she say was blackmailing Marcus?’

‘She didn’t, otherwise I’d have told you, wouldn’t I?’ he said, looking Kerr in the eye. ‘All she said was that Marcus had begun behaving strangely after the photographs arrived. Mysterious calls at home on his personal line, disappearing for secret meetings without telling the protection team.’

‘Any specifics? Names, places?’

‘All Diane ever said was if he could be so unfaithful to her all her married life he could betray anyone or anything.’ He shrugged. ‘That’s as far as it went. She was very uptight that day. Making the whole thing up, for all I know.’

Kerr immediately thought back to his conversation with Rich Malone that morning. Another British espionage scandal damaging the US, and the special relationship goes down the toilet. ‘Did she do that a lot when she was with you? Invent things?’

‘Look, Diane wanted to destroy Marcus, leave the marriage and start again with me. She wanted us to move to the States, marry, have children, all that stuff. She was drinking too much vodka and going a bit crazy. She would have said anything to damage him.’

‘Do you know if she told anyone else about this?’

‘She used to talk a lot to her dad. He’s a big-shot corporate chief and she may have said something to him. She told me he despised Marcus as a British upper-class prick.’

Shadows were slanting across the little square now and they sat in silence for a moment, looking out beyond the ruined walls to the Houses of Parliament opposite. ‘And why didn’t you report this up the chain, Karl?’

Sergeyev bounced straight back and Kerr guessed he had been anticipating the question. ‘Report what? Complaints from an embittered wife I’ve been screwing for the past nine months? That I think the defence secretary is being blackmailed? For what? Secrets? Money? That he’s a traitor?’ Sergeyev swirled his remaining coffee, then tossed the cup in a perfect arc to the bin on the other side of the terrace, three metres away. It was a risky shot, but he got away with it. ‘There was nothing specific, John. I’m no admirer of Marcus Tennant, but no way was I going to use pillow talk to sabotage his career.’

‘Or your own, of course. But there was no need to admit the affair. You could have said Diane confided in you because you have high security clearance.’

‘Not possible. That secretary in the private office would have grassed on me,’ said Sergeyev, shaking his head. ‘She’s one hell of a jealous woman. Anyway, I had no way to test what Diane was saying. And can you imagine the political firestorm this would ignite, especially across the Atlantic? Is it really worth starting all that for the sake of a rumour?’

‘You could have come to me.’

‘I did try to point you in the right direction. That’s why I told you about Tennant and Yvette, helped you get inside the house. If there was anything in what Diane had told me I knew you’d get to the truth. Alan Fargo would join the dots, like he always does.’ Sergeyev paused and leant forward again, elbows on his knees, big hands clasped beneath his chin. ‘It’s like this, John. Diane Tennant was a beautiful woman, but lonely and drinking too much. Kind spirits can have ulterior motives, can’t they? What could be more dangerous? I grieve for her, truly. But I believe she was using me to destroy her husband. That’s what I felt. Still do.’

‘Did you love her?’

‘Diane said her dad would give me a job in his company. But it was never going to happen. Things might be finished between Nancy and me, but no way will I leave my kids.’

‘What would Nancy do if she found out?’

‘Kill me,’ he said, as his BlackBerry vibrated and he checked the screen, then his watch. ‘Change of plan. The boss has to be at Downing Street for five. I should get back.’

Just before they reached the main road Sergeyev touched Kerr’s arm. ‘John, do you think I should ask for a transfer from protection?’

‘No. I want you to assume the very worst about Marcus Tennant, watch him like a hawk and give me everything you find out. This stays between you and me. No more secrets between friends, understood?’

‘I owe you,’ he said, holding out his hand. Kerr smiled but Sergeyev was deadly serious. ‘How did you find out?’

Images of Nancy Sergeyev flashed into Kerr’s mind. He saw her in her dress at the bar in the restaurant, naked in bed as he made love to her, leaning on the pillow as they talked quietly into the night. ‘I heard it from you, Karl,’ he said, holding out his hand. ‘Just now, when you decided to do the right thing.’





Fifty-eight

Monday, 12 August, 02.06; the Duchy Hotel, Mayfair

In room twenty-nine at the Duchy, a boutique hotel just behind Park Lane, Jack Langton sat in an armchair and watched Mike Geraghty’s bodyguard demolish the minibar. More than ten hours had passed since the fateful run in Hyde Park but Frank Noble’s troubled face still glowed bright red, as if he had just emerged from a hot shower. It was already warm in the room but his agitation had raised the temperature another couple of notches so the top half of Langton’s motorcycle leathers now lay on the expensive red-and-cream-striped fabric.

Langton was paying his call on Frank Noble in the small hours out of friendship as much as duty, and his visit had nothing to do with surveillance. They had met two years earlier at a counter-terrorism conference in Istanbul, and regularly kept in touch. Noble had a sister married to a Brit in south London and liked soccer; Langton, a former sports teacher and Newcastle United fanatic, could talk about the new rising stars. And both could go on for ever about security and the state of their nations. Whenever Noble was passing through London he would call Langton in advance to catch up over a few beers at the Red Cow, a proper English pub midway between his sister’s home in Clapham and Langton’s surveillance base.

Frank Noble was a fifty-three-year-old career Philadelphia cop who had jumped ship for the private security industry seven years earlier and, since May, had settled as close personal protection officer to Mike Geraghty. Three hours ago the detectives investigating his boss’s murder had finally allowed him to check out of the Dorchester because he said he needed to escape the press frenzy, and this discreet hotel, hidden behind Hill Street, was the obvious alternative. But the reason for his drinking, he told Langton, was to shut out the endless bullshit calls from Belling in Philadelphia with their dumb statements of the frigging obvious.

Noble sat opposite Langton on the navy sofa, his jacket crumpled beside him with two dog-eared company letterheads poking from the inside pocket. On the polished walnut coffee-table between them lay three empty Jack Daniel’s miniatures. Noble had perfected the art of breaking the seal and unscrewing the metal top with one hand, a trick he performed now while welcoming Langton. The last thing he needed at this moment in time, he said, tipping the miniature and offering Langton a vodka and tonic, were calls from some Belling vice president expressing doubts about his fitness as runner and bodyguard, neither of which were words he used to describe himself, anyway. Langton, who needed to ask a few questions of his own, counted the alcohol units and waited.

He had spent the evening with Kerr and Alan Fargo in the 1830 reading room, helping to piece together a sequence of disturbing facts about the latest victim. According to Fargo’s urgent open source research, since 2005 Mike Geraghty had been CEO of Belling Defence Systems, one of America’s largest producers of military hardware, and was widely reported to be close to America’s vice president. Before his appointment he had spent almost two decades rising through the ranks of Aircore Inc. This was the company that had employed Marcus Tennant, and the two men had worked together during the nineties. Geraghty was also the father of Diane, whom Marcus had met while employed at Aircore and still married to his first wife.

Geraghty had made regular visits to Belling’s London office, always using the company private jet and transiting through Farnborough. He had been a man of regular habit, staying in the same hotel suite at the Dorchester and taking a run in Hyde Park as soon as he arrived. It transpired that Langton was not the only contact to have been left in the dark: Fargo had managed to raise the director of Belling’s Mayfair base, who confirmed that no one at Belling London had known in advance about this particular visit, and there were no meetings in the calendar.

Frank Noble carried two mobiles, one for work and the other for people he liked. For Langton, he picked up on the third ring, telling him it was the only friendly call he had taken all night and, yes, it would be great to see him. Almost before Langton had parked his helmet and sat down, Noble was telling him how he had studied every scrap of information coming out of London about People’s Resistance since the murder of his boss’s daughter seventeen days earlier. Beneath the bravado he looked distraught, his nerves shot. Right now drinking was a higher priority than unpacking and his luggage lay unopened on the king-size bed, exactly where he had thrown it.

Langton waited for him to neck his fourth double shot of Jack Daniel’s before showing him Alan Fargo’s transcript of the latest communiqué. It had been phoned to the Ministry of Defence switchboard, and the recording left no doubt that the caller was the same man who had made earlier claims to the Samaritans: ‘This is People’s Resistance. Today we executed the boss of a global death machine that trades in weapons of mass destruction, a man who enriched himself travelling the world to peddle death and destruction. America boasts about freedom and democracy. Yet that country’s warmonger made destruction possible through guns. Its ambassador glorified war through art. We treated them with the same contempt they have shown for thousands of others. We executed the architect of warplanes and missiles with a crossbow. We did this to prove that no one can escape the justice of the people. That is all.’

Langton had listened to the recording twice in 1830 before leaving for Noble’s hotel. He had heard the young switchboard operator’s voice rise from Sunday-afternoon boredom through incredulity and uncertainty to panic as he remembered the earlier attacks and struggled to take down the words. There was the same irritation from the caller at any hesitation or request to repeat things, and the sense that he had been timing himself as he made his claim.

Noble sat forward while he studied the communiqué, then scratched his bald pate. He shrugged. ‘It’s all in my statement, Jack. I’m telling you, this is a nightmare.’ He tossed the empty miniature onto the table with the rest. ‘You know me, I don’t drink like this. It’s disgusting. But this whole thing is disgusting. I mean, you should have seen him lying there, this master of the frigging universe suddenly snuffed out, just like that, and they hit the woman right in front of her kid. I mean, tell me, Jack, this is what I want to know. What is it with this town?’

‘What was he like, Frank?’

‘To be honest with you, I hadn’t known Mike long, only got the assignment three months ago. But I can tell you this. Mike Geraghty changed just before his daughter got hit. Suddenly he was, like, not all there. Different. To me and everyone.’

‘Perhaps he had some problems at home.’

‘No, nothing like that. There was no domestic shit. He and Mrs G were happy. This was something more. And don’t forget I got to know him better than anybody ’cos it was just him and me in the car early in the



























Epilogue

In the afternoon Kerr went to see Melanie in St Thomas’s before getting himself checked out in A and E. She had her own room and lay propped up in bed, her left upper chest and hands heavily dressed, with three intravenous drips and a steady heartbeat. Rob was with her, holding her hand and speaking gently, so Kerr stayed behind the glass, not wishing to disturb them. Rob had his back to Kerr but seemed to sense he was there and twisted in his chair. He looked at Kerr, then stood up, and Kerr wished he had not come.

Rob opened the door and stood silently, taking in Kerr’s oversized shirt and battered face. ‘I guess I rescued your undercover officer.’

‘No,’ said Kerr. ‘You saved your wife’s life.’

Rob slowly extended his hand. ‘Sorry about what I said.’

Kerr gripped hard. ‘Rob, I’m sorry, about everything.’



Later, after a dash home to shower and change out of Fargo’s oversized shirt, Kerr was standing in a potholed street in Rotherhithe, outside the small terraced house of his murdered agent, Seagull. Dark clouds rolling in from the west reflected his mood. He had just spent fifteen minutes with Halgan, Seagull’s widow, to find her still desolate from the loss of the man she had loved. Her two young daughters had stayed hanging about her knees, and all three had been shy with Kerr. He had tried to express her husband’s bravery and explain the arrest of the people responsible for their terrible loss. But Halgan’s English was poor and the meeting had been unsatisfactory.

Back in the street Kerr realised that his visit had given the family scant comfort. Somehow this troubled him more than anything else. He rang Bill Ritchie, but Donna said her new boss was still with the commissioner. On an impulse, tapping Halgan’s wrought-iron gate, he dialled Karl Sergeyev. ‘Where can I find Marcus Tennant today?’

‘At home.’ Sergeyev seemed to have caught the edge in Kerr’s voice. ‘John, why are you asking?’

The rain started as Kerr turned to look at Seagull’s house once more. Halgan was standing at the front-room window watching him, still tearful, the children’s heads just visible above the window ledge. She managed a little smile and Kerr returned her wave.

‘Because I’m coming for him now,’ he said.
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