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  Introduction


  This book was written in 1976, immediately before Eye of the Needle, and I think it is the best of my unsuccessful books. It was published under the pseudonym Zachary
  Stone, as was The Modigliani Scandal, because the books are similar: they lack a central character, but feature several groups of characters whose stories are linked and share a common
  climax.


  In Paper Money the links are less fortuitous, for the book is supposed to show how crime, high finance, and journalism are corruptly interconnected. The ending is rather sombre by
  comparison with The Modigliani Scandal  in fact it is almost a tragedy. However, it is the differences and similarities between Paper Money and Eye of the Needle
  that are most instructive. (Readers who want the cake, not the recipe, should skip this and go straight to Chapter One.) The plot of Paper Money is the cleverest I have ever devised, and
  the small sales of the book convinced me that clever plots satisfy authors more than readers. The plot of Eye of the Needle is of course very simple  in fact it can be written down
  in three paragraphs, as indeed I did write it when I first thought of it. Eye of the Needle has only three or four main characters whereas Paper Money has a dozen or so. Yet with
  its complex plot and large cast, Paper Money is only half the length of Eye of the Needle. As a writer I have always had to struggle against a tendency to underwrite, and in
  Paper Money you see me struggling in vain. Consequently the many characters are painted in brisk, bold brushstrokes, and the book lacks the feeling of detailed personal involvement with
  the private lives of the characters that readers demand of a best seller.


  One of the strengths of the book is its form. The action takes place during a single day in the life of a London evening newspaper (I worked for such a newspaper in 1973 and 1974) and each
  chapter chronicles one hour of that day in three or four scenes describing both what happens at the news desk and what happens in the stories the paper is covering (or missing). Eye of the
  Needle has an even more rigid structure, although nobody to my knowledge has ever noticed it: there are six parts, each with six chapters (except for the last part, which has seven), the first
  chapter in each part dealing with the spy, the second with the spy catchers, and so on until the sixth, which always tells of the international military consequences of what has gone before.
  Readers do not notice such things  and why should they?  but still I suspect that regularity, and even symmetry, contribute to what they perceive as a well-told story.


  The other feature Paper Money shares with Eye of the Needle is a wealth of good minor characters  tarts, thieves, half-witted children, working-class wives, and lonely
  old men. In subsequent books I have not done this, for it only diverts from the main characters and their story; yet I often wonder whether I am being too clever.


  Today I am not as sure as I was in 1976 of the links between crime, high finance, and journalism; but I think this book is true to life in another way. It presents a detailed picture of the
  London that I knew in the seventies, with its policemen and crooks, bankers and call girls, reporters and politicians, its shops and slums, its roads and its river. I loved it, and I hope you will
  too.


  



Nostalgia Isn’t What it Used to Be

I started by writing short stories. The first was a science-fiction effort, written in the summer of 1970. I was twenty-one, and temporarily working as a night security guard at a factory in Tottenham, so I had long, empty hours to fill. The story was not very good, and it has never been published.

That September I started my first real job, as a trainee reporter on the South Wales Echo, and in my spare time continued to write stories. None of them were published. I can see now that they read more like outlines. I knew how to plot, but I had not yet learned how to draw out the full emotional drama from the tense situations I was creating.

All my short stories were rejected, but I had better luck when I tried a novel. The greater length forced me to think more about characters and their feelings. I wrote a sexy, violent thriller about drug crime. Not many people bought it, but I had a real book to hold in my hand and show my friends, plus a cheque from the publisher for £200. This was 1973, and you could take the family to Majorca for two weeks on £200.

I was on my way. It didn’t take me long to figure out that there was no easy recipe for a good novel. The books people love, and remember for years, are usually good in every way: plot, character, prose, imagery, everything. The more I found out, the more it seemed I had to learn.

In the next four years I wrote nine more books, but the bestseller I longed for still eluded me. Slowly, I learned the lesson that car chases and bedroom high jinks aren’t exciting unless the reader cares passionately about the characters in the story. In Eye of the Needle I tried to create interesting and different characters instead of just inventing tense situations. That book was my first bestseller. It won the Edgar Award for Best Novel in 1979 and was made into a good low-budget movie starring Donald Sutherland. My career was launched.

In those days the USA accounted for two-thirds of my readers, the rest of the world one-third. Today the proportions are reversed, mainly because of increasing prosperity in Europe and elsewhere. I now have hundreds of thousands of readers in places where few people could afford books forty years ago: Brazil, China, Poland, Spain.

In some countries I’ve had the same publishers all this time: Lübbe in Germany, Mondadori in Italy. Thirty years ago Pan Macmillan became my British publisher with The Pillars of the Earth. Authors change publishers if they’re dissatisfied: when we find a good one we stay.

I’ve learned to love publishers who are fizzing with ideas for innovative ways to pique the interest of book lovers. Creating an air of eager anticipation for a new book is really important. The excitement starts in the office and spreads quickly to booksellers, the media, and readers. Good publishers know how to do this, and the best do it time and time again.

For this new edition, my publishers asked me to explain why I wrote Paper Money. The action takes place during a single day in the life of a London evening newspaper, like the one I worked for in the seventies, and each chapter chronicles one hour of that day in three or four scenes describing what happens both in the newsroom and in the stories that the paper is covering (or missing). It presents a detailed picture of the London that I knew then, with its policemen and crooks, bankers and call girls, reporters and politicians, its shops and ships, its streets and its river. I loved it and I hope you enjoy reading about it. I hope you enjoy it.

Ken Follett, January 2019




  Six a.m.


  



  Chapter One


  It was the luckiest night of Tim Fitzpetersons life.


  He thought this the moment he opened his eyes and saw the girl, in bed beside him, still sleeping. He did not move, for fear of waking her; but he looked at her, almost furtively, in the cold
  light of the London dawn. She slept flat on her back, with the absolute relaxation of small children. Tim was reminded of his own Adrienne when she was little. He put the unwelcome thought out of
  his mind.


  The girl beside him had red hair, fitting her small head like a cap, showing her tiny ears. All her features were small: nose, chin, cheekbones, dainty teeth. Once, in the night, he had covered
  her face with his broad, clumsy hands, pressing his fingers gently into the hollows of her eyes and her cheeks, opening her soft lips with his thumbs, as if his skin could feel her beauty like the
  heat from a fire.


  Her left arm lay limply outside the coverlet, which was pushed down to reveal narrow, delicate shoulders and one shallow breast, its nipple soft in slumber.


  They lay apart, not quite touching, although he could feel the warmth of her thigh close to his. He looked away from her, up at the ceiling, and for a moment he let the sheer joy of remembered
  fornication wash over him like a physical thrill; then he got up.


  He stood beside the bed and looked back at her. She was undisturbed. The candid morning light made her no less lovely, despite tousled hair and the untidy remains of what had been elaborate
  make-up. Daybreak was less kind to Tim Fitzpeterson, he knew. That was why he tried not to wake her: he wanted to look in a mirror before she saw him.


  He went naked, padding across the dull green living room carpet to the bathroom. In the space of a few moments he saw the place as if for the first time, and found it hopelessly unexciting. The
  carpet was matched by an even duller green sofa, with fading flowered cushions. There was a plain wooden desk, of the kind to be found in a million offices; an elderly black-and-white television
  set; a filing cabinet; and a bookshelf of legal and economic textbooks plus several volumes of Hansard. He had once thought it so dashing to have a London pied--terre.


  The bathroom had a full-length mirror  bought not by Tim, but by his wife, in the days before she had totally retired from town life. He looked in it while he waited for the bath to fill,
  wondering what there was about this middle-aged body that could drive a beautiful girl of  what, twenty-five?  into a frenzy of lust. He was healthy, but not fit; not in the sense
  with which that word is used to describe men who do exercises and visit gymnasia. He was short, and his naturally broad frame was thickened by a little superfluous fat, particularly on the chest,
  waist, and buttocks. His physique was okay, for a man of forty-one, but it was nothing to excite even the most physical of women.


  The mirror became obscured by steam, and Tim got into the bath. He rested his head and closed his eyes. It occurred to him that he had had less than two hours of sleep, yet he felt quite fresh.
  His upbringing would have him believe that pain and discomfort, if not actual illness, were the consequences of late nights, dancing, adultery, and strong drink. All those sins together ought to
  bring down the wrath of God.


  No: the wages of sin were sheer delight. He began to soap himself languidly. It had started at one of those appalling dinners: grapefruit cocktail, overdone steak and bombe no
  surprise for three hundred members of a useless organization. Tims speech had been just another exposition of the Governments current strategy, emotionally weighted to appeal
  to the particular sympathies of the audience. Afterwards he had agreed to go somewhere else for a drink with one of his colleagues  a brilliant young economist  and two faintly
  interesting people from the audience.


  The venue turned out to be a nightclub which would normally have been beyond Tims means; but someone else had paid the entrance. Once inside, he began to enjoy himself, so much so that he
  bought a bottle of champagne with his credit card. More people had joined their group: a film company executive Tim had vaguely heard of; a playwright he hadnt; a left-wing economist who
  shook hands with a wry smile and avoided shop talk; and the girls.


  The champagne and the floor show inflamed him slightly. In the old days, he would at this point have taken Julia home and made love to her roughly  she liked that, just occasionally. But
  now she no longer came to town, and he no longer went to nightclubs; not normally.


  The girls had not been introduced. Tim started to talk to the nearest, a flat-chested redhead in a long dress of some pale colour. She looked like a model, and said she was an actress. He
  expected that he would find her boring, and that she would reciprocate. That was when he got the first intimation that tonight would be special: she seemed to find him fascinating.


  Their close conversation gradually isolated them from the rest of the party, until someone suggested another club. Tim immediately said he would go home. The redhead caught his arm and asked him
  not to; and Tim, who was being gallant to a beautiful woman for the first time in twenty years, instantly agreed to go along.


  He wondered, as he got out of the bath, what they had talked about for so long. The work of a Junior Minister in the Department of Energy was hardly cocktail-party conversation: when it was not
  technical, it was highly confidential. Perhaps they had discussed politics. Had he told wry anecdotes about senior politicians, in the deadpan tone which was his only way of being humorous? He
  could not remember. All he could recall was the way she had sat, with every part of her body angled devotedly towards him: head, shoulders, knees, feet; a physical attitude that was at once
  intimate and teasing.


  He wiped steam off the shaving mirror and rubbed his chin speculatively, sizing up the task. He had very dark hair, and his beard, if he were to grow it, would be thick. The rest of his face
  was, to say the least, ordinary. The chin was receding, the nose sharply pointed with twin white marks either side of the bridge where spectacles had rested for thirty-five years, the mouth not
  small but a little grim, the ears too large, the forehead intellectually high. No character could be read there. It was a face trained to conceal thoughts, instead of displaying emotion.


  He switched on the shaver and grimaced to bring all of his left cheek into view. He was not even ugly. Some girls had a thing about ugly men, he had heard  he was in no position to verify
  such generalizations about women  but Tim Fitzpeterson did not even fit into that dubiously fortunate category.


  But perhaps it was time to think again about the categories he fitted into. The second club they had visited had been the kind of place he would never knowingly have entered. He was no
  music-lover, and if he had liked it his taste would not have included the blaring, insistent row which drowned conversation in The Black Hole. Nevertheless, he had danced to it  the jerky,
  exhibitionist dancing that seemed to be de rigueur there. He enjoyed it, and thought he acquitted himself well enough; there were no amused glances from the other patrons, as he feared
  there might be. Perhaps that was because many of them were his age.


  The disc jockey, a bearded young man in a T-shirt improbably printed with the words Harvard Business School, capriciously played a slow ballad, sung by an American with a heavy
  cold. They were on the small dance floor at the time. The girl came close to him and wound her arms around him. Then he knew she meant it; and he had to decide whether he was equally serious. With
  her hot, lithe body clinging to him as closely as a wet towel, he made up his mind very quickly. He bent his head  she was slightly shorter than he  and murmured into her ear:
  Come and have a drink at my flat.


  He kissed her in the taxi  there was something he had not done for many years! The kiss was so luscious, like a kiss in a dream, that he touched her breasts, wonderfully small
  and hard under the loose gown; and after that they found it difficult to restrain themselves until they reached home.


  The token drink was forgotten. We must have got into bed in less than a minute, Tim thought smugly. He finished shaving and looked around for cologne. There was an old bottle in the wall
  cabinet.


  He went back to the bedroom. She was still asleep. He found his dressing gown and cigarettes and sat in the upright chair by the window. I was pretty terrific in bed, he thought. He knew he was
  kidding himself: she had been the activist, the creative one. On her initiative they had done things which Tim could not suggest to Julia after fifteen years in the same bed.


  Yes, Julia. He gazed unseeing from the first-floor window, across the narrow street to the red-brick Victorian school, its meagre playground painted with the fading yellow lines of a netball
  court. He still felt the same about Julia: if he had loved her before, he loved her now. This girl was different. But wasnt that what fools always told themselves before embarking on an
  affair?


  Lets not be hasty, he told himself. For her this might be a one-night stand. He could not assume she would want to see him again. Yet he wanted to decide where his aims lay before asking
  her what the options were: government had taught him to brief himself before meetings.


  He had a formula for the approach to complex issues. First, what have I got to lose?


  Julia, again: plump, intelligent, contented; her horizons contracting inexorably with every year of motherhood. There had been a time when he lived for her: he bought the clothes she liked, he
  read novels because she was interested in novels, and his political successes pleased him all the more because they pleased her. But the centre of gravity of his life had shifted. Now Julia held
  sway only over trivia. She wanted to live in Hampshire, and it did not matter to him, so they lived there. She wanted him to wear check jackets, but Westminster chic demanded sober suits, so he
  wore dark, faintly patterned greys and navy blues.


  When he analysed his feelings, he found there was not a lot to tie him to Julia. A little sentiment, perhaps; a nostalgic picture of her, with her hair in a pony-tail, doing the jive in a
  tapered skirt. Was that love or something? He doubted it.


  The girls? That was something else. Katie, Penny and Adrienne: only Katie was old enough to understand love and marriage. They did not see much of him, but he took the view that a little
  father-love goes a long way, and is a great deal better than no father at all. There was no room for debate there: his opinion was fixed.


  And there was his career. A divorce might not harm a Junior Minister, but it could ruin a man higher up. There had never been a divorced Prime Minister. Tim Fitzpeterson wanted that job.


  So there was a lot to lose  in fact, all he held dear. He turned his gaze from the window to the bed. The girl had rolled onto her side, facing away. She was right to have her hair short
   it emphasized the slender neck and pretty shoulders. Her back tapered sharply to a small waist, then disappeared beneath a crumpled sheet. Her skin was faintly tanned.


  There was so much to gain. Joy was a word Tim had little use for, but it entered his thoughts now. If he had known joy before, he could not remember when. Satisfaction, yes: in the
  writing of a sound, comprehensive report; in the winning of one of those countless small battles in committees and in the House of Commons; in a book that was correct or a wine that was right. But
  the savagely chemical pleasure he had with this girl was new.


  There; those were the pros and cons. The formula said, now add them up and see which is greater. But this time the formula would not work. Tim had acquaintances who said it never did. Perhaps
  they were right. It might be a mistake to think that reasons could be counted like pound notes: he was reminded, curiously, of a phrase from a college philosophy lecture, the bewitchment of
  our intelligence by means of language. Which is longer  an aeroplane or a one-act play? Which do I prefer  satisfaction or joy? His thinking was getting woolly. He made a
  disgusted noise, then looked quickly at the bed to see whether he had disturbed her. She slept on. Good.


  Out in the street, a grey Rolls-Royce pulled up at the kerb a hundred yards away. Nobody got out. Tim looked more closely, and saw the driver open a newspaper. A chauffeur, perhaps, picking
  someone up at six-thirty? A businessman who had travelled overnight and arrived too early? Tim could not read the number plate. But he could see that the driver was a big man; big enough to make
  the interior of the car seem as cramped as a Mini.


  He turned his mind back to his dilemma. What do we do in politics, he thought, when we face two forceful but conflicting demands? The answer came immediately: we choose a course of action which,
  really or apparently, meets both needs. The parallel was obvious. He would stay married to Julia and have an affair with this girl. It seemed a very political solution, and it pleased him.


  He lit another cigarette and thought about the future. It was a pleasant pastime. There would be many more nights here at the flat; the occasional weekend in a small hotel in the country;
  perhaps even a fortnight in the sun, on some discreet little beach in North Africa or the West Indies. She would be sensational in a bikini.


  Other hopes paled beside these. He was tempted by the thought that his early life had been wasted; but he knew the idea to be extravagant. Not wasted, then; but it was as if he had spent his
  youth working out long-division sums and never discovered differential calculus.


  He decided to talk to her about the problem and his solution. She would say it could not be done, and he would tell her that making compromises work was his special talent.


  How should he begin? Darling, I want to do this again, often. That seemed all right. What would she say? So would I, or: Call me at this number, or:
  Sorry, Timmy, Im a one-night girl.


  No, not that; it wasnt possible. Last night had been good for her, too. He was special for her. She had said so.


  He stood up and put out his cigarette. Ill go over to the bed, he thought; and Ill pull the blankets off her gently, and look at her nakedness for a few moments; then Ill
  lie beside her, and kiss her belly, and her thighs, and her breasts, until she wakes; and then Ill make love to her again.


  He looked away from her and out of the window, savouring the anticipation. The Rolls was still there, like a grey slug in the gutter. For some reason it bothered him. He put it out of his mind,
  and went over to wake the girl.


  



  Chapter Two


  Felix Laski did not have much money, despite the fact that he was very rich. His wealth took the form of shares, land, buildings, and occasionally more nebulous assets like
  half a film script or one third of an invention for making instant potato chips. Newspapers were fond of saying that if all his riches were turned into cash, he would have so many millions of
  pounds; and Laski was equally fond of pointing out that to turn his riches into cash would be close to impossible.


  He walked from Waterloo railway station to the City, because he believed that laziness caused heart attacks in men of his age. This concern with his health was foolish, for he was as fit a
  fifty-year-old as could be found within the Square Mile. Just short of six feet tall, with a chest like the stern of a battleship, he was about as vulnerable to cardiac arrest as a young ox.


  He cut a striking figure, walking across Blackfriars Bridge in the brittle sunshine of the early morning. His clothes were expensive, from the blue silk shirt to the handmade shoes; by City
  standards he was a dandy. This was because every man in the village where Laski had been born wore cotton dungarees and a cloth cap; now good clothes gave him a buzz by reminding him of what he had
  left behind.


  The clothes were part of his image, which was that of a buccaneer. His deals usually involved risk, or opportunism, or both; and he took care that from the outside they looked sharper than they
  were. A reputation for having the magic touch was worth more than a merchant bank.


  It was the image that had seduced Peters. Laski thought about Peters as he walked briskly past St Pauls Cathedral towards their rendezvous. A small, narrow-minded man, his expertise was
  in the movement of cash: not credit, but physical funds, paper money. He worked for the Bank of England, the ultimate source of legal tender. His job was to arrange for the creation and destruction
  of notes and coins. He did not make policy  that was done at a higher level, perhaps in the Cabinet  but he knew how many fivers Barclays Bank needed before they did.


  Laski had first met him at the cocktail-party opening of an office block built by a discount house. Laski went to such affairs for no reason other than to meet people like Peters, who might one
  day come in useful. Five years later, Peters became useful. Laski phoned him at the Bank, and asked him to recommend a numismatist to advise on a fictitious purchase of old coins. Peters announced
  that he was a collector, in a small way, and that he would look at them himself, if Laski wished. Splendid, Laski said, and rushed out to get the coins. Peters advised him to buy. Suddenly, they
  were friends.


  (The purchase became the foundation of a collection which was now worth double


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

Praise for Ken Follett

‘One of the great bestselling novelists’

Sunday Telegraph

‘Follett is a master storyteller’

The Times

‘Follett excels in telling a yarn. Intrigue, double-twists, exciting, satisfying . . . you won’t be able to put it down’

Independent

‘While grand events and themes are at the core of the novel, it is the richness of the characters and the intertwining of their often disparate stories that steal the show’

Sunday Times

‘Few writers can come up with the thrills more effectively than Ken Follett’

Guardian

‘Crackles with suspense’

Daily Telegraph

‘A historical saga of such breadth and density . . . Follett succeeds brilliantly in combining hugeness and detail to create a novel imbued with the rawness, violence and blind faith of the era’

Sunday Express

‘A tale of human courage and perseverance’

Evening Times

‘A sizzling narrative . . . Follett is a master’

Time

‘Follett’s command of the vast forces he unleashes is as impressive as the battle strategies of his generals, and in many cases more so . . . Overall Follett is masterly in conveying so much drama and historical information so vividly’

Scotsman

‘A highly enjoyable tale . . . this book evokes its period brilliantly’

Sunday Times

‘Enormous and brilliant . . . this mammoth tale seems to touch all human emotion – love and hate, loyalty and treachery, hope and despair. This is truly a novel to get lost in’

Cosmopolitan

‘Fascinating and remarkably fertile tapestry of society and politics’

The Times

‘This is gasp-a-minute stuff by a vintage practitioner’

Daily Mail

‘Follett weaves the threads of his narrative together, tying them into an unexpected and story-resolving knot at the end . . . gripping’

New York Times

‘Follett infuses the book with an irresistible energy’

People

‘Sheer suspense’

Washington Post

‘Vintage Follett . . . Tense, vivid, exciting’

USA Today


  

THE KINGSBRIDGE SERIES
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The Pillars of the Earth

In a time of civil war, famine and religious strife, there rises a magnificent cathedral in Kingsbridge. In a tale spanning generations – set against the sprawling medieval canvas of twelfth-century England – ambitions, love and tragedy collide as its inhabitants struggle to survive.
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World Without End

Prosperity, famine, plague and war. Two centuries after the events of The Pillars of the Earth, the men, women and children of the city once again grapple with the devastating sweep of historical change.
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A Column of Fire

1558, and Europe is in revolt as religious hatred sweeps the continent. Elizabeth Tudor has ascended to the throne, and in this dangerous world one man pledges to protect her life at all costs.


  

THE CENTURY TRILOGY
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Fall of Giants

As the Great War unfolds and Russia shakes in bloody revolution, this captivating novel of love and conflict follows the lives of five intertwined families across the world.
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Winter of the World

As Hitler strengthens his grip on Germany and the dark clouds of the Great Depression hang over the world, five families must learn how to adapt to this new and dangerous reality.

[image: image2]

Edge of Eternity

As the Cold War threatens the entire globe, the descendants of the five families will now find their true destiny as they fight for their individual freedom in a world facing the mightiest clash of superpowers it has ever seen.


  

STANDALONE NOVELS
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The Modigliani Scandal

A high-speed, high-stakes thriller about a lost masterpiece.

Those seeking it embark on an epic, desperate race around Europe to find one of the great missing artworks of the twentieth century.
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Paper Money

A gripping novel of high finance and underworld villainy.

Will reporters uncover the web of criminality at the heart of three seemingly unconnected events?
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Eye of the Needle

His weapon is the stiletto, his codename: The Needle. He is Hitler’s prize undercover agent and in the run-up to D-Day he has uncovered the Allies’ plans. Can they catch him before it is too late?
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Triple

The story of one of the most audacious espionage missions of the twentieth century – Mossad’s best agent must find and steal two hundred tons of uranium before it is too late . . .
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The Key to Rebecca

In Cairo during the Second World War, a lone spy has one chance to complete his mission and sabotage the British war effort in North Africa.
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The Man from St Petersburg

An engrossing tale of family secrets and political consequence. On the eve of the First World War, a man comes to London to commit a murder that would change history.
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On Wings of Eagles

A thrilling story of the real-life rescue of two Americans from revolutionary Iran by their millionaire boss and a famed Green Beret colonel.
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Lie Down with Lions

A riveting tale of suspense and deceit. Two newlyweds travel to Afghanistan to help as doctors in the war against Soviet Russia, but when the situation turns dangerous help arrives in the unlikely form of a past love rival.
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Night Over Water

September 1939, two days after Britain has declared war, a group of privileged but desperate people board the most luxurious airliner ever built, the Pan American Clipper, to escape to New York. Over the Atlantic, tension mounts and finally explodes in a dramatic and dangerous climax.
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A Dangerous Fortune

A shocking secret behind a young boy’s death leads to three generations of treachery in this breathtaking saga of love, power and revenge, set amid the wealth and decadence of Victorian England.
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A Place Called Freedom

1767. A wealthy woman finds herself alongside an idealistic young coal miner as they both seek better lives. But their adventures take an unexpected turn in this novel set in an era of turbulent social change.
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The Third Twin

A scientific researcher uncovers a perplexing mystery: two young men – law student Steve and convicted murderer Dan – appear to be identical twins. Yet they were born on different days, to different mothers. As she digs deeper, a terrifying conspiracy is revealed.
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The Hammer of Eden

In this heart-stopping thriller, it’s a race against time after the FBI receive an anonymous threat from a terrorist group that claims it can trigger earthquakes. Can they prevent a catastrophic disaster?
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Code to Zero

Florida, 1958. A man wakes up with no memory of his life, but he soon realizes that his fate is connected to the fiercely fought space race between the USA and Russia.
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Jackdaws

An irresistible novel of love, courage and revenge. Set in the Second World War, an all-female team must carry out a difficult mission while evading a brilliant spy-catcher.
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Hornet Flight

A breathtaking thriller set amidst the Danish resistance during the Second World War. A crucial message must be sent to Britain, but the only way to do so is by using a near-derelict Hornet Moth biplane.
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Whiteout

Human betrayal, medical terror and a race against time combine in this exhilarating novel. A family gather for Christmas as a storm brews, but the reunion is complicated by the theft of a deadly virus.
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