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  Jack Reacher – a hero for our time



  


  


  'Clint Eastwood, Mel Gibson and Bruce Willisall rolled into one, a superman for our time' Irish Times



  


  


  'Thinking girl's beefcake'


  The Times



  


  


  'TOUGH-BUT-FAIR'


  Mirror



  


  


  'ONE OF THE GREAT ANTIHEROES' Independent



  


  


  'Admired by his male readers and lusted after by his female ones'


  Daily Express



  


  


  'Arms the size of Popeye's'


  Independent



  


  


  'The lonest of lone wolves…


  too cool for school'


  San Francisco Chronicle



  


  


  'Part-Robin Hood, part-gorilla' Sunday Times



  


  


  'One of the truly memorabletough-guy heroes' Jeffery Deaver



  


  


  'This is Jack Reacher for pity's sake, he'll eat you for breakfast!' Los Angeles Times


  Have you read them all?


  


  


  DIE TRYING



  Reacher is locked in a van with a woman claiming to be FBI. And ferried right across America into a brand new country.



  


  


  TRIPWIRE


  Reacher is digging swimming pools in Key West when a detective comes round asking questions. Then the detective turns up dead.



  


  


  THE VISITOR


  Two naked women found dead in a bath filled with paint.Both victims of a man just like Reacher.


  


  


  ECHO BURNING


  In the heat of Texas, Reacher meets a young woman whose husband is in jail. When he is released, he will kill her.



  


  


  WITHOUT FAIL


  A Washington woman asks Reacher for help. Her job? Protecting the Vice-President.



  


  


  PERSUADER


  A kidnapping in Boston. A cop dies. Has Reacher lost his sense of right and wrong?


  


  


  THE ENEMY


  Back in Reacher's army days, a general is found dead on his watch.



  


  


  ONE SHOT


  A lone sniper shoots five people dead in a heartland city. But the accused guy says, 'Get Reacher'.



  


  


  THE HARD WAY


  A coffee on a busy New York street leads to a shoot-out three thousand miles away in the Norfolk countryside.



  


  


  BAD LUCK AND TROUBLE


  One of Reacher's buddies has shown up dead in the California desert, and Reacher must put his old army unit back together.


  


  


  NOTHING TO LOSE


  Reacher crosses the line between a town calledHope and one named Despair.


  


  


  GONE TOMORROW


  On the New York subway, Reacher counts down the twelve tell-tale signs of a suicide bomber.



  


  


  61 HOURS


  In freezing South Dakota, Reacher hitches a lift on a bus heading for trouble.



  


  


  WORTH DYING FOR


  Reacher falls foul of a local clan that has terrified an entire Nebraska county into submission.



  


  


  Jack Reacher: CV


  


  


  Name: Jack Reacher


  (no middle name)


  


  Born: 29 October



  


  Height:


  6 foot 5 inches/


  1.95 metres



  


  Weight:


  220-250 lbs/


  100-113 kg



  


  Size:


  50-inch/127cm chest,


  3XLT coat, 37-inch/


  95cm inside leg


  


  Eyes: Blue



  


  Distinguishing marks:


  scar on corner of left eye, scar on upper lip



  


  Education:


  US Army base schools in Europe and the Far East; West Point Military Academy



  


  Service:


  US Military Police, thirteen years; first CO of the 110th Division; demoted from Major to Captain after six years, mustered out with rank of Major after seven



  


  Service awards:


  Top row: Silver Star, Defense Superior Service Medal, Legion of Merit


  Middle row: Soldier's Medal, Bronze Star, Purple Heart


  Bottom row: 'Junk awards'


  


  Last known address:


  Unknown


  


  Family:


  Mother, Josephine Moutier Reacher, deceased, French national; Father, Career US Marine, deceased, served in Korea and Vietnam; Brother, Joe, deceased, five years in US Military Intelligence, Treasury Dept.



  


  Special skills:


  Small arms expert, outstanding on allman-portable weaponry and hand-to-hand combat


  


  Languages:


  Fluent English and French, passable Spanish



  


  What he doesn't have:


  Driver's licence; credit cards; Federal benefits; tax returns; dependents


  
    My agent is Darley Anderson in London; my editors are David Highfill in New York and Marianne Velmans in London. They worked hard to get this writer his break. This book is dedicated to the three of them, in appreciation of all their efforts, which went way beyond the call of duty.
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    ONE
  


  
    I was arrested in Eno’s diner. At twelve o’clock. I was eating eggs and drinking coffee. A late breakfast, not lunch. I was wet and tired after a long walk in heavy rain. All the way from the highway to the edge of town.
  


  
    The diner was small, but bright and clean. Brand-new, built to resemble a converted railroad car. Narrow, with a long lunch counter on one side and a kitchen bumped out back. Booths lining the opposite wall. A doorway where the centre booth would be.
  


  
    I was in a booth, at a window, reading somebody’s abandoned newspaper about the campaign for a President I didn’t vote for last time and wasn’t going to vote for this time. Outside, the rain had stopped but the glass was still pebbled with bright drops. I saw the police cruisers pull into the gravel lot. They were moving fast and crunched to a stop. Light bars flashing and popping. Red and blue light in the raindrops on my window. Doors burst open, policemen jumped out. Two from each car, weapons ready. Two revolvers, two shotguns. This was heavy stuff. One revolver and one shotgun ran to the back. One of each rushed the door.
  


  
    I just sat and watched them. I knew who was in the diner. A cook in back. Two waitresses. Two old men. And me. This operation was for me. I had been in town less than a half-hour. The other five had probably been here all their lives. Any problem with any of them and an embarrassed sergeant would have shuffled in. He would be apologetic. He would mumble to them. He would ask them to come down to the station house. So the heavy weapons and the rush weren’t for any of them. They were for me. I crammed egg into my mouth and trapped a five under the plate. Folded the abandoned newspaper into a square and shoved it into my coat pocket. Kept my hands above the table and drained my cup.
  


  
    The guy with the revolver stayed at the door. He went into a crouch and pointed the weapon two-handed. At my head. The guy with the shotgun approached close. These were fit lean boys. Neat and tidy. Textbook moves. The revolver at the door could cover the room with a degree of accuracy. The shotgun up close could splatter me all over the window. The other way around would be a mistake. The revolver could miss in a close-quarters struggle and a long-range shotgun blast from the door would kill the arresting officer and the old guy in the rear booth as well as me. So far, they were doing it right. No doubt about that. They had the advantage. No doubt about that, either. The tight booth trapped me. I was too hemmed in to do much. I spread my hands on the table. The officer with the shotgun came near.
  


  
    ‘Freeze! Police!’ he screamed.
  


  
    He was screaming as loud as he could. Blowing off his tension and trying to scare me. Textbook moves. Plenty of sound and fury to soften the target. I raised my hands. The guy with the revolver started in from the door. The guy with the shotgun came closer. Too close. Their first error. If I had to, I might have lunged for the shotgun barrel and forced it up. A blast into the ceiling perhaps and an elbow into the policeman’s face and the shotgun could have been mine. The guy with the revolver had narrowed his angle and couldn’t risk hitting his partner. It could have ended badly for them. But I just sat there, hands raised. The guy with the shotgun was still screaming and jumping.
  


  
    ‘Out here on the floor!’ he yelled.
  


  
    I slid slowly out of the booth and extended my wrists to the officer with the revolver. I wasn’t going to lie on the floor. Not for these country boys. Not if they brought along their whole police department with howitzers.
  


  
    The guy with the revolver was a sergeant. He was pretty calm. The shotgun covered me as the sergeant holstered his revolver and unclipped the handcuffs from his belt and clicked them on my wrists. The backup team came in through the kitchen. They walked around the lunch counter. Took up position behind me. They patted me down. Very thorough. I saw the sergeant acknowledge the shakes of the heads. No weapon.
  


  
    The backup guys each took an elbow. The shotgun still covered me. The sergeant stepped up in front. He was a compact, athletic white man. Lean and tanned. My age. The acetate nameplate above his shirt pocket said: Baker. He looked up at me.
  


  
    ‘You are under arrest for murder,’ he said. ‘You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say may be used as evidence against you. You have the right to representation by an attorney. Should you be unable to afford an attorney, one will be appointed for you by the State of Georgia free of charge. Do you understand these rights?’
  


  
    It was a fine rendition of Miranda. He spoke clearly. He didn’t read it from a card. He spoke like he knew what it meant and why it was important. To him and to me. I didn’t respond.
  


  
    ‘Do you understand your rights?’ he said again.
  


  
    Again I didn’t respond. Long experience had taught me that absolute silence is the best way. Say something, and it can be misheard. Misunderstood. Misinterpreted. It can get you convicted. It can get you killed. Silence upsets the arresting officer. He has to tell you silence is your right but he hates it if you exercise that right. I was being arrested for murder. But I said nothing.
  


  
    ‘Do you understand your rights?’ the guy called Baker asked me again. ‘Do you speak English?’
  


  
    He was calm. I said nothing. He remained calm. He had the calm of a man whose moment of danger had passed. He would just drive me to the station house and then I would become someone else’s problem. He glanced round his three fellow officers.
  


  
    ‘OK, make a note, he’s said nothing,’ he grunted. ‘Let’s go.’
  


  
    I was walked towards the door. At the door we formed a single file. First Baker. Then the guy with the shotgun, walking backward, still with the big black barrel pointing at me. His nameplate said: Stevenson. He too was a medium white man in good shape. His weapon looked like a drainpipe. Pointing at my gut. Behind me were the backup guys. I was pushed through the door with a hand flat on my back.
  


  
    Outside in the gravel lot the heat was up. It must have rained all night and most of the morning. Now the sun was blasting away and the ground was steaming. Normally this would be a dusty hot place. Today it was steaming with that wonderful heady aroma of drenched pavement under a hot noon sun. I stood face up to the sun and inhaled as the officers regrouped. One at each elbow for the short walk to the patrol cars. Stevenson still on the ball with the pump-action. At the first car he skipped backward a step as Baker opened the rear door. My head was pushed down. I was nudged into the car with a neat hip-to-hip contact from the left-hand backup. Good moves. In a town this far from anywhere, surely the result of a lot of training rather than a lot of experience.
  


  
    I was alone in the back of the car. A thick glass partition divided the space. The front doors were still open. Baker and Stevenson got in. Baker drove. Stevenson was twisted around keeping me under observation. Nobody talked. The backup car followed. The cars were new. Quiet and smooth riding. Clean and cool inside. No ingrained traces of desperate and pathetic people riding where I was riding.
  


  
    I looked out of the window. Georgia. I saw rich land. Heavy, damp red earth. Very long and straight rows of low bushes in the fields. Peanuts, maybe. Belly crops, but valuable to the grower. Or to the owner. Did people own their land here? Or did giant corporations? I didn’t know.
  


  
    The drive to town was short. The car hissed over the smooth soaked tarmac. After maybe a half-mile I saw two neat buildings, both new, both with tidy landscaping. The police station and the fire house. They stood alone together, behind a wide lawn with a statue, north edge of town. Attractive county architecture on a generous budget. Roads were smooth tarmac, sidewalks were red blocks. Three hundred yards south, I could see a blinding white church steeple behind a small huddle of buildings. I could see flagpoles, awnings, crisp paint, green lawns. Everything refreshed by the heavy rain. Now steaming and somehow intense in the heat. A prosperous community. Built, I guessed, on prosperous farm incomes and high taxes on the commuters who worked up in Atlanta.
  


  
    Stevenson still stared at me as the car slowed to yaw into the approach to the station house. A wide semicircle of driveway. I read on a low masonry sign: Margrave Police Headquarters. I thought: should I be worried? I was under arrest. In a town where I’d never been before. Apparently for murder. But I knew two things. First, they couldn’t prove something had happened if it hadn’t happened. And second, I hadn’t killed anybody.
  


  
    Not in their town, and not for a long time, anyway.
  




End of sample
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