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There is no terror so consistent, so elusive to describe, as that which haunts a spy in a strange country.

—John le Carré, The Looking Glass War

Down these mean streets a man must go who is not himself mean, who is neither tarnished nor afraid.

—Raymond Chandler, The Simple Art of Murder
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There are places I’ll remember all my life—Red Square with a hot wind howling across it, my mother’s bedroom on the wrong side of Eight Mile, the endless gardens of a fancy foster home, a man waiting to kill me in a group of ruins known as the Theater of Death.

But nothing is burned deeper in my memory than a walk-up in New York—threadbare curtains, cheap furniture, a table loaded with tina and other party drugs. Lying next to the bed are a handbag, black panties the size of dental floss, and a pair of six-inch Jimmy Choos. Like their owner, they don’t belong here. She is naked in the bathroom—her throat cut, floating facedown in a bathtub full of sulfuric acid, the active ingredient in a drain cleaner available at any supermarket.

Dozens of empty bottles of the cleaner—Drain Bomb, it’s called—lie scattered on the floor. Unnoticed, I start picking through them. They’ve all got their price tags still attached and I see that, in order to avoid suspicion, whoever killed her bought them at twenty different stores. I’ve always said it’s hard not to admire good planning.

The place is in chaos, the noise deafening—police radios blaring, coroner’s assistants yelling for support, a Hispanic woman sobbing. Even if a victim doesn’t know anyone in the world, it seems like there’s always someone sobbing at a scene like this.

The young woman in the bath is unrecognizable—the three days she has spent in the acid have destroyed all her features. That was the plan I guess—whoever killed her had also weighed down her hands with telephone books. The acid has dissolved not only her fingerprints but almost the entire metacarpal structure underneath. Unless the forensic guys at the NYPD get lucky with a dental match, they’ll have a helluva time putting a name to this one.

In places like this, where you get a feeling evil still clings to the walls, your mind can veer into strange territory. The idea of a young woman without a face made me think of a Lennon/McCartney groove from long ago—it’s about Eleanor Rigby, a woman who wore a face that she kept in a jar by the door. In my head I start calling the victim Eleanor. The crime-scene team still have work to do, but there isn’t a person in the place who doesn’t think Eleanor was killed during sex: the mattress half off the base, the tangled sheets, a brown spray of decaying arterial blood on a bedside table. The really sick ones figure he cut her throat while he was still inside her. The bad thing is—they may be right. However she died, those that look for blessings may find one here—she wouldn’t have realized what was happening, not until the last moment anyway.

Tina—crystal meth—would have taken care of that. It makes you so damn horny, so euphoric as it hits your brain that any sense of foreboding would have been impossible. Under its influence the only coherent thought most people can marshal is to find a partner and bang their back out.

Next to the two empty foils of tina is what looks like one of those tiny shampoo bottles you get in hotel bathrooms.

Unmarked, it contains a clear liquid—GHB, I figure. It’s getting a lot of play now in the dark corners of the web: in large doses it is replacing rohypnol as the date-rape drug of choice. Most music venues are flooded with it: clubbers slug a tiny cap to cut tina, taking the edge off of its paranoia. But GHB also comes with its own side effects—a loss of inhibitions and a more intense sexual experience. On the street one of its names is Easy Lay. Kicking off her Jimmys, stepping out of her tiny black skirt, Eleanor must have been a rocket on the Fourth of July.

As I move through the crush of people—unknown to any of them, a stranger with an expensive jacket slung over his shoulder and a lot of freight in his past—I stop at the bed. I close out the noise and in my mind I see her on top, naked, riding him cowgirl. She is in her early twenties with a good body and I figure she is right into it—the cocktail of drugs whirling her toward a shattering orgasm, her body temperature soaring, thanks to the meth, her swollen breasts pushing down, her heart and respiratory rate rocketing under the onslaught of passion and chemicals, her breath coming in gulping bursts, her wet tongue finding a mind of its own and searching hard for the mouth below. Sex today sure isn’t for sissies.

Neon signs from a row of bars outside the window would have hit the blond highlights in her three-hundred-dollar haircut and sparkled off a Panerai diver’s watch. Yeah, it’s fake but it’s a good one. I know this woman. We all do—the type anyway. You see them in the huge new Prada store in Milan, queuing outside the clubs in Soho, sipping skinny lattes in the hot cafés on the Avenue Montaigne—young women who mistake People magazine for news and a Japanese symbol on their backs as a sign of rebellion.

I imagine the killer’s hand on her breast, touching a jeweled nipple ring. The guy takes it between his fingers and yanks it, pulling her closer. She cries out, revved—everything is hypersensitive now, especially her nipples. But she doesn’t mind—if somebody wants it rough, it just means they must really like her. Perched on top of him, the headboard banging hard against the wall, she would have been looking at the front door—locked and chained for sure. In this neighborhood that’s the least you could do.

A diagram on the back shows an evacuation route—she is in a hotel but any resemblance to the Ritz-Carlton pretty much ends there. It is called the Eastside Inn—home to itinerants, backpackers, the mentally lost, and anybody else with twenty bucks a night. Stay as long as you like—a day, a month, the rest of your life—all you need is two IDs, one with a photo.

The guy who had moved into room 89 had been here for a while—a six-pack sits on a bureau, along with four half-empty bottles of hard liquor and a couple of boxes of breakfast cereal. A stereo and a few CDs are on a nightstand and I glance through them. He had good taste in music, at least you could say that. The closet, however, is empty—it seems like his clothes were about the only thing he took with him when he walked out, leaving the body to liquefy in the bath. Lying at the back of the closet is a pile of trash: discarded newspapers, an empty can of roach killer, a coffee-stained wall calendar. I pick it up—every page features a black-and-white photo of an ancient ruin—the Coliseum, a Greek temple, the Library of Celsus at night. Very arty. But the pages are blank, not an appointment on any of them—except as a coffee mat, it seems like it’s never been used and I throw it back.

I turn away and—without thinking, out of habit really—I run my hand across the nightstand. That’s strange, no dust. I do the same to the bureau, bed board, and stereo and get the identical result—the killer has wiped everything down to eliminate his prints. He gets no prizes for that, but as I catch the scent of something and raise my fingers to my nose, everything changes. The residue I can smell is from an antiseptic spray they use in intensive care wards to combat infection. Not only does it kill bacteria, but as a side effect it also destroys DNA material—sweat, skin, hair. By spraying everything in the room and then dousing the carpet and walls, the killer was making sure that the NYPD needn’t bother with their forensic vacuum cleaners.

With sudden clarity I realize that this is anything but a by-the-book homicide for money or drugs or sexual gratification. As a murder, this is something remarkable.
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Not everybody knows this—or cares probably—but the first law of forensic science is called Locard’s Exchange Principle and it says “every contact between a perpetrator and a crime scene leaves a trace.” As I stand in this room, surrounded by dozens of voices, I’m wondering if Professor Locard had ever encountered anything quite like room 89—everything touched by the killer is now in a bath full of acid, wiped clean or drenched in industrial antiseptic. I’m certain there’s not a cell or follicle of him left behind.

A year ago I wrote an obscure book on modern investigative technique. In a chapter called “New Frontiers,” I said I had come across the use of an antibacterial spray only once in my life—and that was a high-level hit on an intelligence agent in the Czech Republic. That case doesn’t augur well—to this day, it remains unsolved. Whoever had been living in room 89 clearly knew their business and I start examining the room with the respect it deserves.

He wasn’t a tidy person and among the other trash I see an empty pizza box lying next to the bed. I’m about to pass over it when I realize that’s where he would have had the knife: lying on top of the pizza box within easy reach, so natural Eleanor probably wouldn’t even have registered it.

I imagine her on the bed, reaching under the tangle of sheets for his crotch. She kisses his shoulder, his chest, going down. Maybe the guy knows what he’s in for, maybe not: one of the side effects of GHB is that it suppresses the gag reflex. There’s no reason a person can’t swallow a seven-, eight-, ten-inch gun—that’s why one of the easiest places to buy it is in gay saunas. Or on porn shoots.

I think of his hands grabbing her—he flips her onto her back and straddles her. She’s thinking he’s positioning himself for her mouth, but casually, his right hand would have dropped to the side of the bed. Unseen, the guy’s fingers find the top of the pizza box, then touch what he’s looking for—cold and cheap but because it’s new, more than sharp enough to do the job.

Anybody watching from behind would have seen her back arch, a sort of moan escape her lips—they’d think he must have entered her mouth. He hasn’t. Her eyes, bright with drugs, are flooding with fear. His left hand has clamped tight over her mouth, forcing her head back, exposing her throat. She bucks and writhes, tries to use her arms but he’s anticipated that. Straddling her breasts, his knees slam down, pinning her by the biceps—you can just make out the two bruises on the body lying in the bath. She’s helpless. His right hand rises up into view—Eleanor sees it and tries to scream, convulsing wildly, fighting to get free. The serrated steel of the pizza knife flashes past her breast, toward her pale throat. It slashes hard…

Blood sprays across the bedside table. With one of the arteries that feed the brain completely cut it would have been over in a moment. Eleanor crumples, gurgling, bleeding out. The last vestiges of consciousness, tell her she has just witnessed her own murder, all she ever was and hoped to be is gone. That’s how he did it—he wasn’t inside her at all. Once again, thank God for small mercies, I suppose.

The killer goes to prepare the acid bath and along the way pulls off the bloody white shirt he must have been wearing—they just found pieces of it under Eleanor’s body in the bath, along with the knife: four inches long, black plastic handle, made by the millions in some sweatshop in China.

I’m still reeling from the vivid imagining of it all, so I barely register a rough hand taking my shoulder. As soon as I do, I throw it off, about to instantly break his arm—an echo from an earlier life, I’m afraid. It is some guy who mumbles a terse apology, looking at me strangely, trying to move me aside. He’s the leader of a forensic team—three guys and a woman—setting up the UV lamps and dishes of the Fast Blue B dye they’ll use to test the mattress for semen stains. They haven’t found out about the antiseptic yet and I don’t tell them—for all I know the killer missed a part of the bed. If he did, given the nature of the Eastside Inn, I figure they’ll get several thousand positive hits dating back to when hookers wore stockings.

I get out of their way but I’m deeply distracted: I’m trying to close everything out because there is something about the room, the whole situation—I’m not exactly sure what—that is troubling me. A part of the scenario is wrong and I can’t tell why. I look around, taking another inventory of what I see but I can’t find it—I have a sense it’s from earlier in the night. I go back, mentally rewinding the tape to when I first walked in.

What was it? I reach down into my subconscious, trying to recover my first impression—it was something detached from the violence, minor but with overriding significance.

If only I could touch it… a feeling… it’s like… it’s some word that is lying now on the other side of memory. I start thinking about how I wrote in my book that it is the assumptions, the unquestioned assumptions, that trip you up every time—and then it comes to me.

When I walked in I saw the six-pack on the bureau, a carton of milk in the fridge, registered the names of a few DVDs lying next to the TV, noted the liner in a trash can. And the impression—the word—that first entered my head but didn’t touch my conscious mind was female. I got everything right about what had happened in room 89—except for the biggest thing of all. It wasn’t a young guy who was staying here; it wasn’t a naked man who was having sex with Eleanor and cut her throat. It wasn’t a clever prick who destroyed her features with acid and drenched the room with antiseptic spray.

It was a woman.
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I’ve known a lot of powerful people in my career, but I’ve only met one person with genuine natural authority—the sort of guy who could shout you down with just a whisper. He is in the corridor now, coming toward me, telling the forensic team they’ll have to wait—the Fire Department wants to secure the acid before somebody gets burned.

“Keep your plastic gloves on, though,” he advises. “You can give each other a free prostate exam out in the hall.” Everybody except the forensic guys laughs.

The man with the voice is Ben Bradley, the homicide lieutenant in charge of the crime scene. He’s been down in the manager’s office, trying to locate the scumbag who runs the joint. He’s a tall black man—Bradley, not the scumbag—in his early fifties with big hands and Industry jeans turned up at the cuff. His wife talked him into buying them recently in a forlorn attempt to update his image, instead of which—he says—they make him look like a character from a Steinbeck novel, a modern refugee from the dust bowl.

Like all the other regulars at these murder circuses he has little affection for the forensic specialists. First, the work was outsourced a few years back and overpaid people like these started turning up in crisp white boilersuits with names like FORENSIC BIOLOGICAL SERVICES, INC. on the back. Second—and what really tipped it over the edge for him—were the two shows featuring forensic work that hit it big on TV and led to an insufferable outbreak of celebrityhood in the minds of its practitioners.

“Jesus,” he complained recently, “is there anybody in this country who isn’t dreaming of being on a reality show?”

As he watches the would-be celebrities repack their labs-in-a-briefcase he catches sight of me—standing silently against the wall, just watching, like I seem to have spent half my life doing. He ignores the people demanding his attention and makes his way over. We don’t shake hands—I don’t know why, it’s just never been our way. I’m not even sure if we’re friends—I’ve always been pretty much on the outside of any side you can find, so I’m probably not the one to judge. We respect each other, though, if that helps.

“Thanks for coming,” he says.

I nod, looking at his turned-up Industries and black work boots, ideal for paddling through the blood and shit of a crime scene.

“What did you come by—tractor?” I ask. He doesn’t laugh, Ben hardly ever laughs; he’s about the most deadpan guy you’ll ever meet. Which doesn’t mean he isn’t funny.

“Had a chance to look around, Ramon?” he says quietly.

My name is not Ramon and he knows it. But he also knows that until recently I was a member of one of our nation’s most secret intelligence agencies, so I figure he’s referring to Ramon Garcia. Ramon was an FBI agent who went to almost infinite trouble to conceal his identity as he sold our nation’s secrets to the Russians—then left his fingerprints all over the Hefty garbage bags he used to deliver the stolen documents. Ramon was almost certainly the most incompetent covert operator in history. Like I say, Ben is very funny.

“Yeah, I’ve seen a bit,” I tell him. “What you got on the person living in this dump? She’s the prime suspect, huh?”

Ben can hide many things, but his eyes can’t mask the look of surprise—a woman?!

Excellent, I think—Ramon strikes back. Still, Bradley’s a cool cop. “That’s interesting, Ramon,” he says trying to find out if I’m really on to something or whether I’ve just jumped the shark. “How’d you figure that?”

I point at the six-pack on the bureau, the milk in the fridge. “What guy does that? A guy keeps the beer cold, lets the milk go bad. Look at the DVDs—romantic comedies and not an action film among them. Wanna take a walk?” I continue, “Find out how many other guys in this dump use liners in their trash cans. That’s what a woman does—one who doesn’t belong here, no matter what part she’s acting.”

He weighs what I’ve said, holding my gaze, but it’s impossible to tell whether he’s buying what I’m selling. Before I can ask, two young detectives—a woman and her partner—appear from behind the fire department’s hazmat barrels. They scramble to a stop in front of Bradley.

“We got something, Ben!” the female cop says. “It’s about the occupant—”

Bradley nods calmly. “Yeah, it’s a woman—tell me something I don’t know. What about her?”

I guess he was buying it. The two cops stare, wondering how the hell he knew. By morning the legend of their boss will have grown even greater. Me? I’m thinking the guy is shameless; he’s going to take the credit without even blinking? I start laughing.

Bradley glances at me and, momentarily, I think he’s going to laugh back but it’s a forlorn hope. His sleepy eyes seem to twinkle, though, as his attention reverts to the two cops. “How’d you know it was a woman?” he asks them.

“We got hold of the hotel register and all the room files,” the male detective—name of Connor Norris—replies.

Bradley is suddenly alert. “From the manager? You found the scumbag—got him to unlock the office?”

Norris shakes his head. “There are four drug warrants out for his arrest, he’s probably halfway to Mexico. No, Alvarez here,” he indicates his female partner, “she recognized a guy wanted for burglary living upstairs.” He looks at his partner, not sure how much more to say.

Alvarez shrugs, hopes for the best, and comes clean. “I offered the burglar a get-out-of-jail-free card if he’d pick the locks on the manager’s office and safe for us.”

She looks at Bradley, nervous, wondering how much trouble this is gonna cause.

Her boss’s face gives away nothing, his voice just drops a notch, even softer. “And then?”

“Eight locks in total and he was through ’em in under a minute,” she says. “No wonder nothing’s safe in this town.”

“What was in the woman’s file?” Bradley asks.

“Receipts. She’d been living here just over a year,” Norris says. “Paid in cash, didn’t have the phone connected, TV, cable, nothing. Sure didn’t want to be traced.”

Bradley nods—exactly what he was thinking. “When was the last time any of the neighbors saw her?”

“Three or four days ago, nobody’s sure,” Norris recounts.

Bradley murmurs. “Disappeared straight after she killed her date, I guess. What about ID, there must have been something in her file?”

Alvarez checks her notes. “Photocopies of a Florida driver’s license and a student card or something—no picture on it,” she says. “I bet they’re genuine.”

“Check ’em anyway,” Bradley tells them.

“We gave ’em to Petersen,” says Norris, referring to another young detective. “He’s onto it.”

Bradley acknowledges it. “Does the burglar—any of the others—know the suspect, anything about her?”

They shake their heads. “Nobody. They’d just see her come and go,” Norris says. “Early twenties, about five eight, a great body according to the burglar—”

Bradley raises his eyes to heaven. “By his standards that probably means she’s got two legs.”

Norris smiles but not Alvarez—she just wishes Bradley would say something about her deal with the burglar. If he’s going to ream her out, get it over with. Instead, she has to continue to participate, professional: “According to a so-called actress in 114 the chick changed her appearance all the time. One day Marilyn Monroe, the next Marilyn Manson, sometimes both Marilyns on the same day. Then there was Drew and Britney, Dame Edna, k.d. lang—”

“You’re serious?” Bradley asks. The young cops nod, reeling off more names as if to prove it. “I’m really looking forward to seeing this Photofit,” he says, realizing that all the common avenues of a murder investigation are being closed down. “Anything else?” They shake their heads, done.

“Better start getting statements from the freaks—or at least those without warrants, which will probably amount to about three of ’em.”

Bradley dismisses them, turning to me in the shadows, starting to broach something that has been causing him a lot of anxiety.

“Ever seen one of these?” he asks, pulling on plastic gloves and taking a metal box off a shelf in the closet—it’s khaki in color, so thin I hadn’t even noticed it. He’s about to open it but turns to look at Alvarez and Norris for a moment. They are heading out, weaving through the firefighters packing up their hazmat pumps now.

“Hey, guys,” he calls. They turn and look. “About the burglar—that was good work.” We see the relief on Alvarez’s face and they both raise their hands in silent acknowledgment, smiling. No wonder his crew worship him.

I’m looking at the metal box—on closer examination more like an attaché case with a serial number stenciled on the side in white letters. It’s obviously military, but I only have a vague memory of seeing anything like it. “A battlefield surgical kit?” I say without much conviction.

“Close,” Bradley says. “Dentistry.” He opens the box, revealing—nestled in foam—a full set of Army dental instruments: spreader pliers, probes, extraction forceps.

I stare at him. “She pulled the victim’s teeth?” I ask.

“All of ’em. We haven’t found any, so I figure she dumped ’em—maybe she flushed them down the john and we’ll get lucky, that’s why we’re tearing the plumbing apart.”

“Were the teeth pulled before or after she killed her?”

Ben realizes where I’m going. “No, it wasn’t torture. The coroner says it was after death, to prevent identification. It was the reason I asked you to drop by—I remembered something in your book about home dentistry and a murder. If it was in the US, I was hoping there might be a—”

“No connection—Sweden,” I say. “A guy used a surgical hammer on the victim’s bridgework and jaw—same objective I guess—but forceps? I’ve never seen anything like that.”

“Well, we have now,” Ben replies.

“Inspiring,” I say, “the onward rush of civilization I mean.”

Putting aside my despair about humanity, I have to say I’m even more impressed by the killer—it couldn’t have been easy pulling thirty-two teeth from a dead person. The killer had obviously grasped one important concept, a thing that eludes most people who decide on her line of work—nobody’s ever been arrested for a murder; they have only ever been arrested for not planning it properly.

I indicate the metal case. “Where’s a civilian get one of these?” I ask.

Ben shrugs. “Anywhere they like. I called a buddy in the Pentagon and he went into the archives: forty thousand were surplus—the Army unloaded the lot through survival stores over the last few years. We’ll chase ’em, but we won’t nail it that way. I’m not sure anybody could…”

His voice trails away—he’s lost in a labyrinth, running his gaze around the room, trying to find a way out. “I’ve got no face,” he says softly, “no dental records, no witnesses—worst of all no motive. You know this business better than anyone—if I asked you about solving it, what odds would you lay?”

“Right now? Powerball,” I tell him. “You walk in, the first thing you think is amateur, just another drug or sex play. Then you look closer—I’ve only seen a couple anywhere near as good as this.” Then I tell him about the antiseptic spray and of course that’s not something he wants to hear.

“Thanks for the encouragement,” he says. Unthinking, he rubs his index finger and thumb together and I know from close observation over a long period that it means he’d like a cigarette. He told me once he’d given up in the ’90s and there must have been a million times since then that he’d thought a smoke might help. This is obviously one of them. To get over the craving he talks. “You know my problem? Marcie told me this once—” Marcie is his wife. “I get too close to the victims, ends up I sort of imagine I’m the only friend they’ve got left.”

“Their champion?” I suggest.

“That’s exactly the word she used. And there’s one thing I’ve never been able to do—Marcie says it could be the only thing she really likes about me—I’ve never been able to let a friend down.”

Champion of the dead, I think. There could be worse things. I wish there was something I could do to help him but there isn’t—it’s not my investigation and, although I’m only in my thirties, I’m retired.

A technician enters the room fast, yelling in an Asian accent: “Ben?” Bradley turns. “In the basement!”
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Three technicians in coveralls have torn apart an old brick wall. Despite their face masks, they’re almost gagging from the smell inside the cavity. It’s not a body they’ve found, rotting flesh has its own particular odor—this is leaking sewage, mold, and a hundred generations of rat shit.

Bradley makes his way through a sequence of foul cellars and stops in the harsh light of a bank of work lights illuminating the wrecked wall. I follow in his wake, tagging along with the other investigators, arriving just in time to see the Asian guy—a Chinese-American whom everyone calls Bruce for obvious reasons—shine a portable light deep into the newly opened cavity.

Inside is a maze of cowboy plumbing. Bruce explains that having torn up the bathroom in room 89 without finding anything trapped in the U-bends, they went one step further. They got a capsule of Fast Blue B dye from the forensic guys, mixed it into a pint of water, and poured it down the waste pipe.

It took five minutes for all of it to arrive and they knew if it was running that slow, there had to be a blockage somewhere between the basement and room 89. Now they’ve found it—in the matrix of pipes and illegal connections behind the wall.

“Please tell me it’s the teeth,” Bradley says. “She flush ’em down the toilet?”

Bruce shakes his head and shines the portable light on a mush of charred paper trapped in a right-angle turn. “The pipe comes straight from room 89—we tested it,” he says, pointing at the mush. “Whatever this is, she probably burnt it, then sent it down the crapper. That was the right thing to do—except she didn’t know about the code violations.”

With the help of tweezers, Bradley starts to pick the congealed mess apart. “Bits of receipts, corner of a MetroCard, movie ticket,” he recounts to everyone watching. “Looks like she took a final sweep through the place, got rid of anything she missed.” He carefully separates more burnt fragments. “A shopping list, could be useful to match the handwriting if we ever find—”

He stops, staring at a piece of paper slightly less charred than the rest. “Seven numbers. Written by hand: ‘9 0 2 5 2 3 4.’ It’s not complete, the rest has been burnt off.”

He holds the scrap of paper up to the group, but I know it’s me he’s really speaking to, as if my job at an intelligence agency qualifies me as a cryptographer. Seven handwritten numbers, half-destroyed—they could mean anything—but I have one advantage: people in my former business are always dealing in fragments, so I don’t just dismiss it.

Among everybody else of course the speculation starts immediately—bank account, credit card, zip code, an IP address, a phone number. Alvarez says there’s no such thing as a 902 area code and she’s right. Sort of.

“Yeah, but we connect to the Canadian system,” Petersen, the young detective—built like a linebacker—tells her. “Nine-oh-two is Nova Scotia. My grandfather had a farm up there.”

Bradley doesn’t respond, he keeps looking at me for my opinion. I’ve learned from bitter experience not to say anything unless you’re certain, so I just shrug—which means Bradley and everyone else move on.

What I’m really thinking about is the wall calendar, which has been worrying me since I first saw it. According to the price on the back it cost forty bucks at Rizzoli, the upmarket bookstore, and that’s a lot of money to tell the date and never use. The killer was obviously a smart woman and the thought occurred to me it wasn’t a calendar at all to her; maybe she had an interest in ancient ruins.

I had spent most of my career working in Europe and though it’s a long time since I traveled that far east, I’m pretty sure 90 is the international code for Turkey. Spend even a day traveling in that country and you realize it has more Greco-Roman ruins than just about any place on earth. If 90 is the country prefix, it’s possible the subsequent digits are an area code and part of a phone number. Without anyone noticing, I walk out and head for the quietest part of the basement and make a call to Verizon on my cell phone—I want to find out about Turkish area codes.

As I wait for the phone company to pick up I glance at my watch and I’m shocked to realize that dawn must be breaking outside—it is now ten hours since a janitor, checking a power failure in the next room, unlocked the door to room 89 to access some wiring. No wonder everybody looks tired.

At last I reach someone on a Verizon help desk, a heavily accented woman at what I guess is a call center in Mumbai, and find my memory is holding up—90 is indeed the dialing code for Turkey. “What about 252? Is that an area code?”

“Yes, a province… it’s called Muğla or something,” she says, trying her best to pronounce it. Turkey is a large country—bigger than Texas, with a population of over seventy million—and the name means nothing to me. I start to thank her, ready to ring off, when she says: “I don’t know if it helps, but it says here that one of the main towns is a place on the Aegean coast. It’s called Bodrum.”

The word sends a jolt through my body, a frisson of fear that has been barely dissipated by the passage of so many years. Bodrum, she says—and the name washes ashore like the debris from some distant shipwreck. “Really?” I say calmly, fighting a tumult of thoughts. Then the part of my brain dealing with the present reminds me I’m only a guest on this investigation and relief floods in—I don’t want anything to do with that part of the world again.

I make my way back to room 89. Bradley sees me and I tell him I figure that the piece of paper is the first part of a phone number all right but I’d forget about Canada. I explain about the calendar and he says he’d seen it earlier in the evening and it had worried him too.

“Bodrum? Where’s Bodrum?” he asks.

“You need to get out more. In Turkey—one of the most fashionable summer destinations in the world.”

“What about Coney Island?” he asks straight-faced.

“A close call,” I tell him, picturing the harbor packed with extravagant yachts, the elegant villas, a tiny mosque nestled in the hills, cafés with names like Mezzaluna and Oxygen awash with hormones and ten-dollar cappuccinos.

“You’ve been there?” Bradley asks. I shake my head—there are some things the government won’t let me talk about.

“No,” I lie. “Why would she be calling someone in Bodrum?” I wonder aloud, changing the subject.

Bradley shrugs, unwilling to speculate, preoccupied. “The big guy’s done some good work too,” he reports, pointing at Petersen on the other side of the room. “It wasn’t a student ID Alvarez found in the manager’s file—fake name, of course, but it was a New York library card.”

“Oh good,” I say without much interest, “an intellectual.”

“Not really,” he replies, “according to their database she only borrowed one book in a year.” He pauses, looks at me hard. “Yours.”

I stare back at him, robbed of words. No wonder he was preoccupied. “She read my book?” I manage to say finally.

“Not just read it, studied it I’d say,” he answers. “Like you said—you hadn’t seen many as professional as this. Now we know why—the missing teeth, the antiseptic spray, it’s all in your book, isn’t it?”

My head tilts back as the full weight of it hits me. “She took stuff from different cases, used it as a manual—how to kill someone, how to cover it up.”

“Exactly,” Ben Bradley says and, for one of the few times ever, he smiles. “I just want to say thanks—now I’ve got to chase you-by-proxy, the best in the world.”
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If you want to know the truth, my book about investigative techniques was pretty obscure—the sort of thing, as far as I could tell, that defied all publishing theory: once most people put it down, they couldn’t pick it up again.

Yet, among the small cadre of professionals at whom it was aimed, it caused a seismic shock. The material went out on the edge of technology, of science, of credibility even. But on closer examination not even the most hardened skeptics could maintain their doubts—every case I cited included those tiny details, that strange patina of circumstance and motivation, that allows good investigators to separate the genuine from the fake.

A day after the book’s release a flurry of questions began ricocheting around the closed world of top-flight investigators. How the hell was it that nobody had heard of any of these cases? They were like communiqués from another planet, only the names changed to protect the guilty. And, even more importantly, who the hell had written it?

I had no intention of ever letting anyone find out. Due to my former work I had more enemies than I cared to think about and I didn’t want to start my car engine one morning and end up as a handful of cosmic dust running rings around the moon. If any reader of the book was to inquire about the background of the so-called author, all they would find was a man who had died recently in Chicago. One thing was certain: I didn’t write it for fame or money.

I told myself I did it because I had solved crimes committed by people working at the outer limits of human ingenuity and I thought other investigators might find some of the techniques I had pioneered useful. And that was true—up to a point. On a deeper level, I’m still young— hopefully with another, real, life in front of me—and I think the book was a summing up, a way of bidding a final farewell to my former existence.

For almost a decade I was a member of our country’s most secret intelligence organization, working so deep in shadow that only a handful of people even knew of our existence. The agency’s task was to police our country’s intelligence community, to act as the covert world’s internal affairs department. To that extent, you might say, we were a throwback to the Middle Ages. We were the ratcatchers.

Although the number of people employed by the twenty-six publicly acknowledged—and eight unnamed—US intelligence organizations is classified, it is reasonable to say that over one hundred thousand people came within our orbit. A population of that size meant the crimes we investigated ran the gamut—from treason to corruption, murder to rape, drug dealing to theft. The only difference was that some of the perpetrators were the best and brightest in the world.

The group entrusted with this elite and highly classified mission was established by Jack Kennedy in the early months of his administration. After a particularly lurid scandal at the CIA—the details of which still remain secret—he apparently decided members of the intelligence community were as subject to human frailty as the population in general. More so, probably.

In normal circumstances, the FBI would have acted as the shadow world’s investigator-at-large—under the perfumed fist of J. Edgar Hoover, however, that agency was anything but normal. Giving him the power to investigate the spooks would have been—well, you might as well have let Saddam loose in the arms factory. For this reason Kennedy and his brother created an agency that was given, by virtue of its responsibilities, unprecedented power. Established by an executive order it also became one of only three agencies to report directly to the president without congressional oversight. Don’t bother asking about the other two—both of them are also forbidden by law from being named.

In the rarefied atmosphere where those with the highest security clearances reside, people at first disparaged the new agency and its hard-charging mission. Delighted by their cleverness, they referred to it as the 11th Airborne Division—the cavalry, in other words. Few of them expected it to be successful but as the agency’s impressive reputation grew, they didn’t find it quite so funny.

As if by common agreement, one part of the name gradually faded until the entire intelligence community referred to it—in a tone of reverence—simply as The Division. It’s not vanity when I say that many of those who worked for it were brilliant. They had to be—some of The Division’s targets were the most highly skilled covert operators the shadow world has ever seen. Years of training had taught these men and women how to lie and deflect, to say good-bye and leave not a trace behind, to have their hand in anything and their fingerprints on nothing. The result was that those who hunted them had to have even greater skills. The pressure for the catchers to keep one step ahead of the prey was enormous, almost unbearable at times, and it was no wonder that The Division had the highest suicide rate of any government agency outside of the Post Office.

It was during my last year at Harvard that I was recruited into its elite ranks without even realizing it. One of the agency’s outriders—a pleasant woman with nice legs and a surprisingly short skirt who said she was a vice president with the Rand Corporation—came to Cambridge and talked to promising young graduates.

I had studied medicine for three years, majoring in the pharmacology of drugs—and I mean majoring. By day I learned about them in theory, on weekends I took a far more hands-on approach. It was while visiting a doctor in Boston, having read up on the symptoms of fibromyalgia and convincing him to write me a prescription for Vicodin, that I had an epiphany.

Say it was real, say right now it was me behind that desk dealing with the ailments—real and imagined—of the patients I had been quietly observing in the waiting room?

I realized it wasn’t what afflicted people that interested me, it was what motivated them. I dropped out of medicine, enrolled in psychology, graduated magna cum laude, and was close to completing my doctorate.

As soon as it was finished, the lady in the short skirt was offering twice the starting salary of any other employer and what appeared to be almost limitless opportunities for research and advancement. As a result I spent the next year writing reports that would never be read, designing questionnaires never to be answered, before I discovered I wasn’t really working for Rand at all. I was being observed, auditioned, assessed, and checked. Suddenly Short Skirt wasn’t anywhere to be found.

Instead, two men—hard men—I had never seen before, or since, took me to a secure room in a nondescript building on an industrial estate just north of CIA headquarters in Langley, Virginia. They made me sign a series of forms forbidding any kind of disclosure before telling me that I was being considered for a position in a clandestine intelligence service that they refused to name.

I stared at them, asking myself why they would have thought of me. But if I was honest, I knew the answer. I was a perfect candidate for the secret world. I was smart, I had always been a loner, and I was damaged deep in my soul.

My father walked out before I was born and was never seen again. Several years later my mother was murdered in her bedroom in our apartment just off Eight Mile Road in Detroit—like I said, there are some places I will remember all my life.

An only child, I finally washed up with adoptive parents in Greenwich, Connecticut—twenty acres of manicured lawns, the best schools money could buy, the quietest house you’ve ever known. Their family seemingly complete, I guess Bill and Grace Murdoch tried their best, but I could never be the son they wanted.

A child without parents learns to survive: they work out early to mask what they feel and if the pain proves beyond bearing, to dig a cave in their head, and hide inside. To the world at large I tried to be what I thought Bill and Grace wanted and ended up being a stranger to them both.

Sitting in that room outside Langley I realized that taking on another identity, masking so much of who you are and what you feel, was ideal training for the secret world.

In the years that followed—the ones I spent secretly traveling the world under a score of different names—I have to say the best spooks I ever met had learned to live a double life long before they joined any agency.

They included closeted men in a homophobic world, secret adulterers with wives in the suburbs, gamblers, and addicts, alcoholics, and perverts. Whatever their burden, they were all long-practiced at making the world believe in an illusion of themselves. It was only a small step to put on another disguise and serve their government.

I guess the two hard men sensed something of that in me. Finally, they got to the part of their questioning that dealt with illegality. “Tell us about drugs,” they said.

I remembered what somebody once said about Bill Clinton—he never met a woman he didn’t like. I figured it wouldn’t be helpful to tell them I felt the same way about drugs. I denied even a passing knowledge, thankful I had never adopted the reckless lifestyle that usually accompanies their use. I’d made it a secret life and kept it hidden by following my own rules—I only ever got fucked up alone, I didn’t try and score at bars or clubs, I figured party drugs were for amateurs, and the idea of driving around an open-air drug market sounded like a recipe to get shot.

It worked—I had never been arrested or questioned about it—and so, having already successfully lived one secret life, it now gave me the confidence to embrace another. When they stood up and wanted to know how long I would need to consider their offer I simply asked for a pen.

So that was the way of it—I signed their Memorandum of Engagement in a windowless room on a bleak industrial estate and joined the secret world. If I gave any thought to the cost it would exact, the ordinary things I would never experience or share, I certainly don’t recall it.
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After four years of training—of learning to read tiny signs others might miss, to live in situations where others would die—I rose quickly through the ranks. My initial overseas posting was to Berlin and within six months of my arrival, I had killed a man for the first time.

Ever since The Division was established, its operations in Europe had been under the command of one of its most senior agents, based in London. The first person to hold the post had been a high-ranking Navy officer, a man steeped in the history of naval warfare. As a result he took to calling himself the Admiral of the Blue, the person who had once been third in command of the fleet—his exact position within The Division. The name stuck, but over the decades it got changed and corrupted until finally it became known as the Rider of the Blue.

By the time I arrived in Europe the then occupant of the office was running a highly regarded operation and there seemed little doubt he would one day return to Washington and assume The Division’s top post. Those who did well in his eyes would inevitably be swept higher in the slipstream and there was intense competition to win his approval.

It was against this background that the Berlin office sent me to Moscow early one August—the worst of months in that hot and desperate city—to investigate claims of financial fraud in a US clandestine service operating there. Sure, the money was missing, but as I dug deeper what I uncovered was far worse—a senior US intelligence officer had traveled specially to Moscow and was about to sell the names of our most valuable Russian informers back to the FSB, the successor both in function and brutality to the KGB.

As I’d come very late to this particular party I had to make an instant decision—no time to seek advice, no second-guessing. I caught up with our officer when he was on his way to meet his Russian contact. And, yes, that was the first man I ever killed.

I shot him—I shot the Rider of the Blue dead in Red Square, a vicious wind howling out of the steppes, hot, carrying with it the smell of Asia and the stench of betrayal. I don’t know if this is anything to be proud of, but even though I was young and inexperienced I killed my boss like a professional.

I shadowed him to the southern edge of the square, where a children’s carousel was turning. I figured the blaring sound of its recorded music would help mask the flat retort of a pistol shot. I came in at him from an angle—this man I knew well—and he only saw me at the last moment.

A look of puzzlement crossed his face, almost instantly giving way to fear. “Eddy—” he said. My real name wasn’t Eddy, but like everybody else in the agency I had changed my identity when I first went out into the field. I think it made it easier, as if it wasn’t really me who was doing it.

“Something wrong—what are you doing here?” He was from the south and I’d always liked his accent.

I just shook my head. “Vyshaya mera,” I said. It was an old KGB expression we both knew that literally meant “the highest level of punishment”—a euphemism for putting a large-caliber bullet through the back of someone’s head.

I already had my hand on the gun in my hip pocket—a slim-line PSM 5.45, ironically a Soviet design, specially made to be little thicker than a cigarette lighter. It meant you could carry it with barely a wrinkle in the jacket of a well-cut suit. I saw his panicky eyes slide to the kids riding the carousel, probably thinking about his own two little ones, wondering how it ever got this crazy.

Without taking the gun out of my pocket, I pulled the trigger—firing a steel-core bullet able to penetrate the thirty layers of Kevlar and two millimeters of titanium plate in the bulletproof vest I assumed he was wearing.

Nobody heard a sound above the racket of the carousel.

The bullet plunged into his chest, the muzzle velocity so high it immediately sent his heart into shock, killing him instantly—just like it was designed to do. I put my arm out, catching him as he fell, using my hand to wipe the sweat from his forehead, acting as if my companion had just passed out from the heat.

I half-carried him to a plastic seat under a flapping unused umbrella, speaking in halting Russian to the clutch of mothers waiting ten yards away for their children, pointing at the sky, complaining about the weather.

They smiled, secretly pleased to have it confirmed once again that the Slavs were strong and the Americans weak: “Ah, the heat—terrible, yes,” they said sympathetically.

I took off the Rider’s jacket and put it on his lap to hide the reddening hole. I called to the mothers again, telling them I was leaving him momentarily while I went for a cab.

They nodded, more interested in their kids on the carousel than what I was doing. I doubt any of them even realized I was carrying his briefcase—let alone his wallet—as I hurried toward the taxis on Kremlevskiy Prospekt.

I was already entering my hotel room several miles away before anyone noticed the blood trickling from the corner of his mouth and called the cops. I hadn’t had the chance to empty all his pockets, so I knew it wouldn’t be long before they identified him.

On visits to London I’d had dinner at his home and played with his kids many times—two girls who were in their early years at school—and I counted down the minutes to when I guessed the phone would ring at his house in Hampstead and they’d get the news their father was dead. Thanks to my own childhood, I had a better idea than most how that event would unfold for a child—the wave of disbelief, the struggle to understand the finality of death, the flood of panic, the yawning chasm of abandonment. No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t stop the scene from playing out in my head—the visuals were of them, but I’m afraid the emotion was mine.

At last I sat on the bed and broke the lock on his briefcase. The only thing of interest I found was a music DVD with Shania Twain on the cover. I put it in the drive of my laptop and ran it through an algorithm program. Hidden in the digitized music were the names and classified files of nineteen Russians who were passing secrets to us. Vyshaya mera to them if the Rider had made the drop.

As I worked through the files, looking at the personal data in the nineteen files, I started to keep a tally of the names of all the Russian kids I encountered. I hadn’t meant to, but I realized I was drawing up a sort of profit-and-loss account. By the end there were fourteen Russian children in one column, the Rider’s two daughters in the other. You could say it had been a good exchange by any reckoning. But it wasn’t enough—the names of the Russians were too abstract and the Rider’s children far too real.

I picked up my coat, swung my overnight bag onto my shoulder, pocketed the PSM 5.45, and headed to a playground near Gorky Park—I knew from the files that some of the wives of our Russian assets often took their kids there in the afternoon. I sat on a bench and from the descriptions I had read I identified nine of the women for sure, their children building sand castles on a make-believe beach.

I walked forward and stared at them—I doubt they even noticed the stranger with a burn hole in his jacket looking through the railing—these smiling kids whose summers I hoped would now last longer than mine ever did. And while I had managed to make them real, I couldn’t help thinking that in the measure of what I had given to them, by equal measure I had lost part of myself. Call it my innocence.

Feeling older but somehow calmer, I walked toward a row of taxis. Several hours earlier—as I had hurried toward my hotel room after killing the Rider—I had made an encrypted call to Washington and I knew a CIA plane, flying undercover as a General Motors executive jet, was en route to the city’s Sheremetyevo Airport to extract me.

Worried that the Russian cops had already identified me as the killer, the ride to the airport was one of the longest journeys of my life and it was with overwhelming relief I stepped on board the jet. My elation lasted about twelve seconds. Inside were four armed men who declined to reveal who they were but had the look of some Special Forces unit.

They handed me a legal document and I learned I was now the subject of the intelligence community’s highest inquiry—a Critical Incident Investigation—into the killing. The leader of the group told me we were flying to America.

He then read me my rights and placed me under arrest.
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My best guess was Montana. As I looked out the window of the jet, there was something in the cut of the hills that made me almost certain we were in the Northwest. There was nothing else to distinguish the place—just an airstrip so secret it consisted of a huddle of unmarked bunkers, a dozen underground hangars, and miles of electrified fence.

We had flown through the night and by the time we landed—just after dawn—I was in a bad frame of mind. I’d had plenty of opportunity to turn things over in my head and the doubts had grown with each passing mile. What if the Shania Twain DVD was a fake, or somebody had planted it on the Rider? Maybe he was running a sting operation I didn’t know about—or another agency was using him to give the enemy a raft of disinformation. And what about this? Perhaps the investigators would claim it was my DVD and the Rider had unmasked me as the traitor. That explained why I had to shoot him dead with no consultation.

I was slipping even further into the labyrinth of doubt as the Special Ops guys bustled me off the plane and into an SUV with blackened windows. The doors locked automatically and I saw the handles inside had been removed. It had been five years since I had first joined the secret world and now, after three frantic days in Moscow, everything was on the line.

For two hours we drove without leaving the confines of the electrified fence, coming to a stop at last at a lonely ranch house surrounded by a parched lawn.

Restricted to two small rooms and forbidden any contact except with my interrogators, I knew that in another wing of the house a dozen forensic teams would be going through my life with a fine-tooth comb—the Rider’s too—trying to find the footprints of the truth. I also knew how they’d interview me—but no amount of practice sessions during training can prepare you for the reality of being worked over by hostile interrogators.

Four teams worked in shifts and I say it without editorial comment, purely as a matter of record: the women were the worst—or the best—depending on your point of view. The shapeliest of them appeared to think that by leaving the top of her shirt undone and leaning forward she would somehow get closer to the truth. Wonderbra I called her. It would be the same sort of method used, years later, with great effect on the Muslim detainees at Guantanamo Bay.

I understood the theory—it was a reminder of the world you hungered for, the world of pleasure, far removed from the place of constant anxiety. All you had to do was cooperate. And let me just say, it works. Hammered about details night and day as they search for any discrepancy, you’re tired—weary to the bone






































e9781439177747/fonts/ZillaSlab-SemiBold.ttf


e9781439177747/fonts/ZillaSlab-Regular.ttf


e9781439177747/fonts/EBGaramond-SemiBoldItalic.ttf


e9781439177747/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781439177747/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Epigraph


		Part 1

		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14








		Part 2

		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30


		Chapter 31


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34


		Chapter 35


		Chapter 36


		Chapter 37


		Chapter 38


		Chapter 39


		Chapter 40


		Chapter 41


		Chapter 42


		Chapter 43


		Chapter 44


		Chapter 45


		Chapter 46


		Chapter 47


		Chapter 48


		Chapter 49


		Chapter 50


		Chapter 51








		Part 3

		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30


		Chapter 31


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34


		Chapter 35


		Chapter 36


		Chapter 37


		Chapter 38


		Chapter 39


		Chapter 40


		Chapter 41


		Chapter 42


		Chapter 43


		Chapter 44


		Chapter 45


		Chapter 46


		Chapter 47


		Chapter 48


		Chapter 49


		Chapter 50


		Chapter 51


		Chapter 52


		Chapter 53


		Chapter 54


		Chapter 55


		Chapter 56


		Chapter 57


		Chapter 58


		Chapter 59


		Chapter 60


		Chapter 61


		Chapter 62


		Chapter 63


		Chapter 64


		Chapter 65


		Chapter 66


		Chapter 67


		Chapter 68


		Chapter 69


		Chapter 70


		Chapter 71


		Chapter 72








		Part 4

		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30


		Chapter 31


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34


		Chapter 35


		Chapter 36


		Chapter 37


		Chapter 38


		Chapter 39


		Chapter 40


		Chapter 41


		Chapter 42


		Chapter 43


		Chapter 44


		Chapter 45


		Chapter 46


		Chapter 47


		Chapter 48


		Chapter 49


		Chapter 50


		Chapter 51


		Chapter 52








		Acknowledgments


		‘The Year of the Locust’ Teaser


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Epigraph


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408


		409


		410


		411


		412


		413


		414


		415


		416


		417


		418


		419


		420


		421


		422


		423


		424


		425


		426


		427


		428


		429


		430


		431


		432


		433


		434


		435


		436


		437


		438


		439


		440


		441


		442


		443


		444


		445


		446


		447


		448


		449


		450


		451


		452


		453


		454


		455


		456


		457


		458


		459


		460


		461


		462


		463


		464


		465


		466


		467


		468


		469


		470


		471


		472


		473


		474


		475


		476


		477


		478


		479


		480


		481


		482


		483


		484


		485


		486


		487


		488


		489


		490


		491


		492


		493


		494


		495


		496


		497


		498


		499


		500


		501


		502


		503


		504


		505


		506


		507


		508


		509


		510


		511


		512


		513


		514


		515


		516


		517


		518


		519


		520


		521


		522


		523


		524


		525


		526


		527


		528


		529


		530


		531


		532


		533


		534


		535


		536


		537


		538


		539


		540


		541


		542


		543


		544


		545


		546


		547


		548


		549


		550


		551


		552


		553


		554


		555


		556


		557


		558


		559


		560


		561


		562


		563


		564


		565


		566


		567


		568


		569


		570


		571


		572


		573


		574


		575


		576


		577


		578


		579


		580


		581


		582


		583


		584


		585


		586


		587


		588


		589


		590


		591


		592


		593


		594


		595


		596


		597


		598


		599


		600


		601


		602


		603


		604


		605


		606


		607


		608


		609


		610


		611


		612


		613


		614








e9781439177747/images/9781439177747.jpg
A THRILLERZ






e9781439177747/fonts/EBGaramond-SemiBold.ttf


e9781439177747/images/title.jpg
I AM
PILGRIM

RRRRRRRR

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE
AAAAA

New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





e9781439177747/fonts/ZillaSlab-Medium.ttf


e9781439177747/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


