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  PARTING SHOT


  Prologue


  APRIL 1945


  THE FUHRERBUNKER, BERLIN


  History has recorded who fired the first shot. In the long run, it will be who fired the last shot that matters.


  —Franklin Roosevelt, 1941


  The man involuntarily sucked in a deep breath of air, exchanging the stale, fetid atmosphere of the underground bunker for the acrid smell of explosives and burning buildings.


  The major with the Death’s Head on his cap hesitated just beyond the checkpoint where visitors showed their papers and checked their pistols, still sheltered by the Chancellery’s overhang. All around him, irregularly timed, were the whistling sounds of Russian artillery shells, followed quickly by the crack and thunder of explosions. The constant din of shelling that went on around the clock grew steadily louder each hour as the Russians slowly encircled the city.


  Even twenty meters below, in the heart of the Fuhrerbunker, he could hear the dull throb of the shelling.


  Behind him, just in front of the guards, a small gathering of Wehrmacht officers talked in low voices and smoked their final cigarettes before descending the long staircase underground. Once in the bunker, at least on the second level, near the Fuhrer’s suite of rooms, all smoking was prohibited.


  These were the Scheisskopfe who had lost the war!


  The blond major frowned and turned disgustedly around to study the bombed courtyard with its craters and collapsed walls. A fire burned in the shell of a building a dozen meters away, large plumes of dark smoke wafting up to join the pall that hung perpetually over Berlin. In another comer, two soldiers were burying the dismembered and charred remains of several bodies.


  Gott sei Dank! he was in the Waffen-SS, he thought, the elite military arm of the SS, and not the regular Army. The Waffen-SS had never faltered, never failed to fight to the finish, even when that meant sacrificing the last man. They had had glorious victories. And that was more than the traitorous leaders and halfhearted soldiers of the Wehrmacht could claim.


  Somewhere beyond him a shell shrieked across the sky. Instinctively, he pulled back against the wall and waited. Seconds later there was a flash of light and a powerful explosion as the shell hit the edge of the courtyard. For an instant, all the air around him seemed to disappear. Then bits of plaster and marble flew through the cloud of dust.


  Rumor had it that Zhukov’s first Belorussian armies were already at the outskirts of Berlin, at the Furstenwalde-Strausberg line. And to the south, Konev’s Ukrainian armies were nearing Dresden. If this was true, then Berlin had only weeks, perhaps days, left.


  The major sighed and instead thought about the last horn. Just thirty minutes ago he had been shaking the Fuhrer’s hand, something he had never dreamed he would do. The great man was frail, old-looking, and worn down by the treachery around him. But Gott! what inner strength. That one moment made the last few months worthwhile!


  Another shell screamed by; another explosion and cloud of dust.


  He had often wondered why he’d been pulled from active duty in February to train secretly at a small complex in the Hartz Mountains. Ordered—forced—to speak nothing but English and master a thousand strange technical details. And to do this while the enemies of Germany pressed closer each day.


  But now it made sense. There was purpose, great purpose, explained by the Fuhrer himself in a voice so laden with emotion that the major had struggled to hold back his own tears. He had been chosen by the Fuhrer himself! Those words still rang in his ears.


  A fat political official in a disheveled brown Party uniform suddenly appeared, his face filled with fear, followed by a small retinue of equally frightened aides. The major didn’t bother to acknowledge them or return their salute.


  Sckeisskopfe!


  Now he considered his options. With any luck, he’d make it through the courtyard and what was left of one wing of the Chancellery without being killed. His car and driver were on the other side, a half-block away, hopefully intact. With more luck, Potsdamer or Hauptstrasse would be clear enough to navigate and he could still make it through the Berlin suburbs to southern Germany, the only route still under German control—hopefully still under control. He needed to reach the Mediterranean in less than five days.


  Five days! Then a journey of weeks, maybe more, before he could execute his Fuhrer’s orders.


  Taking a deep breath, he glanced at the threatening sky and then darted out of the doorway. There was no time to look back.


  Part One


  AUGUST 1991


  LONDON, ENGLAND


  We shall not capitulate—no, never! We may be destroyed, but if we are, we shall drag a world with us—a world in flames!


  —Adolph Hitler, 1934


  Chapter One


  One man in the soiled undershirt cursed; the metal ribs of the bulldozer seat worked their way through the worn cushion into his buttocks. Sweat poured down his face and clung in small beads, especially where the scar ran down the left side of his face. His chest and back were wet with perspiration.


  Dinty Reeds hated digging up foundations, especially in this part of London; he never knew what he’d dig into. There were old gas mains and sewers from the last century and skeletons from the blitz. Even a bloody cave-in here and there, and he had a four-inch scar from one accident to prove it.


  Today he glanced up into a rare blue sky unblemished by clouds. A lingering heat wave had pushed the temperature into the high eighties and thickened the humidity. He had no idea what the temperature was, but he knew it was bloody hot!


  Nearby, the major arteries of London’s South Bank—Kennington, Westminister Bridge, and St. George’s Road—were clogged with cars and people. Tourists and natives reeled in the heat toward the diverse complex of museums and flats and office buildings.


  “Bleedin’ Christ,” cursed Reeds. He was soaked through with sweat and covered in a coating of soot and dirt.


  He shoved the “forward” lever again and hit the accelerator at the same time; the heavy tractor lurched forward, hesitated, then leapt, as if it were being spanked. Reeds hit the plow control, forgetting to ease it down; instead, he let all two thousand pounds of it hit the ground with a thud that drew the attention of his supervisor a dozen yards away. He gave his head a jerk to shake off the drops of sweat that had formed on the tip of his nose. He could tell without looking that the super disapproved.


  Reeds lunged forward once again, this time holding back the gas just a little. As the bulldozer ground forward, he felt the foundation give way a bit; a moment later, the plow hit something heavy that echoed with a metallic ring. Reeds gave the tractor more power, but it failed to move. The cushion-less seat underneath him began to vibrate as the machine struggled to break forward. From the comer of his eye he saw the super running toward him and waving his hands frantically; the man was pointing to the front of the plow. Reeds eased back and finally let the engine settle down to an idle.


  “You hit a bloody pipe!” the super yelled.


  Reeds lifted an eyebrow and pretended not to understand.


  “A pipe!” the man shouted and pointed again to the heap in front of the bulldozer.


  Reeds pointed toward the plow with a perplexed look on his face. “There?”


  “Yes, goddamn it!”


  He climbed down off the cab and walked to where his supervisor was standing. In the background, an empty lorry pulled up with a sign in peeling paint that read ARCHITECURAL RESTORATIONS.


  “What is it?” asked Reeds. A dark, stubby cylindrical object jutted at an angle a foot or so out of the rubble. It was less than a foot in diameter.


  “How the bloody hell do I know?” barked the other man; beads of sweat dotted his expansive forehead. “Take a look!”


  Reeds carefully edged his way into the pit, keeping an eye out for sharp metal pieces or unmarked electrical cables that lay like cobras in the ruins of old temples. He had lost more than one friend in this business because of the unexpected. Above him, he could hear the super mumbling something about another cock-up.


  Gingerly he approached the dull black pipe, noting that much of its detail was lost under an encrustation of several decades. Whatever it was, it seemed to go down, deep into the earth. As far as he could tell, there was nothing dangerous around; just the pipe and what looked like the rotting sides of large wooden crates. And bricks and a lingering haze of fine dust.


  Reeds carefully touched the pipe, then used his palm as a tool to break off some of the mud at the pipe’s end. He noticed immediately that the end was rounded, and by brushing away the residual dirt with his hand he saw that the end looked as if it could be removed. There were faint markings that were visible but weren’t in English. He looked closer: they were written in German. Then it hit him: the bloody thing could be a German bomb!


  “Bleedin’ Christ!” he shouted and jumped back so sharply that he lost his balance and fell painfully on a jumble of bricks and weathered wood.


  “What?” asked the super.


  Reeds pointed with a trembling finger. “A bomb! A bloody Jerry bomb!”


  London at midday was all traffic: sleek sedans, imports, double-deckers, lorries, vans. And the ubiquitous motorbikes that scurried through the streets like rodents in a cellar. Or so Edmund Ramsden thought.


  He often wondered how London survived the motorized age. Or, more accurately, how much longer could it survive? Ancient streets built for human feet and horses and the thin wheels of carriages were now engulfed under tons of pressurized rubber. Stones split and building facades dissolved under petrochemical effluvia. London—the city he had lived in all his life—creaked and groaned under the unrelenting stress.


  He stared out the window of his car, only mildly consoled by the air-conditioning and the fact that he wasn’t driving. Rupert, one of the Home Office’s drivers, seemed unperturbed, however. The man calmly tapped the steering wheel in rhythm to a song that played low on the radio. They were stuck in traffic on Kennington Road, waiting to cross the Thames at Westminster Bridge. On the other side lay Whitehall and Ramsden’s office at the Ministry.


  Rupert rolled down his window and stuck his head out. Ramsden could feel the heat rush in. The younger man pulled back in. “They’ve blocked a street, sir.”


  Ramsden shook his head. Something like this was always happening in London. Especially during the day, when it was most inconvenient. A street closed here, diverting traffic there, clogging and jamming the narrow roads for blocks on either side. It often seemed to Ramsden that everyone with a car or lorry chose to drive it at the same precise moment. “Chaos,” he mumbled.


  He knew he was getting old because too often he was cranky and perturbed by small matters. Tourists. The Conservative Party. Modem architecture. That sort of thing. Certainly, the noise and traffic bothered him more than it used to. Thank God, as Deputy Home Secretary he had an official car. That was one luxury. And a comer office with a window on Whitehall was another. At sixty-two—no, he suddenly realized, sixty-three—he looked forward to retirement.


  He was staring out the window when the mobile telephone rang. He was rarely assigned a car with a radiophone, so the strange high- frequency ring surprised him. For a moment he didn’t know what to do.


  “The telephone, sir,” said Rupert.


  He leaned over and picked up the receiver. “Yes?”


  It was his secretary telling him a meeting had been canceled. That was good news, he thought. There were far too many of them. And something else. Ramsden had trouble hearing over the traffic outside. “What? Repeat that, please.”


  She did. It was something about a bomb discovery on the South Bank. German, from the last war, the authorities thought.


  “Where?”


  She told him. He hastily scribbled the address on the edge of his Times. It was on a small street off Lambeth Road, not far from where they sat paralyzed between two lorries. An unexploded bomb: that was a late-afternoon surprise. He tapped Rupert on the shoulder. “Can you pull round?”


  It took them twenty minutes and two blockades before they arrived. The city police had never heard of him, of course, and stopped him at both barricades. It took a telephone call at the second to get him through.


  The bomb site was apparently down a cul-de-sac, a half-block away.


  A mixed crowd of Londoners and tourists had already gathered at the hastily erected wooden fence. Ramsden noted with disdain the number of youths with large portable tape players; he could hear their music through the windows of his car. Another unfortunate American contribution.


  Ramsden got out of the car and slowly walked toward the small gathering of uniformed men and equipment several hundred yards away. He could tell by their uniforms that some were Army. Gradually, the noise from the street and the crowd faded.


  Bureaucratically, the disposition of old bombs fell to the Home Office, and by some quirk, that responsibility was part of Ramsden’s domain. A small office somewhere in his large department monitored these matters and sent regular reports.


  There were discoveries several times a year throughout England: German aerial bombs in London; anti-personnel mines along the southern coast. An occasional live shell from artillery practice fifty years before. Ramsden rarely visited bomb sites personally, although from time to time he left the security of his office to see a particularly troublesome or unique case. Two years before, he remembered, a large German bomb had been discovered in pristine condition in the basement of a parson’s home in Sussex. That, and the sight of a trembling clergyman, had been worth the trip.


  Ramsden was feeling the heat and humidity now. This was what he imagined Africa to be like. Or maybe the American state of Mississippi. His suit was entirely too heavy for this sort of weather. He mopped his brow with a handkerchief and briefly debated pulling off his coat. No, that wouldn’t be appropriate for a Deputy Minister.


  Several dozen yards in front of him a small team of men were working in a pit. Several others stood at its edge looking down. A heavy bulldozer sat silently several feet away. Thick black cabling ran from the team of men to a van parked on the street.


  Ramsden noted that several houses had recently been tom down, obviously to make way for new construction. Several other small buildings were in the process of demolition. He took a quick look around: none of the surviving buildings had any particular charm. Most, if not all of them, were new structures, probably built after the last war. If memory served him, this whole neighborhood had been heavily hit by the Luftwaffe during the blitz.


  The men in the pit wore helmets with visors and were swathed in heavy padding. They appeared to be examining a dark cylindrical object, like a thick pipe, that stuck up from the ground at an angle. From where he stood, Ramsden could only see one end of it.


  He waved his Home Office card to a policeman and walked closer. Just then a man in an ill-fitting blue suit tinned to see him. Ramsden made a small gesture with his hand.


  “Ramsden,” he said calmly. And then, to clarify his position, he added, “Home Office.”


  The man, somewhere in his forties, with a weathered face, looked nonplussed.


  “What have you got?” asked Ramsden.


  The younger man hesitated for a moment, still assessing the new arrival. “We’re not sure,” he said. Then he extended his hand. “Flagerty. Scotland Yard.”


  They shook hands. Ramsden edged closer to the pit until he could see the work clearly. The black pipe jutted out of the ground some three or four feet and was seven, maybe eight inches in diameter. For a moment, both men stared at it in silence.


  Sergeant Inspector Flagerty turned out to be one of the Yard’s explosives experts. These days he dealt mostly with the sort of explosives terrorists and criminals were likely to use. He had been called here because the discovery didn’t appear to fit any of the known profiles for World War II aerial bombs.


  Flagerty stole a quick glance at the older man next to him. The fellow had said he was from the Home Ministry, which was a bit of surprise: the ministerial leadership rarely got involved, and this man looked important. He certainly sounded that way. Ramsden’s accent was that of someone from a very good public school. And his clothes had that tailored look from a bespoke clothier.


  “Is it German?” asked Ramsden.


  Flagerty nodded. “There’s information etched on it that indicates it was manufactured by the Krupps Armaments Works. But it looks more like an artillery piece than a bomb. You know explosives?”


  “Not really. These things are monitored by my office, you see. But I did live out the war in London; saw quite a bit then, you know.”


  Flagerty smiled. One of those, he thought. An Old Boy, a man in his sixties or seventies who liked to tell yarns about the last war and how the upper class had won it.


  Ramsden looked around. Odd pieces of electronic equipment sat on the edge of the pit. “What’s all that?” he asked.


  Flagerty pointed to a rather large box from which cables ran to the pit and also to the van a hundred feet away. “Portable X-ray machine. And electronic sensors to determine if the bomb is still live. Assuming it’s a bomb, of course.”


  “What have they found?”


  “The weapon is hollow, except for several odd pieces jammed inside. We can’t tell what they are just yet.”


  The padded men in the pit were excavating the hardened dirt around the base of the dark cylinder. Ramsden could tell that the exposed end was capped in some fashion. Where, he wondered, were the explosives? He asked if there were any.


  Flagerty shrugged. “Don’t know yet. There’s nothing to suggest it’s live, at least from the portion we can see. A queer bird, all right.”


  “Yes,” said Ramsden. It was not like anything he had seen before. And while he wasn’t an expert, he was generally familiar with the types of bombs dropped by the Germans. And after all these years, his department had handled quite a few of them. UXBs they called them: unexploded bombs.


  Whatever it was, it could still be dangerous. Assuming it was from the last war, the explosives inside—wherever they were—could be chemically unstable, merely waiting for a small tremble or vibration to detonate. Water could have rusted the fuse. Explosive gases could have built up inside. There were lots of possibilities.


  The men in the pit suddenly scrambled to support the dark cylinder. Enough dirt had been excavated around its base to cause it to move. Ramsden felt his heart skip a beat.


  “Step back!” someone shouted.


  A man without padding and visor several feet from Ramsden jumped into the pit to lend a hand. Ramsden and Flagerty retreated several dozen yards and stood behind a pile of brick-and-stone rubble. They could hear cursing from the pit.


  For a moment, neither of them spoke. Flagerty calmly took a cigarette from his pack and then offered one to Ramsden, who shook his head. Flagerty lit his and exhaled a deep cloud of smoke.


  “Bloody business, isn’t it?” he said.


  Ramsden nodded. At the moment, he was more excited than frightened. There was something darkly captivating about the evil-looking pipe. The minutes seemed to drag by until someone shouted an “all clear.”


  Ramsden hurried back to the pit. The full cylinder was exposed now, lying serenely on the ground amid small rubble. He gauged it to be nearly seven feet long, with a curious bulge at one end that he couldn’t be sure was part of the device or simply dirt stuck to the barrel itself.


  He bent low, trying to get a better look at the strange object. For a moment, Flagerty thought the old man would fall in.


  “I think you should step back, Mr. Ramsden,” he said and lightly touched the other man’s arm.


  Ramsden ignored him. To Flagerty’s amazement, the man made a small jump into the pit and landed shakily on both feet. It took him a moment to stabilize himself.


  Surprised, the Army men just stared.


  “What is it?” he asked.


  The man with no padding leaned forward and pointed to one end.


  “You see,” he said, “German markings. It appears to be a one-hundred-fifty-millimeter cannon, the sort of artillery piece the Jerries used in the last war. But this cannon has been modified.”


  “How so?” Ramsden peered closer, lifting his glasses above his nose to get a better look.


  “It’s plugged on both ends. And there’s some sort of metal device, like a can, on this end.” He pointed to the end of the tube where it suddenly appeared to double in size. “And it seems to have been joined at the middle.”


  “What?”


  “Yes. See here.” The man ran his finger along a groove that wrapped around the circumference of the barrel.


  Flagerty stayed above them. “Any explosives?” He wasn’t entirely reassured by the calm discussion. He stood cautiously at the edge of the crater. Whatever it was, it could still be dangerous.


  “The ‘sniffer’ says not. But we won’t know until we take it apart.”


  “Here?” asked Flagerty.


  The man shook his head. “At a lab. This’ll take several days.”


  “Good work,” said Ramsden. “I want very much to know what this object is.”


  Ramsden looked up from the pit. From where he stood, he could just make out one tower of Lambeth Palace in the distance, the home of the Archbishop of Canterbury. And although he couldn’t see them, Parliament and Whitehall were just over the line of neighboring buildings and across the Thames.


  He ran his hand over the cool surface of the cylinder. Inside him, his sense of excitement flared. Memories from fifty years ago, from the war, suddenly flooded into his head.


  He fell silent for a moment, images of searchlights, flak guns, and German bombers meshing together. Then he realized that everyone in the pit was looking at him. He smiled sheepishly.


  “Ah,” he said, “this reminds me of the war.”


  Ramsden extracted a licorice drop from the small tin and popped it into his mouth. It was one of his few remaining vices now that he had given up smoking because of his lungs and heart and drinking on behalf of his liver.


  His abstemious life was the result of Edith’s last campaign for him before her own death of cancer three years ago. How hard all that had been for him, fighting the urge constantly to smoke or drink, only to succeed and then lose his wife, his best friend. When she died, pitifully, begging for the suffering and pain to end, he was left truly alone. Their only child, a son, was by design an independent creature, raised by the two of them to manage by himself. He lived in America, in southern California, where he did something in the motion picture industry. Ramsden never understood entirely what, although occasionally small clippings from an American film newspaper arrived announcing his son’s involvement with some movie or another.


  In fact, he only saw his son when the man flitted into town as part of a film production, with either a new wife or a new girlfriend in tow. Ramsden’s relatives were dead, save an elderly cousin in a nursing home in Wales. Only his housekeeper of thirty years, a woman in her seventies, provided the continuity between his former life and his present existence.


  There was his club, he thought, which on the whole he detested. Certainly he disliked the food. There were a few old chums from earlier days in the Ministry, but most were retired, living outside of London, and only infrequently made themselves available in town. Ramsden could drive, of course, he still had his car, but he hated the idea of negotiating London and the maze of country roads. So he mostly stayed in town, in the same flat in Knightsbridge he had occupied for nearly a quarter of a century.


  He often told himself it wasn’t a bad existence; many other men his age and younger were widowers, with far less income to make their lives comfortable. He was in relatively good health, thanks to Edith, whom he had cruelly outlived. His passion these days was walking and studying architecture. His library was filled with arcane books on the subject as well as the heavily illustrated “connoisseur” volumes that cost thirty pounds and sat mostly on table ends where they could be seen by friends. Others, he knew, would envy him.


  Ramsden sighed. It did no good to dwell on his condition. Instead, he was looking forward to visiting his son in America—Los Angeles in particular. That was where Roger lived. That visit was planned for October, a time, he was assured, that would be best for travel in the States. More like London in May, he was told. Well, he would see. He had never been to America before, and although he dreaded the thought of flying for so many hours, it would break the monotony of his everyday world.


  He took one more licorice drop and turned back to the stack of folders on his desk. His staff had worked promptly and produced a number of ancient documents on German aerial bombs. His hope was to see if yesterday’s discovery on the South Bank fit any of the known weapons the Germans had used on London and other English cities during the last war.


  The device itself—the long, dark cylinder resembling a gun barrel—was already in the hands of experts. It would be another day or two before they completed their examinations. In the meantime, more out of curiosity than anything else, Ramsden had decided to do his own sleuthing.


  The first folder contained a yellowed report an inch thick and entitled “German Aerial Bombs.” It had been produced in 1944 by the Research and Experimental Branch, Ministry of Home Security, and was stamped on its cover with the words “Most Secret.”


  Ramsden smiled. For years, “Most Secret” had been the highest classification that could be given a document in England; it was the Americans who later, after the war, insisted on the words “Top Secret.”


  He flipped through the pages. Much of it was technical, filled with chemical equations and small, intricate sketches of fuses. One sketch of a generalized bomb had small arrows leading from different components to identifying terms in the margin. Ramsden saw terms like “gaine” and “picric acid” and “locking ring,” all of which seemed to blur together in his mind after a while.


  An appendix at the end interested him most. It was a forthright discussion of individual bombs with photographs of each one. They ranged in scale from the smallest, holding just over one hundred pounds of explosives, to the largest, something called “Satan,” that contained four thousand pounds. In between were bombs nicknamed by the Germans—”Hermann,” “Esau,” and “Fritz.” Many of these he recognized by their size and external characteristics, like stabilizing fins or odd shapes: they were part of a collection at London’s Imperial War Museum. But nothing he saw even vaguely resembled the elongated cylinder found near Lambeth Palace. It had to be an artillery piece of some kind.


  He scanned the other documents. There was a thin booklet entitled “Defusing Manual,” which was a scant ten pages long! It was written in 1941 and contained the state-of-the-art knowledge at that time for extracting fuses from a UXB. God! What kind of men did that work on a regular basis? Day in, day out, under the worst of circumstances, until they were reassigned or a bomb exploded and terminated their usefulness.


  Ramsden shuddered at the thought. And yet, he could remember several occasions during the war in which he had seen these bombs being removed from the rubble of houses, or deep pits, presumably defused, and thought how marvelous it all was. Then a particular incident inexplicably came to mind.


  It was 1940: he remembered it well because it was the Christmas holidays and he was home from school. He was twelve, maybe thirteen, at the time, and it was right after Christmas, just before New Year’s. Despite the war, his mother had found several bouquets of Christmas roses, the white-flowered hellebore, which bloomed only during the winter.


  Late one night the air-raid sirens shrieked and the German bombers came by the hundreds over London. You could hear their rumbling even before the bombs began to fall. God! it was so vivid in his mind as if it were only yesterday.


  He remembered the searchlights—hundreds of them—scanning the sky, their beams of lights intersecting each other like thin sword blades in a battle between giants. Then there were the flak and antiaircraft guns, followed by the German bombs. The cacophony continued for over an hour.


  Ramsden remembered darting out of his family’s basement during a lull to the street, his father shouting at him to return, to get back in, the raid wasn’t over yet! But he defiantly stood in the street, wrapped in a blanket, and just stared at the play of lights in the nighttime sky: it was dazzling. And just when his father reached him and grabbed his arm, there was an explosion, high above them, almost directly overhead.


  It was actually two explosions: the first one was small, probably a shell or piece of flak hitting the fuel tank in the wing of a German Domier-17 or Junkers-88 bomber. There was a streak of yellow-red as the plane suddenly began to arc erratically downward. Then the second explosion occurred, a brilliant one, that created a giant fireball in the sky. Suddenly, a thousand pieces of burning metal fell earthward, like a fireworks display. One piece wafted down not twenty yards away from where Ramsden and his father stood, and landed right in the middle of the street.


  Ramsden remembered breaking free from his father and making a dash for it. That was popular then: collecting shrapnel or odd pieces of aircraft. But it wasn’t until he reached it that he realized the object wasn’t metal: it was a funny-looking canvas package of some kind. It turned out to be a half-burned German parachute.


  Ramsden sighed and sat back in his chair. Yesterday’s discovery was not in the books. It was possible, of course, that it wasn’t a weapon, although he was unaware of anything made by Krupps during the 1940s that wasn’t. He had to admit he was deeply intrigued by it. Perhaps it was just the boredom of his job, waiting out the remaining years until retirement. Or perhaps it was the connection with his youth in London during the war.


  But as he thought about it, he realized there was something else, something more ominous. How, he wondered, had such a device made its way to London? Who had brought it? And why?


  He considered another licorice drop and decided no. Edith wouldn’t approve.


  Chapter Two


  Disk was beginning to creep in, and like one liquid being added slowly to another, it made the shadows blend and blur away the colors of day. The large World-War-II aerodrome stood out darkly as the single building on this end of the Army base’s seldom-used runway.


  Ramsden sat in the backseat, grateful once again to have a Ministry driver. He was mildly piqued at the splenetic chauffeur, however, who was obviously unhappy at working past hours; he had raced on the A-road at what Ramsden felt was an unsettling speed. At the moment at least, the man was driving with unusual caution down the airstrip.


  Granted, Ramsden mused, it was an eerie setting. Darkness was settling in fast and they were virtually alone at this end of the air base. It looked like a setting for an encounter with aliens from outer space.


  The base was used by the Defence Intelligence Service as part of the Defence Ministry’s elaborate intelligence operation. Since it was less than thirty miles from London, Ramsden knew of its existence, but little else. But that was just as well; thank God, spies and spying and the murky works therein were neither his interest nor responsibility.


  The strange object found two days ago on London’s South Bank had proved more mysterious than ever; its secrets, in the beginning at least, impenetrable behind its dark metal shell. That gave it an almost sinister quality, one that until this afternoon had resisted all explanation. Apparently, the Army’s bomb experts had succeeded only hours ago in unlocking part of the mystery. What they had found, however, had made them cautious enough to brief the Home Ministry only in person. Now Ramsden was at the massive doors of a vintage aircraft hangar. He was surprised to see that two somber-looking military policemen guarded the small, human-size door to the left of the building.


  As daylight continued to fade, it stole all detail from the hangar. Ramsden could no longer see the faded letters above the great doors that spelled some wartime arm of the RAF. It was his understanding that, officially, the Army—the present owner—kept the building as a historical legacy of Britain’s last great air war. Unofficially, the hangar served a useful purpose when a large, isolated building in a secure zone was needed for clandestine activities. Once again, Ramsden felt a sense of relief that such matters were not his concern.


  As he stepped outside, Ramsden realized that the late-summer heat wave was beginning to break; the heat was rapidly dissipating as night set in, bringing with it a drop in the humidity that made London life so uncomfortable. He also noticed that each pane of glass in the huge doors—there must have been thousands altogether—had been painted a yellow-green; and neither light nor sound came from behind the doors. At that moment, the small door, its four glass panes also painted over, opened and a young man stepped through. Although Ramsden couldn’t be certain at this distance, he seemed to be a captain in the Army.


  “Mr. Ramsden?” the captain asked simply.


  “Yes.”


  “You’re alone?”


  “Well, I have my driver.”


  “Cleared?”


  “Ah, no, not for information of this sort.” Ramsden saw one of the captain’s eyebrows lift. “He’ll wait in the car, of course.”


  The officer nodded and retreated inside without another word. For a moment, Ramsden stood there by himself, feeling a bit abandoned and sensing that both guards were staring at him from the comers of their eyes. Taking a breath, he opened the weathered door and entered the hangar.


  Inside, a strange panorama greeted him. Only a few of the massive lights that hung from the ceiling were on: they gave just enough light for Ramsden to make out the back walls of the single, enormous room. It was empty except for a cluster of small vans and equipment in what appeared to be the center of the hangar. Portable lights on man-high stands focused intense light on a handful of uniformed men and equipment, partially obscured by the small coterie was a worktable maybe twenty feet long. Other men, armed with rifles, stood guard at the edges. For a moment, Ramsden was confused by the surrealistic scene; then he realized that the captain was waiting for him.


  “This way,” the young man said, his voice correct but with an edge of brusqueness.


  Ramsden followed silently as the officer walked toward the table, his Army-issue shoes making a noticeable clicking sound on the worn concrete floor. Just as they entered the field of portable lights, another officer, an older man, turned to greet them. This one had the rank of general.


  “Hullo,” he said, smiling slightly and extending his hand. He was a brigadier general. “Simpson, here. Army Explosives Research.” His gold bridgework caught the overhead light and reflected it back in tiny gleams of yellow.


  Ramsden took his hand: the man’s grip was far too firm to make him a politician.


  “We do apologize for bringing you here at this hour. Rather be home, I expect.”


  Ramsden smiled; the comment was mildly condescending, the pronunciation vaguely Etonian. “No need. The Home Secretary is anxious to know what you’ve learned.”


  “Indeed.” The brigadier moved back to the table and stood at one edge. A wing commander with Royal Air Force insignia was at the other end, and officers of junior grades seemed to be engaged in activities Ramsden couldn’t fathom. The brigadier introduced the wing commander, who simply nodded. “And of course you’ve met Captain Sulley.”


  Ramsden stared at the young man who had met him outside. “Yes,” he said coolly, “Captain Sulley.”


  “I think,” began the brigadier, “that you and the Minister will find this, ah, rather interesting.” He motioned toward the table with his hand.


  Ramsden stepped cautiously forward to the edge of the large worktable. The same object he had first seen two days ago now lay horizontal on the table, cleaned and naked. Various other metal parts, bits of wire, and pieces of wood were methodically laid out at one end.


  At one end was a large cylindrical object, a foot long, that looked somewhat like a bucket. Ramsden guessed it was four inches larger than the gun tube. It was dull gray and at least a foot in diameter, with walls several inches thick.


  The gun barrel itself looked far larger on the table than it had protruding from the rubble of the demolished London building. And although it didn’t quite shine, there was a dull, deep luster to it that seemed to Ramsden to be part of the obscene quality of most weapons. Paradoxically, he wanted both to touch it and have it covered up.


  “What do we have here?” he asked, the voice odd. His words seemed to die at the edge of the temporary lights; beyond that, the half-lit empty space eerily consumed sound. There were only the muffled echoes of the men working close by at the vans, moving or adjusting their equipment. Ramsden didn’t bother to look at the brigadier. Instead, he found himself hypnotized by the huge cylinder in front of him. He heard the general’s words, detached and bearing that odd dead quality created by the vast empty hangar.


  “Nominally, a German Wermacht one-hundred-fifty-millimeter cannon. That is, an artillery piece used during the last war that fired a six-inch shell. This one was cut in half and threaded so that it could be taken apart and reassembled.” The brigadier let the words sink in for a moment before continuing.


  “But in fact,” he said, “we think it’s a crude atomic bomb.”


  Ramsden was stunned. “What?” Only then did he look away from the object to focus on the senior officer.


  “Yes. We think it’s an atomic bomb, one utilizing a very early design. A technology from the 1940s.”


  Ramsden didn’t know what to say. He looked back at the table. The gun barrel itself was still in good condition, although many of the smaller objects were either broken or in an advanced condition of decay.


  “How can that be?”


  “We don’t know. But we’re reasonably convinced that the cannon was converted to an elementary nuclear weapon.” He moved within several feet of the cylindrical device.


  “You see, both ends were capped, the breech end still utilizing a fuse. The few pieces we’ve been able to extract indicate that they were specially machined and placed to hold other components in place during detonation, although we can only guess at what they were to hold.” He pointed with his finger. “Here,” he said, “we found traces of black powder, a propellant the Germans would have used during the war.”


  The brigadier moved down the table toward the smaller objects. “And while these have been heavily corroded by ground water, perhaps from the Thames, they appear to be pieces of an electrical fuse driven by a crude timer.”


  “But how does that make this …” Ramsden fumbled for words, “… this thing an atomic bomb?”


  “Ah,” said the brigadier, who had expected the question, “you see, there is no one conclusive element, but many small suggestive clues. For example, we found traces of beryllium inside the barrel; that is a metal commonly used to coat radioactive materials, like uranium, to make it possible to handle such substances. But the most surprising component is this.” He turned and pointed to the other end of the table, where the foot-long bucket was attached. The man walked over and pushed it slightly away from the cannon barrel. “Try lifting it.”


  Ramsden hesitated. “Is this thing radioactive?”


  “No. Try lifting it.”


  Ramsden couldn’t.


  “It’s solid gold coated in nickel. Nearly eighty kilograms.” Ramsden was speechless. A hundred and forty, maybe fifty, pounds of gold?


  The brigadier smiled. “I’m told by our weapons boys that gold makes an excellent, if costly, reflector of neutrons, a device the physicists call a tamper.”


  He took his hand off of it and stood back. “It fits snugly over this end of the barrel and is clearly designed to accept another cylindrical object inside.” He pointed to the hole in the center. “We think uranium went here. The gold itself is probably worth half a million pounds in today’s market.”


  Ramsden’s head was swimming with questions. “How can you be sure that this is German? Or from the last war?” He didn’t ask it, but he wondered where the gold had come from. All he could think of were old newsreels showing piles of gold fillings from the mouths of concentration-camp victims.


  The brigadier had obviously considered this question as well. “Several reasons. First, the gun barrel; its serial numbers confirm that it was produced by the Krupps Armaments Works in 1943. Then there is the condition of the barrel and these related components. Their present state, you see, is consistent with that of other objects buried underground in the same location … objects that were exposed to the water and soil qualities of the South Bank. Also, shipping crates found in the proximity bear markings that appear to place their origin in 1945.” The brigadier paused for a moment; he looked at the weapon and then at Ramsden.


  “But there is the overall design of the weapon.”


  “What do you mean?” asked Ramsden. Even if everything the general had said was accurate, it still didn’t mean that, ipso facto, the weapon was an atomic bomb.


  “Well, you see, the bomb dropped by the Yanks on Hiroshima was remarkably like this. In fact, it was called a gun bomb precisely because fissionable material at one end was fired into fissionable material at the other. When they joined, they became supercritical and therefore explosive. It was crude, of course, but effective. NATO nuclear-tipped field weapons utilize the same principle, although they are far smaller and more powerful.”


  Ramsden’s attention began to fade; the technical talk eluded him. But the brigadier had made his point: this object—this thing—was an early atomic bomb.


  “But there’s no, ah, uranium here? No fissionable material?”


  “No. Nor at the site where this device was found. We searched the area thoroughly.”


  Ramsden frowned. The Home Secretary, the government would clearly want to know what had become of any radioactive material.


  “Missing,” he mumbled. It wasn’t a question, just a statement of fact.


  “Obviously,” said the general.


  But then another question occurred to Ramsden. “Was it dropped from an airplane?” How the bloody hell had the bomb gotten to within a block of the Archbishop of Canterbury’s home?


  “Unlikely. The firing mechanism—what we have here, anyway—is designed around a timer. There is no proximity fuse, no altitude fuse. It was obviously designed to be assembled in place.”


  Ramsden tried to fathom the possibilities. “But who?” he asked. “Who could have done it?”


  The brigadier sighed. “That,” he said, “we don’t know. German saboteurs, I suppose.”


  He stared blankly at Ramsden and puckered his lips primly. “But I rather thought that a matter for your Ministry.”


  It seemed as if the weather was breaking. It was still hot, but less humid; only the sky threatened rain. Well, that was something, mused Ramsden.


  “Let’s head for Trafalgar Square,” he said to Solomon, his gaunt and balding younger companion, “that should be a nice walk.”


  Walter Solomon was in his mid-forties; he said nothing but stiffly kept pace. He had just emerged from a day-and-a-half in the archives, sitting in uncomfortable chairs and reading old reports for hours at a stretch.


  “I found little that was concrete,” Solomon said finally. He kept hoping that Ramsden would turn back. Looking at the darkening clouds, he regretted not carrying his umbrella. He was well aware that the Deputy Minister liked to conduct informal meetings on what the man called his ‘little health walks.” Under most circumstances, Solomon was prepared for the weather; it was the sort of thing he prided himself on. But today he was fatigued; naturally he’d forgotten his umbrella.


  He kept pace with Ramsden, thinking how agile the older man seemed to be. But then something was on Ramsden’s mind, something that made him more energetic than usual. Solomon checked the sky again; at least it seemed no darker than before.


  Both of them were flanked on either side by the graceful government buildings that dominated Whitehall Street. In the distance, just barely visible from where they walked, was the top of the memorial column to Lord Nelson.


  “I unearthed some material on wartime German atomic research,” said Solomon. “A collection of interviews, really, with captured scientists. It all dates from 1945. It’s waiting for you.”


  “Anything in it?”


  “Not really. A description of what had been done in Germany. Reactors, nuclear measurements, that sort of thing. The Germans admitted they never got close to a bomb. One scientist said they were five to ten years away at best. The Allied scientific board that interviewed them agreed, too. Nothing close to a bomb.”


  Ramsden wasn’t surprised. Any real success would be well known. “Anything else?”


  “There were some reports about American activity in Germany in April and May 1945. To assess German atomic research. But nothing particularly informative. Just basically complaints about the way the Americans were operating their intelligence units.”


  “Anything about the South Bank?” Ramsden asked. Had anything happened in 1945 that made it into the record, any event that might explain how the German bomb got to England?


  “I’ve searched the bombing surveys and police records for all the war years. There is quite a bit of information on the South Bank, but nothing reporting a new or different sort of German bomb.”


  “Anything out of the ordinary?”


  “Perhaps,” the man said. “There was a brief mention of a captured German officer, a member of the SS, who was interrogated in June or July of 1945.”


  “Why is that of interest?”


  “Only that the interrogation revealed he was privy to a high-level plot to attack Allied capitals after the war. For revenge, as it were. Obviously, nothing came of it.”


  “Hmm,” mumbled Ramsden. “Not terribly informative.”


  “No, but the odd thing was that this item on the captured German was in a section referring to something the author called the ‘Lambeth Palace activities.’”


  Ramsden stopped walking for a moment. “That’s it? Nothing else? No mention of an investigation?”


  “No.” Solomon described the entry as best he could. “There is no follow-up explanation of any kind. It’s rather queer. But it’s only interesting because the report mentions Lambeth Palace.”


  “Indeed. The Archbishop’s home.” Ramsden thought of the pit where the bomb had been found with its partial view of one tower of the palace.


  Solomon nodded.


  That was interesting. Surely, any German captured in England in 1945 would have been of interest to the authorities, especially since there was still a fear that die-hard Nazis would seek vengeance against the Allies. Somewhere, years ago, in some old intelligence report, Ramsden had read that.


  “You checked with the Yard?”


  “Yes. No follow-up there, either. But then, I don’t have access to their archives.”


  “No,” said Ramsden. Every bureaucracy had its secret files, of course; each agency jealously guarded its treasures like the Crown Jewels.


  “There are several other things. I just don’t know how relevant, though.”


  “Like what?”


  “There was a memo, an official inter-government thing, requesting a file called ‘Archbishop.’ The memo, you see, not only asked for the file, but return of the requesting memo itself. As if someone was trying to cover his tracks. I guess they got one but not the other.”


  “Who asked for it?”


  Trafalgar Square was within easy sight now. Ramsden could see the tourist buses encamped at one end, disgorging wilted passengers in synthetic clothes and carrying cameras of all descriptions.


  “British intelligence. MI5, in fact.”


  “MI5?” asked Ramsden. That was an interesting twist.


  MI5, like its counterpart, MI6, had been created before World War II and operated until their respective responsibilities were absorbed by larger organizational entities in the 1950s: MI5 became the Security Service in Ramsden’s own Home Office; MI6, the Secret Service in the Foreign Ministry. During the war, MI5 would have had responsibility for monitoring Nazi activity within Great Britain.


  “Yes,” said Solomon simply. He stopped when Ramsden abruptly halted at the comer of Whitehall and Northumberland Avenue. Nelson’s memorial dominated the square, his pigeon-festooned figure staring down from a 170-foot-high column.


  “Was there a name on the memo? Any kind of identification?” Perhaps that would lead them somewhere else.


  “No name. It was a ‘return’ sheet, the kind that routinely covers a classified-document request. The only piece of identifying data was the requesting agency: MI5. Perhaps that’s why it was left in the file.”


  Ramsden considered all of this for a moment. Something nettled him, something he couldn’t quite put his finger on.


  “The other thing is, I found a mention, a reference, really, to the so-called Archbishop file in our own records. You know, in the papers transferred to the Home Office by MI5 after its, ah, reorganization.”


  The “reorganization” needed no explanation. Soviet penetration of British intelligence during the late thirties and forties and revealed in the fifties had made headlines around the world. A massive intergovernmental reorganization had followed.


  “A reference?”


  “A specific one, to a report of continuing German resistance after the war. But when I went to find the file, which by our own records we’re supposed to have, it was, ah, missing.”


  “Missing?”


  “Yes. But undoubtedly it once existed. But again, I don’t know if there’s a connection.”


  “Intriguing,” said Ramsden. He looked at Solomon, who was watching the tourists photograph Lord Nelson. The man seemed nervous to get back. Ramsden glanced at the sky and realized that it would rain soon; if they hurried, they would just have enough time to make their offices. Then he would have to decide how much further to press this little investigation.


  Someone was covering his tracks; Ramsden felt it. But who? And why?


  From where he stood, the window offered a rather nice view of the Old Admiralty Building diagonally across Whitehall Street. If he remembered correctly, the overall style was Palladian Revival; in any case, he remembered that it was built in 1725, although the stone screen in front, in a style called Adam, was completed nearly forty years later.


  Ramsden knew these things because London’s architecture was his passion; how easily he could have become an Oxford don, lecturing with his plates and innumerable slides on the variations and vicissitudes of architectural styles. What postage stamps were to some, the claddings and flutes and undercrofts of buildings were to him.


  And to think, he mused, that many of London’s architectural treasures had been threatened by a Nazi atomic bomb that no one had known about for almost fifty years!


  Suddenly an image of himself and his son, his only child, came to him. It was there, at the Old Admiralty Building, where one day he’d taken Roger at age six or seven to see its wonders for the first time, quoting the odd bits of history and gossip that he had garnered over the years on all of London’s major buildings.


  It was here in the Admiralty Building, he remembered saying that Lord Nelson had received his orders, and here, where tradition lives as long as stone, that even Winston Churchill had refrained from smoking his cigars. Roger had looked at him with wonderment, and then asked with a child’s innocence, “Father? Will you be Prime Minister one day too?”


  Today, as a Deputy Minister in the Home Office with two years until a much-desired retirement, he stood wistfully at a window in the Defence Ministry waiting for a meeting to start. Of course, he was early—he had been early to everything all of his life. He looked at his watch; the minute hand was edging ever so slowly toward ten o’clock. As far as he knew, there would be only three of them—his boss, the Home Minister, and a representative from Defence.


  For a moment, Ramsden looked around the office. It was small but luxuriously paneled in walnut; the dark, rich finish seemed to absorb light. The great conference table was oak, too large for the room really, but a masterpiece of craftsmanship from the last century. The room had the lingering smell of tobacco, and Ramsden wondered if it had always been a meeting room. Or had it been someone’s office, another Deputy Minister’s, perhaps, who had died or fallen from grace and thus been forgotten or relegated to a lesser room? Just then, one of the double doors opened and both Sir George Hastings and a man named Allensby entered, both looking rather somber. Or was it, Ramsden guessed, that they were merely bored?


  “Ah, Ramsden,” said Sir George. Allensby from Defence nodded perfunctorily. Ramsden nodded in return and all three sat down, careful to put generous space between themselves.


  Sir George, the Home Secretary, was younger than Ramsden, perhaps in his middle fifties. Knighted several years ago, he was in the Prime Minister’s inner circle. In the “fast track,” as the Americans would say. Of course, thought Ramsden, his family wealth was a useful asset. Allensby, in his forties, was similarly well thought of. He was younger, brasher, more obviously ambitious. And one of the most visible Members of Parliament.


  An attractive young woman entered and took a seat behind Sir George with a notepad. A second young woman put a tray with a coffee service on the table and withdrew. The door was soundless as it closed.


  “Well, now, Ramsden,” said Sir George, “what is this business about a Nazi bomb?” He seemed to prefer the Churchillian pronounciation of “Nah-zee.” He drew himself close to the table and rested his pudgy arms on the polished surface. From Ramsden’s position, there was a reflection of light off the table that gave the Secretary a momentary but artificial glow.


  Ramsden had anticipated skepticism. “Yes, that seems to be the case.”


  “A gift for the Archbishop, perhaps?” said Sir George with a wry smile.


  “What’s that?” asked Allensby.


  “The bomb, or whatever it is,” said Sir George, “was apparently found a block or two from Lambeth Palace, the home of our distinguished senior prelate.”


  In Ramsden’s mind, the palace with its Romanesque and Gothic buildings assembled itself into an architectural image. There were wonderful examples of Perpendicular and English Renaissance characteristics in the towers, the great hall, and chapel. If the Nazi bomb had exploded, it certainly would have reduced to dust both the Archbishop and his palace.


  The loss of the first might have been borne, perhaps, but not, he thought, the other.


  “From all the facts, yes, a Nazi atomic bomb. The evidence seems undeniable.”


  Sir George lifted an eyebrow. “How so?”


  “Mr. Allensby was good enough to put at our disposal some of his most knowledgeable weapons people. Although the device utilizes a conventional gun barrel manufactured by the Germans during the war, the overall configuration is that of an elementary fission bomb, one that would have used large but impure quantities of uranium alloy. The experts say it was crude, but theoretically workable.”


  “Definitely from the last war? Not some bloody Iranian or Irish muck?”


  Ramsden shook his head and explained about the corrosion and the microscopic examinations undertaken by the weapons experts.


  “And assembled there, on the South Bank? During the war?” Allensby evidenced a new interest. He seemed to Ramsden to be keen on establishing that it had not been brought to London during the term of the present Prime Minister.


  “No. It was designed to be assembled and detonated on the ground.”


  All of this was in his report prepared and distributed yesterday to Sir George. Had no copy gone to Allensby?


  Allensby shifted in his seat and leaned forward. “And German?” Ramsden nodded and patiently explained. All the components were genuine and typical of German materials of the forties. Even the corroded metal alloys checked out. He mentioned the gold wrapper. Allensby raised his eyebrows. “Solid gold?”


  The older man nodded. “We can only assume that it was somehow spirited into London sometime in 1945. We know from captured war records that metallic uranium wouldn’t have been available to the Germans in any reasonable quantity until that time, although production of uranium was always kept separate from nuclear research in wartime Germany. That might explain why Nazi physicists captured after the war had no idea of how much uranium was actually available.” No one stirred; Ramsden could hear the stenographer’s pencil scratching on her pad. Were they wondering about the gold? Had it crossed their minds, as it had his, that it probably came from the mouths of slaughtered Jews?


  Finally, Sir George broke the silence. “But no uranium?”


  Ramsden shook his head. “No. The uranium would have been in the shape of large cylindrical slugs. They were missing from both the bomb and the site where it was found.”


  “So we have several stone of radioactive uranium hiding somewhere in dear Old England?” asked Sir George.


  “We have to assume that.” If the Germans could bring a large weapon in by stealth, they could certainly bring several small metal cylinders.


  “And still dangerous?” asked Allensby.


  “Yes.” Ramsden decided to forgo telling what little he had learned about radioactive decay.


  Allensby took a different course. “What about the building the bomb was found in? Who owns it?”


  “According to records we studied yesterday, the neighborhood was first hit in the heavy Luftwaffe raid of December 29, 1940. There were periodic hits during the blitz and several during V-2 rocket attacks in early 1945. We don’t know precisely when the building itself was hit—it consisted of a series of shops, actually—but the 1946 London Survey indicates the structure was unsalvageable and put it on the list to be razed. A new structure, a series of flats, was built in 1949 and stood until earlier this year, when the owners sold the building and land under a ninety-nine-year lease to a foreign company which received a permit to demolish it and build another.”


  Ramsden cleared his throat. “It was, you see, deemed of no historical or architectural value.”


  “And who was the owner for the last forty years? Didn’t they have to have a permit or something when they first laid the foundation for their building? What’s the bloody procedure?”


  Ramsden hesitated and stared at the surface of the table.


  “Well?” insisted Sir George.


  “It belongs to the Crown.” Ramsden’s voice was little more than a whisper.


  “What?”


  “Yes. Since it was a Crown property, some of the, ah, normal procedures were waved and a new building permit was issued in 1949 without the usual reviews.” Ramsden cleared his throat again. “Or whatever. I’m not familiar with the details of the process.”


  Sir George made what sounded to Ramsden like a sigh of resignation. “That’s the sort of bloody news that Fleet Street loves.”


  Allensby seemed not to care. “Well, gentlemen,” he said, “so we have a Nazi A-bomb. That’s a jolly twist for the historians, of course, but hardly anything for the present government to be embarrassed about. And as for the South Bank property, well, I daresay that we can keep the Crown out of this. Should any of this be made public, that is.”


  Ramsden looked up from the table. “I should think it would be difficult to keep it quiet.”


  Sir George lifted his imperious eyebrows. “Why?”


  “There are now a number of people who know about the discovery.” He cleared his throat.
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