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         Sam Hudson looked at the clock. The second hand ticked forward: 10:05 p.m.

         
         “How do you know we can trust this guy?” the young man behind him asked.

         
         “I don’t,” Sam said, and stepped closer to the window.

         
         That was intelligence work: waiting half the night in a bland corporate apartment in Geneva, not sure if your date for the
            evening was going to kiss you or kill you.
         

         
         A rhythmic scratching drew his attention, and he turned to face the other man, Eric Finlay. All wiry muscle with sharp features,
            Fin was on his first overseas tour as a deep-cover officer. He was picking at the cardboard package of a Toblerone with his
            thumbnail.
         

         
         Sam eyed the candy, and Finlay glanced at it, then held it up, offering it to his partner, who only shook his head slowly.
            No.
         

         
         Finlay looked at his thumb. “Sorry,” he said.

         
         “It’s all right, Fin.”

         
         Sam watched his charge, studying the smile lines around the eyes. Fin was the kind of guy you want to tell your best stories
            to. It made him a good case officer. But now his face was grave.
         

         
         The nerves were out of character but understandable. This was a crash meeting, and they hadn’t cleared it with headquarters. There was no time, and HQs had been shooting down or slow-walking every approach in Europe—you can’t get in trouble for doing nothing, was the bureaucratic code—so Sam had gone ahead on his own. People were dying. He couldn’t afford to wait. 

         
         Tonight they were pitching a potential source, a man who went by the name Alex Clarke. Sam believed that was a cover but had
            little on the target’s true identity. Clarke moved money for a holding company called Gemini GmbH that Sam suspected of being
            a front for a foreign intelligence service, likely Russia’s or one of its proxies’.
         

         
         Sam had linked Gemini to illicit flows of cash that connected to a series of murders in the United States and the United Kingdom—the
            victims all bankers and intelligence sources. The killer, he believed, was a legendary deep-cover operator known as Konstantin.
            Alex Clarke was the way into his network.
         

         
         “But Clarke could be Russian intel?” Finlay asked.

         
         “If we’re lucky. He’s ready to turn.”

         
         Fin checked the clock. Clarke was supposed to have been here by nine thirty. No call. No text. No answer when Sam rang him.

         
         “And if someone got to him? Or he’s setting us up?”

         
         “If you have a bad feeling, you can step out and keep watch up the street. I wanted you to be here for the pitch, but I understand.”

         
         “He’s worth the risk?”

         
         “Absolutely,” Sam said. “But you know me.”

         
         “Trust your instincts.”

         
         “Right. We’ve been trying to get inside this network for decades. It’s fine if you want out, Fin. But this is the real game,
            and you’re ready. You’ve earned it. I wouldn’t have brought you otherwise.”
         

         
         Fin was the best new officer Sam had seen in years. He wanted to show him how the dance went, and the only way to learn was to be in the room with the target. Real human espionage was a dying art in the age of drones and the all-powerful NSA, and he had a duty to pass it on. Someone had taken a chance on Sam once too. If it made the job harder tonight, so be it. 

         
         “I trust you,” Fin said, almost casually, his confidence coming back.

         
         Sam went back to the window so he could watch the main street. The clock’s ticking, hard and sharp, was the only sound. He
            peered out at the countless unlit buildings. Looking over the steep roofs and dormers of Old Town, he had a narrow view of
            the Mont Blanc range, still white in summer, jagged against the stars. He never quite trusted Geneva, despite its carefully
            tended gardens and postcard-perfect cobblestoned squares. There was always a complicit feeling about these Swiss cities where
            Europe kept its secrets, so formal with their quiet luxuries and hidden wealth.
         

         
         Tick. Tock.

         
         A shadow lengthened on the street below. A woman in a white blouse passed by and then disappeared around a corner.

         
         “Did they have a place with a louder clock?” Finlay asked.

         
         “We couldn’t afford it.”

         
         “I’ll go—”

         
         Three hard knocks at the door.

         
         Sam smiled. He moved past Fin, tapping his shoulder with the side of his fist. “It’s on,” he said, his voice low, and went
            to the peephole.
         

         
         Alex Clarke stood just outside, looking slightly downward, not crowding the entrance. He was six feet tall with dark hair
            swept back. Sam opened the door. Clarke’s eyes, large and blue, met his. The face was so calm and full of understanding that
            Sam had almost checked the man’s collar the first time they met. There was something priest-like about him.
         

         
         “Alex,” Sam said as he let him in and shook his hand.

         
         Alex clapped him on the arm. “Great to see you, man.”

         
         “You remember Thomas, right?” Sam said, gesturing toward Finlay. Thomas was an alias. Both men used cover identities in their
            work with Clarke.
         

         
         “Of course.” Alex gave Fin’s hand a pump.

         
         Sam was operating undercover as a tech consultant for private financial markets. Alex claimed to be an investment adviser
            and ran with the hundred-millionaire-and-up crowd: horse auctions in Saudi and summers on the Med. It gave him an excuse to
            go anywhere, see anyone, and say little—a good front.
         

         
         Sam had spent months slowly getting close to him, starting with drinks and dinners at investment conferences. Looking at him
            now, Sam couldn’t help but be impressed by the quality of his cover. Alex spoke in unaccented, idiomatic American English
            and had the manners nailed, right down to the bro half-hug, yet there was no record  of him ever entering or living in the
            United States. He had come back clean on a search through all the U.S. and partner intel databases. It was some of the strongest
            identity work Sam had ever seen.
         

         
         This evening they would head to the Bar des Bergues, a wood-paneled jewel box inside the Four Seasons overlooking the lake.
            That was the story, at least, but Sam doubted they would make it out of this apartment. He was going to turn Alex in this
            room.
         

         
         Something was off, though, as Clarke strolled past the windows, seeming to admire the view. His eyes were moving too fast,
            subtly scanning Fin and Sam for weapons. The relaxation was forced, with a tightness showing in the shoulders.
         

         
         Fin looked to Sam; he saw it too. Alex could simply be a moneyman in over his head, a go-between who was terrified about the gravity of what he was about to give up and just wanted to sell his secrets and get out. Or he could be a foreign intelligence officer calculating a way to leverage Sam, to turn him and sway him to treason. Or he could be one of the killers. 

         
         Sam liked the game, liked playing it against someone as skilled as Clarke. But there was no safety net here. He and Fin were
            operating under nonofficial cover, commonly called deep cover, which meant they were on their own with no diplomatic immunity
            and no backup.
         

         
         “What are you drinking?” Sam asked as he opened the refrigerator.

         
         “I’m good,” Clarke replied, the tone clipped, a military succinctness. There was an urgency in Alex’s posture, something lethal,
            the training showing now. This wasn’t the same man Sam knew from those hotel bars.
         

         
         Sam shut the fridge. “Held up in traffic?”

         
         Alex cocked his head as if to say, C’mon, man. No bullshit small talk this time.
         

         
         “I need to speak with you one on one,” Alex said, then looked to Fin. Sam felt the night accelerating, his heart pumping a
            steady beat against his breastbone. This was it.
         

         
         “He has my absolute trust,” Sam said.

         
         “He must be good. I thought you always worked alone. Couldn’t let anyone slow you down.” Alex’s gaze was cool, measuring.
            That was the closest he’d ever come to calling out Sam as CIA. “You should go,” Alex said to Finlay. “It’s for your own sake.”
         

         
         Fin looked at Sam, the kid doing a good job hiding his nerves, and Sam gave him a nod.

         
         “I could use some air,” Fin said with an easy expression on his face. He walked close to Sam and paused by his side. “It’s fine,”
            Sam said. “I’ve got it.” Then, turned slightly so that Alex couldn’t see, he mouthed, Keep your distance, to Fin.
         

         
         The young officer walked out. As the door clicked shut behind him, Alex took a step to his left, between Sam and the exit. His face was pale. It looked like fear, but Sam kept his eyes on Alex’s hands. 

         
         “I know you’re onto these killings,” Alex said. “I know what you want. I can give him to you.”

         
         “And who’s that?”

         
         “Konstantin.”
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         Sam didn’t betray any emotion.

         
         Most of the old hands at the Agency dismissed Konstantin as a folktale, a convenient specter that could explain decades of
            encrypted radio bursts and dark-money flows. But Sam believed he was a real human being, an agent who could slip invisibly
            into the United States, the linchpin of a secret Russian network that posed the greatest threat to the West since the end
            of the Cold War. Sam had dedicated his life to hunting him down.
         

         
         Konstantin would be an irresistible lure for a setup, so Sam disguised his interest even as he felt his heart rate tick up.

         
         “That’s what you people call him, right?” Alex said.

         
         Sam crossed his arms. Silence was best; it would draw Alex out without Sam having to reveal anything. Alex had all but confirmed
            he was foreign intel.
         

         
         “‘You people’?” Sam asked.

         
         “I know enough. You don’t have to say a word.”

         
         “If you know so much, why the dance?”

         
         “To see if I could trust you and if you were good enough to handle this.”

         
         “How’d I do?” Sam asked.

         
         “I’m here.”

         
         Sam wondered if every move over the past three months had been a trap. Alex could have been developing Sam the whole time, building rapport to turn him. It had been Alex who’d made the first approach, a casual introduction at a hotel bar in Zurich. They talked about skiing, going on about the pleasures of Wasatch and Hokkaido powder until, without realizing it, they had shut down the bar. The conversation always seemed to flow naturally, never a misplaced word or awkward silence. That was the mark of a good case officer: the ability to make everything seem natural, though Sam had recognized the encounter as an approach from the beginning. 

         
         Alex was fast in getting close to Sam, always down for another drink, another spot. Sam questioned from the first contact
            whether Alex had a sense of Sam’s real identity as CIA. If so, how? And what was he after?
         

         
         Alex always knew someplace open late where the locals liked to hang out, and Sam would roll with him through the night in
            the back of a cab to a part of town he barely recognized. The last time, in Lucerne, they’d ended up in a basement club with
            ten tables where everyone seemed to know each other and a Swiss-German girl sang like Billie Holiday until the small hours.
         

         
         At every moment with Alex, Sam couldn’t be certain if he was the predator or the prey. It was a contest between the two men
            to see who could stay in control as the liquor flowed and who could keep up the patter, spinning out stories, real but false.
            When operating undercover, you always started from a grain of truth, fragments of yourself that you adapted on the fly to
            fit the persona. It was strange; there were times in this confidence game when Sam, going by a false name, was more honest
            than he ever would have been in real life, like the story Sam had told Alex, as he tried to draw him out on a predawn walk
            back to the hotel, about the last words  his father had said to him.
         

         
         As those nights grew late, and the booze seemed to accelerate time, Sam would feel the pleasure of the game, of the edge of control, wondering who might make a fatal slip first and show too much behind the mask. 

         
         This was the most treacherous moment. Sam would meet his sources undercover and feel them out, looking for those who might
            be inclined, because of greed or grudge or glory, to help him get inside the networks that fueled proxy wars and state terror.
            At some point, he would drop the cover, make his pitch, and ask them to betray all they knew.
         

         
         “Are we in danger?” Sam asked.

         
         “Always. That’s the job. But I’m clean. No one followed me.”

         
         “You’re on edge,” Sam said.

         
         He laughed. “Of course. You know what I’m going up against.”

         
         Sam watched him for a moment. “Better than anyone.”

         
         “Konstantin. Why have you been running him down so hard? Half your people don’t even think he exists. You know the risk you’re
            taking just coming here?”
         

         
         “I do,” Sam said. “I have my reasons.”

         
         “Why don’t you clue me in?”

         
         “I owe it to someone. Leave it at that. You work for Russia?”

         
         “There are many Russias. Konstantin is real. I can give him to you. But on my terms.”

         
         “Which are?”

         
         “I help you stop him. And this doesn’t go up the chain.”

         
         “That would be a hard promise to make.”

         
         “That’s the deal.”

         
         “Stop him?”
         

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “What’s he planning?”

         
         “I need your word.”

         
         “And what do you want?”

         
         “Peace.”

         
         Sam almost laughed. That gauzy notion was the last thing he’d expected to hear. But after a long look, he saw that Alex was
            absolutely serious.
         

         
         “Arrangements can be made—cash and maybe a house in the States—but peace is a tall order,” Sam said.

         
         “It’s what I’m offering, not what I’m asking for.”

         
         “Lay it out for me. Starting with who you really are.”

         
         “This stays between us. I approve everyone you run it past at your office?” Alex said.

         
         “You know I can’t promise that without a good reason. Give me something to start with and we’ll talk.”

         
         Alex examined his face with a hard, unsettling gaze. Sam knew he was looking for signs of deception.

         
         “I can’t tell you who I am, not yet. But I can lead you to Konstantin. I’d heard about you. I thought it was a lot of hype
            until you tracked me down.” He opened his eyes wide for an instant. “Gemini. How did you find it? How’d you find me?”
         

         
         “Call it luck.”

         
         Alex shook his head.

         
         “It’s what I do. You hurt our people, I find you. You’re part of these killings.” Sam put it out there as a statement. He
            wanted to read his reaction.
         

         
         “No,” Clarke said. A liar would have been more defensive. “But I can get to the network behind them. You’re on the right path.”

         
         “Where do I go next?”

         
         “You need the courier, and there isn’t much time.” He took a long breath in through his nose, weighing what to say. Then his
            eyes went unfocused for a second, as if he were looking through Sam.
         

         
         “Who is the courier, Alex?” Sam asked slowly, a shadow of a threat behind the words. “Tell me where I find him.”

         
         Alex didn’t answer. He was concentrating. He was listening.

         
         An engine hummed outside, growing louder, coming from the south.

         
         Alex’s eyes went to the window to his left. Had he stood in that spot specifically so he could  watch the exterior? To set
            the geometry of the meeting so that Sam wouldn’t see anyone approach?
         

         
         Sam filled his lungs and exhaled with deep, even breaths, getting ready. He stepped back and to the side to look out the other
            window. The engine cut off. There was no sign of anyone on the street, but there were countless places to hide in Old Town’s
            maze of narrow lanes, alleys, and squares.
         

         
         “Waiting for someone?” Sam asked.

         
         “No. Who knows we’re here?”

         
         “I didn’t tell a soul besides Thomas.” Alex shifted his weight to the balls of his feet—the fight-or-flight physiology kicking
            in.
         

         
         “Who is it?” Sam asked.

         
         “Listen,” Alex said, coming closer and putting his hand out to Sam. Sam seized the wrist and twisted the palm to the side,
            squeezing the bones like a vise while his face remained utterly calm.
         

         
         “I didn’t set you up,” Alex said.

         
         Sam let his hand go. “Raise your jacket.”

         
         “Come on.”

         
         Sam stared back.

         
         Alex lifted his jacket and turned. No gun. He tugged up the legs of his pants to show he had nothing in an ankle holster either.

         
         “What is this?” Sam asked, glancing toward the window.

         
         “Someone doesn’t want me talking.”

         
         Sam’s phone buzzed in his pocket. He looked at the screen and saw a message from Fin. “At least two cars watching building. West exit clear.” 

         
         “We have to go,” Alex said.

         
         Sam cocked his head toward the door. “Downstairs and turn left.” He wasn’t letting Alex out of his sight or showing him his
            back.
         

         
         Alex nodded and walked out of the room, Sam right behind him. Halfway down the stairs, Sam heard a door open. He pressed against
            the banister and looked toward the entryway, scanning the main hall on the ground floor, dimly lit by sconces set against
            the paneled walls.
         

         
         The yellow light silhouetted a figure ahead, coming from one of the side halls that served the ground-floor apartments. As
            the man turned to them, Sam saw it was Finlay.
         

         
         “Thomas,” Sam said as he and Alex hit the landing.

         
         “They’re closing in from the south and east, at least four—” Fin said. He looked to his right, bringing his hand up, gesturing
            for Sam to stop.
         

         
         A crack. A flash of white from the side. Fin took a long staggering step, then hit the floor. Sam felt it shake and ran to
            him.
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         Crouching down, Sam neared the line of fire from that side corridor. Fin’s eyes were open wide. His lips parted twice as he
            let out hitching breaths.
         

         
         Sam dropped lower, grabbed Fin’s shirt, and dragged him back over the smooth tile. Two gunshots cracked, booming down the
            hall, the bullets hissing over Sam’s head as he hauled Fin to safety.
         

         
         He kept going around the stairs, then into the recycling room, which led to a rear exit. He laid Fin down on the worn marble
            tiles. The bullet had entered near where Fin’s neck and trapezius joined, and Sam pressed his hand down on the wound. He glanced
            over his shoulder to see that Alex had followed him in and was stepping closer. Sam’s body tensed for an attack, but Alex
            only looked down at Fin, his face twisting in anger. “What do you need?” Alex asked.
         

         
         Sam brought out a set of keys with his free hand. “Lock that and break off the key,” he said, nodding  toward the door leading
            to the main hall. He looked back down while Alex secured the door, the ping of snapping metal sounding through the room. Sam
            tore off the sleeve of his shirt, balled it up, and pressed it against the wound in  Fin’s neck. Warm blood seeped through.
         

         
         Fin reached out,  laid his hand over Sam’s wrist, and held it for a moment, eyes on his. “I’m sorry.”

         
         “You’ve got nothing to be sorry about. Nothing.” Sam thought back to their last real conversation and pushed down harder. “Remember what we talked about? Acadia. We’ll get you back there. Just hang on. Hang on.” 

         
         Fin tried to speak, his chin trembling, but no words came. His hand slipped away.

         
         In the moment, Sam nearly spoke Fin’s real name, but caught himself. “Tom,” he said. “Tom.” He fought the urge to shout it, to try to shake him awake. He could hear footfalls pounding on the marble floor outside,
            men approaching. “Get that arm,” Sam said to Alex.
         

         
         Sam lifted most of Fin’s weight with an arm around his waist, reaching up to keep pressure on the wound. Alex took the other
            side, draping Fin’s arm  around his own neck, and they moved to the rear exit.
         

         
         Sam wanted to trust Alex, to believe he was on his side in this, but some part of him was still playing the angles, calculating
            whether Alex was trying to keep up his cover as an ally.
         

         
         They stepped outside and took shelter in the doorway. It was set back from the narrow cobblestoned lane that passed behind
            the hotel and ran downhill to Sam’s right.
         

         
         Sam edged out, scanning in both directions. About twenty feet down to the right, there was an intersection with another narrow
            street. A half a dozen spots offered concealment: around the corners, in the doorways on the opposite side of the street,
            or in the deep stone archways of the older building next door.
         

         
         “I have him.” Alex wrapped his arm around Fin’s torso, supporting his weight, then put his hand on the cloth compress.

         
         Sam let go of Fin and leaned into the street. He wanted a clear exit or to take a gun off one of the attackers so he could
            get Fin and Clarke out of here. The light shifted near the intersection—someone moving slowly, attempting to keep cover.
         

         
         A carefully controlled rage burned in Sam, clearing his mind of all but the urge to strike. “Stay here,” he whispered to Alex. The cool, damp air closed around Sam as he stepped out and slipped along the limestone walls. 

         
         Sirens sounded in the distance, the up-and-down horns of European police. Sam passed the archways and pressed against the
            next-door building’s exterior as he neared the corner.
         

         
         A fountain murmured down the street, and Sam heard the quiet grind of grit against the cobbles, someone approaching. He dropped
            low as a man emerged from the side street, something bearlike in his movements, leading with a gun that passed just over Sam’s
            head. As Sam rose, he shot out his left hand and closed his fingers around the man’s hand on the grip. Driving with his legs,
            Sam threw his right fist into the man’s chin; his attacker took a step back but managed to hang on to the pistol. Sam seized
            the gun with both hands and they fought over the weapon, standing side by side, the man tilting the barrel toward Sam’s face.
         

         
         Sam pressed him against the wall with his body and slammed his wrists against the corner of the building once, then twice.
            The gun  clattered to the ground in the dark.
         

         
         Sam dropped his right foot onto the man’s ankle and felt it give, and as he fell, Sam threw an open-palm blow to the side
            of his head, knocking it into the worn stone. The man dropped, and Sam took a step forward, looking into the dark of the side
            street for the pistol.
         

         
         He saw the other shooter too late, approaching from below, at the far end of the lane. A gun rose in front of him, the muzzle
            aimed straight at Sam’s head. The air cracked and the buildings’ facades flashed red.
         

         
         Sam threw himself down the side street. The bullet slit the air above him. A miss. Another shot sounded as Sam hunted for the gun that had fallen there. He heard footsteps growing quieter, moving farther off. It sounded like the shooter who had just missed him was retreating, perhaps fleeing the police. 

         
         The sirens called out, louder now but impossible to locate in the labyrinth of curving streets.

         
         Sam saw the dropped pistol, a compact SIG Sauer, lying against a drainpipe. He picked it up, the grip still warm from the
            man’s hand, and checked the brass and magazine—ten rounds.
         

         
         He went back to the intersection. The gunman Sam had fought with was still down; the one who had fired the shot was gone,
            but his face stayed with Sam: the lifeless eyes, the close-cropped gray beard, the boxer’s crooked nose at odds with the sheen
            of his expensive suit.
         

         
         As Sam turned back the way he had come, he heard a grunt. Two men, both armed, flanked the doorway up the lane where Fin and
            Alex had taken cover. One of them struggled with Alex, grabbed his collar, and pulled him into the street.
         

         
         Sam raised the gun and moved in. He paused on the cobbles, holding his breath for a split second as he aimed at the man fighting
            with Alex. He fired. A clean hit. The man fell back as the other took aim straight at Sam.
         

         
         Sam jumped to the side, pressing into one of the archways. Four shots popped, and the stone beside his head exploded. Sam
            saw only black as he felt himself falling; his knee slammed into the curb as he crashed into the road. Pain raged through
            the back and side of his head. The world spun. He opened his eyes, just barely, his cheek against the cobbles.
         

         
         It all happened in an instant. Up the street, one of the men threw Alex to the ground and stepped over him, moving with a
            brutal efficiency. Sam could make out the man’s face by the streetlamps—deep lines ran along the sides of his mouth, there
            was a scar near his temple, and a heavy brow hid his eyes. Russian. Southern Slavic.
         

         
         Alex raised himself up, lifting his hand as if it could stop the bullet. “No. How could he—” Alex said, anguish in his voice before the gunshots cut off the words. The man fired twice. The muzzle flare lit up Alex’s face like a camera’s flash. He fell and lay still against the curving pattern of the cobbles. 

         
         Sam was already rising, fighting against the vertigo, lifting the gun in his unsteady hand. He moved as fast as he could,
            though it seemed impossibly slow, like running in a nightmare. The attacker turned and shot before Sam could. Fire tore up
            Sam’s ribs, the bullet breaking bone. He stumbled to the side and went down in the archway. Another shot sailed past. Sam’s
            head struck the ground. Blackness pressed in like desperately needed sleep.
         

         
         Sam was out, but eventually an image—Fin’s face, his shaking chin—pulled him back. He dragged himself up into a crouch, pain
            arcing up his right side, and leaned out. The lane was clear.
         

         
         He rose, steadying himself against the limestone with his left hand, the SIG in his right, and worked his way up the lane
            toward the rear exit of the apartment building. There was no trace of the gunmen or Alex Clarke’s body. As he came to the
            doorway, he saw Finlay slumped in the corner.
         

         
         Trust your instincts.

         
         Sam dropped to one knee beside the young officer, Fin’s eyes open in the night like two blank coins. Blue and red flashes
            filtered down the alley, lighting up his pale cheeks.
         

         
         “Fin.” He placed two fingers to the side of his throat, searching for a trace of life. He came back with nothing but blood
            on his hands as white light flooded the street and the police called out for him to drop the gun.
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            Six weeks later

         

         The man walking down the steps of the World War II Memorial went by many names: Karl Stadler on the Continent, George Malek
            in the Middle East, and here in the United States he was Michael Lange. There was something old-fashioned about Lange’s manner,
            with its unrushed pace, relaxed shoulders, and the classic looks of a 1950s actor. His hair was black going silver, though
            on a closer view, he seemed too young for that, with his strength easy enough to discern under the light coat and open-collared
            shirt he wore.
         

         
         The circle of American flags behind him hung down, barely stirring in the muggy night as he headed for the trees along the
            Reflecting Pool. A family passed on his right, the boys bickering, likely sapped by a long day marching under the sun. The
            Mall was a mostly empty expanse, patches of dirt and ill-tended lawns once used for overflow parking. High summer was over,
            but the DC heat had a way of sticking around. He paid the tourists little mind as he watched the path ahead through the trees.
         

         
         Something cut in at the edge of his peripheral vision. He spun toward it, fists rising. One of the kids nearly crashed into his legs. Lange checked his instincts, relaxing his hands and softening the look on his face as he stepped to the side, dodging the boy and slowing him down with a gentle palm on the shoulder. He had long ago mastered his outward self and could use it to be anything he wished: a kind tourist or a walking nightmare. 

         
         “Ethan, I told you!” a woman in a blue tank top called out in a soft North Carolina accent. “I’m sorry, sir.”

         
         “It’s fine,” Lange said with a quiet laugh and kept walking as the kid ran back to his mother. The warmth of his shoulder
            stayed with Lange. He reminded him of another boy, another country, another time, and for a moment a shade of doubt pressed
            in about the remote trigger in Lange’s coat pocket and what was to come next.
         

         
         His eyes searched between the elms that lined the paths beside the Reflecting Pool. Finally, they fixed on a runner.

         
         The man’s legs moved like pistons firing. He kept his arms low, no wasted movement, flying down the path, muscles standing
            out with every stride. He didn’t look like he was out for a run. He looked like he was chasing or being chased—both true.
         

         
         The sight of him erased any doubts in Lange’s mind. He reached his hand into his pocket and felt the smooth plastic of the
            trigger. Measure for measure.
         

         
         He watched Sam Hudson race past him, eyes forward, unaware that the man he sought so desperately now stood fifty meters away.
            Hudson knew Lange by another name: Konstantin.
         

         
         Lange watched him often and could recognize him even in this half-light: the hair trim, the blue eyes so often narrowed with
            amusement, the relaxed bearing that stood in contrast to his eyes, which were always on guard.
         

         
         Hudson was on administrative leave from the Central Intelligence Agency after the bloodbath in Geneva. He would rather die than sit still, and now he was forced to pause, unable to strike back, his hands tied by his own superiors, cut off from the work that gave his life meaning. There’s no worse torture for men like Hudson than stasis. They go insane. 

         
         Of course Hudson was running. He was always moving, exercising for hours every day, anything to vent the anger and frustration,
            channel that desperate need for retribution. Lange knew the feeling well.
         

         
         The fighter in him admired how intensely  and how quickly Hudson had thrown himself into regaining his strength after the
            concussion and a fractured rib from a bullet graze. Constant exercise had hardened him, and  his face had the hollow look
            of a soldier at the end of a long deployment.
         

         
         Lange felt the blood rising in his body, his pulse working in each fingertip. Hudson was right there. He felt the animal need
            to close and kill. He could do it now, but Lange had plans for Sam. Tonight was only the beginning.
         

         
         He turned and looked to the steps of the Lincoln Memorial and the bushes that lined its approach. In the shadows beneath lay
            a brown bag, by all appearances just a bit of blown trash, inside of which was a kilogram of plastic explosive and the board
            from a cheap walkie-talkie for a simple remote detonator.
         

         
         He kept moving under the trees, a calculated path that hid him from the view of any cameras. Lange’s eyes went to the statue
            of Lincoln, the Emancipator’s face serene in white marble. They built this temple, an American Parthenon, for the victim,
            but it was the assassin who had made him a hero.
         

         
         This nation never failed to impress him with its fetish for faultless martyrs, the beautiful forgetting, the way history was
            rewritten to make it as palatable as a morning show. His own country had a different, darker amnesia.
         

         
         He thought of John Wilkes Booth and the dramatic call he made from the stage after he killed the president. One man. One bullet. One instant. And with that, he ultimately undid nearly everything that six hundred thousand had died for in the Civil War, undid everything that Lincoln had won. The South would go back to its ways for another hundred years, though the schoolbooks here didn’t talk much about it. The assassin triumphed in the end. When Lange looked at this memorial, he saw a monument to the power of one man to destroy a fragile peace, to bend history to his own desire. 

         
         The Americans thought they were so independent—a country of cowboys on the range—but there had never been a more overfed group
            of sheep in the history of nations. Fear. These people ran on fear, and he would use it to control them.
         

         
         Booth’s weapon was a six-inch pistol made by Henry Deringer. Lange’s was Semtex and bright copper wire.

         
         He reached into his pocket and watched Sam Hudson flashing between the trees, racing toward the memorial.
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         You have to go fast to outrun the dead. Sam usually managed it by mile six or seven, keeping himself at his old college pace,
            five-minute mile after five-minute mile. Eventually the steady beat of his heart and the endless one-two rhythm of his stride
            would take over, clearing his mind of the last words he’d heard from the fallen, the images of Finlay’s face as the life left
            him and the flashes in the alley as the gunman executed Alex Clarke.
         

         
         He’d been around death before, with the Rangers prior to the  CIA. But it being part of the job didn’t make it any easier.
            Clandestine work, the life of pretending you’re a normal man while you’re joined in a secret war, made the violence so stark
            when it came. That meeting had been his call. The deaths were on him, riding him every minute he was awake, giving him a crazy
            amphetamine feeling that only movement could allay and only temporarily. He knew it wouldn’t leave him for good until he had
            made it right.
         

         
         It was nine p.m. The heat had barely broken. A dull ache pulsed in his ribs on the right side. He often ran here in the dark, past the monuments, the quiet dead. He came out from under the elms and slowed to a walk as he approached the steps to the Lincoln Memorial. Even this late, a clutch of people stood there, some chatting, others staring at the statue in awe. The place always felt like church to Sam, though he hadn’t been to one in years. 

         
         His phone rang with a tone he didn’t recognize and as he drew out the handset, he saw no number. He raised it to his ear and
            heard light static and then a calm baritone voice:
         

         
         “Remember Geneva, Sam?”

         
         “Who is this?” Sam growled.

         
         “It isn’t over. This is on you.”

         
         That night flooded back in an instant. He was kneeling on the marble tiles as Finlay’s hand closed on his wrist, then slipped
            away.
         

         
         He felt his throat tighten, and he swallowed as the line went dead.

         
         Sam checked the phone’s log, but there was no record of the call. He turned, scanning the trees and shadows. He had been picking
            up signs that he was being surveilled  ever since he’d come back to the States. He assumed they were watching now.
         

         
         Even on leave, he’d never stopped searching, hunting down the trail that Alex had given him that night before he was killed:
            Follow Gemini. Find the courier. He’d traced every contact and started tracking the handful of Russian “businessmen” around
            DC with ties to foreign intel.
         

         
         None of the Geneva shooters had been caught, nor was Alex Clarke’s body recovered. The killers had had the grit and the skills
            to stage an ambush in the heart of Geneva and escape the police without leaving a trace.
         

         
         Sam moved toward the steps. This is on you. Something was about to happen. He wanted higher ground.
         

         
         He lifted his phone as he went and called his old boss, Greg Jones, the Russia group chief. The Agency would have the tools
            to trace the call he’d just gotten. The phone didn’t ring, just went straight to voice mail.
         

         
         “Greg. It’s Sam. I don’t care if I’m in the doghouse, call me back. It’s big.”

         
         He disconnected and searched the crowd as he moved. A man stood with his hands in his pockets near the bushes, then turned
            and joined his wife and daughter. A red-haired young woman lifted a dark object—an old 35 mm camera—and focused on the monument.
            The wind pushed east to west, the gust a darkness spreading over the Reflecting Pool. It chilled the sweat on his neck.
         

         
         A white flash swallowed the world like a sudden dawn. A pressure wave hit and tore at the hollow spaces in him—his lungs,
            his ears—as it drove his body sideways. His vision tunneled, leaving him disoriented in the chaos. It felt as if the earth
            beneath his feet had been knocked over like a game board.
         

         
         Sam knew instantly that it was an explosion, strong and close. He lived with the ghosts of blasts like this one—a dusty road
            at the edge of Kabul, the torn steel of an armored personnel carrier, a burning wind of diesel and sand—but here on the familiar
            paths of the Mall, the violence seemed unreal. Even as a vicious rain, small pieces of shrapnel, dug into his skin, the whole
            scene felt false, like a memory or a dream.
         

         
         He planted his foot to keep his balance. His legs tried to freeze in place, some instinct, but he forced them to move—a few
            inches, one step, then another. The flash had whited out his vision, but he reached forward and touched the low wall that
            ran to the side of the main steps to the memorial. He steadied himself and then felt his arms and his legs, checking for injuries
            or missing limbs. The adrenaline was going full on now, pumping through him, a superhuman drug. He’d seen men try to walk
            on broken bones and worse without realizing it. But he was good.
         

         
         He choked on a breath of smoke as his vision returned. A high ringing noise—like a knife scraping a plate—filled his head, and through it he heard a voice cry out. As the fumes drifted past, he saw a camera smashed on the ground, the back plate open, film sticking out like a tongue. Through the smoke he saw the red-haired woman lying on the ground beside it. 

         
         She raised herself on her elbow and looked down at her right leg, the fabric and skin ragged, her eyes wide.

         
         Sam moved closer. “Please,” she said and reached her hand out to him. Her breath cycled in and out at the edge of shock. He
            knelt beside her and checked the wound. It was bad, an arterial bleed. He unclipped the leather strap from her purse. The
            movements were almost automatic, his long training taking over, channeling the wild energy into action.
         

         
         “You know what you’re doing?”

         
         “Yes,” he said. “It’ll stop the bleeding, but it will hurt. Okay?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         He slipped the strap under her leg, then knotted it, his fingers shaking slightly. “What’s your name?” he asked.

         
         “Abby.”

         
         “I’m Sam. You’re going to be all right. Ready?”

         
         She bit her lower lip and nodded.

         
         He twisted the makeshift tourniquet tight as she closed her eyes, and her body shivered against the pain. Her fingers stretched
            toward him and he took her hand, holding the knot with the other. Sirens whooped toward them.
         

         
         “Help’s coming.”

         
         She nodded, her eyes welling, but still she kept the panic at bay. “Thank you.”

         
         He scanned the park, looking for signs of a secondary attack. Emergency lights flashed through the smoke. By their red strobes he saw people staggering through the night, one of them a woman in a blue tank top carrying a boy in her arms, and others on the ground, unmoving. 

         
         He looked at his hand, painted red once more, and the warning words of Alex Clarke came back to him—Konstantin. Stop him. Peace—the dead man’s voice mixing in with the cries in the dark.
         

         
          

         Lange’s fingers cradled the smooth plastic of the remote trigger, still in his coat pocket. He stood there, all-American in
            his black Levi’s, boots, and worn white oxford button-down, the thumb of his other hand hooked into the pocket of his jeans.
            A cloud of black smoke unfurled toward the sky as the ripples from the blast turned the Reflecting Pool into a wavering mirror.
            He took a last look, listening to the screams, the sirens, then turned and started walking. He had a long night ahead.
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         Sam sat on the edge of a hospital gurney and braced his palms against the cool linens. The blast lingered in his ears, a high-pitched
            drone. After they stitched him up, the staff had tried to park him in a side hall at George Washington University Hospital
            with the others from the attack. This was a mass-casualty incident, and doctors flooded the emergency department, their faces
            solemn and focused.
         

         
         He eased himself down and looked around the bay. He had to get out of here and he needed a shirt. An eager EMT had sheared
            his off during triage. The frag had cut his chest and neck, both now covered with fresh dressings. With the local anesthetic,
            they weren’t giving him much trouble, but a headache had set in like a nail behind his right eye. He’d had one just like it
            for weeks after Geneva.
         

         
         He walked toward the nurses’ station, searching for a phone. He wanted to call in what he knew to his boss, and he didn’t
            trust his own cell. After a few feet, he noticed a man approaching from his right. He wore a tucked-in polo shirt, a Glock
            on his waist, and a Metropolitan Police Department badge clipped to his belt.
         

         
         “Mr. Hudson?” he said.

         
         “Can I help you?”

         
         It was habit—answer without confirming anything. Always hide yourself.

         
         “I’m Detective Morales with the Metropolitan Police Department. I wanted to talk to you.”

         
         “I gave a statement to Officer—”

         
         “Benedetti. I know. I had a few more questions.”

         
         “Shoot.”

         
         “What sort of work do you do?”

         
         “Software consulting,” Sam said. He wasn’t going to blow a cover that had taken years to build. He needed to connect with
            Greg Jones or whoever was working this at the FBI.
         

         
         “People saw you move toward the blast after it went off.”

         
         “I wanted to help.”

         
         “A witness said you seemed agitated beforehand.”

         
         Sam waited.

         
         “Did you see something, a sign of a threat?”

         
         “No,” Sam said. He had no choice but to stonewall this guy. The detective wasn’t cleared for anything Sam knew.

         
         “What’s the name of your company?”

         
         “Aspera Systems.”

         
         “Did you ever serve in the military?” The detective spoke quietly, calmly. He had the tired, implacable face of a man who
            had spent a couple of decades wading through bullshit.
         

         
         Sam weighed his answer as Morales’s right eyebrow rose a millimeter or two, barely noticeable unless you knew what to look
            for. He suspected that Sam wasn’t who he said he was.
         

         
         “Yes . . .” Sam said, then looked past Morales at a man with bushy hair, salt-and-pepper gray, and a beard to match coming
            toward him. Sam knew him well. It was Greg Jones, his boss.
         

         
         Jones walked up to them as relaxed as a guest at a house party and stood to Sam’s right.

         
         Morales checked out Jones from the corner of his eye. “Can I help you?”

         
         “Your chief wants to talk to you,” Jones said and thumbed down the hall. A cluster of police brass stood in the distance.
            Jones must have already talked to the detective’s supervisor and played his agency card.
         

         
         A woman in a white dress shirt with two bars on each shoulder—a Metropolitan Police Department captain—waved him over.

         
         “Who the fuck are you people?” Morales asked.

         
         “You should talk to your chief,” Jones said.

         
         The detective looked down the hall, then let out an angry breath—bigfooted by a couple of mystery feds. He locked eyes with
            Jones for a moment, then walked away.
         

         
         The pissing contest didn’t seem to faze Jones. He carried himself with the air of an affable uncle. He listened more than
            he talked and always reminded Sam of a guidance counselor or 1970s psychologist. He came from Boston Brahmins, one of those
            families that seemed embarrassed by their wealth, or pretended to be, and did penance through philanthropy, public service,
            and PhDs in obscure disciplines. But underneath the worn flannels and sport coats, Jones was all steel.
         

         
         He leaned over to check out Sam’s shoulder and neck. “You all right?”

         
         “It’s not bad. I wasn’t in the direct path.” Sam looked around, then cocked his head down the hall. He walked away from the
            nurses’ station, found an empty admin office,  led Jones inside, and shut the door behind them.
         

         
         “The bomber called me right before it happened,” Sam said. “He said, ‘Remember Geneva’ and  ‘It isn’t over.’” He put his hand
            down on the desk. “And that this was on me.”
         

         
         “The bombing?”

         
         “What else could he have meant?”

         
         “None of this is your fault, Sam. Where’s the phone?”

         
         He pulled the phone, wrapped in a torn piece of Mylar blanket, from his pocket and unlocked it.

         
         Jones took it. “You’re worried it was compromised?” The metallic blanket would stop anyone from listening in or scrubbing
            the phone by a remote signal.
         

         
         “There’s no trace of the call in the log.”

         
         Jones scrolled through, the corners of his mouth drawing down, then folded  the Mylar around it again and put it in his own
            pocket. “I’ll get it checked out. You think the attack was targeting you? And they missed?”
         

         
         “Possibly—I run that route three or four nights a week. Or he’s fucking with me. Which would explain the phone call.”

         
         “Who’s ‘he’?”

         
         “Konstantin. Or one of his people.”

         
         Jones sighed. “You don’t even know if he exists. This is all speculation.”

         
         “You can say that after Geneva?”

         
         “That could have been a trap.”

         
         “If it was a trap,” Sam said, “why did they kill my source before he could talk? Have you tracked down anything from that
            night?” He took a half step toward Jones, the anger rising. The bomber was out there, the trail getting colder by the minute.
         

         
         “You know I can’t discuss any of that,” Jones said and ran his fingers along his beard. “You’re sure someone called?”

         
         “Say what you mean, Jones.”

         
         “You got pretty banged up that night, and I know you’ve been under a lot of strain. You’ve reported seeing surveillance on
            you in the States?”
         

         
         “Yes.”

         
         Jones watched him for a moment. Sam knew how he looked—stronger now, lean and hungry and weathered by the sun from all the
            time running, and maybe obsessed. With Fin gone, he was the only witness to what had happened in Geneva and to this phone
            call tonight. He could guess what Jones was thinking: that Sam had to believe he was close to something big so that Fin wouldn’t
            have died in vain. Maybe Sam wanted to believe it so badly that he wasn’t seeing things clearly.
         

         
         “How are you doing, Sam?” Jones’s voice was soft.

         
         Sam saw the look, the slight forward lean and raised brows, like a doctor on his rounds. Sam knew the game he had to play—he
            had to seem appropriately troubled but not a lost cause. He ran it with the CIA counselor he was required to report to biweekly.
            He regarded the Agency human resources staff—a team of well-dressed lawyers and shrinks on the sixth floor—almost as warily
            as he did a threat in the field. Their job was to figure out if you were too crazy to work or too dangerous to fire, if you
            might talk, if they had to “protect their equities.” The Agency was happy to buy off the troubled ones, place them on leave
            indefinitely or give them some bullshit job in an annex and never bother to check if they showed up. The rubber room. Purgatory.
         

         
         How was he doing? The question brought back the past six weeks in a flash: the pacing, the restlessness, the bloodletting
            in Geneva playing on repeat every time he shut his eyes to sleep. He remembered the counselor’s office full of Andean and
            Buddhist trinkets, the soft sell on pills that Sam couldn’t even pronounce—“It’s very common. It takes strength to ask for
            help”—that sounded like they would turn him into a zombie.
         

         
         Doing fine, he would say, and he was, as long as he kept moving constantly, working the case on his own, lifting until the calluses tore off his palms, and running until he could come home and collapse into a dreamless sleep. 

         
         He was happy with his performance with the shrink; just another cover, whatever it took to get him back on the job. He didn’t
            want to numb himself or forget. He knew the cure, the one thing that would make this right: to take out Konstantin and the
            men who had murdered Fin and Clarke.
         

         
         Hell-bent on revenge wasn’t a particularly good answer to the How are you doing? query, so Sam just looked at Jones squarely and said, “Fine. Getting through it.”
         

         
         “That’s what I hear,” Jones said and seemed to peer through him. Was it a look of doubt?

         
         “You think I’m cracking up?” Sam asked.

         
         Jones set his jaw. “No. I believe you. But there are plenty of people on the seventh floor who are looking for any excuse
            to get rid of you.” The seventh floor of the old headquarters building was home to the clubby mahogany-paneled executive suites,
            a stronghold of the old-school Yalie CIA. They still looked down on the military types who had started to fill the Agency
            after 9/11.
         

         
         “The Swiss want someone to fall for what happened that night. And now this . . .” He shook his head. “I’m trying to figure
            out what’s going on and how to keep you out of a courtroom.”
         

         
         The Geneva police could have gotten him for murder that night. Sam said nothing to them after they took him into custody.
            He’d spent six years of his life building that cover, and he would keep it, no matter the cost. He requested a phone call
            and sent a message to Jones through an emergency line. Jones eventually managed to get him out and placate the chief of station
            in Bern. The Agency was careful with the Swiss authorities. It pumped a lot of money through numbered accounts.
         

         
         Sam rolled his shoulders back, drawing a stab of pain from the cuts. Jones had always protected him from HQs. He was an ally, and Sam needed him if he was going to have access to the investigation. Sam was hunting down leads to find the killers by himself, but it was nothing compared to what he could do with the full resources of the Agency behind him. 

         
         “I’ll call and have the techs trace anything that went to your phone. We’ll find them.”

         
         “Appreciate it,” Sam said. “Was there anything on the cameras?”

         
         Jones weighed the question for a moment as if wondering how much to give up, then shook his head.

         
         “Jesus,” Sam said. “All those targets and they don’t have coverage?”

         
         “There are ways around them. He’s good.”

         
         “I’ve known that for a long time. I’ll come back and work it. I’m ready.”

         
         Jones drew his hand through his hair and looked down for a moment. “They don’t think you are, Sam. And after tonight . . .
            it’s tough, but I’ll make the pitch. What else do you need?”
         

         
         Sam opened one of the office cabinets and looked inside. “A shirt.”
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         Jones put in the request to have all communications to Sam’s phone traced, and Sam, while searching the admin office, told
            Jones what he had seen that night, anything that could help them track down the bomber.
         

         
         He found a green scrub top in a cabinet and had just finished putting it on when a tech walked in and jumped back, startled
            by their presence.
         

         
         “All yours,” Sam said with casual authority, then led Jones back out into the hall.

         
         An older man with a bandage over his cheek and ear and a lost look in his eyes passed by. Sam paused outside a trauma bay.
            It was where they had rushed the young woman he had helped after the bombing, though all he could see through the window were
            multiple  gowned figures around a gurney.
         

         
         Heat built up in Sam’s face and neck as he looked around at the victims. His fingers curled into fists. His heart beat harder
            and harder in his chest, going like a kick drum.
         

         
         Jones put his palm on Sam’s shoulder, and Sam flinched, right hand starting toward him. He caught himself and gave Jones a neutral look, doing his best to cover the anger overpowering him. That wasn’t like him. In the field he’d learned to control every instinct, every gesture. 

         
         “Come on,” Sam said and continued toward the lobby. He needed air.

         
         They stepped outside through the automatic doors, and Sam looked down Twenty-Third Street toward the Lincoln Memorial. Red
            and blue lights flashed in the hazy night like a carnival.
         

         
         He turned back to see Jones staring at his phone.

         
         “What’s up?”

         
         Jones’s eyes met his. “The tech got back to me. There was no trace of any call to your cell.”

         
         Sam had expected to hear as much. “So it was hacked.”

         
         Jones did a good job hiding the doubt, but the signs were there, a slight tightening around the mouth.

         
         “The phone was clean?” Sam asked.

         
         “He pulled the whole disk image remotely and scanned it,” Jones said. “That’s how it looks so far.”

         
         “I’m already in the middle of this. Let me in on the investigation off book. Pass along what you have. I was so close in Geneva.”

         
         “We’ve been following up on everything you had and everything you’ve given us, Sam. It’s gone cold.”

         
         “Christopher Dimos. He’s a business consultant, or claims to be. Former colonel from Cyprus. He’s the best lead on Gemini.
            He’s back in Washington.”
         

         
         “You’re still working this?”

         
         “I pay attention.”

         
         “That’s funny. A couple of the FBI boys have noticed that someone else seemed to be tracking their Russian counterintelligence
            targets. Would you know anything about that?”
         

         
         “I’m on leave.”

         
         “Good. Because it’s not like the old days here. The rule book is out the door. Intel, organized crime, the oligarchs and their arm-breakers—it’s all one, and they’re getting bolder by the day. Tangling with them could get you killed. You’d just disappear.” He snapped his fingers. 

         
         “I can look out for myself. Put someone on Dimos.”

         
         “We have. He’s clean.”

         
         Sam pressed his lips together and looked back to the Mall. “He’ll attack again. Are you just going to sit—”

         
         “Sam,” Jones said, a flint edge to his voice. It was a warning.

         
         “Listen to me. They killed my source before he could help us stop this, and—” 

         
         “There was no body, Sam.”

         
         “I saw the shooting.”

         
         “Sometimes people see what they want to see.”

         
         “You think it was a setup to draw me out?” Sam asked. It was possible he had been getting too close to the killers and the
            whole meeting with Alex Clarke had been engineered to take him down. The Russians were getting more aggressive, targeting
            deep-cover officers like him. But they had seemed more focused on silencing Clarke  than killing Sam.
         

         
         “I don’t know. I wasn’t read in. You went on your own.”

         
         “Don’t. There wasn’t time. It was a judgment call.”

         
         “There’s a line between trusting yourself and overconfidence.”

         
         “You’re saying I crossed it? You think I got Fin killed to—what, serve my ego?”

         
         “No. But I need you to be careful. I know this Konstantin thing was personal, even before Geneva.”

         
         Sam’s right hand balled into a loose fist, and he covered it with his left. His mentor had put him onto Konstantin and had
            been pursuing it himself before he died.
         

         
         “It’s admirable, but don’t let it warp your judgment. You can fool the shrinks, but I see it. The anger. That fixation. The white whale. Just be careful. Don’t let it get the better of you, put you on tilt. I’ve seen it happen too many times. I’ll get you in again. We’ll do this the right way. You need to back off for a while before someone else—” 

         
         He stopped himself and clenched his teeth. Before someone else gets killed.

         
         Was Jones blaming Sam for the bombing? For Fin? Sam remembered Finlay’s words that night: I trust you. The muscles tightened along Sam’s spine, a surge of fury he welcomed. He wanted to go off on Jones, to burn this whole fucking
            thing down. They hadn’t listened.
         

         
         “I’ll take the heat for what happened to Fin but not for what happened tonight. They sidelined me. I could have stopped this.”

         
         Jones didn’t say anything for a moment, then nodded slowly. “Sorry. That was too much. Long day.”

         
         Sam looked to the sky, then back at Jones. “I get it.”

         
         “Let me give you a ride home.”

         
         “I’m set.”

         
         Jones put a hand on his shoulder. “You’re a good officer, Sam. You’ll be back. I’ll put a word in.”

         
         “I appreciate it.”

         
         Jones walked off. Sam waited for him to disappear around the corner, then stepped back into the hospital. He walked down the
            corridor, looking over the crying families, the dazed victims, the stained dressings.
         

         
         He wanted to see it all, to sear into his mind what was at stake. He paused near the hall that led to the trauma bay. A couple in their late fifties sat side by side in a waiting area nearby. On the man’s lap lay a broken 35 mm Nikon camera, the back open, the film gone. He was holding his wife, his eyes closed, as she cried softly, her head resting against his chest. Sam assumed they were the parents of the woman he had helped, Abby. 

         
         He turned and walked back to the exit. He stepped through the sliding doors into the night, and the humidity weighed on him
            like a blanket. He went down the sidewalk, each step longer and faster than the last. He needed to move or the rage would
            shake him apart. He began to run. The pain from the cuts braced him, helped him focus as he raced toward the Mall and the
            marble columns of the memorial, now pitted from the blast.
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         Sam ran home along the Potomac, then uphill on Wisconsin Avenue through Georgetown.

         
         He lived in a one-bedroom brick cottage behind a large Federal town house that was rarely occupied—the family who owned it
            also had places in New Mexico and Florida, giving Sam a lot of privacy.
         

         
         At home, he went straight for the shower and cleaned himself up, standing in the claw-foot tub.

         
         He reached for the taps and turned off the hot water. The cold was its own kind of burn, but he didn’t react, just let it
            wash over him as his skin and muscles tightened. The shock wore off, and eventually he felt nothing at all.
         

         
         The shower left him centered and calm as he went to the closet and pulled on a pair of jeans and a V-neck tee. He walked through
            the living room to his grandfather’s credenza,  a couple of dozen bottles of liquor on top, all covered in a fine layer of
            dust.
         

         
         Bookshelves lined  three of its walls, and a few nylon gig bags leaned in a corner. The drums were out in the shed. He hadn’t
            touched them in years. He’d been traveling nonstop, his life a false front, and this place had become a glorified storage
            unit, somewhere to leave his belongings and crash when he was in DC, usually in back-to-back meetings with HQs.
         

         
         He turned on a small television that sat on a shelf and flipped to CNN. They played different clips from the bombing: the massive police cordon, then a cell phone shot of a plume of black smoke rising into the air. The talking heads poured out speculation, but there was no news other than the casualties—two confirmed dead so far. He muted it and put the captions on. 

         
         His laptop sat on his kitchen table, and he opened it and checked his e-mail. There was one message—a voice-mail transcription.
            He had his cell set up so that any messages were transcribed and sent to his e-mail with a recording. It helped him keep track,
            as he was always switching phones undercover.
         

         
         He hit Play  and heard a relaxed voice. “What’s up, man. It’s Ryan. We just got back into town and were wondering what you
            were up to. Give me a shout if you want to come by for dinner or to jam or something. Been too long.”
         

         
         Sam smiled. Ryan was a high-school friend from Pennsylvania. He’d played in an indie band for years, been pretty successful
            at it, then opened up a couple of bars on Fourteenth Street and Bloomingdale in the District and settled down in Takoma Park.
            Sam would go over and they would play in his basement, and sometimes on Sunday nights Ryan would bring the kids over and they
            would do camp songs around the firepit here. Sam hadn’t been able to keep up with a lot of his friends outside the life, but
            he could see Ryan after a two-year break and they would get back into it as if it had been a few weeks.
         

         
         He remembered the last time he’d been over there, on a couch on the porch with Ryan’s three-year-old climbing over him, hanging
            off his neck in a halfway decent choke hold while Sam tried to tune a vintage Rickenbacker. Ryan’s wife sat down with a can
            of pale ale and joked that sometimes she thought that Sam was a hit man, the way he was always traveling for work. Sam had
            just laughed, maybe a hair too loud, and strummed a chord.
         

         
         Now he looked out the window into the backyard. The firepit sat with rust eating away at the bowl.

         
         He thought of calling Ryan, but that didn’t seem wise if there were people following him, and besides, he remembered with
            a quiet laugh, he didn’t even have a phone. Jones had kept it.
         

         
         He’d been off work for weeks, but the instruments were untouched, and his backpacking gear was still stowed. It all felt like
            an indulgence. Any time off the clock was time when the enemy was gaining. The only things here that he used these days were
            the rowing machine in the bedroom and the weights on the patio.
         

         
         He remembered one of the last conversations he’d had with Fin. They were heading to the apartment in Geneva, looking at the
            Mont Blanc range, and they got to talking about climbing and hiking, how Fin missed it, how whenever he had leave, he’d disappear
            into the forests up in Maine for weeks. His favorite was the Hundred-Mile Wilderness, the hardest stretch of the Appalachian
            Trail, a hundred miles without a chance to resupply. “It keeps me sane, you know?”
         

         
         Sam understood. He’d spent a couple of years as a rafting guide in Colorado before he joined the army. But he hadn’t been
            on a serious trip in years. The job took over.
         

         
         “You’ve never been up there?” Fin asked.

         
         “No.”

         
         “Tell you what—after we find these guys, I’ll take you, show you Acadia and the Knife Edge route to Mount Katahdin.” He shook
            his head. “Just awe.”
         

         
         “Deal,” Sam said. “You may have to slow down the pace for the old man, though. Too many hotels and surveillance posts.”

         
         Fin took a look at him. “I’m not buying that.”

         
         He was dead four hours later, and as Sam watched the life drain out of him on the checkered marble tiles, all he could think
            was that the kid would never see those trees again.
         

         
         Jones’s words came back to him: Warp your judgment. Fixation. White whale. His life had narrowed down to nothing more than work, nothing more than the hunt.
         

         
         The ringing from the blast still sounded in his ears, softer now, and the images from the Mall mixed in with scenes from that
            night six weeks ago, flickering
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