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THE NEW YORK TIMES FRIDAY, 11 JULY 1975 FRONT PAGE

DIPLOMATS SAID TO BE LINKED WITH FUGITIVE TERRORIST KNOWN AS CARLOS

Paris, 10 July - France expelled three high-ranking Cuban diplomats today in connection with the world-wide search for a man called Carlos, who is believed to be an important link in an international terrorist network.

The suspect, whose real name is thought to be Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, is being sought in the killing of two French counter-intelligence agents and a Lebanese informer at a Latin Quarter apartment on 27 June.

The three killings have led the police here and in Britain to what they feel is the trail of a major network of international terrorist agents. In the search for Carlos after the killings, French and British policemen discovered large arms caches that linked Carlos to major terrorism in West Germany and led them to suspect a connection between many terrorist acts throughout Europe.

REPORTED SEEN IN LONDON

Since then Carlos has been reported seen in London and in Beirut, Lebanon.

ASSOCIATED PRESS MONDAY, 7 JULY 1975 SYNDICATED DISPATCH

A DRAGNET FOR ASSASSIN

London (AP) - Guns and girls, grenades and good suits, a well-stuffed wallet, airline tickets to romantic places and nice apartments in half a dozen world capitals. This is the portrait  emerging of a jet-age assassin being sought in an international manhunt.

The hunt began when the man answered his doorbell in Paris and shot dead two French intelligence agents and a Lebanese informer. It has put four women into custody in two capitals, accused of offences in his wake. The assassin himself has vanished - perhaps in Lebanon, the French police believe.

In the past few days in London, those acquainted with him have described him to reporters as good looking, courteous, well educated, wealthy and fashionably dressed.

But his associates are men and women who have been called the most dangerous in the world. He is said to be linked with the Japanese Red Army, the Organization for the Armed Arab Struggle, the West German Baader-Meinhof gang, the Quebec Liberation Front, the Turkish Popular Liberation Front, separatists in France and Spain and the Provisional wing of the Irish Republican Army.

When the assassin travelled - to Paris, to the Hague, to West Berlin - bombs went off, guns cracked and there were kidnappings.

A breakthrough occurred in Paris when a Lebanese terrorist broke under questioning and led two intelligence men to the assassin’s door on 27 June. He shot all three to death and escaped. Police found his guns and notebooks containing ‘death lists’ of prominent people.

Yesterday the London Observer said police were hunting for the son of a Venezuelan Communist lawyer for questioning in the triple slaying. Scotland Yard said, ‘We are not denying the report’, but added there was no charge against him and he was wanted only for questioning.

The Observer identified the hunted man as Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, of Caracas. It said his name was on one of the four passports found by French police when they raided the Paris flat where the slayings took place.

The newspaper said Ilich was named after Vladimir Ilyich Lenin, founder of the Soviet state, and was educated in Moscow and speaks fluent Russian.

In Caracas, a spokesman for the Venezuelan Communist  Party said Ilich is the son of a seventy-year-old Marxist lawyer living 450 miles west of Caracas, but ‘neither father nor son belong to our party’.

He told reporters he did not know where Ilich was now.




BOOK ONE




CHAPTER ONE

The trawler plunged into the angry swells of the dark, furious sea like an awkward animal trying desperately to break out of an impenetrable swamp. The waves rose to Goliathan heights, crashing into the hull with the power of raw tonnage; the white spray caught in the night sky cascaded down over the deck under the force of the night wind. Everywhere there were the sounds of inanimate pain, wood straining against wood, ropes twisting, stretched to the breaking point. The animal was dying.

Two abrupt explosions pierced the sounds of the sea and the wind and the vessel’s pain. They came from the dimly lit cabin that rose and fell with its host body. A man lunged out of the door grasping the railing with one hand, holding his stomach with the other.

A second man followed, the pursuit cautious, his intent violent. He stood bracing himself in the cabin door; he raised a gun and fired again. And again.

The man at the railing whipped both his hands up to his head, arching backwards under the impact of the fourth bullet. The trawler’s bow dipped suddenly into the valley of two giant waves lifting the wounded man off his feet; he twisted to his left unable to take his hands away from his head. The boat surged upwards, bow and midships more out of the water than in it, sweeping the figure in the doorway back into the cabin, a fifth gunshot fired wildly. The wounded man screamed, his hands now lashing out at anything he could grasp, his eyes blinded by blood and the unceasing spray of the sea. There was nothing he could grab, so he grabbed at  nothing; his legs buckled as his body lurched forward. The boat rolled violently leeward and the man whose skull was ripped open plunged over the side into the madness of the darkness below.

He felt rushing cold water envelop him, swallowing him, sucking him under, and twisting him in circles, then propelling him up to the surface - only to gasp a single breath of air. A gasp and he was under again.

And there was heat, a strange moist heat at his temple that seared through the freezing water that kept swallowing him, a fire where no fire should burn. There was ice, too; an icelike throbbing in his stomach and his legs and his chest, oddly warmed by the cold sea around him. He felt these things, acknowledging his own panic as he felt them. He could see his own body turning and twisting, arms and feet working frantically against the pressures of the whirlpool. He could feel, think, see, perceive panic and struggle - yet strangely there was peace. It was the calm of the observer, the uninvolved observer, separated from the events, knowing of them but not essentially involved.

Then another form of panic spread through him, surging through the heat and the ice and the uninvolved recognition. He could not submit to peace! Not yet! It would happen any second now; he was not sure what it was, but it would happen.  He had to be there!

He kicked furiously, clawing at the heavy walls of water above, his chest bursting. He broke surface, thrashing to stay on top of the black swells. Climb up! Climb up!

A monstrous rolling wave accommodated; he was on the crest, surrounded by pockets of foam and darkness. Nothing.  Turn! Turn!

It happened. The explosion was massive; he could hear it through the clashing waters and the wind, the sight and the sound somehow his doorway to peace. The sky lit up like a fiery diadem and within that crown of fire, objects of all shapes and sizes were blown through the light into the outer shadows.

He had won. Whatever it was, he had won. 

Suddenly, he was plummeting downwards again, into an abyss again. He could feel the rushing waters crash over his shoulders, cooling the white hot heat at his temple, warming the ice cold incisions in his stomach and his legs and ...

His chest. His chest was in agony! He had been struck - the blow crushing, the impact sudden and intolerable. It happened again! Let me alone. Give me peace.

And again!

And he clawed again, and kicked again ... until he felt it. A thick, oily object that moved only with the movements of the sea. He could not tell what it was, but it was there and he could feel it, hold it.

Hold it! It will ride you to peace. To the silence of darkness ... and peace.

The rays of the early sun broke through the mists of the eastern sky, lending glitter to the calm waters of the Mediterranean. The skipper of the small fishing boat, his eyes bloodshot, his hands marked with rope burns, sat on the stern gunwale smoking a Gauloise, grateful for the sight of the smooth sea. He glanced over at the open wheelhouse; his younger brother was easing the throttle forward to make better time, the single other crewman checking a net several feet away. They were laughing at something and that was good; there had been nothing to laugh about last night. Where had the storm come from? The weather reports from Marseilles had indicated nothing; if they had he would have stayed in the shelter of the coastline. He wanted to reach the fishing grounds eighty kilometres south of La Seyne-sur-mer by daybreak, but not at the expense of costly repairs, and what repairs were not costly these days?

Or at the expense of his life, and there were moments last night when that was a distinct consideration.

‘Tu es fatigué, mon frère!’ his brother shouted, grinning at him. ‘Vas te coucher! Je suis très capable!’

‘Yes, you are,’ he answered, throwing his cigarette over the side and sliding down to the deck on top of a net. ‘A little sleep won’t hurt.’

It was good to have a brother at the wheel. A member of the  family should always be the pilot on the family boat; the eyes were sharper. Even a brother who spoke with the smooth tongue of a literate man as opposed to his own coarse words. Crazy! One year at the university and his brother wished to start a compagnie. With a single boat that had seen better days many years ago. Crazy. What good did his books do last night? When his compagnie was about to capsize.

He closed his eyes, letting his hands soak in the rolling water on the deck. The salt of the sea would be good for the rope burns. Burns received while lashing equipment that did not care to stay put in the storm.

‘Look! Over there!’

It was his brother; apparently sleep was to be denied by sharp family eyes.

‘What is it?’ he yelled.

‘Port bow! There’s a man in the water! He’s holding on to something! A piece of debris, a plank of some sort.’

The skipper took the wheel, angling the boat to the right of the figure in the water, cutting the engines to reduce the wake. The man looked as though the slightest motion would send him sliding off the fragment of wood he clung to, his hands were white, gripped around the edge like claws, but the rest of his body was limp - as limp as a man fully drowned, passed from this world.

‘Loop the ropes!’ yelled the skipper to his brother and the crewman. ‘Submerge them around his legs. Easy now! Move them up to his waist. Pull gently.’

‘His hands won’t let go of the plank!’

‘Reach down! Pry them up! It may be the death lock.’

‘No. He’s alive ... but barely, I think. His lips move, but there’s no sound. His eyes also, though I doubt he sees us.’

‘The hands are free!’

‘Lift him up. Grab his shoulders and pull him over. Easy,  now!’

‘Mother of God, look at his head!’ yelled the crewman. ‘It’s split open.’

‘He must have crashed it against the plank in the storm,’ said the brother.

‘No,’ disagreed the skipper, staring at the wound. ‘It’s a clean slice, razorlike. Caused by a bullet; he was shot.’

‘You can’t be sure of that.’

‘In more than one place,’ added the skipper, his eyes roving over the body. ‘We’ll head for Île de Port Noir; it’s the nearest island. There’s a doctor on the waterfront.’

‘The Englishman?’

‘He practises.’

‘When he can,’ said the skipper’s brother. ‘When the wine lets him. He has more success with his patients’ animals than with his patients.’

‘It won’t matter. This will be a corpse by the time we get there. If by chance he lives, I’ll charge him for the extra petrol and whatever catch we miss. Get the kit; we’ll bind his head for all the good it will do.’

‘Look!’ cried the crewman. ‘Look at his eyes.’

‘What about them?’ asked the brother.

‘A moment ago they were grey - as grey as steel cables.

Now they’re blue!’

‘The sun’s brighter,’ said the skipper, shrugging. ‘Or, it’s playing tricks with your own eyes. No matter, there’s no colour in the grave.’

Intermittent whistles of fishing boats clashed with the incessant screeching of the gulls; together they formed the universal sounds of the waterfront. It was late afternoon, the sun a fireball in the west, the air still and too damp, too hot. Above the piers and facing the harbour was a cobblestone street and several blemished white houses, separated by overgrown grass shooting up from dried earth and sand. What remained of the verandas were patched lattice-work and crumbling stucco supported by hastily implanted piles. The residences had seen better days a number of decades ago when the residents mistakenly believed Île de Port Noir might become another Mediterranean playground. It never did.

All the houses had paths to the street, but the last house in the row had a path obviously more trampled than the others. It belonged to an Englishman who had come to Port Noir eight years before under circumstances no one understood or  cared to; he was a doctor and the waterfront had need of a doctor. Hooks, needles, and knives were at once means of livelihood and instruments of incapacitation. If one saw le médecin on a good day, the sutures were not too bad. On the other hand, if the stench of wine or whisky was too pronounced, one took one’s chances.

Ainsi soit-il. He was better than no one.

But not today; no one used the path today. It was Sunday and it was common knowledge that on any Saturday night the doctor was roaring drunk in the village, ending the evening with whatever whore was available. Of course, it was also granted that during the past few Saturdays the doctor’s routine had altered; he had not been seen in the village. But nothing ever changed that much; bottles of Scotch whisky were sent to the doctor on a regular basis. He was simply staying in his house; he had been doing so since the fishing boat from La Ciotat had brought in the unknown man who was more corpse than man.

Dr Geoffrey Washburn awoke with a start, his chin, settled into his collar bone, causing the odour of his mouth to invade his nostrils; it was not pleasant. He blinked, orienting himself, and glanced at the open bedroom door. Had his nap been interrupted by another incoherent monologue from his patient? No; there was no sound. Even the gulls outside were mercifully quiet; it was Île de Port Noir’s holy day, no boats coming in to taunt the birds with their catches.

Washburn looked at the empty glass and the half-empty bottle of whisky on the table beside his chair. It was an improvement. On a normal Sunday both would be empty by now, the pain of the previous night having been spiralled out by the Scotch. He smiled to himself, once again blessing an older sister in Coventry who made the Scotch possible with her monthly stipend. She was a good girl, Bess was, and God knew she could afford a hell of a lot more than she sent him, but he was grateful she did what she did. And one day she would stop, the money would stop, and then the oblivions would be achieved with the cheapest wine until there was no pain at all. Ever.

He had come to accept that eventuality... until three weeks and five days ago when the half-dead stranger had been dragged from the sea and brought to his door by fishermen who did not care to identify themselves. Their errand was one of mercy, not involvement. God would understand, the man had been shot.

What the fishermen had not known was that far more than bullets had invaded the man’s body. And mind.

The doctor pushed his gaunt frame out of the chair and walked unsteadily to the window overlooking the harbour. He lowered the blind, closing his eyes to block out the sun, then squinted between the slats to observe the activity in the street below, specifically the reason for the clatter. It was a horse-drawn cart, a fisherman’s family out for a Sunday drive. Where the hell else could one see such a sight? And then he remembered the carriages and the finely groomed geldings that carried tourists through London’s Regent’s Park during the summer months; he laughed out loud at the comparison. But his laughter was short-lived, replaced by something unthinkable three weeks ago. He had given up all hope of seeing England again. It was possible that might be changed now. The stranger could change it.

Unless his prognosis was wrong, it would happen any day, any hour or minute. The wounds to the legs, stomach and chest were deep and severe, quite possibly fatal were it not for the fact the bullets had remained where they had lodged, self-cauterized and continuously cleansed by the sea. Extracting them was nowhere near as dangerous as it might have been, the tissue primed, softened, sterilized, ready for an immediate knife. The cranial wound was the real problem, the penetration was subcutaneous, but it appeared to have bruised the thalamus and hippocampus fibrous regions. Had the bullet entered millimetres on either side the vital functions would have ceased; they had not been impeded, and Washburn had made a decision. He went dry for thirty-six hours, eating as much starch and drinking as much water as was humanly possible. Then he performed the most delicate piece of work he had attempted since his dismissal from Macleans Hospital in London. Millimetre by agonizing  millimetre he had brush-washed the fibrous areas, then stretched and sutured the skin over the cranial wound, knowing that the slightest error with brush, needle or clamp would cause the patient’s death.

He had not wanted this unknown patient to die for any number of reasons. But especially one.

When it was over and the vital signs remained constant, Dr Geoffrey Washburn went back to his chemical and physiological appendage. His bottle. He had got drunk and he had remained drunk, but he had not gone over the edge. He knew exactly where he was and what he was doing at all times. Definitely an improvement.

Any day now, any hour perhaps. The stranger would focus his eyes and intelligible words would emerge from his lips.

Even any moment.

The words came first. They floated in the air as the early morning breeze off the sea cooled the room.

‘Who’s there? Who’s in this room?’

Washburn sat up in the cot, moved his legs quietly over the side, and rose slowly to his feet. It was important to make no jarring note, no sudden noise or physical movement that might frighten the patient into a psychological regression. The next few minutes would be as delicate as the surgical procedures he had performed; the doctor in him was prepared for the moment.

‘A friend,’ he said softly.

‘Friend?’

‘You speak English. I thought you would. American or Canadian is what I suspected. Your dental work didn’t come from the UK or Paris. How do you feel?’

‘I’m not sure.’

‘It will take a while. Do you need to relieve your bowels?’

‘What?’

‘Take a crapper, old man. That’s what the pan’s for beside you. The white one on your left. When we make it in time, of course.’

‘I’m sorry.’

‘Don’t be. Perfectly normal function. I’m a doctor, your  doctor. My name is Geoffrey Washburn. What’s yours?’

‘What?’

‘I asked you what your name was.’

The stranger moved his head and stared at the white wall streaked with shafts of morning light. Then he turned back, his blue eyes levelled at the doctor. ‘I don’t know.’

‘Oh, my God.’

‘I’ve told you over and over again. It will take time. The more you fight it, the more you crucify yourself, the worse it will be.’

‘You’re drunk.’

‘Generally. It’s not pertinent. But I can give you clues, if you’ll listen.’

‘I’ve listened.’

‘No you don’t; you turn away. You lie in your cocoon and pull the cover over your mind. Hear me again.’

‘I’m listening.’

‘In your coma - your prolonged coma - you spoke in three different languages. English, French and some goddamned twangy thing I presume is Oriental. That means you’re multilingual; you’re at home in various parts of the world. Think  geographically. What’s most comfortable for you?’

‘Obviously English.’

‘We’ve agreed to that. So what’s most uncomfortable?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Your eyes are round, not sloped. I’d say obviously not Oriental.’

‘Obviously.’

‘Then why do you speak it? Now, think in terms of association. I’ve written down words; listen to them. I’ll say them phonetically. Ma - kwa. Tam - Kwan. Kee - sah. Say the first thing that comes to mind.’

‘Nothing.’

‘Good show.’

‘What the hell do you want?’

‘Something. Anything.’

‘You’re drunk.’

‘We’ve agreed to that. Consistently. I also saved your bloody life. Drunk or not, I am a doctor. I was once a very good one.’

‘What happened?’

‘The patient questions the doctor?’

‘Why not?’

Washburn paused, looking out of the window at the waterfront. ‘I was drunk,’ he said. ‘They said I killed two patients on the operating table because I was drunk. I could have got away with one. Not two. They see a pattern very quickly, God bless them. Don’t ever give a man like me a knife and cloak it in respectability.’

‘Was it necessary?’

‘Was what necessary?’

‘The bottle.’

‘Yes, damn you,’ said Washburn softly, turning from the window. ‘It was and it is. And the patient is not permitted to make judgments where the physician is concerned.’

‘Sorry.’

‘You also have an annoying habit of apologizing. It’s an overworked protestation and not at all natural. I don’t for a minute believe you’re an apologetic person.’

‘Then you know something I don’t know.’

‘About you, yes. A great deal. And very little of it makes sense.’

The man sat forward in the chair. His open shirt fell away from his taut frame, exposing the bandages on his chest and stomach. He folded his hands in front of him, the veins in his slender, muscular arms pronounced. ‘Other than the things we’ve talked about?’

‘Yes.’

‘Things I said while in coma?’

‘No, not really. We’ve discussed most of that gibberish. The languages, your knowledge of geography - cities I’ve never or barely heard of — your obsession for avoiding the use of names, names you want to say but won’t; your propensity for confrontation - attack, recoil, hide, run - all rather violent, I might add. I frequently strapped your arms down, to protect the wounds. But we’ve covered all that. There are other things.’

‘What do you mean? What are they? Why haven’t you told me?’

‘Because they’re physical. The outer shell, as it were. I wasn’t sure you were ready to hear. I’m not sure now.’

The man leaned back in the chair, dark eyebrows below the dark brown hair joined in irritation. ‘Now it’s the physician’s judgment that isn’t called for. I’m ready. What are you talking about?’

‘Shall we begin with that rather acceptable looking head of yours? The face, in particular.’

‘What about it?’

‘It’s not the one you were born with.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Under a thick glass, surgery always leaves its mark. You’ve been altered, old man.’

‘Altered?’

‘You have a pronounced chin; I daresay there was a cleft in it.

It’s been removed. Your upper left cheekbone - your cheekbones are also pronounced, conceivably Slavic generations ago - has minute traces of a surgical scar. I would venture to say a mole was eliminated. Your nose is an English nose, at one time slightly more prominent than it is now. It was thinned ever so subtly. Your very sharp features have been softened, the character submerged. Do you understand what I’m saying?’

‘No.’

‘You’re a reasonably attractive man but your face is more distinguished by the category it falls into than by the face itself.’

‘Category?’

‘Yes. You are the prototype of the white Anglo-Saxon people see every day on the better cricket fields, or the tennis court. Or the bar at Mirabel’s. Those faces become almost indistinguishable from one another, don’t they? The features properly in place, the teeth straight, the ears flat against the head - nothing out of balance, everything in position and just a little bit soft.’

‘Soft?’

‘Well, “spoiled” is perhaps a better word. Definitely self-assured, even arrogant, used to having your own way.’ 

‘I’m still not sure what you’re trying to say.’

‘Try this then. Change the colour of your hair, you change the face. Yes, there are traces of discoloration, brittleness, dye. Wear glasses and a moustache, you’re a different man. I’d guess you were in your middle to late thirties, but you could be ten years older, or five younger.’ Washburn paused, watching the man’s reactions as if wondering whether or not to proceed. ‘And speaking of glasses, do you remember those exercises, the tests we did a week ago?’

‘Of course.’

‘Your eyesight’s perfectly normal; you have no need of glasses.’

‘I didn’t think I did.’

‘Then why is there evidence of prolonged use of contact lenses about your retinas and lids?’

‘I don’t know. It doesn’t make sense.’

‘May I suggest a possible explanation?’

‘I’d like to hear it.’

‘You may not.’ The doctor returned to the window and peered absently outside. ‘Certain types of contact lenses are designed to change the colour of the eyes. And certain types of eyes lend themselves more readily than others to the device. Usually those that have a grey or bluish hue; yours are a cross. Hazel-grey in one light, blue in another. Nature favoured you in this; often no alteration was required.’

‘Required for what?’

‘For changing your appearance. Very professionally, I’d say. Visas, passports, driver’s licences - switched at will. Hair: brown, blond, auburn. Eyes - can’t tamper with the eyes - green, grey, blue? The possibilities are far-ranging, wouldn’t you say? All within that recognizable category in which the faces are blurred by repetition.’

The man got out of the chair with difficulty, pushing himself up with his arms, holding his breath as he rose. ‘It’s also possible that you’re reaching. You could be way out of line.’

‘The traces are there, the markings. That’s evidence.’

‘Interpreted by you, with a heavy dose of cynicism thrown in. Suppose I had an accident and was patched up? That would explain the surgery.’

‘Not the kind you had. Dyed hair and the removal of clefts and moles aren’t part of a restoration process.’

‘You don’t know that!’ said the unknown man angrily. ‘There are different kinds of accidents, different procedures. You weren’t there; you can’t be certain.’

‘Good! Get furious with me. You don’t do it half often enough. And while you’re mad, think. What were you? What  are you?’

‘A salesman ... an executive with an international company, specializing in the Far East. That could be it. Or a teacher ... of languages. In a university somewhere. That’s possible, too.’

‘Fine. Choose one. Now!’

‘I ... I can’t.’ The man’s eyes were on the edge of helplessness.

‘Because you don’t believe either one.’

The man shook his head. ‘No. Do you?’

‘No,’ said Washburn. ‘For a specific reason. Those occupations are relatively sedentary and you have the body of a man who’s been subjected to physical stress. Oh, I don’t mean a trained athlete or anything like that; you’re no jock, as they say. But your muscle tone’s firm, your arms and hands used to strain and quite strong. Under other circumstances, I might judge you to be a labourer, accustomed to carrying heavy objects, or a fisherman, conditioned by hauling in nets all day long. But your range of knowledge, I daresay your intellect, rules out such things.’

‘Why do I get the idea that you’re leading up to something? Something else.’

‘Because we’ve worked together, closely and under pressure, for several weeks now. You spot a pattern.’

‘I’m right then?’

‘Yes. I had to see how you’d accept what I’ve just told you. The previous surgery, the hair, the contact lenses.’

‘Did I pass?’

‘With infuriating equilibrium. It’s time now; there’s no point in putting it off any longer. Frankly, I haven’t the patience. Come with me.’ Washburn preceded the man through the living-room to the door in the rear wall that led  to the dispensary. Inside, he went to the corner and picked up an antiquated projector, the shell of its thick round lens rusted and cracked. ‘I had this brought in with the supplies from Marseilles,’ he said, placing it on the small desk and inserting the plug into the wall socket. ‘It’s hardly the best equipment, but it serves the purpose. Pull the blinds, will you?’

The man with no name or memory went to the window and lowered the blind; the room was dark. Washburn snapped on the projector’s light; a bright square appeared on the white wall. He then inserted a small piece of celluloid behind the lens.

The square was abruptly filled with magnified letters.

 

Die Bank Gemeinschaft 11 Bahnhofstrasse. Zürich.

Zero — seven — seventeen — twelve — zero — fourteen — twenty-six-zero.

 

‘What is it?’ asked the nameless man.

‘Look at it. Study it. Think.’

‘It’s a bank account of some kind.’

‘Exactly. The printed letterhead and address is the bank; the handwritten numbers take the place of a name, but insofar as they are written out, they constitute the signature of the account holder. Standard procedure.’

‘Where did you get it?’

‘From you. This is a very small negative, my guess would be half the size of a thirty-five millimetre film. It was implanted - surgically implanted - beneath the skin above your right hip. The numbers are in your handwriting; it’s your signature. With it you can open a vault in Zürich.’




CHAPTER TWO

They chose the name Jean-Pierre. It neither startled nor offended anyone, a name as common to Port Noir as any other.

And books came from Marseilles, six of them in varying sizes and thicknesses, four in English, two in French. They were medical texts, volumes that dealt with the injuries to the head and mind. There were cross-sections of the brain, hundreds of unfamiliar words to absorb and try to understand. Lobes occipital  and temporal, the cortex and the connecting fibres of the corpus callosum; the limbic system - specifically the hippocampus and  mamillary bodies that together with the fornix were indispensable to memory and recall. Damaged, there was amnesia.

There were psychological studies of emotional stress that produced stagnate hysteria and mental aphasia, conditions which also resulted in partial or total loss of memory. Amnesia.

Amnesia.

‘There are no rules,’ said the dark-haired man, rubbing his eyes in the inadequate light of the table lamp. ‘It’s a geometric puzzle; it can happen in any combination of ways. Physically or psychologically - or a little of both. It can be permanent or temporary, all or part. No rules!’

‘Agreed,’ said Washburn, sipping his whisky in a chair across the room. ‘But I think we’re getting closer to what happened. What I think happened.’

‘Which was?’ asked the man apprehensively.

‘You just said it: “a little of both”. Although the word “little” should be changed to “massive”. Massive shocks.’

‘Massive shocks to what?’

‘The physical and the psychological. They were related, interwoven - two strands of experience, or stimuli, that became knotted.’

‘How much sauce have you had?’

‘Less than you think; it’s irrelevant.’ The doctor picked up a clipboard filled with pages. ‘This is your history - your new history - begun the day you were brought here. Let me summarize. The physical wounds tell us that the situation in which you found yourself was packed with psychological stress, the subsequent hysteria brought on by at least nine hours in the water, which served to solidify the psychological damage. The darkness, the violent movement, the lungs barely getting air; these were the instruments of hysteria. Everything that preceded it - the hysteria — had to be erased so you could cope, survive. Are you with me?’

‘I think so. The head was protecting itself.’

‘Not the head, the mind. Make the distinction; it’s important. We’ll get back to the head, but we’ll give it a label. The brain.’

‘All right, Mind, not head .. which is really the brain.’

‘Good.’ Washburn flipped his thumb through the pages on the clipboard. ‘These are filled with several hundred observations. There are the normal medical notes - dosage, time, reaction, that sort of thing - but in the main they deal with you, the man himself. The words you use, the words you react to; the phrases you employ - when I can write them down - both rationally and when you talk in your sleep and when you were in coma. Even the way you walk, the way you talk or tense your body when startled or seeing something that interests you. You appear to be a mass of contradictions; there’s a subsurface violence almost always under control, but very much alive. There’s also a pensiveness that seems painful for you, yet you rarely give vent to the anger that pain must provoke.’

‘You’re provoking it now,’ interrupted the man. ‘We’ve gone over the words and the phrases time and time again ...’

‘And we’ll continue to do so,’ broke in Washbum, ‘as long as there’s progress.’

‘I wasn’t aware any progress had been made.’

‘Not in terms of an identity or an occupation. But we are  finding out what’s most comfortable for you, what you deal with best. It’s a little frightening.’

‘In what way?’

‘Let me give you an example.’ The doctor put the clipboard down and got out of the chair. He walked to a primitive cupboard against the wall, opened a drawer and took out a large automatic hand gun. The man with no memory tensed in his chair; Washburn was aware of the reaction. ‘I’ve never used this, not sure I’d know how to, but I do live on the waterfront.’ He smiled, then suddenly, without warning, threw it to the man. The weapon was caught in midair, the catch clean, swift, and confident. ‘Break it down; I believe that’s the phrase.’

‘What?’

‘Break it down. Now.’

The man looked at the gun, and then, in silence, his hands and fingers moved expertly over the weapon. In less than thirty seconds it was completely dismantled. He looked up at the doctor.

‘See what I mean?’ said Washburn. ‘Among your skills is an extraordinary knowledge of firearms.’

‘ArmyFührer ...’ asked the man, his voice intense, once more apprehensive.

‘Extremely unlikely,’ replied the doctor. ‘When you first came out of coma, I mentioned your dental work. I assure you it’s not military. And, of course, the surgery, I’d say, would totally rule out any military association.’

‘Then what?’

‘Let’s not dwell on it now; let’s go back to what happened. We were dealing with the mind, remember? The psychological stress, the hysteria. Not the physical brain but the mental pressures. Am I being clear?’

‘Go on.’

‘As the shock recedes, so do the pressures, until there’s no fundamental need to protect the psyche. As this process takes place your skills and talents will come back to you. You’ll remember certain behaviour patterns; you may live  them out quite naturally, your surface reactions instinctive. But there’s a gap and everything in those pages tell me that it’s irreversible.’ Washburn stopped and went back to his chair and his glass. He sat down and drank, closing his eyes in weariness.

‘Go on,’ whispered the man.

The doctor opened his eyes, levelling them at his patient. ‘We return to the head, which we’ve labelled the brain. The  physical brain with its millions upon millions of cells and interacting components. You’ve read the books; the fornix and the limbic system, the hippocampus fibres and the thalamus ; the callosum and especially the lobotomic surgical techniques. The slightest alteration can cause dramatic changes. That’s what happened to you. The damage was  physical. It’s as though blocks were rearranged, the physical  structure no longer what it was.’ Again Washburn stopped.

‘And,’ pressed the man.

‘The recessed psychological pressures will allow - are  allowing - your skills and talents to come back to you. But I don’t think you’ll ever be able to relate them to anything in your past.’

‘Why? Why not?’

‘Because the physical conduits that permit and transmit those memories have been altered. Physically rearranged to the point where they no longer function as they once did. For all intents and purposes, they’ve been destroyed.’

The man sat motionless. ‘The answer’s in Zurich,’ he said.

‘Not yet. You’re not ready; you’re not strong enough.’

‘I will be.’

‘Yes, you will.’

 

The weeks passed; the verbal exercises continued as the pages grew and the man’s strength returned. It was mid-morning of the nineteenth week, the day bright, the Mediterranean calm and glistening. As was the man’s habit he had run for the past hour along the waterfront and up into the hills; he had stretched the distance to something over twelve miles daily, the pace increasing daily, the rests less frequent. He sat in the  chair by the bedroom window, breathing heavily, sweat drenching his undershirt. He had come in through the back door, entering the bedroom from the dark hallway that passed the living-room. It was simply easier; the living-room served as Washburn’s waiting area and there were still a few patients with cuts and gashes to be repaired. They were sitting in chairs looking frightened, wondering what le médecin’s condition would be that morning. Actually, it wasn’t bad. Geoffrey Washburn still drank like a mad Cossack, but these days he stayed on his horse. It was as if a reserve of hope had been found in the recesses of his own destructive fatalism. And the man with no memory understood; that hope was tied to a bank in Zurich’s Bahnhofstrasse. Why did the street come so easily to mind?

The bedroom door opened and the doctor burst in, grinning, his white coat stained with his patient’s blood.

‘I did it!’ he said, more triumph in his words than clarification. ‘I should open my own hiring hall and live on commissions. It’d be steadier.’

‘What are you talking about?’

‘As we agreed, it’s what you need. You’ve got to function on the outside, and as of two minutes ago Monsieur Jean-Pierre No-Name is gainfully employed! At least for a week.’

‘How did you do that? I thought there weren’t any openings.’

‘What was about to be opened was Claude Lamouche’s infected leg. I explained that my supply of local anaesthetic was very, very limited. We negotiated; you were the bartered coin.’

‘A week?’

‘If you’re any good, he may keep you on.’ Washburn paused. ‘Although that’s not terribly important, is it?’

‘I’m not sure any of this is. A month ago, maybe, but not now. I told you, I’m ready to leave. I’d think you’d want me to. I have an appointment in Zürich.’

‘And I’d prefer you function the very best you can at that appointment. My interests are extremely selfish, no remissions permitted.’

‘I’m ready.’

‘On the surface, yes. But take my word for it, it’s vital that you spend prolonged periods of time on the water, some of it at night. Not under controlled conditions, not as a passenger, but subjected to reasonably harsh conditions - the harsher the better, in fact.’

‘Another test?’

‘Every single one I can devise in this primitive hole of Port Noir. If I could conjure up a storm and a minor shipwreck for you, I would. On the other hand, Lamouche is something of a storm himself; he’s a difficult man. The swelling in his leg will go down and he’ll resent you. So will others; you’ll have to replace someone.’

‘Thanks a lot.’

‘Don’t mention it. We’re combining two stresses. At least one or two nights on the water, if Lamouche keeps to schedule - that’s the hostile environment which contributed to your hysteria - and exposure to resentment and suspicion from men around you - symbolic of the initial stress situation.’

‘Thanks again. Suppose they decide to throw me overboard ? That’d be your ultimate test, I suppose, but I don’t know how much good it would do if I drowned.’

‘Oh, there’ll be nothing like that,’ said Washburn, scoffing.

‘I’m glad you’re so confident. I wish I were.’

‘You can be. You have the protection of my absence. I may not be Barnard or DeBakey, but I’m all these people have. They need me; they won’t risk losing me.’

‘But you want to leave. I’m your passport out.’

‘In ways unfathomable, my dear patient. Come on, now. Lamouche wants you down at the dock so you can familiarize yourself with his equipment. You’ll be setting out at four o’clock tomorrow morning. Consider how beneficial a week at sea will be. Think of it as a cruise.’

 

There had never been a cruise like it. The skipper of the filthy, oil-soaked fishing boat was a foul-mouthed rendering of an insignificant Captain Bligh, the crew a quartet of misfits who were undoubtedly the only men on Port Noir willing to put up with Claude Lamouche. The regular fifth member was  a brother of the chief netman, a fact impressed on the man called Jean-Pierre within minutes after leaving the harbour at four o’clock in the morning.

‘You take food from my brother’s table!’ whispered the netman angrily between rapid puffs on an immobile cigarette. ‘From the stomachs of his children!’

‘It’s only for a week,’ protested Jean-Pierre. It would have been easier - far easier - to offer to reimburse the unemployed brother from Washburn’s monthly stipend but the doctor and his patient had agreed to refrain from such compromises.

‘I hope you’re good with the nets!’

He was not.

There were moments during the next seventy-two hours when the man called Jean-Pierre thought the alternative of financial appeasement was warranted. The harassment never stopped, even at night - especially at night. It was as though eyes were trained on him as he lay on the infested deck mattress, waiting for him to reach the brinks of sleep.

‘You! Take the watch! The mate is sick. You fill in.’

‘Get up! Philippe is writing his memoirs! He can’t be disturbed.’

‘On your feet! You tore a net this afternoon. We won’t pay for your stupidity. We’ve all agreed. Mend it now!’

The nets.

If two men were required for one flank, his two arms took the place of four. If he worked beside one man, there were abrupt hauls and releases that left him with the full weight, a sudden blow from an adjacent shoulder sending him crashing into the gunwale and nearly over the side.

And Lamouche. A limping maniac who measured each kilometre of water by the fish he had lost. His voice was a grating, static-prone bullhorn. He addressed no one without an obscenity preceding his name, a habit the patient found increasingly maddening. But Lamouche did not touch Washburn’s patient; he was merely sending the doctor a message:  Don’t ever do this to me again. Not where my boat and my fish are concerned.

Lamouche’s schedule called for a return to Port Noir at  sundown on the third day, the fish to be unloaded, the crew given until four the next morning to sleep, fornicate, get drunk, or, with luck, all three. As they came within sight of land, it happened.

The nets were being doused and folded at midships by the netman and his first assistant. The unwelcome crewman they cursed as Jean-Pierre Sangsue scrubbed down the deck with a long-handled brush. The two remaining crew heaved buckets of sea water in front of the brush, more often than not drenching the leech with truer aim than the deck.

A bucketful was thrown too high, momentarily blinding Washburn’s patient, causing him to lose his balance. The heavy brush with its metal-like bristles flew out of his hands, its head up-ended, the sharp bristles making contact with the kneeling netman’s thigh.

‘Sacre diable!’

‘Je regrette,’ said the offender casually, shaking the water from his eyes.

‘The hell you are!’

‘I said I was sorry,’ replied the man called Jean-Pierre. ‘Tell your friends to wet the deck, not me.’

‘My friends don’t make me the object of their stupidity!’

‘They were the cause of mine just now.’

The netman grabbed the handle of the brush, got to his feet, and held it out like a bayonet. ‘You want to play, leech?’

‘Come on, give it to me.’

‘With pleasure, leech. Here!’ The netman shoved the brush forward, downward, the bristles scraping the patient’s chest and stomach, penetrating the cloth of his shirt.

Whether it was the contact with the scars that covered his previous wounds, or the frustration and anger resulting from three days of harassment, the man would never know. He only knew he had to respond. And his response was as alarming to him as anything he could imagine.

He gripped the handle with his right hand, jamming it back into the netman’s stomach, pulling it forward at the instant of impact; simultaneously, he shot his left foot high off the deck, ramming it into the netman’s throat.

‘Tao!’ The guttural whisper came from his lips involuntarily ; he did not know what it meant.

Before he could understand, he had pivoted, his right foot now surging forward like a battering ram, crashing into the netman’s left kidney.

‘Che-sah!’ he whispered.

The netman recoiled, then lunged towards him in pain and fury, his hands outstretched like claws. ‘Pig!’

The patient crouched, shooting his right hand up to grip the netman’s left forearm, yanking it downwards, then rising, pushing his victim’s arm up, twisting it at its highest arc clockwise, yanking again, finally releasing it while jamming his heel into the small of the netman’s back. The Frenchman sprawled forward over the nets, his head smashing into the wall of the gunwale.

‘Mee-sah!’ Again he did not know the meaning of his silent cry.

A crewman grabbed his neck from the rear. The patient crashed his left fist into the pelvic area behind him, then bent forward, gripping the elbow to the right of his throat. He lurched to his left; his assailant was lifted off the ground, his legs spiralling in the air as he was thrown across the deck, his face impaled between the wheels of a winch.

The two remaining men were on him, fists and knees pummelling him, as the captain of the fishing boat repeatedly screamed his warnings.

‘Le médecin! Rappelons le médecin! Doucement!’ The doctor! Remember the doctor! Easy!

The words were as misplaced as the captain’s appraisal of what he saw. The patient gripped the wrist of one man, bending it down, twisting it counterclockwise in one violent movement; the man roared in agony. The wrist was broken.

Washburn’s patient viced the fingers of his hands together, swinging his arms up like a sledgehammer, catching the crewman with the broken wrist at the midpoint of his throat. The man somersaulted off his feet and collapsed on the deck.

‘Kwa-sah!’ The whisper echoed in the patient’s ears.

The fourth man backed away, staring at the maniac who simply looked at him.

It was over. Three of Lamouche’s crew were unconscious, severely punished for what they had done. It was doubtful that any would be capable of coming down to the docks at four o’clock in the morning.

Lamouche’s words were uttered in equal parts, astonishment and contempt. ‘Where you come from I don’t know, but you will get off this boat.’

The man with no memory understood the unintentional irony of the captain’s words. I don’t know where I came from, either.

 

‘You can’t stay here now,’ said Geoffrey Washburn, coming into the darkened bedroom. ‘I honestly believed I could prevent any serious assault on you. But I can’t protect you when you’ve done the damage.’

‘It was provoked.’

‘To the extent it was inflicted? A broken wrist and lacerations requiring sutures on one man’s throat and face and another’s skull. A severe concussion, and an undetermined injury to a kidney? To say nothing of a blow to the groin that’s caused a swelling of the testicles? I believe the word is overkill.’

‘It would have been just plain “kill” and I would have been the dead man, if it’d happened any other way.’ The patient paused, but spoke again before the doctor could interrupt. ‘I think we should talk. Several things happened; other words came to me. We should talk.’

‘We should, but we can’t. There isn’t time. You’ve got to leave now. I’ve made arrangements.’

‘Now?’

‘Yes. I told them you went into the village, probably to get drunk. The families will go looking for you. Every able-bodied brother, cousin and in-law. They’ll have knives, hooks, perhaps a gun or two. When they can’t find you, they’ll come back here. They won’t stop until they do find you.’

‘Because of a fight I didn’t start?’

‘Because you’ve injured three men who will lose at least a  month’s wages between them. And something else that’s infinitely more important.’

‘What’s that?’

‘The insult. An off-islander proved himself more than a match for not one, but three respected fishermen of Port Noir.’

‘Respected?’

‘In the physical sense. Lamouche’s crew is considered the roughest on the waterfront.’

‘That’s ridiculous.’

‘Not to them. It’s their honour ... Now, hurry, get your things together. There’s a boat in from Marseilles; the captain’s agreed to stow you, and drop you a half-mile offshore north of La Ciotat.’

The man with no memory held his breath. ‘Then it’s time,’ he said quietly.

‘It’s time,’ replied Washburn. ‘I think I know what’s going through your mind. A sense of helplessness, of drifting without a rudder to put you on a course. I’ve been your rudder, and I won’t be with you; there’s nothing I can do about that. But believe me when I tell you, you are not helpless. You will  find your way.’

‘To Ziirich,’ added the patient.

‘To Zurich,’ agreed the doctor. ‘Here. I’ve wrapped some things together for you in this oilcloth. Strap it around your waist.’

‘What is it?’

‘All the money I have, some two thousand francs. It’s not much, but it will help you get started. And my passport for whatever good it will do. We’re about the same age and it’s eight years old; people change. Don’t let anyone study it. It’s merely an official paper.’

‘What will you do?’

‘I won’t ever need it if I don’t hear from you.’

‘You’re a decent man.’

‘I think you are, too ... As I’ve known you. But then I didn’t know you before. So I can’t vouch for that man. I wish I could, but there’s no way I can.’

The man leaned against the railing, watching the lights of He de Port Noir recede in the distance. The fishing boat was heading into darkness, as he had plunged into darkness nearly five months ago.

As he was plunging into another darkness now.




CHAPTER THREE

There were no lights on the coast of France, only the wash of the dying moon outlined the rocky shore. They were two hundred yards from land, the fishing boat bobbing gently in the cross-currents of the inlet. The captain pointed over the side.

‘There’s a small stretch of beach between those two clusters of rock. It’s not much, but you’ll reach it if you swim to the right. We can drift in another thirty, forty feet, no more than that. Only a minute or two.’

‘You’re doing more than I expected. I thank you for that.’

‘No need to. I pay my debts.’

‘And I’m one?’

‘Very much so. The doctor in Port Noir sewed up three of my crew after that madness five months ago. You weren’t the only one brought in, you know.’

‘The storm? You know me?’

‘You were chalk white on the table, but I don’t know you and I don’t want to know you. I had no money then, no catch; the doctor said I could pay when my circumstances were better. You’re my payment.’

‘I need papers,’ said the man, sensing a source of help. ‘I need a passport altered.’

‘Why speak to me?’ asked the captain. ‘I said I would put a package over the side north of La Ciotat. That’s all I said.’

‘You wouldn’t have said that if you weren’t capable of other things.’

‘I will not take you into Marseilles. I will not risk the patrol boats. The Surete has squadrons all over the harbour, the  narcotics teams are maniacs. You pay them or you pay twenty years in a cell!’

‘Which means I can get papers in Marseilles. And you can help me.’

‘I did not say that.’

‘Yes, you did. I need a service and that service can be found in a place where you won’t take me - still the service is there. You said it.’

‘Said what?’

‘That you’ll talk to me in Marseilles - if I can get there without you. Just tell me where.’

The skipper of the fishing boat studied the patient’s face, the decision was not made lightly, but it was made. ‘There’s a café on rue Sarasin, south of Old Harbour. LeBouc de Mer. I’ll be there tonight between nine and eleven. You’ll need money, some of it in advance.’

‘How much?’

‘That’s between you and the man you speak with.’

‘I’ve got to have an idea.’

‘It’s cheaper if you have a document to work with; otherwise one has to be stolen.’

‘I told you. I’ve got one.’

The captain shrugged. ‘Fifteen hundred, two thousand francs. Are we wasting time?’

The patient thought of the oil-cloth packet strapped to his waist. Bankruptcy lay in Marseilles, but so did an altered passport, a passport to Zürich. ‘I’ll handle it,’ he said, not knowing why he sounded so confident. ‘Tonight, then.’

The captain peered at the dimly lit shoreline. ‘This is as far as we can drift. You’re on your own now. Remember, if we don’t meet in Marseilles, you’ve never seen me and I’ve never seen you. None of my crew has seen you, either.’

‘I’ll be there. Le Bouc de Mer, rue Sarasin, south of Old Harbour.’

‘In God’s hands,’ said the skipper, signalling a crewman at the wheel; the engines rumbled beneath the boat. ‘By the way, the clientele at LeBouc are not used to the Parisian dialect. I’d rough it up if I were you.’

‘Thanks for the advice,’ said the patient as he swung his legs  over the gunwale and lowered himself into the water. He held his knapsack above the surface, legs scissoring to stay afloat. ‘See you tonight,’ he added in a louder voice, looking up at the black hull of the fishing boat.

There was no one there; the captain had left the railing. The only sounds were the slapping of the waves against the wood and the muffled acceleration of the engines.

You’re on your own now.

He shivered and spun in the cold water, angling his body towards the shore, remembering to sidestroke to his right, to head for a cluster of rocks on the right. If the captain knew what he was talking about, the current would take him into the unseen beach.

 

It did; he could feel the undertow pulling his bare feet into the sand, making the last thirty yards the most difficult to cross. But the canvas knapsack was relatively dry, still held above the breaking waves.

Minutes later he was sitting on a dune of wild grass, the tall reeds bending with the offshore breezes, the first rays of morning intruding on the night sky. The sun would be up in an hour; he would have to move with it.

He opened the knapsack and took out a pair of boots and heavy socks along with rolled-up trousers and a coarse denim shirt. Somewhere in his past he had learned to pack with an economy of space; the knapsack contained far more than an observer might think. Where had he learned that? Why? The questions never stopped.

He got up and took off the British walking shorts he had accepted from Washburn. He stretched them across the reeds of grass to dry; he could discard nothing. He removed his undershirt and did the same.

Standing there naked on the dune he felt an odd sense of exhilaration mingled with a hollow pain in the middle of his stomach. The pain was fear, he knew that. He understood the exhilaration, too.

He had passed his first test. He had trusted an instinct - perhaps a compulsion - and had known what to say and how to respond. An hour ago he was without an immediate  destination, knowing only that Zurich was his objective, but knowing, too, that there were borders to cross, official eyes to satisfy. The eight-year-old passport was so obviously not his own that even the dullest immigration clerk would spot the fact. And even if he managed to cross into Switzerland with it, he had to get out; with each move the odds of his being detained were multiplied. He could not permit that. Not now; not until he knew more. The answers were in Zurich, he had to travel freely, and he had homed in on a captain of a fishing boat to make that possible.

You are not helpless. You will find your way.

Before the day was over he would make a connection to have Washburn’s passport altered by a professional, transformed into a licence to travel. It was the first concrete step, but before it was taken there was the consideration of money. The two thousand francs the doctor had given him were inadequate, they might not even be enough for the passport itself. What good was a licence to travel without the means to do so? Money. He had to get money. He had to think about that.

He shook out the clothes he had taken from the knapsack, put them on, and shoved his feet into the boots. Then he lay down on the sand, staring at the sky, which progressively grew brighter. The day was being born and so was he.

 

He walked the narrow stone streets of La Ciotat, going into the shops as much to converse with the clerks as anything else. It was an odd sensation to be part of the human traffic, not an unknown derelict dragged from the sea. He remembered the captain’s advice and gutturalized his French, allowing him to be accepted as an unremarkable stranger passing through town.

Money.

There was a section of La Ciotat that apparently catered to a wealthy clientele. The shops were cleaner and the merchandise more expensive, the fish fresher and the meat several cuts above that in the main shopping area. Even the vegetables glistened; many exotic, imported from Northern Africa and the Middle East. The area held a touch of Paris or Nice set  down on the fringes of a routinely middle-class coastal community. A small café, its entrance at the end of a flagstone path, stood separated from the shops on either side by a manicured lawn.

Money.

He walked into a butcher’s shop, aware that the owner’s appraisal of him was not positive, nor the glance friendly. The man was waiting on a middle-aged couple, who from their speech and manner were domestic servants at an outlying estate. They were precise, curt and demanding.

‘The veal last week was barely passable,’ said the woman. ‘Do better this time, or I’ll be forced to order from Marseilles.’

‘And the other evening,’ added the man, ‘the Marquis mentioned to me that the lamb chops were much too thin. I repeat, a full three centimetres.’

The owner sighed and shrugged, uttering obsequious phrases of apology and assurance. The woman turned to her escort, her voice no less commanding than it was to the butcher.

‘Wait for the packages and put them in the car. I’ll be at the grocer’s; meet me there.’

‘Of course, my dear.’

The woman left, a pigeon in search of further seeds of conflict. The moment she was out the door her husband turned to the shopowner, his demeanour entirely different. Gone was the arrogance; a grin appeared.

‘Just your average day, eh, Marcel?’ he said, taking a packet of cigarettes from his pocket.

‘Seen better, seen worse. Were the chops really too thin?’

‘My God, no. When was he last able to tell? But she feels better if I complain, you know that.’

‘Where is the Marquis of the Dungheap now?’

‘Drunk next door, waiting for the whore from Toulon. I’ll come down later this afternoon, pick him up and sneak him past the Marquise into the stables. He won’t be able to drive his car by then. He uses Jean-Pierre’s room above the kitchen, you know.’

‘I’ve heard.’

At the mention of the name Jean-Pierre, Washburn’s patient turned from the display case of poultry. It was an automatic reflex, but the movement only served to remind the butcher of his presence.

‘What is it? What do you want?’

It was time to degutturalize his French. ‘You were recommended by friends in Nice,’ said the patient, his accent more befitting the Quai d‘Orsay than Le Bouc de Mer.

‘Oh?’ The shopowner made an immediate reappraisal. Among his clientele, especially the younger ones, there were those who preferred to dress in opposition to their status. The common Basque shirt was even fashionable these days. ‘You’re new here, sir?’

‘My boat’s in for repairs; we won’t be able to reach Marseilles this afternoon.’

‘May I be of service?’

The patient laughed. ‘You may be to the chef; I wouldn’t dare presume. He’ll be around later and I do have some influence.’

The butcher and his friend laughed. ‘I would think so, sir,’ said the shopowner.

‘I’ll need a dozen ducklings and, say, eighteen chateau-briands.’

‘Of course.’

‘Good. I’ll send our master of the galley directly to you.’ The patient turned to the middle-aged man. ‘By the way, I couldn’t help overhearing ... no, please don’t be concerned. The Marquis wouldn’t be that jackass d’Ambois, would he? I think someone told me he lived around here.’

‘Oh no, sir,’ replied the servant. ‘I don’t know the Marquis d’Ambois. I was referring to the Marquis de Chambord. A fine gentleman, sir, but he has problems. A difficult marriage, sir. Very difficult, it’s no secret.’

‘Chambord? Yes, I think we’ve met. Rather short fellow, isn’t he?’

‘No, sir. Quite tall, actually. About your size, I’d say.’

‘Really?’

 

The patient learned the various entrances and inside staircases  of the two-storey café quickly - a produce delivery man from Roquevaire unsure of his new route. There were two sets of steps that led to the first floor, one from the kitchen, the other just beyond the front entrance in the small foyer; this was the staircase used by patrons going to the upstairs washrooms. There was also a window through which an interested party outside could see anyone who used this particular staircase, and the patient was sure that if he waited long enough he would see two people doing so. They would undoubtedly go up separately, neither heading for a washroom but, instead, to a bedroom above the kitchen. The patient wondered which of the expensive cars parked on the quiet streets belonged to the Marquis de Chambord. Whichever, the middle-aged man-servant in the butcher’s shop need not be concerned; his employer would not be driving it.

Money.

The woman arrived shortly before one o’clock. She was a windswept blonde, her large breasts stretching the blue silk of her blouse, her long legs tanned, striding gracefully above spiked heels, thighs and fluid hips outlined beneath the tight-fitting white skirt. Chambord might have problems but he also had taste.

Twenty minutes later he could see the white skirt through the window; the girl was heading upstairs. Less than sixty seconds later another figure filled the window frame; dark trousers and a blazer beneath a white face cautiously lurched up the staircase. The patient counted off the minutes; he hoped the Marquis de Chambord owned a watch.

Carrying his canvas knapsack as unobtrusively as possible by the straps, the patient walked down the flagstone path to the entrance of the restaurant. Inside, he turned left in the foyer, excusing himself past an elderly man trudging up the staircase, reached the first floor and turned left again down a long corridor that led towards the rear of the building, above the kitchen. He passed the washrooms and came to a closed door at the end of the narrow hallway where he stood motionless, his back pressed into the wall. He turned his head and waited for the elderly man to reach the washroom door and push it open while unzipping his trousers.

The patient - instinctively, without thinking, really - raised the soft knapsack and placed it against the centre of the door panel. He held it securely in place with his outstretched arms, stepped back and, in one swift movement, crashed his left shoulder into the canvas, dropping his right hand as the door sprang open, gripping the edge before the door could smash into a wall. No one below in the restaurant could have heard the muted forced entry.

‘Nom de Dieu!’

‘Mère de Christ!’

‘Qui est là? ...’

‘Silence!’

The Marquis de Chambord spun off the naked body of the blonde woman, sprawling over the edge of the bed onto the floor. He was a sight from a comic opera, still wearing his starched shirt, the tie knotted in place, and on his feet black silk, knee-length socks; but that was all he wore. The woman grabbed the covers, doing her best to lessen the indelicacy of the moment.

The patient issued his commands swiftly. ‘Don’t raise your voices. No one will be hurt if you do exactly as I say.’

‘My wife hired you!’ cried Chambord, his words slurred, his eyes barely in focus. ‘I’ll pay you more!’

‘That’s a beginning,’ answered Dr Washburn’s patient. ‘Take off your shirt and tie. Also the socks.’ He saw the glistening gold band around the Marquis’s wrist. ‘And the watch.’

Several minutes later the transformation was complete. The Marquis’s clothes were not a perfect fit, but no one could deny the quality of the cloth or the original tailoring. Also, the watch was a Gérard-Perrégaux, and Chambord’s wallet contained over thirteen thousand francs. The car keys were also impressive; they were set in monogrammed heads of sterling silver with the familiar big cat device.

‘For the love of God, give me your clothes!’ said the Marquis, the implausibility of his predicament penetrating the haze of alcohol.

‘I’m sorry, but I can’t do that,’ replied the intruder, gathering up both his own clothes and those of the blonde woman.

‘You can’t take mine!’ she yelled.

‘I told you to keep your voices down.’

‘All right, all right,’ she continued, ‘but you can’t ...’

‘Yes, I can.’ The patient looked around the room; there was a telephone on a desk by a window. He crossed to it and yanked the cord out of the socket. ‘Now no one will disturb you,’ he added, picking up the knapsack.

‘You won’t go free, you know!’ snapped Chambord. ‘You won’t get away with this! The police will find you!’

‘The police?’ asked the intruder. ‘Do you really think you should call the police? A formal report will have to be made, the circumstances described. I’m not so sure that’s such a good idea. I think you’d be better off waiting for that fellow to pick you up later this afternoon. I heard him say he was going to get you past the Marquise into the stables. All things considered, I honestly believe that’s what you should do. I’m sure you can come up with a better story than what really happened here. I won’t contradict you.’

The unknown thief left the room, closing the damaged door behind him.

 

You are not helpless.You will find your way.

So far he had and it was a little frightening. What had Washburn said? That his skills and talents would come back ... but I don’t think you’ll ever be able to relate them to anything in your past. The past. What kind of past was it that produced the skills he had displayed during the past twenty-four hours? Where had he learned to maim and cripple with lunging feet, and fingers entwined into hammers? How did he know precisely where to deliver the blows? Who had taught him to play upon the criminal mind, provoking and evoking a reluctant commitment? How did he zero in so quickly on mere implications, convinced beyond doubt that his instincts were right? Where had he learned to discern instant extortion in a casual conversation overheard in a butcher’s shop? More to the point, perhaps, was the simple decision to carry out the crime. My God, how could he?

The more you fight it, the more you crucify yourself, the worse it will be.

He concentrated on the road and on the mahogany dashboard of the Marquis de Chambord’s Jaguar. The array of instruments were not familiar; his past did not include extensive experience with such cars. He supposed that told him something.

In less than an hour he crossed a bridge over a wide canal and knew he had reached Marseilles. Small square houses of stone, angling like blocks up from the water; narrow streets and walls everywhere - the outskirts of the old harbour. He knew it all, and yet he did not know it. High in the distance, silhouetted on one of the surrounding hills, were the outlines of a huge cathedral, a statue of the Virgin seen clearly atop its steeple. Notre-Dame de la Garde. The name came to him; he had seen it before - and yet he had not seen it.

Oh, Christ! Stop it!

Within minutes he was in the pulsing centre of the city, driving along the crowded rue Cannebière, with its proliferation of expensive shops, the rays of the afternoon sun bouncing off expanses of tinted glass on either side, and on either side enormous pavement cafés. He turned left, towards the harbour, passing warehouses and small factories and fenced-off areas that contained cars prepared for transport north to the showrooms of Saint-Etienne, Lyons and Paris. And to points south across the Mediterranean.

Instinct. Follow instinct. For nothing could be disregarded. Every resource had an immediate use; there was value in a rock if it could be thrown, or a vehicle if someone wanted it. He chose a lot where the cars were both new and used, but all expensive; he parked at the kerb and got out. Beyond the fence was a small cavern of a garage, mechanics in overalls laconically wandering about carrying tools. He walked casually around inside until he spotted a man in a thin pin-striped suit whom instinct told him to approach.

It took less than ten minutes, explanations kept to a minimum, a Jaguar’s disappearance to North Africa guaranteed, with the filing of engine numbers.

The silver monogrammed keys were exchanged for six thousand francs, roughly one-fifth the value of Chambord’s car. Then Dr Washburn’s patient found a taxi and asked to be  taken to a pawnbroker - but not an establishment that asked too many questions. The message was clear; this was Marseilles. And half an hour later the gold Gérard-Perrégaux was no longer on his wrist, having been replaced by a Seiko chronograph and eight hundred francs. Everything had a value in relationship to its practicality; the chronograph was shockproof.

The next stop was a medium-sized department store in the south-east section of rue Cannebière. Clothes were chosen off the racks and shelves, paid for and worn out of the fitting rooms, an ill-fitting dark blazer and trousers left behind.

From a display on the floor, he selected a soft leather suitcase; additional garments were placed inside with the knapsack. The patient glanced at his new watch; it was nearly five o’clock, time to find a comfortable hotel. He had not really slept for several days; he needed to rest before his appointment in the rue Sarasin, at a café called LeBouc de  Mer, where arrangements could be made for a more important appointment in Zürich.

 

He lay back on the bed and stared at the ceiling, the wash of the streetlamps below causing irregular patterns of light to dance across the smooth white surface. Night had come rapidly to Marseilles, and with its arrival a certain sense of freedom came to the patient. It was as if the darkness were a gigantic blanket, blocking out the harsh glare of daylight that revealed too much too quickly. He was learning something else about himself: he was more comfortable in the night. Like a half-starved cat he would forage better in the darkness. Yet there was a contradiction, and he recognized that, too. During the months in Île de Port Noir, he had craved the sunlight, hungered for it, waited for it each dawn, wishing only for the darkness to go away.

Things were happening to him; he was changing.

Things had happened. Events that gave a certain lie to the concept of foraging more successfully at night. Twelve hours ago he was on a fishing boat in the Mediterranean, an objective in mind and two thousand francs strapped to his waist. Two thousand francs, something less than five hundred  American dollars according to the daily rate of exchange posted in the hotel lobby. Now he was outfitted with several sets of acceptable clothing and lying on a bed in a reasonably expensive hotel with something over twenty-three thousand francs in a Louis Vuitton wallet belonging to the Marquis de Chambord. Twenty-three thousand francs ... nearly six thousand American dollars.

Where had he come from that he was able to do the things he did?

Stop it!

 

The rue Sarasin was so ancient that in another city it might have been considered a landmark, a wide brick alley connecting streets built centuries later. But this was Marseilles; ancient co-existed with old, both uncomfortable with the new. The rue Sarasin was no more than two hundred yards long, frozen in time between the stone walls of waterfront buildings, devoid of streetlights, trapping the mists that rolled off the harbour. It was a back street conducive to brief meetings between men who did not care for their conferences to be observed.

The only light and sound came from Le Bouc de Mer. The café was situated roughly in the centre of the alley, its premises once a nineteenth-century office building. A number of cubicles had been taken down to allow for a large bar-room and tables; an equal number were left standing for less public appointments. These were the waterfront’s answer to those private rooms found at restaurants along La Cannebière, and, as befitting their status, there were curtains, but no doors.

The patient made his way between the crowded tables, cutting his way through the layers of smoke, excusing himself past lurching fishermen and drunken soldiers and red-faced whores looking for beds to rest in as well as a few francs. He peered into a succession of cubicles, a crewman looking for his companions - until he found the captain of the fishing boat. There was another man at the table. Thin, pale-faced, narrow eyes peering up like a curious ferret’s.

‘Sit down,’ said the dour skipper. ‘I thought you’d be here before this.’

‘You said between nine and eleven. It’s quarter to eleven.’

‘You stretch the time, you can pay for the whisky.’

‘Be glad to. Order something decent, if they’ve got it.’

The thin, pale-faced man smiled. Things were going to be all right.

They were. The passport in question was, naturally, one of the most difficult in the world to tamper with, but with great care, equipment and artistry, it could be done.

‘How much?’

‘These skills - and equipment - do not come cheap. Twenty-five hundred francs.’

‘When can I have it?’

‘The care, the artistry, they take time. Three or four days. And that’s putting the artist under great pressure; he’ll scream at me.’

‘There’s an additional one thousand francs if I can have it tomorrow.’

‘By ten in the morning,’ said the pale-faced man quickly. ‘I’ll take the abuse.’

‘And the thousand,’ interrupted the scowling captain. ‘What did you bring out of Port Noir? Diamonds?’

‘Talent,’ answered the patient, meaning it but not understanding it.

‘I’ll need a photograph,’ said the connection.

‘I stopped at an arcade and had this made,’ replied the patient, taking a small square photograph out of his shirt pocket. ‘With all that expensive equipment I’m sure you can sharpen it up.’

‘Nice clothes,’ said the captain, passing the print to the pale-faced man.

‘Well tailored,’ agreed the patient.

The location of the morning rendezvous was agreed upon, the drinks paid for, and the captain slipped five hundred francs under the table. The conference was over; the buyer left the cubicle and started across the crowded, raucous, smoke-layered bar-room towards the door.

It happened so rapidly, so suddenly, so completely unexpectedly, there was no time to think. Only react.

The collision was abrupt, casual, but the eyes that stared at  him were not casual; they seemed to burst out of their sockets, widening in disbelief, on the edge of hysteria.

‘No! Oh my God, no! It cannot ...’ The man spun in the crowd; the patient lurched forward, clamping his hand down on the man’s shoulder.

‘Wait a minute!’

The man spun again, thrusting the V of his outstretched thumb and fingers up onto the patient’s wrist, forcing the hand away. ‘You! You’re dead! You could not have lived!’

‘I lived. What do you know?’

The face was now contorted, a mass of twisted fury, the eyes squinting, the mouth open, sucking air, baring yellow teeth that took on the appearance of an animal’s teeth. Suddenly, the man pulled out a knife, the snap of its recessed blade heard through the surrounding din. The arm shot forward, the blade an extension of the hand that gripped it, both surging in towards the patient’s stomach. ‘I know I’ll finish it!’ whispered the man.

The patient swung his right forearm down, a pendulum sweeping aside all objects in front of it. He pivoted, lashing his left foot up, his heel plunging into his attacker’s pelvic bone.

‘Che-sah.’ The echo in his ears was deafening.

The man lurched backwards into a trio of drinkers as the knife fell to the floor. The weapon was seen; shouts followed, men converged, fists and hands separating the combatants.

‘Get out of here!’

‘Take your argument somewhere else!’

‘We don’t want the police in here, you drunken bastards!’

The angry coarse dialects of Marseilles rose over the cacophonic sounds of Le Bouc de Mer. The patient was hemmed in; he watched as his would-be killer threaded his way through the crowd, holding his groin, forcing a path to the entrance. The heavy door swung open, the man raced into the darkness of rue Sarasin.

Someone who thought he was dead - wanted him dead - knew he was alive.




CHAPTER FOUR

The economy class section of Air France’s Caravelle to Zurich was filled to capacity, the narrow seats made more uncomfortable by the turbulence that buffeted the plane. A baby was screaming in its mother’s arms; other children whimpered, swallowing cries of fear as parents smiled with tentative reassurances they did not feel. Most of the remaining passengers were silent, a few drinking their whisky more rapidly than obviously was normal. Fewer still were forcing laughter from tight throats, false bravado that emphasized their insecurity rather than disguising it. A terrible flight was many things to many people, but none escaped the essential thoughts of terror: encased in a metal tube thirty thousand feet above the ground, he was vulnerable. With one elongated, screaming dive he could be plummeting downwards into the earth. And there were fundamental questions that accompanied the essential terror. What thoughts would go through one’s mind at such a time? How would one react?

The patient tried to find out; it was important to him. He sat next to the window, his eyes on the aircraft’s wing, watching the broad expanse of metal bend and vibrate under the brutalizing impact of the winds. The currents were clashing against one another, pounding the man-made tube into a kind of submission, warning the microscopic pretenders that they were no match for the vast infirmities of nature. One ounce of pressure beyond the flex-tolerance and the wing would crack, the lift-sustaining limb torn from its tubular body, shredded into the winds; one burst of rivets and there would be an explosion, the screaming plunge to follow.

What would he do? What would he think? Other than the uncontrollable fear of dying and oblivion, would there be anything else? That’s what he had to concentrate on; that was the projection Washburn kept emphasizing in Port Noir. The doctor’s words came back to him.

Whenever you observe a stress situation - and you have the time - do your damnedest to project yourself into it. Associate as freely as you can, let words and images fill your mind. In them you may find clues.

The patient continued to stare out of the window, consciously trying to raise his unconscious, fixing his eyes on the natural violence beyond the glass, distilling the movement, silently doing his ‘damnedest’ to let his reactions give rise to words and images.

They came - slowly. There was the darkness again, and the sound of rushing wind, ear-shattering, continuous, growing in volume until he thought his head would burst. His head... The winds were lashing the left side of his head and face, burning his skin, forcing him to raise his left shoulder for protection... Left shoulder. Left arm. His arm was raised, the gloved fingers of his left hand gripping a straight edge of metal, his right holding a ... a strap; he was holding onto a strap, waiting for something. A signal... a flashing light or a tap on the shoulder, or both. A signal. It came. He plunged. Into the darkness, into the void, his body tumbling, twisting, swept away into the night sky. He had... parachuted!

‘Êtes-vous malade?’

His insane reverie was broken; the nervous passenger next to him had touched his left arm - which was raised, the fingers of his hand spread, as if resisting, rigid in their locked position. Across his chest his right forearm was pressed into the cloth of his jacket, his right hand gripping the lapel, bunching the fabric. And on his forehead were rivulets of sweat; it had happened. The something-else had come briefly - insanely - into focus.

‘Pardon,’ he said, lowering his arms. ‘Un réve,’ he added meaninglessly.

There was a break in the weather, the Caravelle stabilized. The smiles on the harried stewardesses’ faces became genuine  again; full service was resumed as embarrassed passengers glanced at one another.

The patient observed his surroundings but reached no conclusions. He was consumed by the images and the sounds that had been so clearly defined in his mind’s eye and ear. He had hurled himself from a plane... at night... signals and metal and straps intrinsic to his leap. He had parachuted.  Where? Why?

Stop crucifying yourself!

If for no other reason than to take his thoughts away from the madness, he reached into his breast pocket, pulled out the altered passport and opened it. As might be expected the name Washburn had been retained; it was common enough and its owner had explained that there were no flags out for it. The Geoffrey R., however, had been changed to George P., the eliminations and space-line blockage expertly accomplished. The photographic insertion was expert, too; it no longer resembled a cheap print from a machine in an amusement arcade.

The identification numbers, of course, were entirely different, guaranteed not to cause an alarm in an immigration computer. At least, up until the moment the bearer submitted the passport for its first inspection; from that time on it was the buyer’s responsibility. One paid as much for this guarantee as for the artistry and the equipment, for it required connections within Interpol and the immigration clearing houses. Customs officials, computer specialists and clerks throughout the European border networks were paid on a regular basis for this vital information, they rarely made mistakes. If and when they did, the loss of an eye or an arm was not out of the question, such were the brokers of false papers.

George P. Washburn. He was not comfortable with the name; the owner of the unaltered original had instructed him too well in the basics of projection and association. George P.  was a side-step from Geoffrey R., a man who had been eaten away by a compulsion that had its roots in escape - escape from identity. That was the last thing the patient wanted; he wanted more than his life to know who he was.

Or did he?

No matter. The answer was in Zurich. In Zurich there was...

‘Mesdames et messieurs. Nous commençons notre descente vers l’aéroport de Zürich.’

 

He knew the name of the hotel. Carillon du Lac. He had given it to the taxi driver without thinking. Had he read it somewhere? Had the name been one of those listed in the Welcome-to-Zurich folders placed in the elasticized pockets in front of his seat in the plane?

No. He knew the lobby; the heavy, dark, polished wood was familiar... somehow. And the huge plate-glass windows that looked out over Lake Zürich. He had been here before; he had stood where he was standing now - in front of the marble-topped counter - a long time ago.

It was all confirmed by the words spoken by the clerk behind the desk. They had the impact of an explosion.

‘It’s good to see you again, sir. It’s been quite a while since your last visit.’

Has it? How long? Why don’t you call me by my name? For God’s sake. I don’t know you! I don’t know me! Help me! Please, help me!

‘I guess it has,’ he said. ‘Do me a favour, will you? I sprained my hand; it’s difficult to write. Could you fill in the registration and I’ll do my damnedest to sign it?’ The patient held his breath. Suppose the polite man behind the counter asked him to repeat his name, or the spelling of his name?

‘Of course.’ The clerk turned the card around and wrote. ‘Would you care to see the hotel doctor?’

‘Later, perhaps. Not now.’ The clerk continued writing, then lifted up the card, reversing it for the guest’s signature.

Mr J. Bourne. New York, NY, USA.

He stared at it, transfixed, mesmerized by the letters. He had a name - part of a name. And a country as well as a city of residence.

J. Bourne. John? James? Joseph? What did the J stand for?

‘Is something wrong, Herr Bourne?’ asked the clerk.

‘Wrong? No, not at all.’ He picked up the pen, remembering to feign discomfort. Would he be expected to write  out a first name? No; he would sign exactly as the clerk had printed.

J.Bourne.

He wrote the name as naturally as he could, letting his mind fall free, allowing whatever thoughts or images that might be triggered come through. None did; he was merely signing an unfamiliar name. He felt nothing.

‘You had me worried, mein Herr,’ said the clerk. ‘I thought perhaps I’d made a mistake. It’s been a busy week, a busier day. But then, I was quite certain.’

And if he had? Made a mistake? Mr J. Bourne of New York City, USA did not care to think about the possibility. ‘It never occurred to me to question your memory... Herr Strossel,’ replied the patient, glancing up at the On-Duty sign on the left wall of the counter; the man behind the desk was the Carillon du Lac’s assistant Leiter.

‘You’re most kind.’ The assistant manager leaned forward. ‘I assume you’ll require the usual conditions of your stay with us?’

‘Some may have changed,’ said J. Bourne. ‘How did you understand them before?’

‘Whoever telephones or inquires at the desk is to be told you’re out of the hotel, whereupon you’re to be informed immediately. The only exception is your firm in New York. The Treadstone Seventy-one Corporation, if I remember correctly.’

Another name! One he could trace with an overseas call. Fragmentary shapes were falling into place. The exhilaration began to return.

‘That’ll do. I won’t forget your efficiency.’

‘This is Zürich,’ replied the polite man, shrugging. ‘You’ve always been exceedingly generous, Herr Bourne. Vorwärts! Schnell!’

As the patient followed the bell boy into the elevator, several things were clearer. He had a name and he understood why that name came so quickly to the Carillon du Lac’s assistant manager. He had a country and a city and a firm that employed him - had employed him, at any rate. And whenever he came to Zurich certain precautions were implemented to protect him from unexpected, or unwanted  visitors. That was what he could not understand. One either protected oneself thoroughly or one did not bother to protect oneself at all. Where was any real advantage in a screening process that was so loose, so vulnerable to penetration? It struck him as second-rate, without value, as if a small child were playing hide-and-seek. Where am I? Try and find me. I’ll say something out loud and give you a hint.

It was not professional, and if he had learned anything about himself during the past forty-eight hours it was that he  was a professional. Of what he had no idea, but the status was not debatable.

 

The voice of the New York operator faded sporadically over the line. Her conclusion, however, was irritatingly clear. And final.

‘There’s no listing for any such company, sir. I’ve checked the latest directories as well as the private telephones and there’s no Treadstone Corporation - and nothing even resembling Treadstone with numbers following the name.’

‘Perhaps they were dropped to shorten...’

‘There’s no firm or company with that name, sir. I repeat, if you have a first or second name, or the type of business the firm’s engaged in, I might be of further help.’

‘I don’t. Only the name, Treadstone Seventy-one, New York City.’

‘It’s an odd name, sir. I’m sure if there were a listing it would be a simple matter to find it. I’m sorry.’

‘Thanks very much for your trouble,’ said J. Bourne, replacing the phone. It was pointless to go on; the name was a code of some sort, words relayed by a caller that gained him immediate access to a hotel guest not so readily accessible. And the words could be used by anyone regardless of where he had placed the call; therefore the location of New York might well be meaningless. According to an operator five thousand miles away it was.

The patient walked to the bureau where he had placed the Louis Vuitton wallet and the Seiko chronograph. He put the wallet in his pocket and the watch on his wrist; he looked in the mirror and spoke quietly.

‘You are J. Bourne, citizen of the United States, resident of New York City, and it’s entirely possible that the numbers “zero — seven — seventeen — twelve — zero — fourteen — twenty-six — zero” are the most important things in your life.’

 

The sun was bright, filtering through the trees along the elegant Bahnhofstrasse, bouncing off the windows of the shops and creating blocks of shadows where the great banks intruded on its rays. It was a street where solidity and money, security and arrogance, determination and a touch of frivolity all coexisted; and Dr Washburn’s patient had walked along its pavements before.

He strolled into the Bürkliplatz, the square that overlooked the Zürichsee, with its numerous quays along the waterfront bordered by gardens that in the heat of summer became circles of bursting flowers. He could picture them in his mind’s eye; images were coming to him. But no thoughts, no memories.

He doubled back into the Bahnhofstrasse, instinctively knowing that the Gemeinschaft Bank was a nearby building of off-white stone; it had been on the opposite side of the street on which he had just walked; he had passed it deliberately. He approached the heavy glass doors and pushed the centre plate forward. The right-hand door swung open easily and he was standing on a floor of brown marble; he had stood on it before, but the image was not as strong as others. He had the uncomfortable feeling that the Gemeinschaft was to be avoided.

It was not to be avoided now.

‘Puis-je vous aider, monsieur?’ The man asking the question was dressed in a cutaway, the red boutonnière his symbol of authority. The use of French was explained by the client’s clothes; even the subordinate gnomes of Zurich were observant.

‘I have personal and confidential business to discuss,’ replied J. Bourne in English, once again mildly startled by the words he spoke so naturally. The reason for the English was twofold: he wanted to watch the gnome’s expression at his error, and he wanted no possible misinterpretation of anything said during the next hour.

‘Pardon, sir,’ said the man, his eyebrows arched slightly, studying the client’s topcoat. ‘The lift to your left, first floor. The receptionist will assist you.’

The receptionist referred to was a middle-aged man with close-cropped hair and tortoiseshell glasses; his expression was set, his eyes rigidly curious. ‘Do you currently have personal and confidential business with us, sir?’ he asked, repeating the new arrival’s words.

‘I do.’

‘Your signature, please,’ said the official, holding out a sheet of Gemeinschaft stationery with two blank lines centred in the middle of the page.

The client understood; no name was required. The handwritten numbers take the place of a name ... they constitute the signature of the account holder. Standard procedure. Washburn.

The patient wrote out the numbers, relaxing his hand so the writing would be free. He handed the stationery back to the receptionist, who studied it, rose from the chair and gestured to a row of narrow doors with frosted glass panels. ‘If you’ll wait in the fourth room, sir, someone will be with you shortly.’

‘The fourth room?’

‘The fourth door from the left. It will lock automatically.’

‘Is that necessary?’

The receptionist glanced at him, startled. ‘It is in line with your own request, sir,’ he said politely, an undertone of surprise beneath his courtesy. ‘This is a three-zero account. It’s customary at the Gemeinschaft for holders of such accounts to telephone in advance so that a private entrance can be made available.’

‘I know that,’ lied Washburn’s patient with a casualness he did not feel. ‘It’s just that I’m in a hurry.’

‘I’ll convey that to Verifications, sir.’

‘Verifications?’ Mr J. Bourne of New York City, USA, could not help himself; the word had the sound of an alarm.

‘Signature Verifications, sir.’ The man adjusted his glasses; the movement covered his taking a step nearer his desk, his lower hand inches from a console. ‘I suggest you wait in Room Four, sir.’ The suggestion was not a request; it was an order, the command in the praetorian’s eyes.

‘Why not? Just tell them to hurry, will you?’ The patient crossed to the fourth door, opened it and walked inside. The door closed automatically; he could hear the click of the lock. J. Bourne looked at the frosted panel; it was no simple pane of glass, for there was a network of thin wires webbed beneath the surface. Undoubtedly if cracked, an alarm would be triggered; he was in a cell, waiting to be summoned.

The rest of the small room was panelled and furnished tastefully, two leather armchairs next to each other opposite a miniature couch flanked by antique tables. At the far end was a second door, startling in its contrast; it was made of grey steel. Up-to-date magazines and newspapers in three languages were on the tables. The patient sat down and picked up the Paris edition of the Herald-Tribune. He read the printed words but absorbed nothing. The summons would come any moment now; his mind was consumed by thoughts of manoeuvre. Manoeuvre without memory, only by instinct.

Finally, the steel door opened, revealing a tall slender man with aquiline features and meticulously groomed grey hair. His face was patrician, eager to serve an equal who needed his expertise. He extended his hand, his English refined, mellifluous under his Swiss intonation.

‘So very pleased to meet you. Forgive the delay; it was rather humorous, in fact.’

‘In what way?’

‘I’m afraid you rather startled Herr Koenig. It’s not often a three-zero account arrives without prior notice. He’s quite set in his ways, you know; the unusual ruins his day. On the other hand, it generally makes mine more pleasant. I’m Walther Apfel. Please, come in.’

The bank officer released the patient’s hand and gestured towards the steel door. The room beyond was a V-shaped extension of the cell. Dark panelling, heavy comfortable furniture and a wide desk, that stood in front of a wider window overlooking the Bahnhofstrasse.

‘I’m sorry I upset him,’ said J. Bourne. ‘It’s just that I have very little time.’

‘Yes, he relayed that.’ Apfel walked around the desk, nodding at the leather armchair in front. ‘Do sit down. One or  two formalities and we can discuss the business at hand.’ Both men sat; the instant they did so the bank officer picked up a white clipboard and leaned across his desk, handing it to the Gemeinschaft client. Secured in place was another sheet of stationery, but instead of two blank lines there were ten, starting below the letterhead and extending to within an inch of the bottom border. ‘Your signature, please. A minimum of five will be sufficient.’

‘I don’t understand. I just did this.’

‘And very successfully. Verification confirmed it.’

‘Then why again?’

‘A signature can be practised to the point where a single rendition is acceptable. However, successive repetitions will result in flaws if it’s not authentic. A graphological scanner will pick them up instantly; but then I’m sure that’s no concern of yours.’ Apfel smiled as he placed a pen at the edge of the desk. ‘Nor of mine, frankly, but Koenig insists.’

‘He’s a cautious man,’ said the patient, taking the pen and starting to write. He had begun the fourth set when the banker stopped him.

‘That will do; the rest really is a waste of time.’ Apfel held out his hand for the clipboard. ‘Verifications said you weren’t even a borderline case. Upon receipt of this, the account will be delivered.’ He inserted the sheet of paper into the slot of a metal case on the right side of his desk and pressed a button; a shaft of bright light flared and then went out. ‘This transmits the signatures directly to the scanner,’ continued the banker. ‘Which, of course, is programmed. Again, frankly, it’s all a bit foolish. No one forewarned of our precautions would consent to the additional signatures if he were an impostor.’

‘Why not? As long as he’d gone this far, why not chance it?’

‘There is only one entrance to this office, conversely one exit. I’m sure you heard the lock snap shut in the waiting room.’

‘And saw the wire mesh in the glass,’ added the patient.

‘Then you understand. A certified impostor would be trapped.’

‘Suppose he had a gun?’

‘You don’t.’

‘No one searched me.’

‘The lift did. From four different angles. If you had been armed, the machinery would have stopped between the first and second floors.’

‘You’re all cautious.’

‘We try to be of service.’ The telephone rang. Apfel answered. ‘Yes? ... Come in.’ The banker glanced at his client. ‘Your account file’s here.’

‘That was quick.’

‘Herr Koenig signed for it several minutes ago; he was merely waiting for the scanner release.’ Apfel opened a drawer and took out a ring of keys. ‘I’m sure he’s disappointed. He was quite certain something was amiss.’

The steel door opened and the receptionist entered carrying a black metal container, which he placed on the desk next to a tray that held a bottle of Perrier and two glasses.

‘Are you enjoying your stay in Zürich?’ asked the banker, obviously to fill in the silence.

‘Very much so. My room overlooks the lake. It’s a nice view, very peaceful, quiet.’

‘Splendid,’ said Apfel, pouring a glass of Perrier for his client. Herr Koenig left; the door was closed and the banker returned to business.

‘Your account, sir,’ he said, selecting a key from the ring. ‘May I unlock the case, or would you prefer to do so yourself?’

‘Go ahead. Open it.’

The banker looked up. ‘I said unlock, not open. That’s not my privilege, nor would I care for the responsibility.’

‘Why not?’

‘In the event your identity is listed, it’s not my position to be aware of it.’

‘Suppose I wanted business transacted? Money transferred, sent to someone else?’

‘It could be accomplished with your numerical signature on a withdrawal-form.’

‘Or sent to another bank - outside Switzerland? For me.’

‘Then a name would be required. Under those circumstances an identity would be both my responsibility and my privilege.’

‘Open it.’

The officer did so. Dr Washburn’s patient held his breath, a sharp pain forming in the pit of his stomach. Apfel took out a sheaf of statements held together by an outsized paper clip. His banker’s eyes strayed to the right-hand column of the top pages, his banker’s expression unchanged, but not totally. His lower lip stretched ever so slightly, creasing the corner of his mouth; he leaned forward and handed the pages to their owner.

Beneath the Gemeinschaft letterhead the typewritten words were in English, the obvious language of the client:Account: Zero-Seven — Seventeen-Twelve — Zero-Fourteen — Twenty-six-Zero

Name: Restricted to Legal Instructions and Owner

Access: Sealed Under Separate Cover.

Current Funds on Deposit... 11,850,000 Francs




The patient exhaled slowly, staring at the figure. Whatever he  thought he was prepared for, nothing prepared him for this. It was as frightening as anything he had experienced during the past five months. Roughly calculated the amount was over four million American dollars.

$4,000,000.00!

How? Why?

Controlling the start of a tremble in his hand, he leafed through the statements of entry. They were numerous, the sums extraordinary, none less than 300,000 francs, the deposits spaced every five to eight weeks apart, going back twenty-three months. He reached the bottom statement, the first. It was a transfer from a bank in Singapore and the largest single entry. Two million, seven hundred thousand Malaysian dollars converted into 5,175,000 Swiss francs.

Beneath the statement he could feel the outline of a separate envelope, far shorter than the page itself. He lifted up the paper; the envelope was rimmed with a black border, typewritten words on the front: [image: 001]



‘I’d like to check this,’ said the client.

‘It’s your property,’ replied Apfel. ‘I can assure you it has remained intact.’

The patient removed the envelope and turned it over. A Gemeinschaft seal was pressed over the borders of the flap; none of the raised letters had been disturbed. He tore the flap open, took out the card, and read:[image: 002]



Jason Charles Bourne.

Jason.

The J was for Jason! His name was JasonBourne. The Bourne had meant nothing, the J. Bourne still meaningless, but in the combination Jason and Bourne, obscure tumblers locked into place. He could accept it; he did accept it. He was Jason Charles Bourne, American. Yet he could feel his chest pounding; the vibration in his ears was deafening, the pain in his stomach more acute. What was it? Why did he have the feeling that he was plunging into the darkness again, into the black waters again?

‘Is something wrong?’ asked Walther Apfel.

Is something wrong, Herr Bourne?

‘No. Everything’s fine. My name’s Bourne. Jason Bourne.’

Was he shouting? Whispering? He could not tell.

‘My privilege to know you, Mr Bourne. Your identity will remain confidential. You have the word of an officer of the Bank Gemeinschaft.’

‘Thank you. Now, I’m afraid I’ve got to transfer a great deal of this money, and I’ll need your help.’

‘Again, my privilege. Whatever assistance or advice I can render, I shall be happy to do so.’

Bourne reached for the glass of Perrier.

 

The steel door of Apfel’s office closed behind him; within seconds he would walk out of the tasteful ante-room cell, into the reception room and over to the lifts. Within minutes he would be on the Bahnhofstrasse with a name, a great deal of money and little else but fear and confusion.

He had done it. Dr Geoffrey Washburn had been paid far in excess of the value of the life he had saved. A teletype transfer in the amount of 3,000,000 Swiss francs had been sent to a bank in Marseilles, deposited to a coded account that would find its way to île de Port Noir’s only doctor, without Washburn’s name ever being used or revealed. All Washburn had to do was to get to Marseilles, recite the codes, and the money was his. Bourne smiled to himself, picturing the expression on Washburn’s face when the account was turned over to him. The eccentric, alcoholic doctor would have been overjoyed with ten or fifteen thousand pounds; he had more than a million dollars. It would either ensure his recovery or his destruction; that was his choice, his problem.

A second transfer of 4,000,000 francs was sent to a bank in Paris on the rue Madeleine, deposited in the name of Jason C. Bourne. The transfer was expedited by the Gemeinschaft’s twice-weekly pouch to Paris, signature cards in triplicate sent with the documents. Herr Koenig had assured both his superior and the client that the paper would reach Paris in three days.

The final transaction was minor by comparison. One hundred thousand francs in large bills were brought to Apfel’s office, the withdrawal slip signed in the account holder’s numerical signature.

Remaining on deposit in the Gemeinschaft Bank were 3,215 Swiss francs, a not inconsequential sum by any standard.

How? Why? From where?

The entire business had taken an hour and twenty minutes, only one discordant note intruding on the smooth proceedings.  In character, it had been delivered by Koenig, his expression a mixture of solemnity and minor triumph. He had rung Apfel, was admitted, and had brought a small, black-bordered envelope to his superior.

‘Une fiche,’ he had said in French.

The banker had opened the envelope, removed a card, studied the contents, and had returned both to Koenig. ‘Procedures will be followed,’ he had said.

Koenig had left.

‘Did that concern me?’ Bourne had asked.

‘Only in terms of releasing such large amounts. Merely house policy.’ The banker had smiled reassuringly.

The lock clicked. Bourne opened the frosted glass door and walked out into Herr Koenig’s personal fiefdom. Two other men had arrived, seated at opposite ends of the reception room. Since they were not in separate cells behind opaque glass windows, Bourne presumed that neither had a three-zero account. He wondered if they had signed names or written out a series of numbers, but he stopped wondering the instant he reached the lift and pressed the button.

Out of the corner of his eye he perceived movement. Koenig had shifted his head, nodding at both men. They rose as a lift door opened. Bourne turned; the man on the right had taken a small radio out of his overcoat pocket; he spoke into it - briefly, quickly.

The man on the left had his right hand concealed beneath the cloth of his raincoat. When he pulled it out he was holding a gun, a black .38 calibre automatic pistol with a perforated cylinder attached to the barrel. A silencer.

Both men converged on Bourne as he backed into the deserted lift.

The madness began.




CHAPTER FIVE

The lift doors started to close; the man with the hand-held radio was already inside, the shoulders of his armed companion angling between the moving panels, the weapon aimed at Bourne’s head.

Jason leaned to his right - a sudden gesture of fear - then abruptly, without warning, swept his left foot off the floor, pivoting, his heel plunging into the armed man’s hand, sending the gun upwards, reeling the man backwards out of the enclosure. Two muted gunshots preceded the closing of the doors, the bullets embedding themselves in the thick wood of the ceiling. Bourne completed his pivot, his shoulder crashing into the second man’s stomach, his right hand surging into the chest, his left pinning the hand with the radio. He hurled the man into the wall. The radio flew across the lift; as it fell words came out of its speaker.

‘Henri! Ça va? Maintenant, l’ascenseur?’

The image of another Frenchman came to Jason’s mind. A man on the edge of hysteria, disbelief in his eyes; a would-be killer who had raced out of Le Bouc de Mer into the shadows of the rue Sarasin less than twenty-four hours ago. That man had wasted no time sending his message to Zurich: the one they thought was dead was alive. Very much alive. Kill him!

Bourne grabbed the Frenchman in front of him now, his left arm around the man’s throat, his right hand tearing at the man’s left ear. ‘How many?’ he asked in French. ‘How many are there down there? Where are they?’

‘Find out, pig!’

The lift was halfway to the ground-floor lobby.

Jason angled the man’s face down, ripping the ear half out of its roots, smashing the man’s head into the wall. The Frenchman screamed, sinking to the floor. Bourne rammed his knee into the man’s chest; he could feel the holster. He yanked the overcoat open, reached in, and pulled out a short-barrelled revolver. For an instant, it occurred to him that someone had deactivated the scanning machinery in the lift.  Koenig. He would remember; there’d be no amnesia where Herr Koenig was concerned. He jammed the gun into the Frenchman’s open mouth.

‘Tell me or I’ll blow the back of your skull off!’ The man expunged a cry; the weapon was withdrawn, the barrel now pressed into his cheek.

‘Two. One by the lifts, one outside on the pavement, by the car.’

‘What kind of car?’

‘Peugeot.’

‘Colour?’ The lift was slowing down, coming to a stop.

‘Brown.’

‘The man in the lobby. What’s he wearing?’

‘I don’t know...’

Jason cracked the gun across the man’s temple. ‘You’d better remember!’

‘A black coat!’

The lift stopped; Bourne pulled the Frenchman to his feet; the doors opened. To the left, a man in a dark raincoat and wearing an odd-looking pair of gold-rimmed spectacles, stepped forward. The eyes beyond the lenses recognized the circumstances; blood was trickling down across the Frenchman’s cheek. He raised his unseen hand, concealed by the wide pocket of his raincoat, another silenced automatic levelled at the target from Marseilles.

Jason propelled the Frenchman in front of him through the doors. Three rapid spits were heard; the Frenchman shouted, his arms raised in a final, guttural protest. He arched his back and fell to the marble floor. A woman to the right of the man with the gold-rimmed spectacles screamed, joined by several men who called to no one and everyone for help, for the police.

Bourne knew he could not use the revolver he had taken  from the Frenchman. It had no silencer; the sound of a gunshot would mark him. He shoved it into his topcoat pocket, side-stepped the screaming woman and grabbed the uniformed shoulders of the lift attendant, whipping the bewildered man around, throwing him into the figure of the killer in the dark raincoat.

The panic in the lobby mounted as Jason ran towards the glass doors of the entrance. The boutonnière-ed greeter who had mistaken his language an hour and a half ago was shouting into a wall telephone, a uniformed guard at his side, weapon drawn, barricading the exit, eyes riveted on the chaos, riveted suddenly on him. Getting out was instantly a problem. Bourne avoided the guard’s eyes, directing his words to the guard’s associate on the telephone.

‘The man wearing gold-rimmed glasses!’ he shouted. ‘He’s the one! I saw him!’

‘What?Who are you?’

‘I’m a friend of Walther Apfel! Listen to me! The man wearing gold-rimmed glasses, in a black raincoat. Over there!’

Bureaucratic mentality had not changed in several millennia. At the mention of a superior officer’s name, one followed orders.

‘Herr Apfel!’ The Gemeinschaft receptionist turned to the guard. ‘You heard him! The man wearing glasses. Gold-rimmed glasses!’

‘Yes, sir!’ The guard raced forward.

Jason edged past the receptionist to the glass doors. He shoved the door on the right open, glancing behind him, knowing he had to run again, but not knowing if a man outside on the pavement, waiting by a brown Peugeot, would recognize him and fire a bullet into his head.

The guard had run past a man in a black raincoat, a man walking more slowly than the panicked figures around him, a man wearing no glasses at all. He accelerated his pace towards the entrance, towards Bourne.

Out on the pavement, the growing chaos was Jason’s protection. Word had gone out of the bank; wailing sirens grew louder as police cars raced up the Bahnhofstrasse. He walked several yards to the right, flanked by pedestrians, then  suddenly ran, wedging his way into a curious crowd taking refuge in a shopfront, his attention on the cars at the kerb. He saw the Peugeot, saw the man standing beside it, his hand ominously in his overcoat pocket. In less than fifteen seconds, the driver of the Peugeot was joined by the man in the black raincoat, now replacing his gold-rimmed glasses, adjusting his eyes to his restored vision. The two men conferred rapidly, their eyes scanning the Bahnhofstrasse.

Bourne understood their confusion. He had walked with an absence of panic out through the Gemeinschaft’s glass doors into the crowd. He had been prepared to run, but he had not  run, for fear of being stopped until he was reasonably clear of the entrance. No one else had been permitted to do so - and the driver of the Peugeot had not made the connection. He had not recognized the target identified and marked for execution in Marseilles.

The first police car reached the scene as the man in the gold-rimmed spectacles removed his raincoat, shoving it through the open window of the Peugeot. He nodded to the driver, who climbed in behind the wheel and started the engine. The killer took off his delicate glasses and did the most unexpected thing Jason could imagine. He walked rapidly back towards the glass doors of the Bank, joining the police who were racing inside.

Bourne watched as the Peugeot swung away from the kerb and sped off down the Bahnhofstrasse. The crowd in the shopfront began to disperse, many edging their way towards the glass doors, craning their necks around one another, rising on the balls of their feet, peering inside. A police officer came out, waving the curious back, demanding that a path be cleared to the kerb. As he shouted, an ambulance careened around the north-west corner, its horn joining the sharp, piercing notes from its roof, warning all to get out of its way; the driver nosed his outsized vehicle to a stop in the space created by the departed Peugeot. Jason could watch no longer. He had to get to the Carillon du Lac, gather his things and get out of Zurich, out of Switzerland. To Paris.

Why Paris? Why had he insisted that the funds be transferred to Paris? It had not occurred to him before he sat in  Walther Apfel’s office, stunned by the extraordinary figures presented him. They had been beyond anything in his imagination - so much so that he could only react numbly, instinctively. And instinct had evoked the city of Paris. As though it were somehow vital. Why?

Again, no time... He saw the ambulance crew carry a stretcher through the doors of the bank. On it was a body, the head covered, signifying death. The significance was not lost on Bourne; save for skills he could not relate to anything he understood, he was the dead man on that stretcher.

He saw an empty taxi at the corner and ran towards it. He had to get out of Zurich; a message had been sent from Marseilles, yet the dead man was alive. Jason Bourne was alive. Kill him. Kill Jason Bourne!

God in heaven, why?

 

He was hoping to see the Carillon du Lac’s assistant manager behind the front desk, but he was not there. Then he realized that a short note to the man - what was his name? Stossel? Yes, Stossel - would be sufficient. An explanation for his sudden departure was not required and five hundred francs would easily take care of the few hours he had accepted from the Carillon du Lac - and the favour he would ask of Herr Stossel.

In his room he threw his shaving equipment into his suitcase, checked the pistol he had taken from the Frenchman, leaving it in his overcoat pocket, and sat down at the desk; he wrote out the note for Herr Stossel, Ass’t Mgr. In it he included a sentence that came easily - almost too easily.

... I may be in contact with you shortly relative to messages I expect will have been sent to me. I trust it will be convenient for you to keep an eye out for them, and accept them on my behalf.

If any communication came from the elusive Treadstone Seventy-one, he wanted to know about it. This was Zurich; he would.

He put a five-hundred-franc note between the folded stationery and sealed the envelope. Then he picked up his suitcase, walked out of the room, and went down the hall to the bank of lifts. There were four; he touched a button and looked  behind him, remembering the Gemeinschaft. There was no one there; a bell pinged and the red light above the third lift flashed on. He had caught a descending machine. Fine. He had to get to the airport just as fast as he could; he had to get out of Zurich, out of Switzerland. A message had been delivered.

The lift doors opened. Two men stood on either side of an auburn-haired woman; they interrupted their conversation, nodded at the newcomer - noting the suitcase and moving to the side - then resumed talking as the doors closed. They were in their mid-thirties and spoke French softly, rapidly, the woman glancing alternately at both men, alternately smiling and looking pensive. Decisions of no great import were being made. Laughter intermingled with semi-serious interrogation.

‘You’ll be going home then after the summations tomorrow?’ asked the man on the left.

‘I’m not sure. I’m waiting for word from Ottawa,’ the woman replied. ‘I have relations in Lyons; it would be good to see them.’

‘It’s impossible,’ said the man on the right, ‘for the steering committee to find ten people willing to summarize this Godforsaken conference in a single day. We’ll all be here another week.’

‘Brussels will not approve,’ said the first man grinning. ‘The hotel’s too expensive.’

‘Then by all means move to another,’ said the second with a leer at the woman. ‘We’ve been waiting for you to do just that, haven’t we?’

‘You’re a lunatic,’ said the woman. ‘You’re both lunatics, and that’s my summation.’

‘You’re not, Marie,’ interjected the first. ‘A lunatic, I mean. Your presentation yesterday was brilliant.’

‘It was nothing of the sort,’ she said. ‘It was routine and quite dull.’

‘No, no!’ disagreed the second. ‘It was superb; it had to be. I didn’t understand a word. But then I have other talents.’

‘Lunatic...’

The lift was braking; the first man spoke again. ‘Let’s sit in  the back row of the hall. We’re late anyway and Bertinelli is speaking - to little effect, I suggest. His theories of enforced cyclical fluctuations went out with the finances of the Borgias.’

‘Before then,’ said the auburn-haired woman, laughing. ‘Caesar’s taxes.’ She paused, then added, ‘If not the Punic Wars.’

‘The back row then,’ said the second man, offering his arm to the woman. ‘We can sleep. He uses a slide projector; it’ll be dark.’

‘No, you two go ahead, I’ll join you in a few minutes. I really must send off some cables and I don’t trust the telephone operators to get them right.’

The doors opened and the threesome walked out of the lift. The two men started diagonally across the lobby together, the woman towards the front desk. Bourne fell in step behind her, absently reading a sign on a triangular stand several feet away.

 

Welcome To:  
Members of The Sixth World Economic Conference

 

Today’s Schedule:  
1:00 p.m.: The Hon. James Frazier, MP United Kingdom. Suite 12  
6:00 p.m.: Dr Eugenio Bertinelli, Univ. of Milan, Italy. Suite 7.  
9:00 p.m.: Chairman’s Farewell Dinner. Hospitality Suite.

 

‘Room Five-zero-seven. The operator said there was a cablegram for me.’

English. The auburn-haired woman now beside him at the counter spoke English. But then she had said she was ‘waiting for word from Ottawa’. A Canadian.

The desk clerk checked the slots and returned with the cable. ‘Doctor St Jacques?’ he asked, holding out the envelope.

‘Yes. Thanks very much.’

The woman turned away, opening the cable, as the clerk moved in front of Bourne. ‘Yes, sir?’

‘I’d like to leave this note for Herr Stossel.’ He placed the Carillon du Lac envelope on the counter.

‘Herr Stossel will not return until six o’clock in the morning, sir. In the afternoons, he leaves at four. Might I be of service?’

‘No, thanks. Just make sure he gets it, please.’ Then Jason remembered: this was Zurich. ‘It’s nothing urgent,’ he added, ‘but I need an answer. I’ll check with him in the morning.’

‘Of course, sir.’

Bourne picked up his suitcase and started across the lobby towards the hotel’s entrance, a row of wide glass doors that led to a circular drive fronting the lake. He could see several taxis waiting under the floodlights of the canopy; the sun had gone down; it was night in Zurich. Still, there were flights to all points of Europe until well past midnight...

He stopped walking, his breath suspended, a form of paralysis sweeping over him. His eyes did not believe what else he saw beyond the glass doors. A brown Peugeot pulled up in the circular drive in front of the first taxi. Its door opened and a man stepped out - a killer in a black raincoat, wearing thin, gold-rimmed spectacles. Then from the other door another figure emerged, but it was not the driver who had been at the kerb on the Bahnhofstrasse, waiting for a target he did not recognize. Instead, it was another killer, in another raincoat, its wide pockets recesses for powerful weapons. It was the man who had sat in the reception room on the first floor of the Gemeinschaft Bank, the same man who had pulled a .38 calibre pistol from a holster beneath his coat. A pistol with a perforated cylinder on its barrel that silenced two bullets meant for the skull of the quarry he had followed into an elevator.

How? How could they have found him? ... Then he remembered and felt sick. It had been so innocuous, so casual!

Are you enjoying your stay in Zürich? Walther Apfel had asked while they were waiting for a minion to leave and be alone again.

Very much so. My room overlooks the lake. It’s a nice view, very peaceful, quiet.

Koenig! Koenig had heard him say his room looked over the lake. How many hotels had rooms overlooking the lake?  Especially hotels a man with a three-zero account might frequent. Two? Three? ... From unremembered memory names came to him: Carillon du Lac, Baur au Lac, Eden au Lac.  Were there others? No further names came. How easy it must have been to narrow them down! How easy it had been for him to say the words. How stupid!

No time. Too late. He could see through the row of glass doors; so, too, could the killers. The second man had spotted him. Words were exchanged over the hood of the Peugeot, gold-rimmed spectacles adjusted, hands placed in outsized pockets, unseen weapons gripped. The two men converged on the entrance, separating at the last moment, one on either end of the row of clear glass panels. The flanks were covered, the trap set; he could not race outside.

Did they think they could walk into a crowded hotel lobby and simply kill a man?

Of course they could! The crowds and the noise were their cover. Two, three, four muted gunshots fired at close range would be as effective as an ambush in a crowded square in daylight, escape easily found in the resulting chaos.

He could not let them get near him! He backed away, thoughts racing through his mind, outrage paramount. How  dared they? What made them think he would not run for protection, scream for the police? And then the answer was clear, as numbing as the question itself. The killers knew with certainty that which he could only surmise. He could not seek that kind of protection - he could not seek the police. For Jason Bourne, all the authorities had to be avoided... Why? Were they seeking him?

JesusChrist, why?

The two opposing doors were opened by outstretched hands, other hands hidden, around steel. Bourne turned; there were lifts, doorways, corridors - a roof and cellars; there had to be a dozen ways out of the hotel.

Or were there? Did the killers now threading their way through the crowds know something else he could only surmise ? Did the Carillon du Lac have only two or three exits? Easily covered by men outside, easily used as traps themselves to cut down the lone figure of a running man.

A lone man; a lone man was an obvious target. But suppose he was not alone? Suppose someone was with him? Two people were not one, but for one alone an extra person was camouflage - especially in crowds, especially at night, and it  was night. Determined killers avoided taking the wrong life, not from compassion but for practicality; in any ensuing panic the real target might escape.

He felt the weight of the gun in his pocket but there was not much comfort in knowing it was there. As at the bank, to use it - to even display it - was to mark him. Still, it was there. He started back towards the centre of the lobby, then turned to his right where there was a greater concentration of people. It was the pre-evening hour during an international conference, a thousand tentative plans being made, rank and courtesan separated by glances of approval and rebuke, odd groupings everywhere.

There was a marble counter against the wall, a clerk behind it checking pages of yellow paper with a pencil held like a paintbrush. Cablegrams. In front of the counter were two people, an obese elderly man and a woman in a dark red dress, the rich colour of the silk complementing her long titian hair... Auburn hair. It was the woman in the lift who had joked about Caesar’s taxes and the Punic Wars, the doctor who had stood beside him at the hotel desk, asking for the cable she knew was there.

Bourne looked behind him. The killers were using the crowds well, excusing themselves politely but firmly through, one on the right, one on the left, closing in like two prongs of a pincer attack. As long as they kept him in sight, they could force him to keep running blindly, without direction, not knowing which path might lead to a dead end where he could run no longer. And then the muted spits would come, pockets blackened by powder burns ...

Kept him in sight?

The back row then... We can sleep. He uses a slide projector; it’ll be dark.

Jason turned again and looked at the auburn-haired woman. She had completed her cable and was thanking the clerk, removing a pair of tinted, horn-rimmed glasses from  her face, placing them in her purse. She was no more than eight feet away.

Bertinelli is speaking, to little effect I suggest.

There was no time for anything but instinctive decisions. Bourne shifted his suitcase to his left hand, walked rapidly over to the woman at the marble counter, and touched her elbow, gently, with as little alarm as possible.

‘Doctor? ...’

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘You are Doctor? ...’ He released her, a bewildered man.

‘St Jacques,’ she completed, using the French Senh for Saint. ‘You’re the one in the lift.’

‘I didn’t realize it was you,’ he said. ‘I was told you’d know where this Bertinelli is speaking.’

‘It’s right on the board. Suite Seven.’

‘I’m afraid I don’t know where it is. Would you mind showing me? I’m late and I’ve got to take notes on his talk.’

‘On Bertinelli? Why? Are you with a Marxist newspaper?’

‘A neutral pool,’ said Jason, wondering where the phrases came from. ‘I’m covering for a number of people. They don’t think he’s worth it.’

‘Perhaps not, but he should be heard. There are a few brutal truths in what he says.’

‘I lost so I’ve got to find them. Maybe you can point them out.’

‘I’m afraid not. I’ll show you the room, but I’ve a phone call to make.’ She snapped her purse shut.

‘Please. Hurry!’

‘What?’ She looked at him, not kindly.

‘Sorry, but I am in a hurry.’ He glanced to his right; the two men were no more than twenty feet away.

‘You’re also rude,’ said the St Jacques woman coldly.

‘Please.’ He restrained his desire to propel her forward, away from the moving trap that was closing in.

‘It’s this way.’ She started across the floor towards a wide corridor carved out of the left rear wall. The crowds were thinner, prominence less apparent in the back regions of the lobby. They reached what looked like a velvet-covered tunnel of deep red, doors on opposite sides, lighted signs above them  identifying Conference Room One, Conference Room Two. At the end of the hallway were double doors, the gold letters to the right proclaiming them to be the entrance to Suite Seven.

‘There you are,’ said Marie St Jacques. ‘Be careful when you go in; it’s probably dark. Bertinelli lectures with slides.’

‘Like a movie,’ commented Bourne, looking behind him at the crowds at the far end of the corridor. He was there; the man with gold-rimmed spectacles was excusing himself past an animated trio in the lobby. He was walking into the hallway,  his companion right behind him.

‘... a considerable difference. He sits below the stage and pontificates.’ The St Jacques woman had said something and was now leaving him.

‘What did you say? A stage?’

‘Well, a raised platform. For exhibits usually.’

‘They have to be brought in,’ he said.

‘What does?’

‘Exhibits. Is there an exit in there? Another door?’

‘I have no idea, and I really must make my call. Enjoy the  professore.’ She turned away.

He dropped the suitcase and took her arm. At the touch, she glared at him. ‘Take your hand off me, please.’

‘I don’t want to frighten you, but I have no choice.’ He spoke quietly, his eyes over her shoulder; the killers had slowed their pace, the trap sure, about to close. ‘You have to come with me.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous!’

He viced the grip around her arm, moving her in front of him. Then he pulled the gun out of his pocket, making sure her body concealed it from the men thirty feet away.

‘I don’t want to use this. I don’t want to hurt you, but I’ll do both if I have to.’

‘My God...’

‘Be quiet. Just do as I say and you’ll be fine. I have to get out of this hotel and you’re going to help me. Once I’m out, I’ll let you go. But not until then. Come on. We’re going in there.’

‘You can’t...’

‘Yes, I can.’ He pushed the barrel of the gun into her stomach, into the dark silk that creased under the force of his  thrust. She was terrified into silence, into submission. ‘Let’s go.’

He stepped to her left, his hand still gripping her arm, the pistol held across his chest inches from her own. Her eyes were riveted on it, her lips parted, her breath erratic. Bourne opened the door, propelling her through it in front of him. He could hear a single word shouted from the corridor.

‘Schnell!’

They were in darkness, but it was brief; a shaft of white light shot across the room, over the rows of chairs, illuminating the heads of the audience. The projection on the faraway screen on the stage was that of a graph, the grids marked numerically, a heavy black line starting at the left, extending in a jagged pattern through the lines to the right. A heavily accented voice was speaking, amplified by a loudspeaker.

‘You will note that during the years of ’seventy and ‘seventy-one, when specific restraints in production were self-imposed — I repeat, self-imposed — by these leaders of industry, the resulting economic recession was far less severe than in - Slide Twelve, please - the so-called paternalistic regulation of the marketplace by government interventionists. The next slide, please.’

The room went dark again. There was a problem with the projector; no second shaft of light replaced the first.

‘Slide Twelve, please!’

Jason pushed the woman forward, in front of the figures standing by the back wall, behind the last row of chairs. He tried to judge the size of the lecture hall, looking for a red light that could mean escape. He saw it! A faint reddish glow in the distance. On the stage, behind the screen. There were no other exits, no other doors but the entrance to Suite Seven. He had to reach it; he had to get them to that exit. On that stage.

‘Marie! Ici!’ The whisper came from their left, from a seat in the back row.

‘Non, ma chérie! Je suis tout près.’ The second whisper was delivered by the shadowed figure of a man standing directly in front of Marie St Jacques. He had stepped away from the wall, intercepting her.

Bourne pressed the gun firmly into the woman’s rib cage, its message unmistakable. She whispered without breathing, Jason grateful that her face could not be seen clearly. ‘Please, let us by,’ she said in French. ‘Please.’

‘What’s this? Is he your cablegram, my dear?’

‘An old friend,’ whispered Bourne.

A shout rose over the increasingly louder hum from the audience. ‘May I please have Slide Twelve! Per cortesia!’

‘We have to see someone at the end of the row,’ continued Jason, looking behind him. The right-hand door of the entrance opened; in the middle of a shadowed face, a pair of gold-rimmed glasses reflected the dim light of the corridor. Bourne edged the girl past her bewildered friend, forcing him back into the wall, whispering an apology.

‘Sorry, but we’re in a hurry!’

‘You’re damned rude, too!’

‘Yes, I know.’

‘Slide Twelve! Che cosa! Impossibile!’

The beam of light shot out from the projector; it vibrated under the nervous hand of the operator. Another graph appeared on the screen as Jason and the woman reached the far wall, the start of the narrow aisle that led down the length of the hall to the stage. He pushed her into the corner, pressing his body against hers, his face against her face.

‘I’ll scream,’ she whispered.

‘I’ll shoot,’ he said. He peered around the figures leaning against the wall; the killers were both inside, both squinting, shifting their heads like alarmed rodents, trying to spot their target among the rows of faces.

The voice of the lecturer rose like the ringing of a cracked bell, his diatribe brief but strident. ‘Ecco! For the sceptics I address here this evening - and that is most of you - here is statistical proof! Identical in substance to a hundred other analyses I have prepared. Leave the marketplace to those who live there. Minor excesses can always be found. They are a small price to pay for the general good.’

There was a scattering of applause, the approval of a definite minority. Bertinelli resumed a normal tone and droned on, his long pointer stabbing at the screen emphasizing the obvious - his obvious. Jason leaned back again; the gold spectacles glistened in the harsh glare of the projector’s side light, the killer who wore them touching his companion’s arm, nodding to his left, ordering his subordinate to continue the search on the left side of the room; he would take the right. He began, the gold rims growing brighter as he sidestepped his way in front of those standing, studying each face. He would reach the corner, reach them, in a matter of seconds. Stopping the killer with a gunshot was all that was left; and if someone along the row of those standing moved, or if the woman he had pressed against the wall went into panic and shoved him ... or if he missed the killer for any number of reasons, he was trapped. And even if he hit the man, there was another killer across the room, certainly a marksman.

‘Slide Thirteen,if you please.’

That was it. Now!

The shaft of light went out. In the blackout, Bourne pulled the woman from the wall, spun her in her place, his face against hers. ‘If you make a sound, I’ll kill you!’

‘I believe you,’ she whispered, terrified. ‘You’re a maniac.’

‘Let’s go!’ He pushed her down the narrow aisle that led to the stage fifty feet away. The projector’s light went on again; he grabbed the girl’s neck, forcing her down into a kneeling position as he, too, knelt down behind her. They were concealed from the killers by the rows of bodies sitting in the chairs. He pressed her flesh with his fingers; it was his signal to keep moving, crawling... slowly, keeping down, but  moving. She understood; she started forward on her knees, trembling.

‘The conclusions of this phase are irrefutable,’ cried the lecturer. ‘The profit motive is inseparable from productivity incentive, but the adversary roles can never be equal. As Socrates understood, the inequality of values is constant. Gold simply is not brass or iron; who among you can deny it? Slide Fourteen, if you please!’

The darkness again. Now.

He yanked the woman up, pushing her forward, towards the stage. They were within three feet of the edge.

‘Che cosa? What is the matter, please? Slide Fourteen!’

It had happened! The projector was jammed again; the darkness was extended again. And there on the stage in front of them, above them, was the red glow of the exit sign. Jason gripped the girl’s arm viciously. ‘Get up on that stage and run to the exit! I’m right behind you; you stop or cry out, I’ll shoot.’

‘For God’s sake, let me go!’

‘Not yet.’ He meant it; there was another exit somewhere, men waiting outside for the target from Marseilles. ‘Go on! Now.’

The St Jacques woman got to her feet and ran to the stage. Bourne lifted her off the floor, over the edge, leaping up as he did so, pulling her to her feet again.

The blinding light of the projector shot out, flooding the screen, washing the stage. Cries of surprise and derision came from the audience at the sight of the two figures, the shouts of the indignant Bertinelli heard over the din.

‘Affronto! Insultante! Ecco, Comunisti!’

And there were other sounds - three — lethal, sharp, sudden. Cracks of a muted weapon - weapons; wood splintered on the moulding of the proscenium arch. Jason hammered the girl down and lunged towards the shadows of the narrow wing space, pulling her behind him.

‘Da ist er!’

‘Der Projektionsapparat!’

A scream came from the centre aisle of the hall as the light of the projector swung to the right, spilling into the wings - but not completely. Its beam was intercepted by receding upright flats that masked the offstage area; light, shadow, light, shadow. And at the end of the flats, at the rear of the stage, was the exit. A high, wide metal door with a crush bar against it.

Glass shattered; the red light exploded, a marksman’s bullet blew out the sign above the door. It did not matter, he could see the gleaming brass of the crush bar clearly.

The lecture hall had broken out in pandemonium. Bourne grabbed the woman by the cloth of her blouse, yanking her beyond the flats towards the door. For an instant, she resisted; he slapped her across the face and dragged her beside him until the crush bar was above their heads.

Bullets spat into the wall to their right; the killers were racing down the aisles for accurate sightlines. They would reach them in seconds, and in seconds other bullets, or a single bullet, would find its mark. There were enough shells left, he knew that. He had no idea how or why he knew, but he  knew. By sound he could visualize the weapons, extract the clips, count the shells.

He smashed his forearm into the crush bar of the exit door. It flew open and he lunged through the opening, dragging the kicking St Jacques woman with him.

‘Stop it!’ she screamed. ‘I won’t go any farther! You’re  insane! Those were gunshots!’

Jason slammed the large metal door shut with his foot. ‘Get up!’

‘No!’

He lashed the back of his hand across her face. ‘Sorry, but you’re coming with me. Get up! Once we’re outside, you have my word. I’ll let you go.’ But where was he going now? They were in another tunnel, but there was no carpet, no polished doors with lighted signs above them. They were... in some kind of deserted loading area, the floor was concrete; and there were two, pipe-framed freight dollies next to him against the wall. He had been right: exhibits used on the stage of Suite Seven had to be brought in by lorry, the exit door high enough and wide enough to accommodate large displays.

The door! He had to block the door! Marie St Jacques was on her feet; he held her as he grabbed the first dolly, pulling it by its frame in front of the exit door, slamming it with his shoulder and knee until it was lodged against the metal. He looked down; beneath the thick wooden base were footlocks on the wheels. He jammed his heel down on the front lever lock, and then the back one.

The girl spun, trying to break his grip as he stretched his leg to the end of the dolly; he slid his hand down her arms, gripped her wrist, and twisted it inward. She screamed, tears in her eyes, her lips trembling. He pulled her alongside him, forcing her to the left, breaking into a run, assuming the direction was towards the rear of the Carillon du Lac, hoping  he’d find the exit. For there and only there he might need the woman; a brief few seconds when a couple emerged, not a lone man running.

There was a series of loud crashes, the killers were trying to force the stage door open but the locked freight dolly was too heavy a barrier.

He yanked the girl along the cement floor; she tried to pull away, kicking again, twisting her body again from one side to the other; she was over the edge of hysteria. He had no choice; he gripped her elbow, his thumb on the inner flesh, and pressed as hard as he could. She gasped, the pain sudden and excruciating; she sobbed, expelling breath, allowing him to propel her forward.

They reached a cement staircase, the four steps edged in steel, leading to a pair of metal doors below. It was the loading dock; beyond the doors was the Carillon du Lac’s rear parking area. He was almost there. It was only a question of appearances now.

‘Listen to me,’ he said to the rigid, frightened woman. ‘Do you want me to let you go?’

‘Oh God, yes! Please!’

‘Then do exactly as I say. We’re going to walk down these steps and out of that door like two perfectly normal people at the end of a normal day’s work. You’re going to link your arm in mine and we’re going to walk slowly, talking quietly, to the cars at the far end of the parking area. And we’re both going to laugh - not loudly, just casually - as if we were remembering funny things that happened during the day. Have you got that?’

‘Nothing funny at all has happened to me during the past fifteen minutes,’ she answered in barely audible monotone.

‘Pretend that it has. I may be trapped; if I am I don’t care. Do you understand?’

‘I think my wrist is broken.’

‘It’s not.’

‘My left arm, my shoulder. I can’t move them; they’re throbbing.’

‘A nerve ending was depressed, it’ll pass in a matter of minutes. You’ll be fine.’

‘You’re an animal.’

‘I want to live,’ he said. ‘Come on. Remember, when I open the door, look at me and smile, tilt your head back, laugh a little.’

‘It will be the most difficult thing I’ve ever done.’

‘It’s easier than dying.’

She put her injured hand under his arm and they walked down the short flight of steps to the platform door. He opened it and they went outside, his hand in his topcoat pocket gripping the Frenchman’s pistol, his eyes scanning the loading dock. There was a single bulb encased in wire mesh above the door, its spill defining the concrete steps to the left that led to the pavement below; he led his hostage towards them.

She performed as he had ordered, the effect macabre. As they walked down the steps, her face was turned to his, her terrified features caught in the light. Her generous lips were parted, stretched over her white teeth in a false, tense smile; her wide eyes were two dark orbs, reflecting primordial fear, her tear-stained skin taut and pale, marred by the reddish splotches where he had hit her. He was looking at a face of chiselled stone, a mask framed by dark red hair that cascaded over her shoulders, swept back by the night breezes - moving, the only living thing about the mask.

Choked laughter came from her throat, the veins in her long neck pronounced. She was not far from collapsing, but he could not think about that. He had to concentrate on the space around them, on whatever movement - however slight - he might discern in the shadows of the large parking area. It was obvious that these back, unlit regions were used by the Carillon du Lac’s employees; it was nearly 6:30, the night shift well immersed in its duties. Everything was still, a smooth black field broken up by rows of silent vehicles, ranks of huge insects, the dull glass of the headlamps a hundred eyes staring at nothing.

A scratch. Metal had scraped against metal. It came from the right, from one of the cars in a nearby row. Which row?  Which car? He tilted his head back as if responding to a joke made by his companion, letting his eyes roam across the windows of the cars nearest to them. Nothing...

Something? It was there but it was so small, barely seen ... so bewildering. A tiny circle of green, an infinitesimal glow of green light. It moved... as they moved.

Green. Small... light? Suddenly, from somewhere in a forgotten past the image of crosshairs burst across his eyes. His eyes were looking at two thin intersecting lines! Crosshairs!  A scope... the infra-red scope of a rifle.

How did the killers know? Any number of answers. A hand-held radio had been used at the Gemeinschaft; one could be in use now. He wore an overcoat; his hostage wore a thin silk dress and the night was cool. No woman would go out like that.

He swung to his left, crouching, lunging into Marie St Jacques, his shoulder crashing into her stomach, sending her reeling back towards the steps. The muffled cracks came in staccato repetition; stone and asphalt exploded all around them. He dived to his right, rolling over and over again the instant he made contact with the pavement, yanking the pistol from his overcoat pocket. Then he sprang again, now straight forward, his left hand steadying his right wrist, the gun centred, aimed at the window with the rifle. He fired three shots.

A scream came from the dark open space of the stationary car; it was drawn out into a cry, then a gasp, and then nothing. Bourne lay motionless, waiting, listening, watching, prepared to fire again. Silence. He started to get up ... but he could not. Something had happened. He could barely move. Then the pain spread through his chest, the pounding so violent he bent over, supporting himself with both hands, shaking his head, trying to focus his eyes, trying to reject the agony. His left shoulder, his lower chest —  below the ribs ... his left thigh — above the knee, below the hip, the locations of his previous wounds, where dozens of stitches had been removed over a month ago. He had damaged the weakened areas, stretching tendons and muscles not yet fully restored. Oh, Christ! He had to get up; he had to reach the would-be killer’s car, pull the killer from it, and get away.

He whipped his head up, grimacing with the pain, and looked over at Marie St Jacques. She was getting slowly  to her feet, first on one knee, then on one foot, supporting herself on the outside wall of the hotel. In a moment she would be standing, then running. Away.

He could not let her go! She would race screaming into the Carillon du Lac; men would come, some to take him ... some to kill him. He had to stop her!

He let his body fall forward and started rolling to his left, spinning like a wildly out-of-control manikin, until he was within four feet of the wall, four feet from her. He raised his gun, aiming at her head.

‘Help me up,’ he said, hearing the strain in his voice.

‘What?’

‘You heard me! Help me up.’

‘You said I could go! You gave me your word!’

‘I have to take it back...’

‘No, please.’

‘This gun is aimed directly at your face, Doctor. You come here and help me get up or I’ll blow it off.’

 

He pulled the dead man from the car and ordered her to get behind the wheel. Then he opened the rear door and crawled into the back seat out of sight.

‘Drive,’ he said. ‘Drive where I tell you.’




CHAPTER SIX

Whenever you’re in a stress situation yourself — and there’s time, of course - do exactly as you would do when you project yourself into one you’re observing. Let your mind fall free, let whatever thoughts and images that surface come cleanly. Try not to exercise any mental discipline. Be a sponge; concentrate on everything and nothing. Specifics may come to you, certain repressed conduits electrically prodded into functioning.

Bourne thought of Washburn’s words as he adjusted his body into the corner of the seat, trying to restore some control. He massaged his chest, gently rubbing the bruised muscles around his previous wound; the pain was still there, but not as acute as it had been minutes ago.

‘You can’t just tell me to drive!’ cried the St Jacques woman. ‘I don’t know where I’m going!’

‘Neither do I,’ said Jason. He had told her to stay on the . lakeshore drive; it was dark and he had to have time to think. If only to be a sponge.

‘People will be looking for me,’ she exclaimed.

‘They’re looking for me, too.’

‘You’ve taken me against my will. You struck me. Repeatedly.’ She spoke more softly now, imposing a control on herself. ‘That’s kidnapping, assault... those are serious crimes. You’re out of the hotel, that’s what you said you wanted. Let me go and I won’t say anything. I promise you!’

‘You mean you’ll give me your word?’

‘ Yes! ’

‘I gave you mine and took it back. So could you.’

‘You’re different. I won’t. No one’s trying to kill me! Oh  God! Please!’

‘Keep driving.’

One thing was clear to him. The killers had seen him drop his suitcase and leave it behind in his race for escape. That suitcase told them the obvious: he was getting out of Zurich, undoubtedly out of Switzerland. The airport and the station would be watched. And the car he had taken from the man he had killed - who had tried to kill’ him — would be the object of a search.

He could not go to the airport or to the station; he had to get rid of the car and find another. Yet he was not without resources. He was carrying 100,000 Swiss francs, and more than 16,000 French francs, the Swiss currency in his passport case, the French in the wallet he had stolen from the Marquis de Chambord. It was more than enough to buy him secretly to Paris.

Why Paris? It was as though the city were a magnet, pulling him to her without explanation.

You are not helpless. You will find your way... Follow your instincts, reasonably, of course.

To Paris.

‘Have you been to Zürich before?’ he asked his hostage.

‘Never.’

‘You wouldn’t lie to me, would you?’

‘I’ve no reason to! Please. Let me stop. Let me go!’

‘How long have you been here?’

‘A week. The conference was for a week.’

‘Then you’ve had time to get around, do some sightseeing.’

‘I barely left the hotel. There wasn’t time.’

‘The schedule I saw on the board didn’t seem very crowded. Only two lectures for the entire day.’

‘They were guest speakers; there were never more than two a day. The majority of our work was done in conference... small conferences. Ten to fifteen people from different countries, different interests.’

‘You’re from Canada?’

‘I work for the Canadian government...’

‘The “doctor” is not medical then.’

‘Economics. McGill University. Pembroke College, Oxford.’

‘I’m impressed.’

Suddenly, with controlled stridency, she added, ‘My superiors expect me to be in contact with them. Tonight. If they don’t hear from me, they’ll be alarmed. They’ll make inquiries; they’ll call the Zürich police.’

‘I see,’ he said. ‘That’s something to think about, isn’t it?’ It occurred to Bourne that throughout the shock and the violence of the last half hour, the St Jacques woman had not let her handbag out of her hand. He leaned forward, wincing as he did so, the pain in his chest suddenly acute again. ‘Give me your bag.’

‘What?’ She moved her hand quickly from the wheel, grabbing the bag in a futile attempt to keep it from him.

He thrust his right hand over the seat, his fingers grasping the leather. ‘Just drive, Doctor,’ he said as he lifted the purse off the seat and leaned back again.

‘You have no right...’ She stopped, the foolishness of her remark apparent.

‘I know that,’ he replied, opening the handbag, turning on the reading lamp, moving the bag into its spill. As befitted the owner, it was well organized. Passport, wallet, a purse, keys and assorted notes and messages in the rear pockets. He looked for a specific message; it was in a yellow envelope given to her by the clerk at the Carillon du Lac’s front desk. He found it, lifted the flap, and took out the folded paper. It was a cablegram from Ottawa.

Daily reports first rate. Leave granted. Will meet you at airport Wednesday 26th. Call or cable flight. In Lyons, do not miss Beau Meunière. Cuisine superb.

Love, Peter



Jason put the cable back. He saw a small book of matches, the cover a glossy white, scroll writing on the front. He picked it out and read the name. Kronehalle. A restaurant... A restaurant. Something bothered him; he did not know what it was but it was there. Something about a restaurant. He kept  the matches, closed the bag and leaned forward, dropping it on the front seat. ‘That’s all I wanted to see,’ he said, settling back into the corner, staring at the matches. ‘I seem to remember your saying something about “word from Ottawa”. You got it; the twenty-sixth is over a week away.’

‘Please...’

The supplication was a cry for help; he heard it for what it was but could not respond. For the next hour or so he needed this woman, needed her as a lame man needed a crutch or, more aptly, as one who could not function behind a wheel needed a driver. But not in this car.

‘Turn around,’ he ordered. ‘Head back to the Carillon.’

‘To the ... hotel?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his eyes on the matches, turning them over and over in his hand under the light of the reading lamp. ‘We need another car.’

‘We? No, you can’t! I won’t go any...’ Again she stopped before the statement was made, before the thought was completed. Another thought had obviously struck her; she was abruptly silent as she swung the wheel until the car was facing the opposite direction on the dark lakeshore road. She pressed the accelerator down with such force that the car bolted; the tyres span under the sudden burst of speed. She depressed the pedal instantly, gripping the wheel, trying to control herself.

Bourne looked up from the matches at the back of her head, at the long dark red hair that shone in the light. He took the gun from his pocket and once more leaned forward directly behind her. He raised the weapon, moving his hand over her shoulder, turning the barrel and pressed it against her cheek.

‘Understand me clearly. You’re going to do exactly as I tell you. You’re going to be right at my side and this gun will be in my pocket. It will be aimed at your stomach, just as it’s aimed at your head right now. As you’ve seen, I’m running for my life, and I won’t hesitate to pull the trigger. I want you to understand.’

‘I understand.’ Her reply was a whisper. She breathed through her parted lips, her terror complete. Jason removed the barrel of the gun from her cheek; he was satisfied.

Satisfied and revolted.

Let your mind fall free ... The matches. What was it about the matches? But it was not the matches, it was the restaurant

- not the Kronehalle, but a restaurant. Heavy beams, candlelight, black... triangles on the outside. White stone and black triangles. Three? ... Three black triangles.

Someone was there... at the restaurant with three triangles in front. The image was so clear, so vivid... so disturbing. What was it? Did such a place even exist?

Specifics may come to you... certain repressed conduits ...  prodded into functioning.

Was it happening now? Oh, Christ, I can’t stand it!

He could see the lights of the Carillon du Lac several hundred yards down the road. He had not fully thought out his moves, but was operating on two assumptions. The first was that the killers had not remained on the premises. On the other hand, Bourne was not about to walk into a trap of his own making. He knew two of the killers; he would not recognize others if they had been left behind.

The main parking area was beyond the circular drive, on the left side of the hotel. ‘Slow down,’ Jason ordered. ‘Turn into the first drive on the left.’

‘It’s an exit,’ protested the woman, her voice strained. ‘We’re going the wrong way.’

‘No one’s coming out. Go on! Drive into the parking area, past the lights.’

The scene at the hotel’s canopied entrance explained why no one paid attention to them. There were four police cars lined up in the circular drive, their roof lights revolving, conveying the aura of emergency. He could see uniformed police among the crowds of excited hotel guests; they were asking questions as well as answering them, checking off names of those leaving in cars, dark-suited hotel clerks at their sides.

Marie St Jacques drove across the parking area beyond the floodlights and into an open space on the right. She turned off the engine and sat motionless, staring straight ahead.

‘Be very careful,’ said Bourne, rolling down his window. ‘And move slowly. Open your door and get out, then stand by mine and help me. Remember, the window’s open and the  gun’s in my hand. You’re only two or three feet in front of me; there’s no way I could miss if I fired.’

She did as she was told, a terrified automaton. Jason supported himself on the frame of the window and pulled himself to the pavement. He shifted his weight from one foot to another, mobility was returning. He could walk. Not well, and with a limp, but he could walk.

‘What are you going to do?’ asked the St Jacques woman, as if she were afraid to hear his answer.

‘Wait. Sooner or later someone will drive a car back here and park it. No matter what happened in there, it’s still dinner time. Reservations were made, parties arranged, a lot of it business; those people won’t change their plans.’

‘And when a car does come, how will you take it?’ She paused, then answered her own questions. ‘Oh, my God, you’re going to kill whoever’s driving it.’

He gripped her arm, her frightened, chalk-white face inches away. He had to control her by fear, but not to the point where she might slip into hysterics. ‘If I have to I will, but I don’t think it’ll be necessary. Parking attendants bring the cars back here. Keys are usually left on the visors or under the seats. It’s just easier.’

Headlight beams shot out from the dark in the circular drive; a small coupé entered the area, accelerating once into it, the mark of an attendant driver. The car came directly towards them, alarming Bourne until he saw the empty space nearby. But they were in the path of the headlights; they had been seen.

Reservations for the dining room ... A restaurant. Jason made his decision; he would use the moment.

The attendant got out of the coupé, and placed the keys under the seat. As he walked to the rear of the car, he nodded at them, not without curiosity. Bourne spoke in French.

‘Hey, young fellow! Maybe you can help us.’

‘Sir?’ The attendant approached them haltingly, cautiously, the events in the hotel obviously on his mind.

‘I’m not feeling so well, too much of your excellent Swiss wine.’

‘It will happen, sir.’ The young man smiled, relieved.

‘My wife thought it would be a good idea to get some air before we left for town.’

‘A good idea, sir.’

‘Is everything still crazy inside? I didn’t think the police officer would let us out until he saw that I might be sick all over his uniform.’

‘Crazy, sir. They’re everywhere... We’ve been told not to discuss it.’

‘Of course. But we’ve got a problem. An associate flew in this afternoon and we agreed to meet at a restaurant, only I’ve forgotten the name. I’ve been there but I just can’t remember where it is or what it’s called. I do remember that on the front there were three odd shapes... a design of some sort, I think. Triangles, I believe.’

‘That’s the Drei Alpenbduser, sir. The... Three Chalets. It’s in a sidestreet off the Falkenstrasse.’

‘Yes, of course, that’s it! And to get there from here we ...’ Bourne trailed off the words, a man with too much wine trying to concentrate.

‘Just turn left out of the exit, sir. Stay on the Uto Quai for about six kilometres, until you reach a large pier, then turn right. It will take you into the Falkenstrasse. Once you pass Seefeld, you can’t miss the street or the restaurant. There’s a sign on the corner.’

‘Thank you. Will you be here a few hours from now, when we return?’

‘I’m on duty until two this morning, sir.’

‘Good. I’ll look for you and express my gratitude more concretely.’

‘Thank you, sir. May I get your car for you?’

‘You’ve done enough, thanks. A little more walking is required.’ The attendant saluted, and started for the front of the hotel. Jason led Marie St Jacques towards the coupé, limping beside her. ‘Hurry up. The keys are under the seat.’

‘If they stop us, what will you do? That attendant will see the car go out; he’ll know you’ve stolen it!’

‘I doubt it. Not if we leave right away, the minute he’s back in that crowd.’

‘Suppose he does?’

‘Then I hope you’re a fast driver,’ said Bourne, pushing her towards the door. ‘Get in.’ The attendant had turned the corner; he suddenly hurried his pace! Jason took out the gun, and limped rapidly around the bonnet of the coupé, supporting himself on it while pointing the pistol at the windscreen. He opened the passenger door and climbed in beside her. ‘Goddamn it, I said get the keys!’

‘All right... I can’t think.’

‘Try harder!’

‘Oh, God ...’ She reached below the seat, stabbing her hand around the carpet until she found the small leather case.

‘Start the engine, but wait until I tell you to back out.’ He watched for headlight beams to shine into the area from the circular drive; it would be a reason for the attendant to have suddenly broken into a near run; a car to be parked. They did not come; the reason could be something else. Two unknown people in the parking area. ‘Go ahead. Quickly. I want to get out of here.’ She threw the gear into reverse; seconds later they approached the exit into the lakeshore drive. ‘Slow down,’ he commanded. A taxi was swinging into the curve in front of them.

Bourne held his breath and looked through the opposite window at the Carillon du Lac’s entrance; the scene under the canopy explained the attendant’s sudden decision to hurry. An argument had broken out between the police and a group of hotel guests. A queue had formed for names to be checked before leaving the hotel, the resulting delays angered the innocent.

‘Let’s go,’ said Jason, wincing again, the pain shooting through his chest. ‘We’re clear.’

 

It was a numbing sensation, eerie and uncanny. The three triangles were as he had pictured them: thick dark wood raised in bas-relief on white stone. Three equal triangles, abstract renditions of chalet roofs in a valley of snow so deep the lower storeys were obscured. Above the three points was the restaurant’s name in Germanic letters. Drei Alpenhäuser. Below the base line of the centre triangle was the entrance, double doors  that together formed a cathedral arch, the hardware massive rings of iron common to Alpine châteaux.

The surrounding buildings on both sides of the narrow brick street were restored structures of a Zurich and a Europe long past. It was not a street for cars; instead one pictured elaborate coaches drawn by horses, drivers sitting high in mufflers and top hats, and gas lamps everywhere. It was a street filled with the sights and sounds of forgotten memories, thought the man who had no memory to forget.

Yet he had had one, vivid and disturbing. Three dark triangles, heavy beams and candlelight. He had been right; it was a memory of Zurich. But in another life.

‘We’re here,’ said the woman.

‘I know.’

‘Tell me what to do,’ she cried. ‘We’re going past it.’

‘Go to the next corner and turn left. Go round the block, then drive back through here.’

‘Why?’

‘I wish I knew.’

‘What?’

‘Because I said so.’ Someone was there ... at that restaurant. Why didn’t other images come? Another image. A face.

They drove down the street past the restaurant twice more. Two separate couples and a foursome went inside; a single man came out, heading for the Falkenstrasse. To judge from the cars parked on the kerb, there was a medium-sized crowd at the Drei Alpenhäuser. It would grow in number as the next two hours passed, most of Zurich preferring its evening meal nearer ten-thirty than eight. There was no point in delaying any longer; nothing further came to Bourne. He could only sit and watch and hope something would come. Something. For something had; a book of matches had evoked an image of reality. Within that reality there was a truth he had to discover.

‘Pull over to your right, in front of the last car. We’ll walk back.’

Silently, without comment or protest, the St Jacques woman did as she was told. Jason looked at her; her reaction was too docile, inconsistent with her previous behaviour. He  understood. A lesson had to be taught. Regardless of what might happen inside the Drei Alpenhäuser, he needed her for a final contribution. She had to drive him out of Zurich.

The car came to a stop, tyres scraping the kerb. She turned off the engine and began to remove the keys, her movement slow, too slow. He reached over and held her wrist; she stared at him in the shadows without breathing. He slid his fingers over her hand until he felt the key case.

‘I’ll take those,’ he said.

‘Naturally,’ she replied, her left hand unnaturally at her side, poised by the panel of the door.

‘Now get out and stand by the bonnet,’ he continued. ‘Don’t do anything foolish.’

‘Why should I? You’d kill me.’

‘Good.’ He reached for the handle of the door exaggerating the difficulty. The back of his head was to her; he snapped the handle down.

The rustle of fabric was sudden, the rush of air more sudden still; her door crashed open, the woman half out into the street. But Bourne was ready; a lesson had to be taught. He spun around, his left arm an uncoiling spring, his hand a claw, gripping the silk of her dress between her shoulder blades. He pulled her back into the seat and, grabbing her by the hair, yanked her head towards him until her neck was stretched, her face against his.

‘I won’t do it again!’ she cried, tears welling at her eyes. ‘I  swear to you I won’t!’

He reached across and pulled the door shut, then looked at her closely, trying to understand something in himself. Thirty minutes ago in another car he had experienced a degree of nausea when he had pressed the barrel of the gun into her cheek, threatening to take her life if she disobeyed him. There was no such revulsion now; with one overt action she had crossed over into another territory. She had become an enemy, a threat; he could kill her if he had to, kill her without emotion because it was the practical thing to do.

‘Say something!’ she whispered. Her body went into a brief spasm, her breasts pressing against the dark silk of her dress, rising and falling with the agitated movement. She gripped  her own wrist in an attempt to control herself; she partially succeeded. She spoke again, the whisper replaced by a monotone. ‘I said I wouldn’t do it again and I won’t.’

‘You’ll try,’ he replied quietly. ‘There’ll come a moment when you think you can make it, and you’ll try. Believe me when I tell you you can’t, but if you try again I will have to kill you. I don’t want to do that, there’s no reason for it, no reason at all. Unless you become a threat to me, and in running away before I let you go you do just that. I can’t allow it.’

He had spoken the truth as he understood the truth. The simplicity of the decision was as astonishing to him as the decision itself. Killing was a practical matter, nothing else.

‘You say you’ll let me go,’ she said. ‘When?’

‘When I’m safe,’ he answered. ‘When it doesn’t make any difference what you say or do.’

‘When will that be?’

‘An hour or so from now. When we’re out of Zurich and I’m on my way to somewhere else. You won’t know where or how.’

‘Why should I believe you?’

‘I don’t care whether you do or not.’ He released her. ‘Pull yourself together. Dry your eyes and comb your hair. We’re going inside.’

‘What’s in there?’

‘I wish I knew,’ he said, glancing through the rear window at the door of the Drei Alpenhäuser.

‘You said that before.’

He looked at her, at the wide brown eyes that were searching his. Searching in fear, in bewilderment. ‘I know. Hurry up.’

 

There were thick beams running across the high Alpine ceiling, tables and chairs of heavy wood, deep booths and candlelight everywhere. An accordion player moved through the crowd, muted strains of Bavarian Musik coming from his instrument.

He had seen the large room before, the beams and the candlelight printed somewhere in his mind, the sounds recorded also. He had come here in another life. They stood  in the shallow foyer in front of the maître d’hôtel’s station; he greeted them.

‘Haben Sie einen Platz reserviert,mein Herr?’

‘If you mean have I a reservation, I’m afraid not. But you were highly recommended. I hope you can fit us in. A booth, if possible.’

‘Certainly, sir. It’s the early sitting; we’re not yet crowded. This way, please.’

They were taken to a booth in the nearest corner, a flickering candle in the centre of the table. Bourne’s limp and the fact that he held on to the woman, dictated the closest available location. Jason nodded to Marie St Jacques; she sat down, and he slid into the booth opposite her.

‘Move against the wall,’ he said, after the maître had left. ‘Remember, the gun’s in my pocket and all I have to do is raise my foot and you’re trapped.’

‘I said I wouldn’t try.’

‘I hope you don’t. Order a drink; there’s no time to eat.’

‘I couldn’t eat.’ She gripped her wrist again, her hands visibly trembling. ‘Why isn’t there time? What are you waiting for?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Why do you keep saying that? “I don’t know.” “I wish I knew.” Why did you come here?’

‘Because I’ve been here before.’

‘That’s no answer!’

‘There’s no reason for me to give you one.’

A waiter approached. The St Jacques woman asked for wine; Bourne ordered Scotch, needing the stronger drink. He looked round the restaurant, trying to concentrate ‘on everything and nothing’. A sponge. But there was only nothing. No images filled his mind; no thoughts intruded on his absence of thought. Nothing.

And then he saw the face across the room. It was a large face set in a large head, above an obese body pressed against the wall of an end booth, next to a closed door. The fat man stayed in the shadows of his observation point as if they were his protection, the unlit section of the floor his sanctuary. His eyes were riveted on Jason, equal parts fear and disbelief in his  stare. Bourne did not know the face, but the face knew him. The man brought his fingers to his lips and wiped the corners of his mouth, then shifted his eyes, taking in each diner at every table. Only then did he begin what was obviously a painful journey around the room towards their booth.

‘A man’s coming over here,’ he said over the flame of the candle. ‘A fat man, and he’s afraid. Don’t say anything. No matter what he says, keep your mouth shut. And don’t look at him; raise your hand, rest your head on your elbow casually. Look at the wall, not him.’

The woman frowned, bringing her right hand to her face; her fingers trembled. Her lips formed a question, but no words came. Jason answered the unspoken.

‘For your own good,’ he said. ‘There’s no point in his being able to identify you.’

The fat man edged round the corner of the booth. Bourne blew out the candle, throwing the table into relative darkness. The man stared him down and spoke in a low, strained voice.

‘Leiber Gott! Why did you come here? What have I done that you should do this to me?’

‘I enjoy the food, you know that.’

‘Have you no feelings? I have a family, a wife and children. I did only as I was told. I gave you the envelope; I did not look inside, I know nothing!’

‘But you were paid, weren’t you?’ asked Jason instinctively.

‘Yes, but I said nothing. We never met, I never described you. I spoke to no one!’

‘Then why are you afraid? I’m just an ordinary patron about to order dinner.’

‘I beg you. Leave.’

‘Now I’m angry. You’d better tell me why.’

The fat man brought his hand to his face, his fingers again wiping the moisture that had formed around his mouth. He angled his head, glancing at the door, then turned back to Bourne. ‘Others may have spoken, others may know who you are. I’ve had my share of trouble with the police, they would come directly to me.’

The St Jacques woman lost control; she looked at Jason, the words escaping. ‘The police ... They were the police.’

Bourne glared at her, then turned back to the nervous fat man. ‘Are you saying the police would harm your wife and children?’

‘Not in themselves - as you well know. But their interest would lead others to me. To my family. How many are there that look for you, mein Herr? And what are they that do? You need no answer from me; they stop at nothing - the death of a wife or a child is nothing. Please. On my life, I’ve said nothing.  Leave.’

‘You’re exaggerating.’ Jason raised his drink to his lips, a prelude to dismissal.

‘In the name of Christ, don’t do this!’ The man leaned over, gripping the edge of the table. ‘You wish proof of my silence, I give it to you. Word was spread throughout the Verbrecherwelt. Anyone with any information whatsoever should call a number set up by the Zurich police. Everything would be kept in the strictest confidence; they would not lie in the  Verbrecherwelt about that. Rewards were ample, the police in several countries sending funds through Interpol. Past misunderstandings might be seen in new judicial lights.’ The conspirator stood up, wiping his mouth again, his large bulk hovering above the wood. ‘A man like myself could profit from a kinder relationship with the police. Yet I did nothing. In spite of the guarantee of confidentiality, I did nothing at all!’

‘Did anyone else? Tell me the truth; I’ll know if you’re lying.’

‘I know only Chernak. He’s the only one I’ve ever spoken to who admits having even seen you. But you know that; the envelope was passed through him to me. He’d never say anything.’

‘Where’s Chernak now?’

‘Where he always is. In his flat on the Löwenstrasse.’

‘I’ve never been there. What’s the number?’

‘You’ve never been? ...’ The fat man paused, his lips pressed together, alarm in his eyes. ‘Are you testing me?’

‘Answer the question.’

‘Number 37. You know it as well as I do.’

‘Then I’m testing you. Who gave the envelope to Chernak?’

The man stood motionless, his dubious integrity challenged. ‘I have no way of knowing. Nor would I ever inquire.’

‘You weren’t even curious?’

‘Of course not. A goat does not willingly enter the wolf’s cave.’

‘Goats are sure-footed; they’ve got an accurate sense of smell.’

‘And they are cautious, mein Herr. Because the wolf is faster, infinitely more aggressive. There would be only one chase. The goat’s last.’

‘What was in the envelope?’

‘I told you, I did not open it.’

‘But you know what was in it.’

‘Money, I presume.’

‘You presume?’

‘Very well. Money. A great deal of money. If there was any discrepancy, it had nothing to do with me. Now please, I beg  you. Get out of here!’

‘One last question.’

‘Anything.Just leave!’

‘What was the money for?’

The obese man stared down at Bourne, his breathing audible, sweat glistening on his chin. ‘You put me on the rack, mein Herr, but I will not turn away from you. Call it the courage of an insignificant goat who has survived. Every day I read the newspapers. In three languages. Six months ago a man was killed. His death was reported on the front page of each of those papers.’




CHAPTER SEVEN

They circled the block, emerging on the Falkenstrasse, then turned right towards the Limmat Quai and the Grossmünster. The Löwenstrasse was across the river, on the west side of the city. The quickest way to reach it was to take the Münster Bridge to the Nuschelerstrasse; the avenues intersected, according to a couple who had been about to enter the Drei Alpenhäuser.

Marie St Jacques was silent, holding onto the wheel as she had gripped the straps of her handbag during the madness at the Carillon, somehow her connection with sanity. Bourne glanced at her and understood.

... a man was killed, his death reported on the front pages of each of those papers.

Jason Bourne had been paid to kill, and the police in several countries had sent funds through Interpol to convert reluctant informers, to broaden the base of his capture. Which meant that other men had been killed ...

How many are there that look for you, mein Herr? And what are they that do? ... They stop at nothing - the death of a wife or a child is nothing!

Not the police. Others.

The twin bell towers of the Grossmünster rose in the night sky, floodlights creating eerie shadows. Jason stared at the ancient structure; as so much else he knew it but did not know it. He had seen it before, yet he was seeing it now for the first time.

I know only Chernak ... The envelope was passed through him to me ... Lowenstrasse. Number 37. You know it as well as I do.

Did he? Would he?

They drove over the bridge into the traffic of the newer city. The streets were crowded, cars and pedestrians vying for supremacy at every intersection, the red and green signals erratic and interminable. Bourne tried to concentrate on nothing ... and everything. The outlines of the truth were being presented to him, shape by enigmatic shape, each more startling than the last. He was not at all sure he was capable - mentally capable - of absorbing a great deal more.

‘Sie! Fräulein. Ihre Scheinwerfer! Und Sie signalisieren. Unrechter Weg!’

Jason looked up, a hollow pain knotting his stomach. A patrol car was beside them, a policeman shouting through his open window. Everything was suddenly clear ... clear and infuriating. The St Jacques woman had seen the police car in the side view mirror; she had extinguished the headlights and slipped her hand down to the indicator, flipping it for a left turn. A left turn into a one-way street whose arrows at the intersection clearly defined the traffic heading right! And turning left by bolting in front of the police car would result in several violations: the absence of headlights, perhaps even a premeditated collision; they would be stopped, the woman free to scream.

Bourne snapped the headlights on, then leaned across the girl, one hand disengaging the directional signal, the other gripping her arm where he had gripped it before.

‘I’ll kill you, Doctor,’ he said quietly, then shouted though the window at the police officer. ‘Sorry! We’re a little confused! Tourists! We want the next block!’

The policeman was barely two feet away from Marie St Jacques, his eyes on her face, evidently puzzled by her lack of reaction.

The light changed. ‘Ease forward. Don’t do anything stupid,’ said Jason. He waved at the police officer through the glass. ‘Sorry again!’ he yelled. The policeman shrugged, turning to his partner to resume a previous conversation.

‘I was confused,’ said the girl, her soft voice trembling. ‘There’s so much traffic ... Oh, God, you’ve broken my arm! ... You bastard.’

Bourne released her, disturbed by her anger; he preferred fear. ‘You don’t expect me to believe you, do you?’

‘My arm?’

‘Your confusion.’

‘You said we were going to turn left soon; that’s all I was thinking about.’

‘Next time look at the traffic.’ He moved away from her but did not take his eyes off her face.

‘You are an animal,’ she whispered, briefly closing her eyes, opening them in fear, it had come back.

They reached the Löwenstrasse, a wide avenue where low buildings of brick and heavy wood stood sandwiched between modern examples of smooth concrete and glass. The character of nineteenth-century flats competed against the utilitarianism of contemporary neuterness, they did not lose. Jason watched the numbers, they were descending from the middle eighties, with each block the old houses more in evidence than the highrise apartments, until the street had returned in time to that other era. There was a row of neat three-storey flats, roofs and windows framed in wood, stone steps and railings leading up to recessed doorways washed in the light of carriage lamps. Bourne recognized the unremembered; the fact that he did so was not startling, but something else was. The row of houses evoked another image, a very strong image of another row of flats, similar in outline but oddly different. Weathered, older, nowhere near as neat or scrubbed ... cracked windows, broken steps, incomplete railings - jagged ends of rusted iron. Farther away, in another part of ... Zurich, yes they were in Zurich. In a small district rarely if ever visited by those who did not live there, a part of the city that was left behind, but not gracefully.

‘Steppdeckstrasse,’ he said to himself, concentrating on the image in his mind. He could see a doorway, the paint a faded red, as dark as the red silk dress worn by the woman beside him. ‘A boarding house ... in the Steppdeckstrasse.’

‘What?’ Marie St Jacques was startled. The words he uttered alarmed her; she had obviously related them to herself and was terrified.

‘Nothing.’ He took his eyes off the dress and looked out of  the window. ‘There’s Number 37,’ he said, pointing to the fifth house in the row. ‘Stop the car.’

He got out first, ordering her to slide across the seat and follow. He tested his legs and took the keys from her.

‘You can walk,’ she said. ‘If you can walk, you can drive.’

‘I probably can.’

‘Then let me go! I’ve done everything you’ve wanted.’

‘And then some,’ he added.

‘I won’t say anything, can’t you understand that? You’re the last person on earth I ever want to see again ... or have anything to do with. I don’t want to be a witness, or get involved with the police, or make statements, or anything! I don’t want to be a part of what you’re a part of! I’m frightened to death ... that’s your protection, don’t you see? Let me go,  please.’

‘I can’t.’

‘You don’t believe me.’

‘That’s not relevant. I need you.’

‘For what?’

‘For something very stupid. I don’t have a driver’s licence. You can’t hire a car without a driver’s licence and I’ve got to hire a car.’

‘You’ve got this car.’

‘It’s good for maybe another hour. Someone’s going to walk out of the Carillon du Lac and want it. The description will be radioed to every police car in Zürich.’

She looked at him, dead fear in the glass of her eyes. ‘I don’t want to go up there with you. I heard what that man said in the restaurant. If I hear any more you’ll kill me.’

‘What you heard makes no more sense to me than it does to you. Perhaps less. Come on.’ He took her by the arm, and put his free hand on the railing so he could climb the steps with a minimum of pain.

She stared at him, bewilderment and fear converged in her look.

The name M. Chernak was under the second letter box, with a bell beneath. He did not ring it, but pressed the adjacent four buttons. Within seconds a cacophony of voices sprang out of the small, dotted speakers asking in Schweitzerdeutsch who  was there. But someone did not answer, he merely pressed a buzzer which released the lock. Jason opened the door, pushing Marie St Jacques in front of him.

He moved her against the wall and waited. From above came the sounds of doors opening, footsteps walking towards the staircase.

‘Wer ist da?’

‘Johann?’

‘Wie bitte?’

Silence. Followed by words of irritation. Footsteps were heard again; doors closed.

M. Chernak was on the second floor, Flat 2C. Bourne took the girl’s arm, limped with her to the staircase and started the climb. She was right, of course. It would be far better if he were alone, but there was nothing he could do about that; he did need her.

He had studied road maps during the weeks in Port Noir: Lucerne was no more than an hour away, Bern two and a half or three. He could head for either one, dropping her off in some deserted spot along the way, and then disappear. It was simply a matter of timing; he had the resources to buy a hundred connections. He needed only a conduit out of Zürich and she was it.

But before he left Zurich he had to know; he had to talk to a man named ...

M. Chernak. The name was to the right of the doorbell. He sidestepped away from the door, pulling the woman with him.

‘Do you speak German?’ Jason asked.

‘No.’

‘Don’t lie.’

‘I’m not.’

Bourne thought, glancing up and down the short hallway, ‘Ring the bell. If the door opens just stand there. If someone answers from inside, say you have a message - an urgent message - from a friend at the Drei Alpenhäuser.’

‘Suppose he - or she - says to slide it under the door?’

Jason looked at her. ‘Very good.’

‘I just don’t want any more violence. I don’t want to know  anything or see anything. I just want to ...’

‘I know,’ he interrupted. ‘Go back to Caesar’s taxes and the Punic Wars ... If he - or she - says something like that, explain in a couple of words that the message is verbal and can only be delivered to the man who was described to you.’

‘If he asks for that description?’ said Marie St Jacques icily, analysis momentarily pre-empting fear.

‘You’ve got a good mind, Doctor,’ he said.

‘I’m precise. I’m frightened; I told you that. What do I do?’

‘Say to hell with them, someone else can deliver it. Then start to walk away.’

She moved to the door and rang the bell. There was an odd sound from within. A scratching, growing louder, constant. Then it stopped and a deep voice was heard through the wood.

‘Was ist los?’

‘I’m afraid I don’t speak German,’ said the St Jacques woman

‘Englisch.What is it? Who are you?’

‘I have an urgent message from a friend at the Drei Alpenhäuser.’

‘Shove it under the door.’

‘I can’t do that. It isn’t written down. I have to deliver it personally to the man who was described to me.’

‘Well, that shouldn’t be difficult,’ said the voice. The lock clicked and the door opened.

Bourne stepped away from the wall, into the doorframe. ‘You’re insane!’ cried a man with two stumps for legs, propped up in a wheelchair. ‘Get out! Get away from here!’

‘I’m tired of hearing that,’ said Jason, pulling the girl inside and closing the door.

 

It took no pressure to persuade Marie St Jacques to remain in a small windowless bedroom while they talked; she did so willingly. The legless Chernak was close to panic, his ravaged face chalk white, his unkempt grey hair matted about his neck and forehead.

‘What do you want from me?’ he asked. ‘You swore the last transaction was our final one! I can do no more, I cannot take the risk. Messengers have been here. No matter how cautious,  how many times removed from your sources, they have been  here! If one leaves an address in the wrong surroundings, I’m a dead man!’

‘You’ve done pretty well for the risks you’ve taken,’ said Bourne, standing in front of the wheelchair, his mind racing, wondering if there was a word or a phrase that could trigger a flow of information. Then he remembered the envelope. If there was any discrepancy, it had nothing to do with me. A fat man at the Drei Alpenhäuser.

‘Minor compared to the magnitude of those risks.’ Chernak shook his head; his upper chest heaved; the stumps that fell over the chair moved obscenely back and forth. ‘I was content before you came into my life, mein Herr, for I was minor. An old soldier who made his way to Zurich - blown up, a cripple, worthless except for certain facts stored away that former comrades paid meagrely to keep suppressed. It was a decent life, not much, but enough. Then you found me ...’

‘I’m touched,’ broke in Jason. ‘Let’s talk about the envelope - the envelope you passed to our mutual friend at Drei Alpenhäuser. Who gave it to you?’

‘A messenger. Who else?’

‘Where did it come from?’

‘How would I know? It arrived in a box, just like the others. I unpacked it and sent it on. It was you who wished it so. You said you could not come here any longer.’

‘But you opened it.’ A statement.

‘Never!’

‘Suppose I told you, there was money missing.’

‘Then it was not paid; it was not in the envelope!’ The legless man’s voice rose. ‘However, I don’t believe you. If that were so, you would not have accepted the assignment. But you did accept that assignment. So why are you here now?’

Because I have to know. Because I’m going out of my mind. I see things and I hear things I do not understand. I’m a skilled, resourceful ... vegetable! Help me!

Bourne moved away from the chair; he walked aimlessly towards a bookcase where there were several upright photographs recessed against the wall. They explained the man behind him. Groups of German soldiers, some with alsatians,  posing outside barracks and by fences ... and in front of a high-wire gate with part of a name showing. DACH ...

Dachau.

The man behind him. He was moving! Jason turned; the legless Chernak had his hand in the canvas bag strapped to his chair; his eyes were on fire, his ravaged face contorted. The hand came out swiftly, in it a short-barrelled revolver, and before Bourne could reach his own, Chernak fired. The shots came rapidly, the icelike pain filling his left shoulder, then head - oh God! He dived to his right, spinning on the rug, shoving a heavy floor lamp towards the cripple, spinning again until he was at the far side of the wheelchair. He crouched and lunged, crashing his right shoulder into Chernak’s back, sending the legless man out of the chair as he reached into his pocket for the gun.

‘They’ll pay for your corpse!’ screamed the deformed man, writhing on the floor, trying to steady his slumped body long enough to level his weapon. ‘You won’t put me in a coffin! I’ll see you there! Carlos will pay! By Christ, he’ll pay!’

Jason sprang to the left and fired. Chernak’s head snapped back, his throat erupting in blood. He was dead.

A cry came from the door of the bedroom. It grew in depth, low and hollow, an elongated wail, fear and revulsion weaved into the chord. A woman’s cry ... of course, it was a woman! His hostage, his conduit out of Zürich! Oh,Jesus, he could not focus his eyes! His temple was in agony!

He found his vision, refusing to acknowledge the pain. He saw a bathroom, the door open, towels and a basin and a ... mirrored cabinet. He ran in, pulled the mirror back with such force that it jumped its hinges, crashing to the floor, shattered.  Shelves. Rolls of gauze and plaster and ... they were all he could grab. He had to get out ... gunshots; gunshots were alarms. He had to get out, take his hostage, and get away! The bedroom, the bedroom. Where was it?

The cry, the wail ... follow the cry! He reached the door and kicked it open. The woman ... his hostage - what the hell was her name? - was pressed against the wall, tears streaming down her face, her lips parted. He rushed in and grabbed her by the wrist, dragging her out.

‘My God, you killed him!’ she cried. ‘An old man with no...’

‘Shut up!’ He pushed her towards the door, opened it and shoved her into the hallway. He could see blurred figures in open spaces, by railings, inside rooms. They began running, disappearing; he heard doors slam, people shout. He took the woman’s arm with his left hand; the grip caused shooting pains in his shoulder. He propelled her to the staircase and forced her to descend with him, using her for support, his right hand holding the gun.

They reached the lobby and the heavy door. ‘Open it!’ he ordered, she did. They passed the row of letterboxes to the outside entrance. He released her briefly, opening the door himself, peering out into the street, listening for sirens. There were none. ‘Come on!’ he said, pulling her out to the stone steps and down to the pavement. He reached into his pocket, wincing, taking out the car keys. ‘Get in!’

Inside the car he unravelled the gauze, bunching it against the side of his head, blotting the trickle of blood. From deep inside his conscious, there was a strange feeling of relief. The wound was a graze; the fact that it had been his head had sent him into panic, but the bullet had not entered his skull. It had  not entered; there would be no return to the agonies of Port Noir.

‘Goddamn it, start the car! Get out of here!’

‘Where? You didn’t say where.’ The woman was not screaming; instead she was calm. Unreasonably calm. Looking at him ... was she looking at him?

He was feeling dizzy again, losing focus again. ‘Steppdeckstrasse ...’ He heard the word as he spoke it, not sure the voice was his. But he could picture the doorway. Faded dark-red paint, cracked glass ... rusted iron. ‘Steppdeckstrasse,’ he repeated.

What was wrong? Why wasn’t the engine running? Why didn’t the car move forward. Didn’t she hear him?

His eyes were closed; he opened them. The gun! It was on his lap; he had set it down to press the bandage ... she was hitting it, hitting it! The weapon crashed to the floor, he reached down and she pushed him, sending his head into the  window. Her door opened and she leaped out into the street and began running. She was running away! His hostage, his conduit was racing up the Löwenstrasse!

He could not stay in the car; he dared not try to drive it. It was a steel trap, marking him. He put the gun in his pocket with the roll of plaster, and grabbed the gauze, clutching it in his left hand, ready to press it against his temple at the first recurrence of blood. He got out and limped as fast as he could down the pavement.

Somewhere there was a corner, somewhere a taxi. Stepp deckstrasse.

 

Marie St Jacques kept running in the middle of the wide, deserted avenue, in and out of the spills of the street lamps, waving her arms at the cars in the Löwenstrasse. They sped by her. She turned in the wash of headlights behind her, holding up her hands, pleading for attention; the cars accelerated and passed her by. This was Zurich, and the Lowenstrasse at night was too wide, too dark, too near the deserted park and the river Sihl.

The men in one car, however, were aware of her. Its headlights were off, the driver inside having seen the woman in the distance. He spoke to his companion in Schweitzerdeutsch.

‘It could be her. This Chernak lives only a block or so down the street.’

‘Stop and let her come closer. She’s supposed to be wearing a silk ... it’s her.’

‘Let’s make certain before we radio the others.’

Both men got out of the car, the passenger moving discreetly around the boot to join the driver. They wore conservative business suits, their faces pleasant, but serious, businesslike. The panicked woman approached; they walked rapidly into the middle of the street. The driver called out.

‘Fräulein! Was ist los?’

‘Help me!’ she screamed. ‘I ... I don’t speak German.  Nichtsprechen.Call the police! The ... Polizei!’

The driver’s companion spoke with authority, calming her with his voice. ‘We are with the police,’ he said in English.  ‘Züriche Sicherheit. We weren’t sure, Miss. You are the woman from the Carillon du Lac?’

‘Yes!’ she cried. ‘He wouldn’t let me go! He kept hitting me, threatening me with his gun! It was horrible!’

‘Where is he now?’

‘He’s hurt. He was shot. I ran from the car ... he was in the car when I ran!’ She pointed down the Lowenstrasse. ‘Over there. Two blocks, I think - in the middle of the block. A coupé, a grey coupé! He has a gun.’

‘So do we, Miss,’ said the driver. ‘Come along, get in the back of the car. You’ll be perfectly safe; we’ll be very careful. Quickly, now.’

They approached the grey coupé, coasting, headlights extinguished. There was no one inside. There were, however, people talking excitedly on the pavement and up the stone steps of Number 37. The driver’s associate turned and spoke to the frightened woman pressed into the corner of the rear seat.

‘This is the residence of a man named Chernak. Did he mention him? Did he say anything about going in to see him?’

‘He did go; he made me come with him! He killed him! He killed that crippled old man!’

‘Radioapparat! Schnell,’ said the associate to the driver, as he grabbed a microphone from the dashboard. The car bolted forward; the woman gripped the front seat.

‘What are you doing? A man was killed back there!’

‘And we must find the killer,’ said the driver. ‘As you say, he was wounded; he may still be in the area. This is an unmarked vehicle and we could spot him. We’ll wait, of course, to make sure the inspection team arrives, but our duties are quite separate.’ The car slowed down, sliding into the kerb several hundred yards from Number 37 Löwenstrasse.

The associate had spoken into the microphone while the driver had explained their official position. There was static from the dashboard speaker, then the words, ‘Aufenthalt. Zwanzig Minuten.’

‘Our superior will be here shortly,’ the associate said. ‘We’re to wait for him. He wishes to speak with you.’

Marie St Jacques leaned back in the seat, closing her eyes, expelling her breath. ‘Oh, God, I wish I had a drink!’

The driver laughed, nodded to his companion. The associate took out a pint bottle from the glove compartment and held it up, smiling at the woman. ‘We’re not very chic, Miss. We have no glasses or cups but we do have brandy. For medical emergencies, of course. I think this is one now. Please, our compliments.’

The St Jacques woman smiled back and accepted the bottle. ‘You’re two very nice people, and you’ll never know how grateful I am. If you ever come to Canada, I’ll cook you the best French meal in the province of Ontario.’

‘Thank you, Miss,’ said the driver.

 

Bourne studied the bandage on his shoulder, squinting at the dull reflection in the dirty, streaked mirror, adjusting his eyes to the dim light of the filthy room. He had been right about the Steppdeckstrasse, the image of the faded red doorway accurate, down to the cracked window panes and rusted iron railings. No questions had been asked when he rented the room in spite of the fact that he was obviously hurt. However, a statement had been made by the Vermieter when Bourne paid him.

‘For something more substantial a doctor can be found who keeps his mouth shut.’

‘I’ll let you know.’

The wound was not that severe; the plaster would hold it until he found a doctor somewhat more reliable than one who practised surreptitiously in the Steppdeckstrasse.

If a stress situation results in injury, be aware of the fact that the damage may be as much psychological as physical. You may have a very real revulsion to pain and bodily harm. Don’t take risks, but if there’s time, give yourself a chance to adjust. Don’t panic ...

He had panicked; areas of his body had frozen. Although the penetration in his shoulder and the graze at his temple were real and painful, neither was serious enough to immobilize him. He could not move as fast as he might wish or with the strength he knew he had, but he could move  deliberately. Messages were sent and received, brain to muscle and limb, he could function.

He would function better after a rest. He had no conduit now; he had to be up long before daybreak and find another way out of Zurich. The Steppdeckstrasse Vermieter on the first floor liked money; he would wake up the slovenly land-lord in an hour or so.

He lowered himself on the sagging bed and lay back on the pillow, staring at the naked lightbulb in the ceiling, trying not to hear the words so he could rest. They came anyway, filling his ears like the pounding of kettledrums.

A man was killed ...

But you did accept that assignment ...

He turned to the wall, shutting his eyes, blocking out the words. Then other words came and he sat up, sweat breaking out on his forehead.

They’ll pay for your corpse! ... Carlos will pay! By Christ, he’ll pay!

Carlos.

 

A large limousine pulled up in front of the coupé and parked at the kerb. Behind them, at 37 Löwenstrasse, the patrol cars had arrived fifteen minutes ago, the ambulance less than five. Crowds from surrounding flats lined the pavement near the staircase, but the excitement was muted now. A death had occurred, a man killed at night in this quiet section of the Löwenstrasse. Anxiety was uppermost; what had happened at Number 37 could happen at 32 or 40 or 53. The world was going mad, and Zurich was going with it.

‘Our superior has arrived, Miss. May we take you to him, please?’ The associate got out of the car and opened the door for Marie St Jacques.

‘Certainly.’ She stepped out onto the pavement and felt the man’s hand on her arm; it was so much gentler than the hard grip of the animal who had held the barrel of a gun to her cheek. She shuddered at the memory. They approached the rear of the limousine; and she climbed inside. She sat back in the seat and looked at the man beside her. She gasped,  suddenly paralysed, unable to breathe, the man beside her evoking a memory of terror.

The light from the street lamps was reflected off the thin gold rims of his spectacles.

‘You! ... You were at the hotel! You were one of them!’ The man nodded wearily; his fatigue apparent. ‘That’s right. We’re a special branch of the Zürich police. And before we speak further, I must make it clear to you that at no time during the events of the Carillon du Lac were you in any danger of being harmed by us. We’re trained marksmen; no shots were fired that could have struck you, a number withheld because you were too close to the man in our sights.’

Her shock eased, the man’s quiet authority reassuring. ‘Thank you for that.’

‘It’s a minor talent,’ said the official. ‘Now, as I understand, you last saw him in the front seat of the car back there.’

‘Yes. He was wounded.’

‘How seriously?’

‘Enough to be incoherent. He held some kind of bandage to his head, and there was blood on his shoulder - on the cloth of his coat, I mean. Who is he?’

‘Names are meaningless; he goes by many. But as you’ve seen, he’s a killer. A brutal killer, and he must be found before he kills again. We’ve been hunting him for several years. Many police from many countries. We have an opportunity now none of them has had. We know he’s in Zurich, and he’s wounded. He would not stay in this area, but how far can he go? Did he mention how he expected to get out of the city?’

‘He was going to rent a car. In my name, I gather. He doesn’t have a driver’s licence.’

‘He was lying. He travels with all manner of false papers. You were an expendable hostage. Now, from the beginning, tell me everything he said to you. Where you went, whom he met, whatever comes to mind.’

‘There’s a restaurant, the Drei Alpenhäuser, and a large fat man who was frightened to death ...’ Marie St Jacques recounted everything she could remember. From time to time the police official interrupted, questioning her about a phrase or reaction, or a sudden decision on the part of the  killer. Intermittently he removed his gold spectacles, wiping them absently, gripping the frames as if the pressure controlled his irritation. The interrogation lasted nearly twenty-five minutes; then the official made his decision. He spoke to his driver.

‘Drei Alpenhäuser. Schnell!’ He turned to Marie St Jacques. ‘We’ll confront that man with his own words. His incoherence was quite intentional. He knows far more than he said at the table.’

‘Incoherence ...’ She said the word softly, remembering her own use of it. ‘Steppdeck ... Steppdeckstrasse. Cracked windows, rooms.’

‘What?’

‘ “A boarding house in the Steppdeckstrasse.” That’s what he said. Everything was happening so fast but he said it. And just before I jumped out of the car, he said it again. Steppdeckstrasse.’

The driver spoke. ‘Der Alte ist verrückt. Steppdeckstrasse gibt es!’

‘I don’t understand,’ said Marie St Jacques.

‘It’s a rundown section that has not kept up with the times,’ replied the official. ‘The old fabric mills used to be there. A haven for the less fortunate ... and others. Los!’ he ordered.

They drove off.




CHAPTER EIGHT

A crack. Outside the room. Snaplike, echoing off into a sharp coda, the sound penetrating, diminishing in the distance. Bourne opened his eyes.

The staircase. The staircase in the filthy hall outside his room. Someone had been walking up the steps and had stopped, aware of the noise his weight had caused on the warped, cracked wood. A normal boarder at the Steppdeckstrasse rooming house would have no such concern.

Silence.

Crack. Now closer. A risk was taken, timing paramount, speed the cover. Jason spun off the bed, grabbing the gun that was by his head, and lunged to the wall by the door. He crouched, hearing the footsteps - one man - the runner, no longer concerned with sound, only with reaching his destination. Bourne had no doubt what it was; he was right.

The door crashed open; he smashed it back, then threw his full weight into the wood, pinning the intruder against the doorframe, pummelling the man’s stomach, chest and arm into the recessed edge of the wall. He pulled the door back and lashed the toe of his right foot into the throat below him, reaching down with his left hand, grabbing blond hair and yanking the figure inside. The man’s hand went limp; the gun in it fell to the floor, a long-barrelled revolver with a silencer attached.

Jason closed the door and listened for sounds on the staircase. There were none. He looked down at the unconscious man. Thief? Killer? What was he?

Police? Had the Vermieter of the boarding house decided to  overlook the code of the Steppdeckstrasse in search of a reward? Bourne rolled the intruder over and took out a wallet. Second nature made him remove the money, knowing it was ludicrous to do so; he had a small fortune on him. He looked at the various credit cards and driver’s licence; he smiled, but then his smile disappeared. There was nothing funny, the names on the cards were different names, the name on the licence matching none. The unconscious man was no police officer.

He was a professional, come to kill a wounded man in the Steppdeckstrasse. Someone had hired him. Who? Who could possibly know he was there?

The woman? Had he mentioned the Steppdeckstrasse when he had seen the row of neat houses, looking for Number 37? ... No, it was not she; he may have said something, but she would not have understood. And if she had, there’d be no professional killer in his room; instead, the rundown boarding house would be surrounded by police.

The image of a large fat man perspiring above a table came to Bourne. That same man had wiped the sweat from his protruding lips and had spoken of the courage of an insignificant goat - who had survived. Was this an example of his survival technique? Had he known about the Steppdeckstrasse? Was he aware of the habits of the patron whose sight terrified him? Had he been to the filthy rooming house? Delivered an envelope there?

Jason pressed his hand to his forehead and shut his eyes.  Why can’t I remember? When will the mists clear? Will they ever clear?

Don’t crucify yourself ...

Bourne opened his eyes, fixing them on the blond man. For the briefest of moments he nearly burst out laughing; he had been presented with his exit visa from Zurich, and instead of recognizing it, he was wasting time tormenting himself. He put the wallet in his pocket, wedging it behind the Marquis de Chambord’s, picked up the gun and shoved it into his belt, then dragged the unconscious figure over to the bed.

A minute later the man was strapped to the sagging mattress, gagged by a torn sheet wrapped around his face. He  would remain where he was for hours, and in hours Jason would be out of Zurich, compliments of a perspiring fat man.

He had slept in his clothes. There was nothing to gather up or carry, except his overcoat. He put it on, and tested his leg, somewhat after the fact, he reflected. In the heat of the past few minutes he had been unaware of the pain; it was there, as the limp was there, but neither immobilized him. The shoulder was not in as good shape. A slow paralysis was spreading; he had to get to a doctor. His head ... he did not want to think about his head.

He walked out into the dimly lit hallway, pulled the door closed and stood motionless, listening. There was a burst of laughter from above; he pressed his back against the wall, gun poised. The laughter trailed off; it was a drunk’s laughter - incoherent, pointless.

He limped to the staircase, held onto the railing, and started down. He was on the top floor of the four-storey building, having insisted on the highest room when the phrase high ground had come to him instinctively. Why had it come to him? What did it mean in terms of renting a filthy room for a single night? Sanctuary?

Stop it!

He reached the first-floor landing, creaks in the wooden staircase accompanying each step. If the Vermieter came out of his flat below to satisfy his curiosity, it would be the last thing he satisfied for several hours.

A noise. A scratch. Soft fabric moving briefly across an abrasive surface. Cloth against wood. Someone was concealed in the short stretch of hallway between the end of one staircase and the beginning of another. Without breaking the rhythm of his walk, he peered into the shadows; there were three recessed doorways in the right wall, identical to the floor above. In one of them ...

He took a step closer. Not the first; it was empty. And it would not be the last, the bordering wall forming a cul de sac,  no room to move. It had to be the second, yes, the second doorway. From it a man could rush forward, to his left or right, or throwing a shoulder into an unsuspecting victim,  sending his target over the railing, plunging down the staircase.

Bourne angled to his right, shifting the gun to his left hand and reaching into his belt for the weapon with a silencer. Two feet from the recessed door, he heaved the automatic in his left hand in the shadows as he pivoted against the wall.

‘Was? ...’ An arm appeared; Jason fired once, blowing the hand apart. “Ahh!’ The figure lurched out in shock, incapable of aiming his weapon. Bourne fired again, hitting the man in the thigh; he collapsed on the floor, writhing, cringing. Jason took a step forward and knelt, his knee pressing into the man’s chest, his gun at the man’s head. He spoke in a whisper.

‘Is there anyone else down there?’

‘Nein!’ said the man wincing in pain. ‘Zwei ... two of us only. We were paid.’

‘By whom?’

‘You know.’

‘A man named Carlos?’

‘I will not answer that. Kill me first.’

‘How did you know I was here?’

‘Chernak.’

‘He’s dead.’

‘Now. Not yesterday. Word reached Zurich: you were alive. We checked everyone ... everywhere. Chernak knew.’

Bourne gambled. ‘You’re lying!’ He pushed the gun into the man’s throat. ‘I never told Chernak about the Steppdeckstrasse.’

The man winced again, his neck arched. ‘Perhaps you did not have to. The Nazi pig had informers everywhere. Why should the Steppdeckstrasse be any different? He could describe you. Who else could?’

‘A man at the Drei Alpenhaüser.’

‘We never heard of any such man.’

‘Who’s “we”?’

The man swallowed, his lips stretched in pain. ‘Businessmen ... only businessmen.’

‘And your service is killing.’

‘You’re a strange one to talk. But, nein. You were to be taken, not killed.’

‘Where?’

‘We would be told by radio. Car frequency.’

‘Terrific,’ said Jason flatly. ‘You’re not only second-rate, you’re accommodating. Where’s your car?’

‘Outside.’

‘Give me the keys.’ The radio would identify it.

The man tried to resist; he pushed Bourne’s knee away and started to roll into the wall. ‘Nein!’

‘You haven’t got a choice.’ Jason brought the handle of the pistol down on the man’s skull. The Swiss collapsed.

Bourne found the keys - there were three in a leather case - took the man’s gun, and put it into his pocket. It was a smaller weapon than the one he held in his hand and had no silencer, lending a degree of credence to the claim that he was to be taken, not killed. The blond man upstairs had been acting as the point, and therefore needed the protection of a silenced gunshot should wounding be required. But an unmuffled report could lead to complications; the Swiss on the first floor was a back-up, his weapon to be used as a visible threat.

Then why was he on the first floor? Why hadn’t he followed his colleague? On the staircase? Something was odd, but there was no accounting for tactics, nor the time to consider them. There was a car outside on the street and he had the keys for it.

Nothing could be disregarded. The third gun.

He got up painfully, and found the automatic he had taken from the Frenchman in the lift at the Gemeinschaft Bank. He pulled up his left trouser leg and inserted the gun under the elasticized fabric of his sock. It was secure.

He paused to get his breath and his balance, then crossed to the staircase, aware that the pain in his left shoulder was suddenly more acute, the paralysis spreading more rapidly. Messages from brain to limb were less clear. He hoped to God he could drive.

He reached the fifth step and abruptly stopped, listening as he had listened barely a minute ago for sounds of concealment. For a scratch of cloth or a quiet intake of breath. There was nothing, the wounded man may have been tactically deficient, but he had told the truth. Jason hurried down  the staircase. He would drive out of Zurich - somehow - and find a doctor - somewhere.

He spotted the car easily. It was different from the other shabby automobiles on the street. Outsized, well-kept, and he could see the bulge of an antenna base riveted into the boot. He walked to the driver’s side and ran his hand around the panel and left front mudguard; there was no alarm device.

He unlocked the door, then opened it, holding his breath in case he was wrong about the alarm; he was not. He climbed in behind the wheel, adjusting his position until he was as comfortable as he could be, grateful that the car had automatic gears. The large weapon in his belt inhibited him. He placed it on the seat beside him, then reached for the ignition, assuming the key that had unlocked the door was the proper one.

It was not. He tried the one next to it, but it, too, would not fit. For the boot, he assumed. It was the third key.

Or was it? He kept stabbing at the opening. The key would not enter; he tried the second again; it was blocked. Then the first. None of the keys would fit into the ignition! Or were the messages from brain to limb to fingers too garbled, his co-ordination too inadequate? Goddamn it! Try  again!

A powerful light came from his left, burning his eyes, blinding him. He grabbed for the gun, but a second beam shot out from the right; the door was yanked open and a heavy torch crashed down on his hand, another hand taking the weapon from the seat.

‘Get out!’ The order came from his left, the barrel of a gun pressed into his neck.

He climbed out, a thousand coruscating circles of white in his eyes. As vision slowly came back to him, the first thing he saw was the outline of two circles. Gold circles, the spectacles of the killer who had hunted him throughout the night. The man spoke.

‘They say in the laws of physics that every action has an equal and opposite reaction. The behaviour of certain men under certain conditions is similarly predictable. For a man like you one sets up a gauntlet, each combatant told what to  say if he falls. If he does not fall, you are taken. If he does, you are misled, lulled into a false sense of progress.’

‘It’s a high degree of risk,’ said Jason. ‘For those in the gauntlet.’

‘They’re paid well. And there’s something else - no guarantee, of course, but it’s there. The enigmatic Bourne does not kill indiscriminately. Not out of compassion, naturally, but for a far more practical reason. Men remember when they’ve been spared; he infiltrates the armies of others. Refined guerrilla tactics applied to a sophisticated battle-ground. I commend you.’

‘You’re a horse’s ass.’ It was all Jason could think to say. ‘But both your men are alive, if that’s what you want to know.’

Another figure came into view, led from the shadows of the building by a short, stocky man. It was the woman; it was Marie St Jacques.

‘That’s him,’ she said softly, her look unwavering.

‘Oh, my God ...’ Bourne shook his head in disbelief. ‘How was it done, Doctor?’ he asked her, raising his voice. ‘Was someone watching my room at the Carillon? Was the lift timed, the others shut down? You’re very convincing. And I thought you were going to crash into a police car.’

‘As it turned out,’ she replied, ‘it wasn’t necessary. These are the police.’

Jason looked at the killer in front of him; the man was adjusting his gold spectacles. ‘I commend you,’ he said.

‘A minor talent,’ answered the killer. ‘The conditions were right. You provided them.’

‘What happens now? The man inside said I was to be taken, not killed.’

‘You forget. He was told what to say.’ The Swiss paused. ‘So this is what you look like. Many of us have wondered during the past two or three years. How much speculation there’s been! How many contradictions ... He’s tall, you know; no, he’s of medium height. He’s blond; no, he has dark black hair. Very light blue eyes, of course; no, quite clearly, they are brown. His features are sharp; no, they’re really quite ordinary, can’t pick him out in a crowd. But nothing was ordinary. It was all extraordinary.’

Your features have been softened, the character submerged. Change your hair, you change your face ... Certain types of contact lenses are designed to alter the colour of the eyes ... Wear glasses, you’re a different man. Visas, passports . . . switched at will.

The design was there. Everything fitted. Not all the answers, but more of the truth than he wanted to hear.

‘I’d like to get this over with,’ said Marie St Jacques stepping forward. ‘I’ll sign whatever I have to sign - at your office, I imagine. But then I really must get back to the hotel. I don’t have to tell you what I’ve been through tonight.’

The Swiss glanced at her through his gold-rimmed glasses. The stocky man who had led her out of the shadows took her arm. She stared at both men, then down at the hand that held her.

Then at Bourne. Her breathing stopped, a terrible realization becoming clear. Her eyes grew wide.

‘Let her go,’ said Jason. ‘She’s on her way back to Canada. You’ll never see her again.’

‘Be practical, Bourne. She’s seen us. We two are professionals; there are rules.’ The man flicked his gun up under Jason’s chin, the barrel pressed once more into Bourne’s throat. He ran his left hand about his victim’s clothes, felt the weapon in Jason’s pocket and took it out. ‘I thought as much,’ he said, and turned to the stocky man. ‘Take her in the other car. The Limmat.’

Bourne froze. Marie St Jacques was to be killed, her body thrown into the Limmat River.

‘Wait a minute!’ Jason stepped forward; the gun was jammed into his neck, forcing him back into the bonnet of the car. ‘You’re being stupid! She works for the Canadian government. They’ll be all over Zurich.’

‘Why should that concern you? You won’t be here.’

‘Because it’s a waste!’ cried Jason. ‘We’re professionals, remember?’

‘You bore me.’ The killer turned to the stocky man.  ‘MachenSie mal los! Der Guisan Quai.’

‘Scream your goddamn head off!’ shouted Jason. ‘Start yelling! Don’t stop!’

She tried, the scream cut short by a paralysing blow to her  throat. She fell to the pavement as her would-be executioner dragged her towards a small nondescript black car.

‘That was stupid,’ said the killer, peering through his gold-rimmed spectacles into Bourne’s face. ‘You only hasten the inevitable. On the other hand, it will be simpler now. I can free a man to tend to our wounded. Everything’s so military, isn’t it? It really is a battlefield.’ He turned to the man with the flashlight. ‘Signal Johann to go inside. We’ll come back for them.’

The torch was switched on and off twice. A fourth man, who had opened the door of the small car for the condemned woman, nodded. Marie St Jacques was thrown into the rear seat, the door slammed shut. The man named Johann started for the concrete steps, nodding now at the executioner.

Jason felt sick as the engine of the small car was gunned and it bolted away from the kerb into the Steppdeckstrasse, the twisted chrome bumper disappearing into the shadows of the street. Inside that car was a woman he had never seen in his life ... before three hours ago. And he had killed her. ‘You don’t lack for soldiers,’ he said.

‘If there were a hundred men I could trust, I’d pay them willingly. As they say, your reputation precedes you.’

‘Suppose I paid you. You were at the bank; you know I’ve got funds.’

‘Probably millions, but I wouldn’t touch a franc note.’

‘Why? Are you afraid?’

‘Most assuredly. Wealth is relative to the amount of time one has to enjoy it. I wouldn’t have five minutes.’ The killer turned to his subordinate. ‘Put him inside. Strip him. I want photographs taken of him naked - before and after he leaves us. You’ll find a great deal of money on him; I want him holding it. I’ll drive.’ He looked again at Bourne. ‘Carlos will get the first print. And I have no doubt that I’ll be able to sell the others quite profitably on the open market. Magazines pay outrageous prices.’

‘Why should “Carlos” believe you? Why should anyone  believe you? You said it: no one knows what I look like.’

‘I’ll be covered,’ said the Swiss. ‘Sufficient unto the day.

Two Zurich bankers will step forward identifying you as one  Jason Bourne. The same Jason Bourne who met the excessively rigid standards set by Swiss law for the release of a numbered account. It will be enough.’ He spoke to the gunman. ‘Hurry! I have cables to send. Debts to collect.’

A powerful arm shot over Bourne’s shoulder, vicing his throat in a hammer-lock. The barrel of a gun was jolted into his spine, pain spreading throughout his chest as he was dragged inside the car. The man holding him was a professional ; even without his wounds it would have been impossible to break the grip. The gunman’s expertise, however, did not satisfy the bespectacled leader of the hunt. He climbed behind the wheel and issued another command.

‘Break his fingers,’ he said.

The arm lock briefly choked off Jason’s air as the barrel of the gun crashed down repeatedly on his hand - hands. Instinctively, Bourne had swung his left hand over his right, protecting it. As the blood burst from the back of his left, he twisted his fingers, letting it flow between them until both hands were covered. He choked his screams; the grip lessened; he shouted.

‘My hands! They’re broken!’

‘Gut.’

But they were not broken, the left was damaged to the point where it was useless; not the right. He moved his fingers in the shadows; his hand was intact.

The car sped down the Steppdeckstrasse and swung into a side street, heading south. Jason collapsed back in the seat, gasping. The gunman tore at his clothes, ripping his shirt, yanking at his belt. In seconds his upper body would be naked; passport, papers, cards, money no longer his, all the items intrinsic to his escape from Zurich taken from him. It was now or it was not to be. He screamed.

‘My leg! My goddamned leg!’ He lurched forward, his right hand working furiously in the dark, fumbling under the cloth of his trouser leg. He felt it. The handle of the automatic.

‘Nein!’ roared the professional in the front. ‘Watch him!’ He knew; it was instinctive knowledge.

It was also too late. Bourne held the gun in the darkness of the floor, the powerful soldier pushed him back. He fell with  the blow, the automatic now at his waist, pointed directly at his attacker’s chest.

He fired twice; the man arched backwards. Jason fired again, his aim sure, the heart punctured, the man fell over into the recessed jump seat.

‘Put it down!’ yelled Bourne, swinging the automatic over the rounded edge of the front seat, pressing the barrel into the base of the driver’s skull. ‘Drop it!’

His breathing erratic, the killer let the gun fall. ‘We will talk,’ he said, gripping the wheel. ‘We are professionals. We will talk.’ The large automobile lurched forward, gathering speed, the driver increasing pressure on the accelerator.

‘Slow down!’

‘What is your answer?’ The car went faster. Ahead were the headlights of traffic; they were leaving the Steppdeckstrasse district, entering the busier city streets. ‘You want to get out of Zurich. I can get you out. Without me, you can’t. All I have to do is spin the wheel, crash into the pavement. I have nothing whatsoever to lose, Herr Bourne. There are police everywhere up ahead. I don’t think you want the police.’

‘We’ll talk,’ lied Jason. Everything was timing, split-second timing. There were now two killers in a speeding enclosure that was in itself a trap. Neither killer was to be trusted, both knew it. One had to make use of that extra half-second the other would not take. Professionals. ‘Put on the brakes,’ said Bourne.

‘Drop your gun on the seat next to mine.’

Jason released the weapon. It fell on top of the killer‘s, the ring of heavy metal proof of contact. ‘Done.’

The killer took his foot off the accelerator, transferring it to the brake. He applied the pressure slowly, then in short stabs so that the large automobile pitched back and forth. The jabs on the pedal would become more pronounced, Bourne understood this. It was part of the driver’s strategy, balance a factor of life and death.

The arrow on the speedometer swung left: 30 kilometres, 18 kilometres, 9 kilometres. They had nearly stopped, it was the moment for the extra half-second of effort - balance a factor, life in balance.

Jason grabbed the man by the neck, clawing at his throat, yanking him up off the seat. Then he raised his bloody left hand and thrust it forward, smearing the area of the killer’s eyes. He released the throat, surging his right hand down towards the guns on the seat. Bourne gripped a handle, shoving the killer’s hand away; the man screamed, his vision blurred, the gun out of reach. Jason lunged across the man’s chest, pushing him down against the door, elbowing the killer’s throat with his left arm, grabbing the wheel with his bloody palm. He looked up through the windscreen and turned the wheel to the right, heading the car towards a pyramid of rubbish on the pavement.

The car ploughed into the mound of debris - a huge, somnambulant insect crawling into garbage, its appearance belying the violence taking place inside its shell.

The man beneath him lunged up, rolling on the seat. Bourne held the automatic in his hand, his fingers jabbing for the open space of the trigger; he found it. He bent his wrist and fired.

His would-be executioner went limp, a dark red hole in his forehead.

In the street, men came running towards what must have looked like a dangerously careless accident. Jason shoved the dead body across the seat, and climbed over behind the wheel. He pushed the gearshift into reverse; backed awkwardly out of the debris, over the kerb and into the street. He rolled down his window, calling out to the would-be rescuers as they approached.

‘Sorry! Everything’s fine! Just a little too much to drink!’

The small band of concerned citizens broke up quickly, a few making gestures of admonition, others running back to their escorts and companions. Bourne breathed deeply, trying to control the involuntary trembling that seized his entire body. He pulled the gear into drive; the car started forward. He tried to picture the streets of Zurich from a memory that would not serve him.

He knew vaguely where he was - where he had been - and more important, he knew more clearly where the Guisan Quai was in relationship to the Limmat.

Machen Sie mal los! Der Guisan Quai!

Marie St Jacques was to be killed on the Guisan Quai, her body thrown into the river. There was only one stretch where the Guisan and the Limmat met; it was at the mouth of Lake Zurich, at the base of the western shore. Somewhere in an empty car park or a deserted garden overlooking the water, a short, stocky man was about to carry out an execution ordered by a dead man. Perhaps by now the gun had been fired, or a knife plunged into its mark; there was no way to know, but Jason knew he had to find out. Whoever and whatever he was, he could not walk away blindly.

The professional in him, however, demanded that he swerve into the dark wide alley ahead. There were two dead men in the car; they were a risk and a burden he could not tolerate. The precious seconds it would take to remove them could avoid the danger of a traffic policeman looking through the windows and seeing death.

 

Thirty-two seconds was his guess; it had taken less than a minute to pull his would-be executioners from the car. He looked at them as he limped around the bonnet to the door. They were curled up obscenely next to each other against a filthy brick wall. In darkness.

He climbed behind the wheel and backed out of the alley.

Der Guisan Quai!




CHAPTER NINE

He reached an intersection, the traffic light red. Lights. On the left, several blocks east, he could see lights arching gently into the night sky. A bridge! The Limmat! The signal turned green; he swung the car to the left.

He was back on the Bahnhofstrasse; the start of the General-Guisan Quai was only minutes away. The wide avenue curved around the water’s edge, river-bank and lake-front merging. Moments later, on his left was the silhouetted outline of a park, in summer a stroller’s haven, now dark, devoid of tourists and citizens. He passed an entrance for vehicles; there was a heavy chain across the white pavement, suspended between two stone posts. He came to a second, another chain prohibiting access. But it was not the same; something was different, something odd. He stopped the car and looked closer, reaching across the seat for the torch he had taken from his would-be executioner. He snapped it on, and shot the beam over the heavy chain. What was it? What was different?

It was not the chain. It was beneath the chain. On the white pavement kept spotless by maintenance crews. There were tyre marks, at odds with the surrounding cleanliness. They would not be noticed during the summer months; they were now. It was as if the filth of the Steppdeckstrasse had travelled too well.

Bourne switched off the torch and dropped it on the seat. The pain in his battered left hand suddenly fused with the agony in his shoulder and his arm; he had to push all pain out of his mind, he had to curtail the bleeding as best he could.  His shirt had been ripped; he reached inside and ripped it further, pulling out a strip of cloth which he proceeded to wrap around his left hand, knotting it with teeth and fingers. He was as ready as he would ever be.

He picked up the gun - his would-be executioner’s gun - and checked the clip: full. He waited until two cars had passed him, he extinguished the headlights and made a U-turn, parking next to the chain. He got out, instinctively testing his leg on the pavement, then favouring it as he limped to the nearest post and lifted the hook off the iron circle protruding from the stone. He lowered the chain, making as little noise as possible, and returned to the car.

He pulled at the gearshift, gently pressed the accelerator, then released it. He was now coasting into the wide expanse of an unlit parking area, made darker by the abrupt end of the white entrance road and the start of a field of black asphalt. Beyond, two hundred-odd yards in the distance, was the straight dark line of the sea wall, a wall that contained no sea but, instead, the currents of the Limmat as they poured into the waters of Lake Zurich. Farther away were the lights of the boats, bobbing in stately splendour. Beyond these were the stationary lights of the Old City, the blurred floodlights of darkened piers. Jason’s eyes took everything in, for the distance was his backdrop; he was looking for shapes in front of it.

To the right. The right. A dark outline darker than the wall, an intrusion of black on lesser black - obscure, faint, barely discernible, but there. A hundred yards away ... now ninety, eighty-five, he cut the engine and brought the car to a stop. He sat motionless by the open window, staring into the darkness, trying to see more clearly. He heard the wind coming off the water; it covered any sound the car had made.

Sound. A cry. Low, throated ... delivered in fear. A harsh slap followed, then another, and another. A scream was formed, then swallowed, broken echoing off into silence.

Bourne got out of the car silently, the gun in his right hand, the torch awkward in the bloody fingers of his left. He walked towards the obscure black shape, each step, each limp a study in silence.

What he saw first was what he had seen last when the small black car had disappeared in the shadows of the Steppdeckstrasse ; the shining metal of the twisted chrome bumper; it glistened now in the night light.

Four slaps in rapid succession, flesh against flesh, blows maniacally administered, received with muted screams of terror. Cries terminated, gasps permitted, thrashing movement part of it all. Inside the car!

Jason crouched as best he could, side-stepping round the boot towards the right rear window. He rose slowly then, suddenly, using sound as a weapon of shock, shouted as he switched on the powerful torch.

‘You move, you’re dead!’

What he saw inside filled him with revulsion and fury. Marie St Jacques’ clothes were torn away, shredded into strips. Hands were poised like claws on her half-naked body, kneading her breasts, separating her legs. The executioner’s organ protruded from the cloth of his trousers; he was inflicting the final indignity before he carried out the sentence of death.

‘Get out, you son of a bitch!’

There was a massive shattering of glass; the man raping Marie St Jacques saw the obvious. Bourne could not fire the gun for fear of killing the girl; he had spun off the woman, crashing the heel of his shoe into the window of the small car. Glass flew out, sharp fragments blanketing Jason’s face. He closed his eyes, limping backwards to avoid the spray.

The door swung open; a blinding spit of light accompanied the explosion. Hot, searing pain spread through Bourne’s right side. The fabric of his coat was blown away, blood matting what remained of his shirt. He squeezed the trigger, only vaguely able to see the figure rolling on the ground; he fired again, the bullet detonating the surface of the asphalt. The executioner had rolled and lurched out of sight ... into the darker blackness, unseen.

Jason knew he could not stay where he was; to do so was his own execution. He raced, dragging his leg, to the cover of the open door.

‘Stay inside!’ he yelled to Marie St Jacques; the woman had started to move in panic. ‘Goddamn it! Stay in there!’

A gunshot; the bullet embedded in the metal of the door. A running figure was silhouetted above the wall. Bourne fired twice, grateful for an expulsion of breath in the distance. He had wounded the man; he had not killed him. But the executioner would function less well than he had sixty seconds ago.

Lights. Dim lights ... squared, frames! What was it? What were they? He looked to the left and saw what he could not possibly have seen before. A small brick structure, some kind of dwelling by the sea wall. Light had been turned on inside. A watchman’s station; someone inside had heard the gunshots.

‘Was ist? Ist da jemand?’ The shouts came from the figure of a man - a bent-over old man - standing in a lighted doorway. Then the beam of a torch pierced the blacker darkness. Bourne followed it with his eyes, hoping it would shine on the executioner.

It did. He was crouched by the wall. Jason stood up and fired; at the sound of his gun, the beam swung over to him. He  was the target; two shots came from the darkness, a bullet ricocheting off a metal strip in the window. Steel punctured his neck; blood erupted.

Racing footsteps. The executioner was running towards the source of the light.

‘Nein!’

He had reached it; the figure in the doorway was lashed by an arm that was both his leash and his cage. The beam went out; in the light of the windows Jason could see the killer pulling the watchman away, using the old man as a shield, dragging him back into darkness.

Bourne watched until he could see no more, his gun raised helplessly over the bonnet. He was helpless, his body draining.

There was a final shot, followed by a guttural cry and, once again, racing footsteps. The executioner had carried out a sentence of death, not on the condemned woman, but on an old man. He was running; he had made his escape.

Bourne could run no longer; the pain had finally immobilized him, his vision too blurred, his sense of survival  exhausted. He lowered himself to the pavement. There was nothing; he simply did not care.

Whatever he was, let it be. Let it be.

The St Jacques woman crawled out of the car, holding her clothes, every move made in shock. She stared at Jason, disbelief, horror and confusion coming together in her eyes.

‘Go on,’ he whispered, hoping she could hear him. ‘There’s a car back there, the keys are in it. Get out of here. He may bring others, I don’t know.’

‘You came for me,’ she said, her voice echoing through a tunnel of bewilderment.

‘Get out! Get in that car and go like hell, Doctor. If anyone tries to stop you, run him down. Reach the police ... Real ones, with uniforms, you damn fool.’ His throat was so hot, his stomach so cold. Fire and ice; he’d felt them before. Together. Where was it?

‘You saved my life ...’ She continued in that hollow tone, the words floating in the air. ‘You came for me. You came back  for me, and saved ... my ... life.’

‘Don’t make it what it wasn’t.’ You are incidental, Doctor. You are a reflex, an instinct born of forgotten memories, conduits electrically produced by stress. You see, I know the words ... I don’t care any more. I hurt - ob my God, I hurt.

‘You were free. You could have kept going, but you didn’t. You came back for me.’

He heard her through mists of pain. He saw her, and what he saw was unreasonable - as unreasonable as the pain. She was kneeling beside him, touching his face, touching his head.  Stop it! Do not touch my head! Leave me.

‘Why did you do that?’ It was her voice, not his.

She was asking him a question. Didn’t she understand? He could not answer her.

What was she doing? She had torn a piece of cloth and was wrapping it around his neck ... and now another, this larger, part of her dress. She had loosened his belt and was pushing the soft smooth cloth down into the boiling hot skin on his right hip.

‘It wasn’t you.’ He found words and used them quickly. He wanted the peace of darkness - as he had wanted it before but  could not remember when. He could find it if she left him. ‘That man ... he’d seen me. He could identify me. It was him. I wanted him. Now get out!’

‘So could half a dozen others,’ she replied, another note in her voice, ‘I don’t believe you.’

‘Believe me!’

She was standing above him now. Then she was not there. She was gone! She had left him! The peace would come quickly now, he would be swallowed up in the dark crashing waters and the pain would be washed away. He leaned back against the car and let himself drift with the currents of his mind.

A noise intruded. A motor, rolling and disruptive. He did not care for it; it interfered with the freedom of his own particular sea. Then a hand was on his arm. Then another, gently pulling him up.

‘Come on,’ said the voice. ‘Help me.’

‘Let go of me!’ The command was shouted; he had shouted it. But the command was not obeyed. He was appalled; commands should be obeyed! Yet not always; something told him that. The wind was there again, but not a wind in Zurich. In some other place, high in the night sky. And a signal came, a light flashed on, and he leaped up whipped by furious new currents.

‘All right. You’re all right,’ said the maddening voice that would not pay attention to his commands. ‘Lift your foot up.  Lift it! ... That’s right. You did it. Now, inside the car. Ease yourself back ... slowly. That’s right.’

He was falling ... falling in the pitch black sky. And then the falling stopped, everything stopped, and there was stillness ; he could hear his own breathing. And footsteps, he could hear footsteps ... and the sound of a door closing, followed by the rolling, disruptive noise beneath him, in front of him ... somewhere.

Motion, swaying in circles. Balance was gone and he was falling again, only to be stopped again, another body against his body, a hand holding him, lowering him. His face felt cool; and then he felt nothing. He was drifting again, currents gentler now, darkness complete.
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There were voices above him, in the distance, but not so far away. Shapes came slowly into focus, lit by the spill of table lamps. He was in a fairly large room, and on a bed, a narrow bed, blankets covering him. Across the room were two people, a man in an overcoat and a woman ... dressed in a dark red skirt beneath a white blouse. Dark red, as the hair was ...

The St Jacques woman? It was she, standing by a door talking to a man holding a leather bag in his left hand. They were speaking French.

‘Rest, mainly,’ the man was saying. ‘If you’re not accessible to me, anyone can remove the sutures. They can be taken out in a week, I’d say.’

‘Thank you, Doctor.’

‘Thank you. You’ve been most generous. I’ll go now. Perhaps I’ll hear from you, perhaps not.’

The doctor opened the door and let himself out. When he was gone the woman reached down and slid the bolt in place. She turned and saw Bourne looking at her. She walked slowly, cautiously, towards the bed.

‘Can you hear me?’ she asked.

He nodded.

‘You’re hurt,’ she said, ‘quite badly; but if you stay quiet, it won’t be necessary for you to get to a hospital. That was a doctor ... obviously. I paid him out of the money I found on you; quite a bit more than might seem usual, but I was told he could be trusted. It was your idea, incidentally. While we were driving, you kept saying you had to find a doctor, one you could pay to keep quiet. You were right. It wasn’t difficult.’

‘Where are we?’ He could hear his voice; it was weak, but he could hear it.

‘A village called Lenzburg, about twenty miles outside Zurich. The doctor’s from Wohlen; it’s a nearby town. He’ll see you in a week, if you’re here.’

‘How? ...’ He tried to raise himself, but the strength wasn’t there. She touched his shoulder; it was an order to lie back down.

‘I’ll tell you what happened, and perhaps that will answer your questions. At least I hope so, because if it doesn’t, I’m not sure I can.’ She stood motionless, looking down at him,  her tone controlled. ‘An animal was raping me - after which he had orders to kill me. There was no way I was going to live. In the Steppdeckstrasse, you tried to stop them, and when you couldn‘t, you told me to scream, to keep screaming. It was all you could do, and by shouting to me, you risked being killed at that moment yourself. Later, you somehow got free - I don’t know how, but I know you were hurt very badly doing so - and you came back to find me.’

‘Him,’ interrupted Jason. ‘I wanted him.’

‘You told me that, and I’ll say what I said before. I don’t believe you. Not because you’re a poor liar, but because it doesn’t conform with the facts. I work with statistics, Mr Washburn, or Mr Bourne, or whatever your name is. I respect observable data and I can spot inaccuracies; I’m trained to do that. Two men went in that building to find you, and I heard you say they were both alive. They could identify you. And there’s the owner of the Drei AIphenhäuser; he could too. Those are the facts, and you know them as well as I do ... No, you came back to find me. You came back and saved my life.’

‘Go on,’ he said, his voice gaining strength. ‘What happened?’

‘I made a decision. It was the most difficult decision I’ve ever made in my life. I think a person can only make a decision like that if he’s nearly lost his life by an act of violence, his life saved by someone else. I decided to help you. Only for a while - for just a few hours, perhaps - but I would help you get away.’

‘Why didn’t you go to the police?’

‘I almost did, and I’m not sure I can tell you why I didn’t. Maybe it was the rape, I don’t know. I’m being honest with you. I’ve always been told it’s the most horrible experience a woman can go through. I believe it now ... And I heard the anger - the disgust - in your own voice when you shouted at him. I’ll never forget that moment as long as I live, as much as I may want to.’

‘The police?’ he repeated.

‘That man at the Drei AIpenhäuser said the police were looking for you. That a telephone number had been set up in  Zurich.’ She paused. ‘I couldn’t give you to the police. Not then. Not after what you did.’

‘Knowing what I am?’ he asked.

‘I know only what I’ve heard, and what I’ve heard doesn’t correspond with the injured man who came back for me and offered his life for mine.’

‘That’s not very bright.’

‘That’s the one thing I am, Mr Bourne - I assume it’s Bourne; it’s what he called you. Very bright.’

‘I hit you. I threatened to kill you.’

‘If I’d been you, and men were trying to kill me, I probably would have done the same - if I were capable.’

‘So you drove out of Zürich?’

‘Not at first, not for a half hour or so. I had to calm down, reach my decision. I’m methodical.’

‘I’m beginning to see that.’

‘I was a wreck, a mess; I needed clothes, hairbrush, make-up. I couldn’t walk anywhere. I found a telephone booth down by the river, and there was no one around, so I got out of the car and called a colleague at the hotel ...’

‘The Frenchman? The Belgian?’ interrupted Jason.

‘No. They’d been at the Bertinelli lecture, and if they had recognized me up on the stage with you, I assumed they’d given my name to the police. Instead, I called a woman who’s a member of our delegation; she loathes Bertinelli and was in her room. We’ve worked together for several years and we’re friends. I told her that if she heard anything about me to disregard it, I was perfectly all right. As a matter of fact, if anyone asked about me, she was to say I was with a friend for the evening - for the night, if pressed. That I’d left the Bertinelli lecture early.’

‘Methodical,’ said Bourne.

‘Yes.’ Marie allowed herself a tentative smile. ‘I asked her to go to my room - we’re only two doors away from each other and the night maid knows we’re friends. If no one was there she was to put some clothes and make-up in my suitcase and come back to her room. I’d call her in five minutes.’

‘She just accepted what you said?’

‘I told you, we’re friends. She knew I was all right, excited  perhaps, but all right. And that I wanted her to do as I asked.’ Marie paused again. ‘She probably thought I was telling her the truth.’

‘Go ahead.’

‘I called her back and she had my things.’

‘Which means the two other delegates didn’t give your name to the police. Your room would have been watched, sealed off.’

‘I don’t know whether they did or not. But if they did, my friend was probably questioned quite a while ago. She’d simply say what I told her to say.’

‘She was at the Carillon, you were down at the river. How did you get your things?’

‘It was quite simple. A little tacky, but simple. She spoke to the night maid, telling her I was avoiding one man at the hotel, seeing another outside. I needed my overnight case and could she suggest a way to get it to me. To a car ... down at the river. An off-duty waiter brought it to me.’

‘Wasn’t he surprised at the way you looked?’

‘He didn’t have much of a chance to see anything. I opened the boot, stayed in the car, and told him to put it in the back. I left a ten-franc note on the spare tyre.’

‘You’re not methodical, you’re remarkable.’

‘Methodical will do.’

‘How did you find the doctor?’

‘Right here. The concierge, or whatever he’s called in Switzerland. Remember, I’d wrapped you up as best I could, reduced the bleeding as much as possible. Like most people, I have a working knowledge of first aid; that meant I had to remove some of your clothing. I found the money and then I understood what you meant by finding a doctor you could pay. You have thousands and thousands of dollars on you. I know the rates of exchange.’

‘That’s only the beginning.’

‘What?’

‘Never mind.’ He tried to rise again; it was too difficult. ‘Aren’t you afraid of me? Afraid of what you’ve done?’

‘Of course I am. But I know what you did for me.’

‘You’re more trusting than I’d be under the circumstances.’

‘Then perhaps you’re not that aware of the circumstances. You’re still very weak and I have the gun. Besides, you don’t have any clothes.’

‘None?’

‘Not even a pair of shorts. I’ve thrown everything away. You’d look a little foolish running down the street in a plastic money belt.’

Bourne laughed through his pain, remembering La Ciotat and the Marquis de Chambord. ‘Methodical,’ he said.

‘Very.’

‘What happens now?’

‘I’ve written out the name of the doctor and paid a week’s rent for the room. The concierge will bring you meals starting at noon today. I’ll stay here until mid-morning. It’s nearly six o’clock; it should be light soon. Then I’ll return to the hotel for the rest of my things and my airline tickets, and do my best to avoid any mention of you.’

‘Suppose you can’t? Suppose you were identified?’

‘I’ll deny it. It was dark. The whole place was in panic.’

‘Now you’re not being methodical. At least, not as methodical as the Zurich police would be. I’ve got a better way. Call your friend and tell her to pack the rest of your clothes and settle your bill. Take as much money as you want from me and grab the first plane to Canada. It’s easier to deny long-distance.’

She looked at him in silence, then nodded. ‘That’s very tempting.’

‘It’s very logical.’

She continued to stare at him a moment longer, the tension inside her building, conveyed by her eyes. She turned away and walked to the window, looking out at the earliest rays of the morning sun. He watched her, feeling the intensity, knowing its roots, seeing her face in the pale orange glow of dawn. There was nothing he could do; she had done what she felt she had to do because she had been released from terror. From a kind of terrible degradation no man could really understand. From death. And in doing what she did, she had broken all the rules. She whipped her head towards him, her eyes glaring.

‘Who are you?’

‘You heard what they said.’

‘I know what I saw! What I feel!’

‘Don’t try to justify what you did. You simply did it, that’s all. Let it be.’

Let it be. Oh, God, you could have let me be. And there would have been peace. But now you have given part of my life back to me, and I’ve got to struggle again, face it again.

Suddenly, she was standing at the foot of the bed, the gun in her hand. She pointed it at him and her voice trembled. ‘Should I undo it then? Should I call the police and tell them to come and take you?’

‘A few hours ago I would have said go ahead. I can’t bring myself to say it now.’

‘Then who are you?’

‘They say my name is Bourne. Jason Charles Bourne.’

‘What does that mean? “They say”?’

He stared at the gun, at the dark circle of its barrel. There was nothing left but the truth - as he knew the truth.

‘What does it mean?’ he repeated. ‘You know almost as much as I do, Doctor.’

‘What?’

‘You might as well hear it. Maybe it’ll make you feel better. Or worse, I don’t know. But you may as well, because I don’t know what else to tell you.’

She lowered her gun. ‘Tell me what?’

‘My life began five months ago on a small island in the Mediterranean called Île de Port Noir ...’

 

The sun had risen to the midpoint of the surrounding trees, its ray filtered by windblown branches, streaming through the windows and mottling the walls with irregular shapes of light. Bourne lay back on the pillow, exhausted. He had finished; there was nothing more to say.

Marie sat across the room in a leather armchair, her legs curled up under her, cigarettes and the gun on a table to her left. She had barely moved, her gaze fixed on his face; even when she smoked, her eyes never wavered, never left his. She was a technical analyst, evaluating data, filtering facts as the trees filtered the sunlight.

‘You kept saying it,’ she said softly, spacing out her next words. “‘I don’t know.” ... “I wish I knew.” You’d stare at something, and I was frightened. I’d ask you, what was it? What were you going to do? And you’d say it again, “I wish I knew.” My God, what you’ve been through ... What you’re  going through.’

‘After what I’ve done to you, you can even think about what’s happened to me?’

‘They’re two separate lines of occurrence,’ she said absently, frowning in thought.

‘Separate? ...’

‘Related in origin, developed independently; that’s economics nonsense ... And then on the Löwenstrasse, just before we went up to Chernak’s flat, I begged you not to make me go with you. I was convinced that if I heard any more you’d kill me. That’s when you said the strangest thing of all. You said ... “What you heard makes no more sense to me than it does you. Perhaps less ...” I thought you were insane.’

‘What I’ve got is a form of insanity. A sane person remembers. I don’t.’

‘Why didn’t you tell me Chernak tried to kill you?’

‘There wasn’t time and I didn’t think it mattered.’

‘It didn’t at that moment - to you. It did to me.’

‘Why?’

‘Because I was holding onto an outside hope that you wouldn’t fire your gun at someone who hadn’t tried to kill you first.’

‘But he did. I was wounded.’

‘I didn’t know the sequence; you didn’t tell me.’

‘I don’t understand.’

Marie lit a cigarette. ‘It’s hard to explain, but during all the time you kept me hostage, even when you hit me, and dragged me and pressed the gun into my stomach and held it against my head - God knows, I was terrified - but I thought I saw something in your eyes ... Call it reluctance. It’s the best I can come up with.’

‘It’ll do. What’s your point?’

‘I’m not sure. Perhaps it goes back to something else you  said in the booth at the Drei Alpenhäuser. That fat man was coming over and you told me to stay against the wall, cover my face with my hand. “For your own good,” you said. “There’s no point in his being able to identify you.”’

‘There wasn’t.’

‘For your own good. That’s not the reasoning of a pathological killer. I think I held onto that - for my own sanity, maybe - that and the look in your eyes.’

‘I still don’t get the point.’

‘The man with the gold-rimmed glasses who convinced me he was the police, said you were a brutal killer who had to be stopped before he killed again. Had it not been for Chernak I wouldn’t have believed him. On either point. The police don’t behave like that; they don’t use guns in dark, crowded places. And you were a man running for your life - are running for your life - but you’re not a killer.’

Bourne held up his hand. ‘Forgive me, but that strikes me as a judgment based on false gratitude. You say you have a respect for facts - then look at them. I repeat: you heard what they said - regardless of what you think you saw and feel - you heard the words. Boiled down, envelopes were filled with money and delivered to me to fulfil certain obligations. I’d say those obligations were pretty clear, and I accepted them. I had a numbered account at the Gemeinschaft Bank containing over four million dollars. Where did I get it? Where does a man like me - with the obvious skills I have - get that kind of money?’ Jason stared at the ceiling. The pain was returning, the sense of futility also. ‘Those are the facts, Dr St Jacques. It’s time you left.’

Marie rose from the chair and crushed out her cigarette. Then she picked up the gun and walked towards the bed. ‘You’re very anxious to condemn yourself, aren’t you?’

‘I respect facts.’

‘Then if what you say is true, I have an obligation, too, don’t I? As a law-abiding member of the social order I must call the Zurich police and tell them where you are.’ She raised the gun.

Bourne looked at her. ‘I thought...’

‘Why not?’ she broke in. ‘You’re a condemned man who  wants to get it over with, aren’t you? You lie there talking with such finality, with, if you’ll forgive me, not a little self-pity, expecting to appeal to my ... what was it? False gratitude? Well, I think you’d better understand something. I’m not a fool; if I thought for a minute you’re what they say you are, I wouldn’t be here and neither would you. Facts that cannot be documented aren’t facts at all. You don’t have facts, you have conclusions, your own conclusions based on statements made by men you know are garbage.’

‘And an unexplained bank account with over four million dollars in it. Don’t forget that.’

‘How could I? I’m supposed to be a financial whiz. That account may not be explained in ways that you’d like, but there’s a proviso attached that lends a considerable degree of legitimacy to it. It can be inspected - probably invaded - by any certified director of a corporation called something-or-other. Seventy-one. That’s hardly an affiliation for a hired killer.’

‘The corporation may be named, it isn’t listed.’

‘In a telephone book? You are naive ... But let’s get back to you. Right now. Shall I really call the police?’

‘You know my answer. I can’t stop you, but I don’t want you to.’

Marie lowered the gun. ‘And I won’t. For the same reason you don’t want me to. I don’t believe what they say you are any more than you do.’

‘Then what do you believe?’

‘I told you, I’m not sure. All I really know is that seven hours ago I was underneath an animal, his mouth all over me, his hands clawing me ... and I knew I was going to die. And then a man came back for me - a man who could have kept running - but who came back for me and offered to die in my place. I guess I believe in him.’

‘Suppose you’re wrong?’

‘Then I’ll have made a terrible mistake.’

‘Thank you. Where’s the money?’

‘On the bureau. In your passport case and wallet. Also the name of the doctor and the receipt for the room.’

‘May I have the passport, please? That’s the Swiss currency.’

‘I know.’ Marie brought them to him. ‘I gave the concierge  three hundred francs for the room and two hundred for the name of the doctor. The doctor’s services came to four hundred and fifty, to which I added another hundred and fifty for his co-operation. Altogether I paid out eleven hundred francs.’

‘You don’t have to give me an account,’ he said.

‘You should know. What are you going to do?’

‘Give you money so you can get back to Canada.’

‘I mean afterwards.’

‘See how I feel later on. Probably pay the concierge to buy me some clothes. Ask him a few questions. I’ll be all right.’ He took out a number of large bills and held them out for her.

‘That’s over fifty thousand francs.’

‘I’ve put you through a great deal.’

Marie St Jacques looked at the money, then down at the gun in her left hand. ‘I don’t want your money,’ she said, placing the weapon on the bedside table.

‘What do you mean?’

She turned and walked back to the armchair, turning again to look at him as she sat down. ‘I think I want to help you.’

‘Now wait a minute ...’

‘Please,’ she interrupted. ‘Please don’t ask me any questions. Don’t say anything for a while.’




BOOK TWO




CHAPTER TEN

Neither of them knew when it happened, or, in truth, whether it had happened. Or, if it had, to what lengths either would go to preserve it, or deepen it. There was no essential drama, no conflicts to overcome or barriers to surmount. All that was required was communication, by words and looks, and, perhaps as vital as either of these, the frequent accompaniment of quiet laughter.

Their living arrangements in the room at the village inn were as clinical as they might have been in the hospital ward it replaced. During the daylight hours Marie took care of various practical matters such as clothes, meals, maps and newspapers. On her own she had driven the stolen car ten miles south to the town of Reinach where she had abandoned it, taking a taxi back to Lenzburg. When she was out Bourne concentrated on rest and mobility. From somewhere in his forgotten past he understood that recovery depended upon both and he applied rigid discipline to both; he had been there before ... before Port Noir.

When they were together they talked, at first awkwardly, the thrusts and parries of strangers thrown together and surviving the shock waves of cataclysm. They tried to insert normality where none could exist, but it was easier when they both accepted the essential abnormality: there was nothing to say not related to what had happened. And if there was, it would begin to appear only during those moments when the probing of what-had-happened was temporarily exhausted, the silences springboards to relief, to other words and thoughts.

It was during such moments that Jason learned the salient facts about the woman who had saved his life. He protested that she knew as much about him as he did, but he knew nothing about her. Where had she sprung from? Why was an attractive woman with dark red hair and skin obviously nurtured on a farm somewhere pretending to be a Doctor of Economics.

‘Because she was sick of the farm,’ Marie replied.

‘No kidding? A farm, really?’

‘Well, a small ranch would be more like it. Small in comparison to the king-sized ones in Alberta. In my father’s time, when a Canute went west to buy land, there were unwritten restrictions. Don’t compete in size with your betters. He often said that if he’d used the name St James rather than St Jacques, he’d be a far wealthier man today.’

‘He was a rancher?’

Marie had laughed. ‘No, he was an accountant who became a rancher by way of a Vickers bomber in the war. He was a pilot in the Royal Canadian Air Force. I guess once he saw all that sky, an accounting office seemed a little dull.’

‘That takes a lot of nerve.’

‘More than you know. He sold cattle he didn’t own on land he didn’t have before he bought the ranch. French-to-the-core, people said.’

‘I think I’d like him.’

‘You would.’

She had lived in Calgary with her parents and two brothers until she was eighteen, when she went to McGill University in Montreal and the beginnings of a life she had never contemplated. An indifferent student who preferred racing over the fields on the back of a horse to the structured boredom of a convent school in Alberta, discovered the excitement of using her mind.

‘It was really as simple as that,’ she told him. ‘I’d looked at books as natural enemies, and suddenly here I was in a place surrounded by people who were caught up in them, having a marvellous time. Everything was talk. Talk all day, talk all night - in classrooms and seminars, in crowded booths over pitchers of beer. I think it was the talk that turned me on. Does that make sense to you?’

‘I can’t remember, but I can understand,’ Bourne said. ‘I have no memories of college or friends like that, but I’m pretty sure I was there.’ He smiled. ‘Talking over pitchers of beer is a pretty strong impression.’

She smiled back. ‘And I was pretty impressive in that department. A strapping girl from Calgary with two older brothers to compete with, could drink more beer than half the university boys in Montreal.’

‘You must have been resented.’

‘No, just envied.’

A new world had been presented to Marie St Jacques, she never returned to her old one. Except for prescribed mid-term holidays, prolonged trips to Calgary grew less and less frequent. Her circles in Montreal expanded, the summers taken up with jobs in and outside the university. She gravitated first to history, then reasoned that most of history was shaped by economic forces - power and significance had to be paid for - and so she tested the theories of economics. And was consumed.

She remained at McGill for five years, receiving her master’s degree and a Canadian Government Fellowship to Oxford.

‘That was a day, I can tell you. I thought my father would have an apoplectic fit. He left his precious cattle to my brothers long enough to fly east to talk me out of it.’

‘Talk you out of it? Why? He was an accountant; you were going after a doctorate in economics.’

‘Don’t make that mistake,’ Marie exclaimed. ‘Accountants and economists are natural enemies. One views trees, the other forests, and the visions are usually at odds, as they should be. Besides, my father’s not simply Canadian, he’s French-Canadian. I think he saw me as a traitor to Versailles. But he was mollified when I told him that a condition of the fellowship was a commitment to work for the government for a minimum of three years. He said I could “serve the cause better from within”. Vive Quebec, vive la France!’

They both laughed.

The three-year commitment to Ottawa was extended for all the logical reasons: whenever she thought of leaving, she was promoted, given a larger office and an expanded staff.

‘Power corrupts, of course,’ she smiled, ‘and no one knows it better than a ranking bureaucrat whom banks and corporations pursue for a recommendation. But I think Napoleon said it better. “Give me enough medals and I’ll win you any war.” So I stayed. I enjoy my work immensely. But then it’s work I’m good at and that helps.’

Jason watched her as she talked. Beneath the controlled exterior there was an exuberant, childlike quality about her. She was an enthusiast, reining in her enthusiasm whenever she felt it becoming too pronounced. Of course she was good at what she did; he suspected she never did anything with less than her fullest application. ‘I’m sure you are - good, I mean - but it doesn’t leave much time for other things, does it?’

‘What other things?’

‘Oh, the usual. Husband, family, house with a white picket fence.’

‘They may come one day, I don’t rule them out.’

‘But they haven’t.’

‘No. There were a couple of close calls, but no brass ring. Or diamond, either.’

‘Who’s Peter?’

The smile faded. ‘I’d forgotten. You read the cable.’

‘I’m sorry.’

‘Don’t be. We’ve covered that ... Peter? I adore Peter. We lived together for nearly two years, but it didn’t work out.’

‘Apparently he doesn’t hold any grudges.’

‘He’d better not!’ She laughed again. ‘He’s director of the section, hopes for a cabinet appointment soon. If he doesn’t behave himself, I’ll tell the Department of Treasury what he doesn’t know and he’ll be back as an SX-Two.’

‘He said he was going to pick you up at the airport on the twenty-sixth. You’d better cable him.’

‘Yes, I know.’

Her leaving was what they had not talked about, they had avoided the subject as though it were a distant eventuality. It was not related to what-had-happened, it was something that was going to be. Marie had said she wanted to help him, he had accepted, assuming she was driven by false gratitude into  staying with him for a day or so - and he was grateful for that. But anything else was unthinkable.

Which was why they did not talk about it. Words and looks had passed between them, quiet laughter evoked, comfort established. At odd moments there were tentative rushes of warmth and they both understood and backed away. Anything else was unthinkable.

So they kept returning to the abnormality, to what-had-happened. To him more than to them, for he was the irrational reason for their being together ... together in a room at a small village inn in Switzerland. Abnormality. It was not part of the reasonable, ordered world of Marie St Jacques, and because it was not, her orderly, analytical mind was provoked. Unreasonable things were to be examined, unravelled, explained. She became relentless in her probing, as insistent as Geoffrey Washburn had been on the He de Port Noir, but without the doctor’s patience. For she did not have the time; she knew it and it drove her to the edges of stridency.

 

‘When you read the newspapers, what strikes you?’

‘The mess. Seems it’s universal.’

‘Be serious. What’s familiar to you?’

‘Almost everything, but I can’t tell you why.’

‘Give me an example.’

‘This morning. There was a story about an American arms shipment to Greece and the subsequent debate in the United Nations; the Russians protested. I understand the significance, the Mediterranean power struggle, the Middle East spillover.’

‘Give me another.’

‘There was an article about East German interference with the Bonn government’s liaison office in Warsaw. Eastern bloc, western bloc; again I understood.’

‘You see the relationship, don’t you? You’re politically - geopolitically — receptive.’

‘Or I have a perfectly normal working knowledge of current events. I don’t think I was ever a diplomat. The money at the Gemeinschaft would rule out any kind of government employment.’

‘I agree, still you’re politically aware. What about maps? You asked me to buy you maps. What comes to mind when you look at them?’

‘In some cases names trigger images, just as they did in Zurich. Buildings, hotels, streets ... sometimes faces. But never names. The faces don’t have any.’

‘Still you’ve travelled a great deal.’

‘I believe I have.’

‘You know you have.’

‘All right, I’ve travelled.’

‘How did you travel?’

‘What do you mean, how?’

‘Was it usually by plane, or by car - not taxis but driving yourself?’

‘Both, I think. Why?’

‘Planes would mean greater distances more frequently. Did people meet you? Are there faces at airports, hotels?’

‘Streets,’ he replied involuntarily.

‘Streets? Why streets?’

‘I don’t know. Faces met me in the streets ... and in quiet places. Dark places.’

‘Restaurants? Cafés?’

‘Yes. And rooms.’

‘Hotel rooms?’

‘Yes.’

‘Not offices? Business offices?’

‘Sometimes. Not usually.’

‘All right. People met you. Faces. Men? Women? Both?’

‘Men mostly. Some women, but mostly men.’

‘What did they talk about?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Try to remember.’

‘I can’t. There aren’t any voices; there aren’t any words.’

‘Were there schedules? You met people, that means you had appointments. They expected to meet you and you expected to meet them. Who scheduled those appointments? Someone had to.’

‘Cables. Telephone calls.’

‘From whom? From where?’

‘I don’t know. They would reach me.’

‘At hotels?’

‘Mostly, I imagine.’

‘You told me the assistant manager at the Carillon said you  did receive messages.’

‘Then they came to hotels.’

‘Something-or-other Seventy-one?’

‘Treadstone.’

‘Treadstone. That’s your company, isn’t it?’

‘It doesn’t mean anything. I couldn’t find it.’

‘Concentrate!’

‘I am. It wasn’t listed. I called New York.’

‘You seem to think that’s so unusual. It’s not.’

‘Why not?’

‘It could be a separate in-house division, or a blind subsidiary - a corporation set up to make purchases for a parent company whose name would push up a negotiating price. It’s done every day.’

‘Who are you trying to convince?’

‘You. It’s entirely possible that you’re a roving negotiator for American financial interests. Everything points to it: funds set up for immediate capital, confidentiality open for corporate approval, which was never exercised. These facts, plus your own antenna for political shifts, point to a trusted purchasing agent, and quite probably a large shareholder or part owner of the parent company.’

‘You talk awfully fast.’

‘I’ve said nothing that isn’t logical.’

‘There’s a hole or two.’

‘Where?’

‘That account didn’t show any withdrawals. Only deposits. I wasn’t buying, I was selling.’

‘You don’t know that; you can’t remember. Payments can be made with shortfall deposits.’

‘I don’t even know what that means.’

‘A treasurer aware of certain tax strategies would. What’s the other hole?’

‘Men don’t try to kill someone for buying something at a lower price. They may expose him; they don’t kill him.’

‘They do if a gargantuan error has been made. Or if that person has been mistaken for someone else. What I’m trying to tell you is that you can’t be what you’re not! No matter what anyone says.’

‘You’re that convinced.’

‘I’m that convinced. I’ve spent three days with you. We’ve talked, I’ve listened. A terrible error has been made ... Or it’s some kind of conspiracy.’

‘Involving what? Against what?’

‘That’s what you have to find out.’

‘Thanks.’

‘Tell me something. What comes to mind when you think of money?’

Stop it! Don’t do this! Can’t you understand? You’re wrong. When I think of money I think of killing.

‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘I’m tired. I want to sleep. Send your cable in the morning.’

 

It was well past midnight, the beginning of the fourth day, and still sleep would not come. Bourne stared at the ceiling, at the dark wood that reflected the light of the table lamp across the room. The light remained on during the nights; Marie simply left it on, no explanation sought, none offered.

In the morning she would be gone and his own plans had to crystallize. He would stay at the inn for a few more days, call the doctor in Wohlen and arrange to have the stitches removed. After that, Paris. The money was in Paris, and so was something else; he knew it, he felt it. A final answer; it was in Paris.

You are not helpless. You will find your way.

What would he find? A man named Carlos? Who was Carlos and what was he to Jason Bourne?

He heard the rustle of cloth from the couch against the wall. He glanced over, startled to see that Marie was not asleep. Instead, she was looking at him, staring at him really.

‘You’re wrong, you know,’ she said.

‘About what?’

‘What you’re thinking.’

‘You don’t know what I’m thinking.’

‘Yes, I do. I’ve seen that look in your eyes, seeing things you’re not sure are there, afraid that they may be.’

‘They have been,’ he replied. ‘Explain the Steppdeckstrasse. Explain a fat man at the Drei Alpenhäuser.’

‘I can’t, but neither can you.’

‘They were there. I saw them and they were there.’

‘Find out why. You can’t be what you’re not, Jason. Find out.’

‘Paris,’ he said.

‘Yes, Paris.’ Marie got up from the couch. She was in a soft yellow nightgown, nearly white, pearl buttons at the neck; it flowed as she walked towards the bed in her bare feet. She stood beside him, looking down, then raised both her hands and began unbuttoning the top of the gown. She let it fall away as she sat on the bed, her breasts above him. She leaned towards him, reaching for his face, cupping it, holding him gently, her eyes as so often during the past few days unwavering, fixed on his. ‘Thank you for my life,’ she whispered.

‘Thank you for mine,’ he answered feeling the longing he knew she felt, wondering if an ache accompanied hers, as it did his. He had no memory of a woman and, perhaps because he had none she was everything he could imagine, everything and much ... much more. She repelled the darkness for him. She stopped the pain.

He had been afraid to tell her. And she was telling him now it was all right, if only for a while for an hour or so. For the remainder of that night, she was giving him a memory because she too longed for release from the coiled springs of violence. Tension was suspended, comfort theirs for an hour or so. It was all he asked for, but God in heaven, how he needed her.

He reached for her breast and pulled her lips to his lips, her moisture arousing him, sweeping away the doubts.

She lifted the covers and came to him.

 

She lay in his arms, her head on his chest, careful to avoid the wound in his shoulder. She slid back gently, raising herself on her elbows. He looked at her; their eyes locked, and both smiled. She lifted her hand, pressing her index finger over his lips, and spoke softly.

‘I have something to say and I don’t want you to interrupt. I’m not sending the cable to Peter. Not yet.’

‘Now, just a minute.’ He took her hand from his face.

‘Please, don’t interrupt me. I said “not yet”. That doesn’t mean I won’t send it, but not for a while. I’m staying with you. I’m going to Paris with you.’

He forced the words. ‘Suppose I don’t want you to.’

She leaned forward brushing her lips against his cheek. ‘That won’t wash. The computer just rejected it.’

‘I wouldn’t be so certain, if I were you.’

‘But you’re not me, and I know the way you held me, and tried to say so many things you couldn’t say. Things I think we both wanted to say to each other for the past several days. I can’t explain what’s happened. Oh, I suppose it’s there in some obscure psychological theory somewhere, two reasonably intelligent people thrown into hell together and crawling out ... together. And maybe that’s all it is. But it’s there just now and I can’t run away from it. I can’t run away from you. Because you need me, and you gave me my life.’

‘What makes you think I need you?’

‘I can do things for you that you can’t do for yourself. It’s all I’ve thought about for the past two hours.’ She raised herself further, naked beside him. ‘You’re somehow involved with a great deal of money, but I don’t think you know a debit from an asset. You may have before, but you don’t now. I do. And there’s something else. I have a ranking position with the Canadian government. I have clearance and access to all manner of inquiries. And protection. International finance is rotten and Canada has been raped. We’ve mounted our own protection and I’m part of it. It’s why I was in Zurich. To observe and report alliances, not to discuss abstract theories.’

‘And the fact that you have this clearance, this access, can help me?’

‘I think it can. And embassy protection, that may be the most important. But I give you my word that at the first sign of violence, I’ll send the cable and get out. My own fears aside, I won’t be a burden to you under those conditions.’

‘At the first sign,’ repeated Bourne, studying her. ‘And I determine when and where that is?’

‘If you like. My experience is limited. I won’t argue.’

He continued to hold her eyes, the moment long, magnified by silence. Finally, he asked, ‘Why are you doing this? You just said it. We’re two reasonably intelligent people who crawled out of some kind of hell. That may be all we are. Is it worth it?’

She sat motionless. ‘I also said something else; maybe you’ve forgotten. Four nights ago a man who could have kept running came back for me and offered to die in my place. I believe in that man. I think more than he does. That’s really what I have to offer.’

‘I accept,’ he said, reaching for her. ‘I shouldn’t, but I do. I need that belief very badly.’

‘You may interrupt now,’ she whispered, lowering the sheet, her body coming to his. ‘Make love to me, I have needs too.’

 

Three more days and nights went by, filled by the warmth of their comfort, the excitement of discovery. They lived with the intensity of two people aware that change would come. And when it came, it would come quickly; so there were things to talk about which could not be avoided any longer.

Cigarette smoke spiralled above the table, joining the steam from the hot, bitter coffee. The concierge, an ebullient Swiss whose eyes took in more than his lips would reveal, had left several minutes before, having delivered the petit déjeuner and the Zurich newspapers. Jason and Marie sat opposite each other; both had scanned the news.

‘Anything in yours?’ asked Bourne.

‘That old man, the watchman at the Guisan Quai, was buried the day before yesterday. The police still have nothing concrete. “Investigation in progress,” it says.’

‘It’s a little more extensive here,’ said Jason, shifting his paper awkwardly in his bandaged left hand.

‘How is it?’ asked Marie, looking at the hand.

‘Better. I’ve got more play in the fingers now.’

‘I know.’

‘You’ve got a dirty mind.’ He folded the paper. ‘Here it is. They repeat the things they said the other day. The shells and  blood scrapings are being analysed.’ Bourne looked up. ‘But they’ve added something. Remnants of clothing; it wasn’t mentioned before.’

‘Is that a problem?’

‘Not for me. My clothes were bought off a rack in Marseilles. What about your dress? Was it a special design or fabric?’

‘You embarrass me; it wasn’t. All my clothes are made by a woman in Ottawa.’

‘It couldn’t be traced then?’

‘I don’t see how. The silk came from a bolt a C-Six in our section brought back from Hong Kong.’

‘Did you buy anything at the shops in the hotel? Something you might have had on you. A kerchief, a pin, anything like that?’

‘No. I’m not much of a shopper that way.’

‘Good. And your friend wasn’t asked any questions when she checked out?’

‘Not by the desk, I told you that. Only by the two men you saw me with in the elevator.’

‘From the French and Belgian delegations.’

‘Yes. Everything was fine.’

‘Let’s go over it again.’

‘There’s nothing to go over. Paul — the one from Brussels - didn’ t see anything. He was knocked off his chair to the floor and stayed there. Claude - he tried to stop us, remember? - at first thought it was me on the stage, in the light, but before he could get to the police he was hurt in the crowd and taken to the infirmary.’

‘And by the time he might have said something,’ interrupted Jason, recalling her words, ‘he wasn’t sure.’

‘Yes. But I have an idea he knew my main purpose for being at the conference; my presentation didn’t fool him. If he did, it would reinforce his decision to stay out of it.’

Bourne picked up his coffee. ‘Let me have that again,’ he said. ‘You were looking for ... alliances?’

‘Well, hints of them, really. No one’s going to come out and say there are financial interests in his country working with interests in that country so they can buy their way into  Canadian raw materials or any other market. But you see who meets for drinks, who has dinner together. Or sometimes it’s as dumb as a delegate from, say, Rome - whom you know is being paid by Agnelli — coming up and asking you how serious Ottawa is about the declaration laws.’

‘I’m still not sure I understand.’

‘You should. Your own country’s very touchy about the subject. Who owns what? How many American banks are controlled by OPEC money? How much industry is owned by European and Japanese consortiums? How many hundreds of thousands of acres have been acquired by capital that’s fled England and Italy and France? We all worry.’

‘We do?’

Marie laughed. ‘Of course. Nothing makes a man more nationalistic than to think his country’s owned by foreigners. He can adjust in time to losing a war - that only means the enemy was stronger - but to lose his economy means the enemy was smarter. The period of occupation lasts longer, and so do the scars.’

‘You’ve given these things a lot of thought, haven’t you?’

For a brief moment, the look in Marie’s eyes lost its edge of humour; she answered him seriously. ‘Yes, I have. I think they’re important.’

‘Did you learn anything in Zürich?’

‘Nothing startling,’ she said. ‘Money’s flying all over the place; syndicates are trying to find internal investments where bureaucratic machineries look the other way.’

‘That cablegram from Peter said your daily reports were first rate. What did he mean?’

‘I found a number of odd economic bedfellows who I think may be using Canadian figureheads to buy up Canadian properties. I’m not being elusive, it’s just that they wouldn’t mean anything to you.’

‘I’m not trying to pry,’ countered Jason, ‘but I think you put  me in one of those beds. Not with respect to Canada, but in general.’

‘I don’t rule you out; the structure’s there. You could be part of a financial combine that’s looking for all manner of illegal purchases. It’s one thing I can put a quiet trace on, but I  want to do it over a telephone. Not words written out in a cable.’

‘Now I’m prying. What do you mean and how?’

‘If there’s a Treadstone Seventy-one behind a multinational corporate door somewhere, there are ways to find which company, which door. I want to call Peter from one of those public telephone stations in Paris. I’ll tell him that I ran across the name Treadstone Seventy-one in Zurich and it’s been bothering me. I’ll ask him to make a CS - a covert search - and say that I’ll call him back.’

‘And if he finds it ... ?’

‘If it’s there, he’ll find it.’

‘Then I get in touch with whoever’s listed as the “certified directors” and surface.’

‘Very cautiously,’ added Marie. ‘Through intermediaries. Myself, if you like.’

‘Why?’

‘Because of what they’ve done. Or not done, really.’

‘Which is?’

‘They haven’t tried to reach you in nearly six months.’

‘You don’t know that — I don’t know that.’

‘The bank knows it. Millions of dollars left untouched, unaccounted for, and no one has bothered to find out why. That’s what I can’t understand. It’s as though you were being abandoned. It’s where the mistake could have been made.’

Bourne leaned back in the chair, looking at his bandaged left hand, remembering the sight of the weapon smashing repeatedly downward in the shadows of a racing car in the Steppdeckstrasse. He raised his eyes and looked at Marie. ‘What you’re saying is that if I was abandoned, it’s because that mistake is thought to be the truth by the directors at Treadstone.’

‘Possibly. They might think you’ve involved them in illegal transactions - with criminal elements - that could cost them millions more. Conceivably risking expropriation of entire companies by angry governments. Or that you joined forces with an international crime syndicate, probably not knowing it. Anything. It would account for their not going near the bank. They’d want no guilt by association.’

‘So, in a sense, no matter what your friend Peter learns, I’m still back at square one.’

‘We’re back, but it’s not square one, more like four-and-a-half to five on a scale of ten.’

‘Even if it were nine, nothing’s really changed. Men want to kill me and I don’t know why. Others could stop them but they won’t. That man at the Drei Alpenhäuser said Interpol has its nets out for me, and if I walk into one I don’t have any answers. I’m guilty as charged because I don’t know what I’m guilty of. Having no memory isn’t much of a defence, and it’s possible that I have no defence, period.’

‘I refuse to believe that, and so must you.’

‘Thanks ...’

‘I mean it, Jason. Stop it.’

Stop it. How many times do I say that to myself? You are my love, the only woman I have ever known, and you believe in me. Why can’t I believe in myself?

Bourne got up, as always testing his legs. Mobility was coming back to him, the wounds less severe than his imagination had permitted him to believe. He had made an appointment that night with the doctor in Wohlen to remove the stitches. Tomorrow change would come.

‘Paris,’ said Jason. ‘The answer’s in Paris. I know it surely as I saw the outline of those triangles in Zurich. I just don’t know where to begin. It’s crazy. I’m a man waiting for an image, for a word or a phrase - or a book of matches - to tell me something. To send me somewhere else.’

‘Why not wait until I hear from Peter? I can call him tomorrow; we can be in Paris tomorrow.’

‘Because it wouldn’t make any difference, don’t you see? No matter what he came up with, the one thing I need to know wouldn’t be there. For the same reason Treadstone hasn’t gone near the bank. Me. I have to know why men want to kill me, why someone named Carlos will pay ... what was it ... a fortune for my corpse.’

It was as far as he got, interrupted by the crash at the table. Marie had dropped her cup and was staring at him, her face white, as if the blood had drained from her head. ‘What did you just say?’ she asked.

‘What? I said I have to know ...’

‘The name. You just said the name Carlos.’

‘That’s right.’

‘In all the hours we’ve talked, the days we’ve been together, you never mentioned him.’

Bourne looked at her, trying to remember. It was true; he had told her everything that had come to him, yet somehow he had omitted Carlos ... almost purposely, as if blocking it out.

‘I believe I didn’t,’ he said. ‘You seem to know. Who’s Carlos?’

‘Are you trying to be funny? If you are, the joke’s not very good.’

‘I’m not trying to be funny. I don’t think there’s anything to be funny about. Who’s Carlos?’

‘My God, you don’t know,’ she said, studying his eyes. ‘It’s part of what was taken from you.’

‘Who is Carlos?’

‘An assassin. He’s called the assassin of Europe. A man hunted for twenty years, believed to have killed between fifty and sixty political and military figures. No one knows what he looks like ... but it’s said he operates out of Paris.’

Bourne felt a wave of cold going through him.

 

The taxi to Wohlen was an English Ford belonging to the  concierge’s son-in-law. Jason and Marie sat in the back seat, the dark countryside passing swiftly outside the windows. The stitches had been removed, replaced by soft bandages held by wide strips of plaster.

‘Get back to Canada,’ said Jason softly, breaking the silence between them.

‘I will, I told you that. I’ve a few more days left. I want to see Paris.’

‘I don’t want you in Paris. I’ll call you in Ottawa. You can make the Treadstone search yourself and give me the information over the phone.’

‘I thought you said it wouldn’t make any difference. You had to know the why; the who was meaningless until you understood.’

‘I’ll find a way. I just need one man; I’ll find him.’

‘But you don’t know where to begin. You’re a man waiting for an image, for a phrase, or a book of matches. They may not be there.’

‘Something will be there.’

‘Something is, but you don’t see it. I do. It’s why you need me. I know the words, the methods. You don’t.’

Bourne looked at her in the rushing shadows. ‘I think you’d better be clearer.’

‘The banks, Jason. Treadstone’s connections are in the banks. But not in the way that you might think.’

 

The stooped old man in the threadbare overcoat, black beret in hand, walked down the far left aisle of the country church in the village of Apajon, ten miles south of Paris. The bells of the evening Angelus echoed throughout the upper regions of stone and wood; the man held his place at the fifth row and waited for the ringing to stop. It was his signal; he accepted it, knowing that during the pealing of the bells another, younger man - as ruthless as any man alive - had circled the small church and studied everyone inside and outside. Had that man seen anything he did not expect to see, anyone he considered a threat to his person, there would be no questions asked, simply an execution. That was the way of Carlos and only those who understood that their lives could be snuffed out because they themselves had been followed accepted money to act as the assassin’s messenger. They were all like himself, old men from the old days, whose lives were running out, months remaining limited by age, or disease, or both.

Carlos permitted no risks whatsoever, the single consolation being that if one died in his service - or by his hand - money would find its way to old women, or the children of old women, or their children. It had to be said: there was a certain dignity to be found in working for Carlos. And there was no lack of generosity. This was what his small army of infirm old men understood; he gave a purpose to the ends of their lives.

The messenger clutched his beret and continued down the aisle to the row of confessional booths against the left wall. He  walked to the fifth booth, parted the curtain and stepped inside, adjusting his eyes to the light of a single candle that glowed from the other side of the translucent drape separating priest from sinner. He sat down on the small wooden bench and looked at the silhouette in the holy enclosure. It was as it always was, the hooded figure of a man in a monk’s habit. The messenger tried not to imagine what that man looked like; it was not his place to speculate on such things.

‘Angelus Domini,’ he said.

‘Angelus Domini, child of God,’ whispered the hooded silhouette. ‘Are your days comfortable?’

‘They draw to an end,’ replied the old man, making the proper response, ‘but they are made comfortable.’

‘Good. It’s important to have a sense of security at your age,’ said Carlos. ‘But to business. Did you get the particulars from Zürich?’

‘The owl is dead; so are two others, possibly a third. Another’s hand was severely wounded; he cannot work. Cain disappeared. They think the woman is with him.’

‘An odd turn of events,’ said Carlos.

‘There’s more. The one ordered to kill her has not been heard from. He was to take her to the Guisan Quai; no one knows what happened.’

‘Except that a watchman was killed in her place. It’s possible she was never a hostage at all, but instead, bait for a trap. A trap that snapped back on Cain. I want to think about that ... In the meantime, here are my instructions. Are you ready?’

The old man reached into his pocket and took out the stub of a pencil and a scrap of paper. ‘Very well.’

‘Telephone Zurich. I want a man in Paris by tomorrow who has seen Cain, who can recognize him. Also, Zurich is to reach Koenig at the Gemeinschaft, and tell him to send his tape to New York. He’s to use the post office box in Village Station.’

‘Please,’ interrupted the aged messenger. ‘These old hands do not write as they once did.’

‘Forgive me,’ whispered Carlos. ‘I’m preoccupied and inconsiderate. I’m sorry.’

‘Not at all, not at all. Go ahead.’

‘Finally, I want our team to take rooms within a block of the bank on the rue Madeleine. This time the bank will be Cain’s undoing. The pretender will be taken at the source of his misplaced pride. A bargain price, as despicable as he is ... Unless he’s something else.’




CHAPTER ELEVEN

Bourne watched from a distance as Marie passed through customs and immigration in Bern’s airport, looking for signs of interest or recognition from anyone in the crowd that stood around Air France’s departure area. It was four o’clock in the afternoon, the busiest hour for flights to Paris, a time when privileged businessmen hurried back to the City of Light after dull company chores at the banks of Bern. Marie glanced over her shoulder as she walked through the gate; he nodded, waited until she had disappeared, then turned and started for the Swiss Air Lounge. George P. Washburn had a reservation on the 4.30 plane to Orly.

They would meet later at a café Marie remembered from visits during her Oxford days. It was called Au Coin de Cluny on the boulevard Saint-Michel, several blocks from the Sorbonne. If by any chance it was no longer there, Jason would find her around nine o’clock on the steps of the Cluny Museum.

Jason would be late, nearby but late. The Sorbonne had one of the most extensive libraries in all Europe and somewhere in that library were back issues of newspapers. University libraries were not subject to the working hours of government employees; students used them during the evenings. So would he as soon as he reached Paris. There was something he had to learn.

Every day I read the newspapers. In three languages. Six months ago a man was killed, his death reported on the front page of each of those newspapers. So said a fat man in Zurich.
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He left his suitcase at the library cloakroom and walked to the first floor, turning left towards the arch that led to the huge reading room. The Chambre des Journals was in this annexe, the newspapers on spindles placed in racks, the issues going back precisely one year from the day’s date.

He walked along the racks, counting back six months, lifting off the first ten weeks’ worth of papers beyond that date a half a year ago. He carried them to the nearest vacant table and without sitting down flipped through from front page to front page, issue to issue.

Great men had died in their beds, while others had made pronouncements; the dollar had fallen, gold risen; strikes had crippled, and governments had vacillated between action and paralysis. But no name had been killed who warranted headlines; there was no such incident - no such assassination.

Jason returned to the racks and went back further. Two weeks, twelve weeks, twenty weeks. Nearly eight months. Nothing.

Then it struck him; he had gone back in time, not forward from that date six months ago. An error could be made in either direction; a few days or a week, even two. He returned the spindles to the racks, and pulled out the papers from four and five months ago.

Aeroplanes had crashed and revolutions had erupted bloodily; holy men had spoken only to be rebuked by other holy men; poverty and disease had been found where everyone knew they could be found, but no man of consequence had been killed.

He started on the last spindle, the mists of doubt and guilt clearing with each turn of a page. Had a sweating fat man in Zurich lied? Was it all a lie? All lies? Was he somehow living a nightmare that could vanish with ...

 

AMBASSADEUR LELAND EST MORT A MARSEILLES!

The thick block letters of the headline exploded off the page hurting his eyes. It was not imagined pain, not invented pain, but a sharp ache that penetrated his sockets and seared  through his head. His breathing stopped, his eyes rigid on the name, LELAND. He knew it; he could picture the face, actually picture it. Thick brows beneath a wide forehead, a blunt nose centred between high cheekbones and above curiously thin lips topped by a perfectly groomed grey moustache. He knew the face, he knew the man. And the man had been killed by a single shot from a high-powered rifle fired from a waterfront window. Ambassador Howard Leland had walked down a Marseilles pier at five o’clock in the afternoon. His head had been blown off.

Bourne did not have to read the second paragraph to know that Howard Leland had been Admiral H. R. Leland, United States Navy, until an interim appointment as Director of Naval Intelligence preceded his ambassadorship to the Quai d’Orsay in Paris. Nor did he have to reach the body of the article where motives for the assassination were speculated upon to know them; he knew them. Leland’s primary function in Paris was to dissuade the French government from authorizing massive arms sales - in particular fleets of Mirage jets - to Africa and the Middle East. To an astonishing degree he had succeeded, angering interested parties at all points in the Mediterranean. It was presumed that he had been killed for his interference; a punishment which served as a warning to others. Buyers and sellers of death were not to be hindered.

And the seller of death who had killed him would have been paid a great deal of money, far from the scene, all traces buried.

Zurich. A messenger to a legless man; another to a fat man in a crowded restaurant off the Falkenstrasse.

Zürich.

Marseilles.

Jason closed his eyes, the pain now intolerable. He had been picked up at sea five months ago, his port-of-origin assumed to have been Marseilles. And if Marseilles, the waterfront had been his escape route, a boat hired to take him into the vast expanse of the Mediterranean. Everything fitted too well, each piece of the puzzle sculpted into the next. How could he know the things he knew if he were not that seller of death from a window on the Marseilles waterfront?

He opened his eyes, pain inhibiting thought, but not all thought, one decision as clear as anything in his limited memory. There would be no rendezvous in Paris with Marie St Jacques.

Perhaps one day he would write her a letter, saying the things he could not say now. If he was alive and could write a letter; he could not write one now. There could be no written words of thanks or love, no explanations at all; she would wait for him and he would not come to her. He had to put distance between them; she could not be involved with a seller of death. She had been wrong, his worst fears accurate.

Oh, God. He could picture Howard Leland’s face, and there was no photograph on the page in front of him! The front page with the terrible headline that triggered so much, confirmed so many things. The date. Thursday, 26 August. Marseilles. It was a day he would remember as long as he could remember for the rest of his convoluted life.

Thursday, 26 August ...

Something was wrong. What was it? What was it? Thursday? ... Thursday meant nothing to him. The twenty-sixth of August? ... The twenty-sixth? It could not be the twenty-sixth! The twenty-sixth was wrong! He had heard it over and over again. Washburn’s diary - his patient’s journal. How often had Washburn gone back over every fact, every phrase, every day and point of progress? Too many times to count. Too many times not to remember!

You were brought to my door on the morning of Tuesday, August twenty-fourth, at precisely eight-twenty o’clock. Your condition was...

Tuesday, 24 August.

August 24.

He was not in Marseilles on the twenty-sixth! He could not have fired a rifle from a window on the waterfront. He was not the seller of death in Marseilles; he had not killed Howard Leland!

Six months ago a man was killed ... But it was not six months; it was close to six months but not six months. And he had not killed that man; he was half dead in an alcoholic’s house on Île de Port Noir.

The mists were clearing, the pain receding. A sense of elation filled him; he had found one concrete lie! If there was one there could be others!

Bourne looked at his watch; it was quarter past nine. Marie had left the café; she was waiting for him on the steps of the Cluny Museum. He replaced the spindles in their racks, then started towards the large cathedral door of the reading room, a man in a hurry.

He walked up the boulevard Saint-Michel, his pace accelerating with each stride. He had the distinct feeling that he knew what it was to have been given a reprieve from hanging and he wanted to share that rare experience. For a time he was out of the violent darkness, beyond the crashing waters, he had found a moment of sunlight — like the moments and the sunlight that had filled a room in a village inn - and he had to reach the one who had given them to him. Reach her and hold her and tell her there was hope.

He saw her on the steps, her arms folded against the March wind that swept off the boulevard. At first, she did not see him, her eyes searching the tree-lined street. She was restless, anxious, an impatient woman afraid she would not see what she wanted to see, frightened that it would not be there.

Ten minutes ago he would not have been.

She saw him. Her face became radiant, the smile emerged and it was filled with life. She rushed to him as he raced up the steps towards her. They came together and for a moment neither said anything, warm and alone on the Saint-Michel.

‘I waited and waited,’ she breathed finally. ‘I was so afraid, so worried. Did anything happen? Are you all right?’

‘I’m fine. Better than I’ve been in a long time.’

‘What?’

He held her by the shoulders. ‘ “Six months ago a man was killed ...” Remember?’

The joy left her eyes. ‘Yes, I remember.’

‘I didn’t kill him,’ said Bourne. ‘I couldn’t have.’

 

They found a small hotel in the crowded centre of Montparnasse. The lobby and the rooms were threadbare, but there was a pretence to forgotten elegance that gave it an air of  timelessness. It was a quiet resting place set down in the middle of a carnival, hanging onto its identity by accepting the times without joining them.

Jason closed the door, nodding to the white-haired bell boy whose indifference had turned to indulgence upon the receipt of a twenty-franc note.

‘He thinks you’re a provincial deacon flushed with a night’s anticipation,’ said Marie. ‘I hope you noticed I went right to the bed.’

‘His name is Hervé, and he’ll be very solicitous of our needs. He has no intention of sharing the wealth.’ He crossed to her and took her in his arms. ‘Thanks for my life,’ he said.

‘Any time, my friend.’ She reached up and held his face in her hands. ‘But don’t keep me waiting like that again. I nearly went crazy; all I could think of was that someone had recognized you ... that something terrible had happened.’

‘You forget, no one knows what I look like.’

‘Don’t count on that; it’s not true. There were four men in the Steppdeckstrasse, including that bastard on the Guisan Quai. They’re alive, Jason. They saw you.’

‘Not really. They saw a dark-haired man with bandages on his neck and head, who walked with a limp. Only two were near me; the man on the first floor and that pig on the Guisan. The first won’t be leaving Zurich for a while; he can’t walk, and he hasn’t much of a hand left. The second had the beam of the torch in his eyes; it wasn’t in mine.’

She released him, frowning, her alert mind questioning. ‘You can’t be sure. They were there, they did see you.’

Change your hair ... you change your face. Geoffrey Washburn, Île de Port Noir.

‘I repeat, they saw a dark-haired man in shadows. How good are you with a weak solution of peroxide?’

‘I’ve never used it.’

‘Then I’ll find a shop in the morning. The Montparnasse is the place for it. Blonds have more fun, isn’t that what they say?’

She studied his face. ‘I’m trying to imagine what you’ll look like.’

‘Different. Not much, but enough.’

‘You may be right. I hope to God you are.’ She kissed his cheek, her prelude to discussion. ‘Now, tell me what happened. Where did you go? What did you learn about that ... incident six months ago?’

‘It wasn’t six months ago, and because it wasn’t I couldn’t have killed him.’ He told her everything, save for the few brief moments when he thought he would never see her again. He did not have to; she said it for him.

‘If that date hadn’t been so clear in your mind, you wouldn’t have come to me, would you?’

He shook his head. ‘Probably not.’

‘I knew it. I felt it. For a minute, while I was walking from the café to the museum steps, I could hardly breathe. It was as though I were suffocating. Can you believe that?’

‘I don’t want to.’

‘Neither do I, but it happened.’

They were sitting, she on the bed he in the single armchair close by. He reached for her hand. ‘I’m still not sure I should be here ... I knew that man, I saw his face, I was in Marseilles forty-eight hours before he was killed!’

‘But you didn’t kill him.’

‘Then why was I there? Why do people think I did? Christ, it’s insane!’ He sprang up from the chair, pain back in his eyes. ‘But then I forgot. I’m not sane, am I? Because I’ve forgotten ... Years, a lifetime.’

Marie spoke matter-of-factly, no compassion in her voice. ‘The answers will come to you. From one source or another, finally from yourself.’

‘That may not be possible. Washburn said it was like blocks rearranged, different tunnels ... different windows?’ Jason walked to the window, bracing himself on the sill, looking down on the lights of Montparnasse. ‘The views aren’t the same; they never will be. Somewhere out there are people I know, who know me. A couple of thousand miles away are other people I care about and don’t care about ... Or, oh  God, maybe a wife and children, I don’t know. I keep spinning around in the wind, turning over and over and I can’t get down to the ground. Every time I try I’m thrown back up again.’

‘Into the sky?’ asked Marie.

‘Yes.’

‘You’ve jumped from a plane,’ she said, making a statement.

Bourne turned. ‘I never told you that.’

‘You talked about it in your sleep the other night. You were sweating; your face was flushed and hot and I had to wipe it with a towel.’

‘Why didn’t you say anything?’

‘I did, in a way. I asked you if you were a pilot, or if flying bothered you. Especially at night.’

‘I didn’t know what you were talking about. Why didn’t you press me?’

‘I was afraid to. You were very close to hysterics, and I’m not trained in things like that. I can help you try to remember, but I can’t deal with your unconscious. I don’t think anyone should but a doctor.’

‘A doctor? I was with a doctor for damn near six months.’

‘From what you’ve said about him, I think another opinion is called for.’

‘I don’t!’ he replied, confused by his own anger.

‘Why not?’ Marie got up from the bed. ‘You need help, my darling. A psychiatrist might ...’

‘No!’ He shouted in spite of himself, furious with himself. ‘I won’t do that. I can’t.’

‘Please, tell me why?’ she asked calmly, standing in front of him.

‘I ... I ... can’t do it.’

‘Just tell me why, that’s all.’

Bourne stared at her, then turned and looked out of the window again, his hands on the sill again. ‘Because I’m afraid. Someone lied, and I was grateful for that more than I can tell you. But suppose there aren’t any more lies, suppose the rest is true. What do I do then?’

‘Are you saying you don’t want to find out?’

‘Not that way.’ He stood up and leaned against the window frame, his eyes still on the lights below. ‘Try to understand me,’ he said. ‘I have to know certain things ... enough to make a decision ... but maybe not everything. A part of me has to be able to walk away, disappear. I have to be able to say  to myself, what was isn’t any longer, and there’s a possibility that it never was because I have no memory of it. What a person can’t remember didn’t exist ... for him.’ He turned back to her. ‘Why I’m trying to tell you is that maybe it’s better this way.’

‘You want evidence, but not proof, is that what you’re saying?’

‘I want arrows pointing in one direction or the other, telling me whether to run or not to run.’

‘Telling you. What about us?’

‘That’ll come with the arrows, won’t it? You know that.’

‘Then let’s find them,’ she replied.

‘Be careful. You may not be able to live with what’s out there. I mean that.’

‘I can live with you. And I mean that.’ She reached up and touched his face. ‘Come on. It’s barely five o’clock in Ontario, and I can still reach Peter at the office. He can start the Treadstone search ... and give us the name of someone here at the embassy who can help us if we need him.’

‘You’re going to tell Peter you’re in Paris?’

‘He’ll know it anyway from the operator, but the call won’t be traceable to this hotel. And don’t worry, I’ll keep everything “in-house”, even casual. I came to Paris for a few days because my relatives in Lyons were simply too dull. He’ll accept that.’

‘Would he know someone at the embassy here?’

‘Peter makes it a point to know someone everywhere. It’s one of his more useful but less attractive traits.’

‘Sounds like he will.’ Bourne got their coats. ‘After your call we’ll have dinner. I think we could both use a drink.’

‘Let’s go past the bank on rue Madeleine. I want to see something.’

‘What can you see at night?’

‘A telephone box. I hope there’s one nearby.’

There was. Diagonally across the street from the entrance.

 

The tall blond man wearing tortoise-shell glasses checked his watch under the afternoon sun on the rue Madeleine. The pavements were crowded, the traffic in the street unreasonable, as most traffic was in Paris. He entered the telephone box and untangled the telephone which had been hanging free of its cradle, the line knotted. It was a courteous sign to the next would-be user that the phone was out of commission; it reduced the chance that the box would be occupied. It had worked.

He glanced at his watch again; the time span had begun. Marie inside the bank. She would call within the next few minutes. He took several coins from his pocket, put them on the ledge, and leaned against the glass panel, his eyes on the bank across the street. A cloud diminished the sunlight and he could see his reflection in the glass. He approved of what he saw, recalling the startled reaction of a hairdresser in Montparnasse who had sequestered him in a curtained booth while performing the blond transformation. The cloud passed, the sunlight returned, and the telephone rang.

‘It’s you?’ asked Marie St Jacques.

‘It’s me,’ said Bourne.

‘Make sure you get the name and the location of the office. And rough up your French. Mispronounce a few words so he knows you’re American. Tell him you’re not used to the telephones in Paris. Then do everything in sequence. I’ll call you back in exactly five minutes.’

‘Clock’s on.’

‘What?’

‘Nothing. I mean, let’s go.’

‘All right ... The clock is on. Good luck.’

‘Thanks.’ Jason depressed the lever, released it, and dialled the number he had memorized.

‘La Banque de Valois. Bonjour.’

‘I need assistance,’ said Bourne, continuing with the approximate words Marie had told him to use. ‘I recently transferred sizeable funds from Switzerland on a pouch-courier basis. I’d like to know if they’ve cleared.’

‘That would be our Foreign Services Department, sir. I’ll connect you.’

A click, then another female voice. ‘Foreign Services.’

Jason repeated his request.

‘May I have your name, please?’

‘I’d prefer speaking with an officer of the bank before giving it.’

There was a pause on the line. ‘Very well, sir. I’ll switch you to the office of Vice-President d’Amacourt.’

Monsieur d‘Amacourt’s secretary was less accommodating, the bank officer’s screening process activated, as Marie had predicted. So Bourne once more used Marie’s words. ‘I’m referring to a transfer from Zurich, from the Gemeinschaft Bank on the Bahnhofstrasse, and I’m talking in the area of several figures. Monsieur d‘Amacourt, if you please. I have very little time.’

It was not a secretary’s place to be the cause of further delay. A perplexed first vice-president got on the line.

‘May I help you?’

‘Are you d’Amacourt?’ asked Jason.

‘I am Antoine d’Amacourt, yes. And who, may I ask, is calling?’

‘Good! I should have been given your name in Zurich. I’ll make certain next time certainly,’ said Bourne, the redundancy intended, his accent American.

‘I beg your pardon? Would you be more comfortable speaking English, monsieur?’

‘Yes,’ replied Jason, doing so. ‘I’m having enough trouble with this damn phone.’ He looked at his watch; he had less than two minutes. ‘My name’s Bourne, Jason Bourne, and eight days ago I transferred four million francs from the Gemeinschafr Bank in Zurich. They assured me the transaction would be confidential ...’

‘All transactions are confidential, sir.’

‘Fine. Good. What I want to know is, has everything cleared?’

‘I should explain,’ continued the bank officer, ‘that confidentiality excludes blanket confirmations of such transactions to unknown parties over the telephone.’

Marie had been right, the logic of her trap became clearer to Jason.

‘I would hope so, but as I told your secretary I’m in a hurry. I’m leaving Paris in a couple of hours and I have to put everything in order.’

‘Then I suggest you come to the bank.’

‘I know that,’ said Bourne, satisfied that the conversation was going precisely the way Marie had foreseen. ‘I just wanted everything ready when I got there. Where’s your office?’

‘On the main floor, Monsieur. At the rear, beyond the gate, centre door. A receptionist is there.’

‘And I’ll be dealing only with you, right?’

‘If you wish, although any officer ...’

‘Look, mister,’ exclaimed the ugly American, ‘we’re talking about millions of francs!’

‘Only with me, Monsieur Bourne.’

‘Fine. Good.’ Jason put his fingers on the cradle bar. He had fifteen seconds to go. ‘Look, it’s two-thirty-five now ...’ He pressed down twice on the lever, breaking the line, but not disconnecting it. ‘Hello? Hello?’

‘I am here, Monsieur.’

‘Damn phones! Listen, I’ll ...’ He pressed down again, now three times in rapid succession. ‘Hello? Hello?’

‘Monsieur, please, if you’ll give me your telephone number.’

‘Operator? Operator!?’

‘Monsieur Bourne, please ...’

‘I can’t hear you!’ Four seconds, three seconds, two seconds.

‘Wait a minute. I’ll call you back.’ He held the lever down, breaking the connection. Three more seconds elapsed and the phone rang; he picked it up. ‘His name’s d’Amacourt, office on the main floor, rear, centre door.’

‘I’ve got it,’ said Marie, hanging up.

Bourne dialled the bank again, inserted coins again. ‘Je parlais avec Monsieur d’Amacourt quand le telephone coupe ...’

‘Je regrette, monsieur.’

‘Monsieur Bourne?’

‘D’Amacourt?’

‘Yes, I’m so terribly sorry you’ve having such trouble. You were saying? About the time?’

‘Oh, yeah. It’s a little after two-thirty. I’ll get there by three o’clock.’

‘I look forward to meeting you, Monsieur.’

Jason reknotted the phone, letting it hang free, then left the  box and walked quickly through crowds to the shade of a shopfront canopy. He turned and waited, his eyes on the bank across the way, remembering another bank in Zurich and the sound of sirens on the Bahnhofstrasse. The next twenty minutes would tell whether Marie was right or not. If she was, there would be no sirens on the rue Madeleine.

 

The slender woman in the wide-brimmed hat that partially covered the side of her face hung up the public phone on the wall to the right of the bank’s entrance. She opened her bag, removed a compact and ostensibly checked her make-up, angling the small mirror first to the left, then to the right. Satisfied, she replaced the compact, closed her bag, and walked past the tellers’ cages towards the rear of the main floor. She stopped at a counter in the centre, picked up a chained ballpoint pen, and began writing aimless numbers on a form that had been left on the marble surface. Less than ten feet away was a small, brass-framed gate, flanked by a low wooden railing that extended the width of the lobby. Beyond the gate and the railing were the desks of the lesser executives and behind them the desks of the major secretaries - five in all - in front of five doors in the rear wall. Marie read the name painted in gold script on the centre door.

M. A. R. d’Amacourt. Affaires Étrangères  
Premier Vice-Président

It would happen any moment now - if it was going to happen, if she was right. And if she was, she had to know what M. A. R. d’Amacourt looked like; he would be the man Jason would reach. Reach him and talk to him, but not in the bank.

It happened. There was a flurry of controlled activity. The secretary at the desk in front of d’Amacourt’s office rushed inside with her note pad, emerged thirty seconds later, and picked up the phone. She dialled three digits - an inside call - and spoke, reading from her pad.

Two minutes passed; the door of d’Amacourt’s office opened and the vice-president stood in the frame, an anxious executive concerned over an unwarranted delay. He was a middle-aged man with a face older than his age, but striving to  look younger. His thinning dark hair was singed and brushed to obscure the bald spots; his eyes were encased in small rolls of flesh, attesting to long hours with good wine. Those same eyes were cold, darting eyes, evidence of a demanding man wary of his surroundings. He barked a question to his secretary; she twisted in her chair, doing her best to maintain her composure.

D’Amacourt went back inside his office without closing the door, the cage of an angry cat left open. Another minute passed; the secretary kept glancing to her right, looking at something - for something. When she saw it, she exhaled, closing her eyes briefly in relief.

From the far left wall, a green light suddenly appeared above two panels of dark wood; a lift was in use. Seconds later the door opened and an elderly elegant man walked out carrying a small black case not much larger than his hand. Marie stared at it, experiencing both satisfaction and fear; she had guessed right. The black case had been removed from a confidential file inside a guarded room, and signed out by a man beyond reproach or temptation - the elderly figure making his way past the ranks of desks towards d’Amacourt’s office.

The secretary rose from her chair, greeted the senior executive, and escorted him into d’Amacourt’s office. She came out immediately, closing the door behind her.

Marie looked at her watch, her eyes on the sweep-second hand. She wanted one more fragment of evidence, and it would be hers shortly if she could get beyond the gate, with a clear view of the secretary’s desk. If it was going to happen, it would happen in moments, the duration brief.

She walked to the gate, opening her bag, and smiling vacuously at the receptionist who was speaking into her phone. She mouthed the name d’Amacourt with her lips to the bewildered receptionist, reached down and opened the gate. She moved quickly inside, a determined if not very bright client of the Valois Bank.

‘Pardon, madame.’ The receptionist held her hand over the telephone, rushing her words in French, ‘Can I help you?’

Again Marie pronounced the name with her lips - now a courteous client late for an appointment and not wishing to be a further burden to a busy employee. ‘Monsieur d’Amacourt. I’m afraid I’m late. I’ll just go and see his secretary.’ She continued up the aisle toward the secretary’s desk.

‘Please, Madame’ called out the receptionist. ‘I must announce ...’

The hum of electric typewriters and subdued conversations drowned her words. Marie approached the stern-faced secretary, who looked up, as bewildered as the receptionist.

‘Yes? May I help you?’

‘Monsieur d’Amacourt, please.’

‘I’m afraid he’s in conference, Madame. Do you have an appointment?’

‘Oh, yes, of course,’ said Marie, opening her bag again.

The secretary looked at the typed schedule on her desk. ‘I’m afraid I don’t have anyone listed for this time.’

‘Oh, my word!’ exclaimed the confused client of the Valois Bank. ‘I just noticed. It’s for tomorrow, not today! I’m so sorry.’

She turned and walked rapidly back to the gate. She had seen what she wanted to see, the last fragment of evidence. A single button was lighted on d’Amacourt’s telephone; he had bypassed his secretary and was making an outside call. The account belonging to Jason Bourne had specific, confidential instructions attached to it which were not to be revealed to the account holder.

 

Bourne looked at his watch in the shade of the canopy; it was eleven minutes to three. Marie would be back by the telephone at the front of the bank, a pair of eyes inside. The next few minutes would give them the answer; perhaps she already knew it.

He edged his way to the left side of the shop window, keeping the bank’s entrance in view. A clerk inside smiled at him, reminding him that all attention should be avoided. He pulled out a packet of cigarettes, lit one and looked at his watch again. Eight minutes to three.

And then he saw them. Him. Three well-dressed men  walking rapidly up rue Madeleine, talking to one another, their eyes, however, directed straight ahead. They passed the slower pedestrians in front of them, excusing themselves with a courtesy that was not entirely Parisian. Jason concentrated on the man in the middle. It was him. A man named Johann!

Signal Johann to go inside. We’ll come back for them. A tall gaunt man wearing gold-rimmed spectacles had said the words in the Steppdeckstrasse. Johann. They had sent him here from Zurich; he had seen Jason Bourne. And that told him something: There were no photographs.

The three men reached the entrance. Johann and the man on his right went inside; the third man stayed by the door. Bourne started back to the telephone box; he would wait four minutes and place his last call to Antoine d’Amacourt.

He dropped his cigarette outside the box, crushed it under his foot, and opened the door.

‘Regardez!’ A voice came from behind.

Jason spun around, holding his breath. A nondescript man with a stubble of a beard pointed at the box. ‘Pardon?’

‘Le telephone. Il n’opère pas. La corde est en noeud.’

‘Oh? Merci. Maintenant, j’essayerais. Merci bien.’

The man shrugged and left. Bourne stepped inside; the four minutes were up. He took the coins from his pocket - enough for two calls - and dialled the first.

‘La Banque de Valois. Bonjour.’

Ten seconds later d‘Amacourt was on the phone, his voice strained. ‘It is you, Monsieur Bourne? I thought you to say you were on your way to my office?’

‘A change of plans, I’m afraid. I’ll have to call you tomorrow.’ Suddenly, through the glass panel of the booth, Jason saw a car swing into a space across the street in front of the bank. The third man who was standing by the entrance nodded to the driver.

‘... I can do?’ d’Amacourt had asked a question.

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘I asked if there was anything I can do. I have your account; everything is in readiness for you here.’

I’m sure it is, Bourne thought; the ploy was worth a try. ‘Look, I have to get over to London this afternoon. I’m taking  one of the shuttle flights, but I’ll be back tomorrow. Keep everything with you, all right?’

‘To London, Monsieur?’

‘I’ll call you tomorrow. I have to find a cab to Orly.’ He hung up and watched the entrance of the bank. In less than half a minute, Johann and his companion came running out; they spoke to the third man, then all three climbed into the waiting car.

The killers’ escape car was still in the hunt, on its way now to Orly Airport. Jason memorized the number on the licence plate, then dialled his second call. If the pay phone in the bank was not in use, Marie would pick it up before the ring had barely started. She did.

‘Yes?’

‘See anything?’

‘A great deal. d’Amacourt’s your man.’




CHAPTER TWELVE

They moved about the shop, going from counter to counter. Marie, however, remained near the wide front window keeping a perpetual eye on the entrance of the bank across rue Madeleine.

‘I picked out two scarves for you,’ said Bourne.

‘You shouldn’t have,’ answered Marie. ‘The prices are far too high.’

‘It’s almost four o’clock. If he hasn’t come out by now, he won’t until the end of office hours.’

‘Probably not. If he were going to meet someone, he would have done so by now. But we had to know.’

‘Take my word for it, his friends are at Orly, running from shuttle to shuttle. There’s no way they can tell whether I’m on one or not, because they don’t know what name I’m using.’

‘They’ll depend on the man from Zurich to recognize you.’

‘He’s looking for a dark-haired man with a limp, not me. Come on, let’s go into the bank. You can point out d’Amacourt.’

‘We can’t do that,’ said Marie, shaking her head. ‘The cameras on the ceilings have wide-angle lenses. If they ran the tapes they could spot you.’

‘A blond-haired man with glasses?’

‘Or me. I was there; the receptionist or his secretary could identify me.’

‘You’re saying it’s a regular cabal in there. I doubt it.’

‘They could think up any number of reasons to run the tapes.’ Marie stopped; she clutched Jason’s arm, her eyes on  the bank beyond the window. ‘There he is! The one in the overcoat with the black velvet collar, d’Amacourt.’

‘Pulling at his sleeves?’

‘Yes.’

‘I’ve got him. I’ll see you back at the hotel.’

‘Be careful. Be very careful.’

‘Pay for the scarves; they’re at the counter at the back.’

Jason left the store, wincing in the sunlight beyond the canopy, looking for a break in the traffic so he could cross the street; there was none. D’Amacourt had turned right and was strolling casually; he was not a man in a rush to meet anyone. Instead, there was the air of a slightly squashed peacock about him.

Bourne reached the corner and crossed with the light, falling behind the banker. D’Amacourt stopped at a news-stand to buy an evening paper. Jason held his place in front of a sporting goods shop, then followed as the banker continued down the block.

Ahead was a café, windows dark, entrance heavy wood, thick hardware on the door. It took no imagination to picture the inside; it was a drinking place for men, and for women brought with men other men would not discuss. It was as good a spot as any for a quiet discussion with Antoine d’Amacourt. Jason walked faster, falling in stride beside the banker. He spoke in the awkward, anglicized French he had used on the phone.

‘Bonjour, monsieur. Je... pense que vous ... êtes Monsieur d’Amacourt. I’d say I was right, wouldn’t you?’

The banker stopped. His cold eyes were frightened, remembering. The peacock shrivelled further into his tailored overcoat. ‘Bourne?’ he whispered.

‘Your friends must be very confused by now. I expect they’re racing all over Orly Airport, wondering, perhaps, if you gave them the wrong information. Perhaps on purpose.’

‘What?’The frightened eyes bulged.

‘Let’s go inside here,’ said Jason, taking d‘Amacourt’s arm, his grip firm. ‘I think we should have a talk.’

‘I know absolutely nothing! I merely followed the demands of the account. I am not involved!’

‘Sorry. When I first talked to you, you said you wouldn’t confirm the sort of bank account I was talking about on the phone; you wouldn’t discuss business with someone you didn’t know. But twenty minutes later you said you had everything ready for me. That’s confirmation, isn’t it? Let’s go inside.’

The café was in some ways a miniature version of Zurich’s Drei Alpenhäuser. The booths were deep, the partitions between them high and the light dim. From there, however, the appearances veered; the café on rue Madeleine was totally French, carafes of wine replacing steins of beer. Bourne asked for a booth in the corner; the waiter accommodated.

‘Have a drink,’ said Jason. ‘You’re going to need it.’

‘You presume,’ replied the banker coldly. ‘I’ll have a whisky.’

The drinks came quickly, the brief interim taken up with d’Amacourt nervously extracting a packet of cigarettes from under his form-fitting overcoat. Bourne struck a match, holding it close to the banker’s face. Very close.

‘Merci.’ D‘Amacourt inhaled, removed his cigarette, and swallowed half the small glass of whisky. ‘I’m not the man you should talk with,’ he said.

‘Who is?’

‘An owner of the bank, perhaps. I don’t know, but certainly not me.’

‘Explain that.’

‘Arrangements were made. A privately held bank has more flexibility than a publicly owned institution with stockholders.’

‘How?’

‘There’s greater latitude, shall we say, with regard to the demands of certain clients and sister banks. Less scrutiny than might be applied to a company listed on the Bourse. The Gemeinschaft in Zurich is also a private institution.’

‘The demands were made by the Gemeinschaft?’

‘Requests ... demands ... yes.’

‘Who owns the Valois?’

‘Who? Many, a consortium. Ten or twelve men and their families.’

‘Then I have to talk to you, don’t I? I mean it’d be a little foolish my running all over Paris tracking them down.’

‘I’m only an executive. An employee.’ D’Amacourt swallowed the rest of his drink, crushed out his cigarette and reached for another. And the matches.

‘What are the arrangements?’

‘I could lose my position, Monsieur!’

‘You could lose your life,’ said Jason, disturbed that the words came so easily to him.

‘I’m not as privileged as you think.’

‘Nor as ignorant as you’d like me to believe,’ said Bourne, his eyes wandering over the banker across the table. ‘Your type is everywhere, d’Amacourt. It’s in your clothes, the way you wear your hair, even your walk; you strut too much. A man like you doesn’t get to be the vice-président of the Valois bank without asking questions; you cover yourself. You don’t make a smelly move unless you can save your own ass. Now, tell me what those arrangements were. You’re not important to me, am I being clear?’

D‘Amacourt struck a match and held it beneath his cigarette while staring at Jason. ‘You don’t have to threaten me, Monsieur. You’re a very rich man. Why not pay me?’ The banker smiled nervously. ‘You’re quite right, incidentally. I did ask a question or two. Paris is not Zurich. A man of my station must have words if not answers.’

Bourne leaned back, revolving his glass, the clicking of the ice cubes obviously annoying to d‘Amacourt. ‘Name a reasonable price,’ he said finally, ‘and we’ll discuss it.’

‘I’m a reasonable man. Let the decision be based on value, and let it be yours. Bankers the world over are compensated by grateful clients they have advised. I would like to think of you as a client.’

‘I’m sure you would.’ Bourne smiled, shaking his head at the man’s sheer nerve. ‘So we slide from bribe to gratuity. Compensation for personal advice and service.’

D‘Amacourt shrugged. ‘I accept the definition and, if ever asked, would repeat your words.’

‘The arrangements?’

‘Accompanying the transfer of our funds from Zurich was  une fiche plus confidentielle.’

‘Une fiche?’ broke in Jason, recalling the moment in Apfel’s  office at the Gemeinschaft when Koenig came in saying the words. ‘I heard it once before. What is it?’

‘A dated term, actually. It comes from the middle nineteenth century when it was a common practice for the great banking houses - primarily the Rothschilds - to keep track of the international flow of money.’

‘Thank you. Now what is it specifically?’

‘Separate sealed instructions to be opened and followed when the account in question is called up.’

‘ “Called up”?’

‘Funds removed or deposited.’

‘Suppose I’d just gone to a teller, presented a bank book, and asked for money?’

‘A double asterisk would have appeared on the transaction computer. You would have been sent to me.’

‘I was sent to you anyway. The operator gave me your office.’

‘Irrelevant chance. There are two other officers in the Foreign Services Department. Had you been connected to either one, the fiche would have dictated that you still be sent to me. I am the senior executive.’

‘I see.’ But Bourne was not sure that he did see. There was a gap in the sequence; a space needed filling. ‘Wait a minute. You didn’t know anything about a fiche when you had the account brought to your office.’

‘Why did I ask for it?’ interrupted d‘Amacourt, anticipating the question. ‘Be reasonable, monsieur. Put yourself in my place. A man calls and identifies himself, then says he is “talking about millions of francs”. Millions. Would you not be anxious to be of service? Bend a rule here and there?’

Looking at the seedily elegant banker, Jason realized it was the most unstartling thing he had said. ‘The instructions. What were they?’

‘To begin with a telephone number, unlisted, of course. It was to be called, all information relayed.’

‘Do you remember the number?’

‘I make it a point to commit such things to memory.’

‘I’ll bet you do. What is it?’

‘I must protect myself, Monsieur. How else could you have  got it? I pose the question ... how do you say it? ... rhetorically.’

‘Which means you have the answer. How did I get it? If it ever comes up.’

‘In Zurich. You paid a very high price for someone to break not only the strictest regulation on the Bahnhofstrasse, but also the laws of Switzerland.’

‘I’ve got just the man,’ said Bourne, the face of Koenig coming into focus. ‘He’s already committed the crime.’

‘At the Gemeinschaft? Are you joking?’

‘Not one bit. His name is Koenig; his desk is on the first floor.’

‘I’ll remember that.’

‘I’m sure you will. The number?’ D‘Amacourt gave it to him. Jason wrote it on a paper napkin. ‘How do I know this is accurate?’

‘You have a reasonable guarantee. I have not been paid.’

‘Good enough.’

‘And as long as value is intrinsic to our discussion, I should tell you that it is the second telephone number, the first was cancelled.’

‘Explain that.’

D‘Amacourt leaned forward. ‘A photostat of the original  fiche arrived with the accounts-courier. It was sealed in a black case, accepted and signed for by the senior keeper-of-records. The card inside was validated by a partner of the Gemeinschaft, countersigned by the usual Swiss notary; the instructions were simple, quite clear. In all matters pertaining to the account of Jason C. Bourne, a transatlantic call to the United States was to be placed immediately, the details relayed ... Here the card was altered, the number in New York deleted, one in Paris inserted and initialled.’

‘New York?’ interrupted Bourne. ‘How do you know it was New York?’

‘The telephone area code was parenthetically included, spaced in front of the number itself; it remained intact. It was two-one-two. As first vice-president, Foreign Services, I place such calls daily.’

‘The alteration was pretty sloppy.’

‘Possibly. It could have been made in haste, or not thoroughly understood. On the other hand, there was no way to delete the body of the instructions without renotarization. A minor risk considering the number of telephones in New York. At any rate, the substitution gave me the latitude to ask a question or two. Change is a banker’s anathema.’ D’Amacourt fingered his glass.

‘Care for another?’ asked Jason.

‘No, thank you. It would prolong our discussion.’

‘You’re the one who stopped.’

‘I’m thinking, Monsieur. Perhaps you should have in mind a vague figure before I proceed.’

Bourne studied the man. ‘It could be five,’ he said.

‘Five what?’

‘Five figures.’

‘I shall proceed. I spoke to a woman ...’

‘A woman? How did you begin?’

‘Truthfully. I was the vice-president of the Valois, and was following instructions from the Gemeinschaft in Zurich. What else was there to say?’

‘Go on.’

‘I said I had been in communication with a man claiming to be Jason Bourne. She asked me how recently, to which I replied a few minutes. She was then most anxious to know the substance of our conversation. It was at this point that I voiced my own concerns. The fiche specifically stated that a call should be made to New York, not Paris. Naturally, she said it was not my concern, and that the change was authorized by signature, and did I care for Zürich to be informed that an officer of the Valois refused to follow the Gemeinschaft instructions?’

‘Hold it,’ interrupted Jason. ‘Who was she?’

‘I have no idea.’

‘You mean you were talking all this time and she didn’t tell you? You didn’t ask?’

‘That is the nature of the fiche. If a name is proffered, well and good. If it is not, one does not inquire.’

‘You didn’t hesitate to ask about the telephone number.’

‘Merely a device; I wanted information. You transferred  four million francs, a sizeable amount, and were, therefore, a powerful client with, perhaps, more powerful strings attached to him ... One balks, then agrees, then balks again only to agree again; that is the way one learns things. Especially if the party one is talking to displays anxiety. I can assure you, she did.’

‘What did you learn?’

‘That you should be considered a dangerous man.’

‘In what way?’

‘The definition was left open. But the fact that the term was used was enough for me to ask why the Sûreté was not involved. Her reply was extremely interesting. “He is beyond the Sûreté, beyond Interpol,” she said.’

‘What did that tell you?’

‘That it was a highly complicated matter with any number of possibilities, all best left private. Since our talk began, however, it now tells me something else.’

‘What’s that?’

‘That you really should pay me well for I must be extremely cautious. Those who look for you are also, perhaps, beyond the Sûreté, beyond Interpol.’

‘We’ll get to that. You told this woman I was on my way to your office?’

‘Within the quarter-hour. She asked me to remain on the telephone for a few moments, that she would be right back. Obviously she made another call. She returned with her final instructions. You were to be detained in my office until a man came to my secretary inquiring about a matter from Zurich. And when you left you were to be identified by a nod or a gesture; there could be no error. The man came, of course, and, of course, you never arrived, so he waited by the tellers’ cages with an associate. When you phoned and said you were on your way to London, I left my office to find the man. My secretary pointed him out and I told him. The rest you know.’

‘Didn’t it strike you as odd that I had to be identified?’

‘Not so odd as intemperate. A fiche is one thing - telephone calls, faceless communications - but to be involved directly, in the open, as it were, is something else again. I said as much to the woman.’

‘What did she say to you?’

D‘Amacourt cleared his throat. ‘She made it clear that the party she represented - whose stature was, indeed, confirmed by the fiche itself - would remember my co-operation. You see, I withhold nothing ... Apparently they don’t know what you look like.’

‘A man was at the bank who saw me in Zürich.’

‘Then his associates do not trust his eyesight. Or, perhaps, what he thinks he saw.’

‘Why do you say that?’

‘Merely an observation, Monsieur; the woman was insistent. You must understand, I strenuously objected to any overt participation; that is not the nature of the fiche. She said there was no photograph of you. An obvious lie, of course.’

‘Is it?’

‘Naturally. All passports have photographs. Where is the immigration officer who cannot be bought, or duped. Ten seconds in a control room, a photograph of a photograph; arrangements can be made. No, they committed a serious oversight.’

‘I see they did.’

‘And you,’ continued d‘Amacourt, ‘just told me something else. Yes, you really must pay me very well.’

‘What did I just tell you?’

‘That your passport does not identify you as Jason Bourne. Who are you, Monsieur?’

Jason did not at first answer; he revolved his glass again. ‘Someone who may pay you a lot of money,’ he said.

‘Entirely sufficient. You are simply a client named Bourne. And I must be cautious.’

‘I want that telephone number in New York. Can you get it for me? There’d be a sizeable bonus.’

‘I wish I could. I see no way.’

‘It might be raised from the fiche card. Under a low-power scope.’

‘When I said it was deleted, Monsieur, I did not mean it was crossed out. It was deleted, it was cut out.’

‘Then someone has it in Zürich.’

‘Or it has been destroyed.’

‘Last question,’ said Jason, anxious now to leave. ‘It concerns you, incidentally. It’s the only way you’ll get paid.’

‘The question will be tolerated, of course. What is it?’

‘If I showed up at the Valois without calling you, without telling you I was coming, would you be expected to make another telephone call?’

‘Yes. One does not disregard the fiche; it emanates from powerful board rooms. Dismissal would follow.’

‘Then how do we get our money?’

D‘Amacourt pursed his lips. ‘There is a way. Withdrawal in absentia. Forms filled out, instructions by letter, identification confirmed and authenticated by an established firm of attorneys. I would be powerless to interfere.’

‘You’d still be expected to make the call, though.’

‘It’s a matter of timing. Should a lawyer with whom the Valois has had numerous dealings call me requesting that I prepare, say, a number of cashier’s cheques drawn upon a foreign transfer he has ascertained to have been cleared, I would do so. He would state that he was sending over the completed forms, the cheques, of course, made out to “Bearer”, not an uncommon practice in these days of excessive taxes. A messenger would arrive with the letter during the most hectic hours of activity, and my secretary - an esteemed, trusted employee of many years - would simply bring in the forms for my countersignature and the letter for my initialling.’

‘No doubt,’ interrupted Bourne, ‘along with a number of other papers you were to sign.’

‘Exactly. I would then place my call, probably watching the messenger leave with his briefcase as I did so.’

‘You wouldn’t, by any remote chance, have in mind the name of a law firm in Paris, would you? Or a specific attorney?’

‘As a matter of fact, one just occurred to me.’

‘How much will he cost?’

‘Ten thousand francs.’

‘That’s expensive.’

‘Not at all. He was a judge on the bench, an honoured man.’

‘What about you? Let’s refine it.’

‘As I said, I’m reasonable, and the decision should be yours. Since you mentioned five figures, let us be consistent with your words. Five figures, commencing with five. Fifty thousand francs.’

‘That’s outrageous!’

‘So is whatever you’ve done, Monsieur Bourne.’

 

‘Une fiche plus confidentielle,’ said Marie, sitting in the chair by the window, the late afternoon sun bouncing off the ornate buildings of Montparnasse outside. ‘So that’s the device they’ve used.’

‘I can impress you, I know where it comes from.’ Jason poured a drink from the bottle on the bureau and carried it to the bed; he sat down, facing her. ‘Do you want to hear?’

‘I don’t have to,’ she answered, gazing out of the window, preoccupied. ‘I know exactly where it comes from and what it means. It’s a shock, that’s all.’

‘Why? I thought you expected something like this.’

‘The results, yes, not the machinery. A fiche is an archaic stab at legitimacy, almost totally restricted to private banks on the Continent. American, Canadian and UK laws forbid its use.’

Bourne recalled d‘Amacourt’s words; he repeated them. ’ “It emanates from powerful board rooms,” that’s what he said.’

‘He was right.’ Marie looked over at him. ‘Don’t you see? I knew that a flag was attached to your account. I assumed that someone had been bribed to forward information. That’s not unusual; bankers aren’t in the front ranks for canonization. But this is different. That account in Zurich was established - at the very beginning - with the fiche as part of its activity. Conceivably with your own knowledge.’

‘Treadstone Seventy-one,’ said Jason.

‘Yes. The owners of the bank had to work in concert with Treadstone. And considering the latitude of your access, it’s possible you were aware that they did.’

‘But someone was bribed. Koenig. He substituted one telephone number for another.’

‘He was well paid, I can assure you. He could face ten years in a Swiss prison.’

‘Ten? That’s pretty stiff.’

‘So are the Swiss laws. He had to be paid a small fortune.’

‘Carlos,’ said Bourne. ‘Carlos ... Why? What am I to him? I keep asking myself. I say the name over and over and over again! I don’t get anything, nothing at all. Just a ... a ... I don’t know. Nothing.’

‘But there’s something, isn’t there?’ Marie sat forward. ‘What is it, Jason? What are you thinking of?’

‘I’m not thinking ... I don’t know.’

‘Then you’re feeling. Something. What is it?’

‘I don’t know. Fear, maybe ... Anger, nerves. I don’t know.’

‘Concentrate!’

‘Goddamn it, do you think I’m not? Do you think I haven’t? Have you any idea what it’s like?’ Bourne stiffened, annoyed at his own outburst. ‘Sorry.’

‘Don’t be. Ever. These are the hints, the clues you have to look for - we have to look for. Your doctor friend in Port Noir was right; things come to you, provoked by other things. As you yourself said, a book of matches, a face, or the front of a restaurant. We’ve seen it happen ... Now, it’s a name, a name you avoided for nearly a week while you told me everything that had happened to you during the past five months down to the smallest detail. Yet you never mentioned Carlos. You should have, but you didn’t. It does mean something to you, can’t you see that? It’s stirring things inside you; they want to come out.’

‘I know.’ Jason drank.

‘Darling, there’s a famous bookshop on the boulevard Saint-Germain that’s run by a magazine freak. A whole floor is crammed with back issues of old magazines, thousands of them. He even catalogues subjects, indexes them like a librarian. I’d like to find out if Carlos is in that index. Will you do it?’

Bourne was aware of the sharp pain in his chest. It had nothing to do with his wounds; it was fear. She saw it and somehow understood; he felt it and could not understand.  ‘There are back issues of newspapers at the Sorbonne,’ he said, glancing up at her. ‘One of them put me on cloud nine for a while. Until I thought about it.’

‘A lie was exposed. That was the important thing.’

‘But we’re not looking for a lie now, are we?’

‘No, we’re looking for the truth. Don’t be afraid of it, darling. I’m not.’

Jason got up. ‘Okay. Saint-Germain’s on the schedule. In the meantime, call that fellow at the embassy.’ Bourne reached into his pocket and took out the paper napkin with the telephone number on it; he had added the numbers of the licence plate on the car that had raced away from the bank on rue Madeleine. ‘Here’s the number d’Amacourt gave me, also the licence of that car. See what he can do.’

‘All right.’ Marie took the napkin and went to the telephone. A small, spiral-hinged notebook was beside it; she flipped through the pages. ‘Here it is. His name is Dennis Corbelier. Peter said he’d call him by noon today, Paris time. And I could rely on him; he was as knowledgeable as any attaché in the embassy.’

‘Peter knows him, doesn’t he? He’s not just a name from a list.’

‘They were classmates at the University of Toronto. I can call him from here, can’t I?’

‘Sure. But don’t say where you are.’

‘I’ll tell him the same thing I told Peter,’ Marie picked up the phone. ‘That I’m moving from one hotel to another but don’t know which yet.’ She got an outside line, then dialled the number of the Canadian Embassy on the avenue Montaigne. Fifteen seconds later she was talking with Dennis Corbelier, attaché.

Marie got to the point of her call almost immediately. ‘I assume Peter told you I might need some help.’

‘More than that,’ replied Corbelier, ‘he explained that you were in Zurich. Can’t say I understood everything he said, but I got the general idea. Seems there’s a lot of manoeuvring in the world of high finance these days.’

‘More than usual. The trouble is no one wants to say who’s manoeuvring whom. That’s my problem.’

‘How can I help?’

‘I have a licence plate and a telephone number, both here in Paris. The telephone’s unlisted; it could be awkward if I called.’

‘Give them to me.’ She did. ‘A mari usque ad mare,’  Corbelier said, reciting the national motto of their country.

‘We have several friends in splendid places. We trade favours frequently, usually in the narcotics area, but we’re all flexible. Why not have lunch with me tomorrow? I’ll bring what I can.’

‘I’d like that, but tomorrow’s no good. I’m spending the day with an old friend. Perhaps another time.’

‘Peter said I’d be an idiot not to insist. He says you’re a terrific lady.’

‘He’s a dear, and so are you. I’ll call you tomorrow afternoon.’

‘Fine. I’ll go to work on these.’

‘Talk to you tomorrow, and thanks again.’ Marie hung up and looked at her watch. ‘I’m to call Peter in three hours. Don’t let me forget.’

‘You really think he’ll have something so soon?’

‘He does! He started last night by calling Washington. It’s what Corbelier just said; we all trade off. This piece of information here for that one there, a name from our side for one of yours.’

‘Sounds vaguely like betrayal.’

‘The opposite. We’re dealing in money, not missiles. Money that is illegally moving around, outflanking laws that are good for all our interests. Unless you want the sheikhs of Arabi owning Grumman Aircraft. Then we’re talking about missiles ... after they’ve left the launching pads.’

‘Strike my objection.’

‘We’ve got to see d’Amacourt’s man first thing in the morning. Figure out what you want to withdraw.’

‘All of it.’

‘All?’

‘That’s right. If you were the directors of Treadstone, what would you do if you learned that four million Swiss francs were missing from a corporate account?’

‘I see!’

‘D’Amacourt suggested a series of cashier’s cheques made out to the bearer.’

‘He said that? Cheques?’

‘Yes. Something wrong?’

‘There certainly is. The numbers of those cheques could be punched on a fraud tape and sent to banks everywhere. You have to go to a bank to redeem them, payments would be stopped.’

‘He’s a winner, isn’t he? He collects from both sides. What do we do?’

‘Accept half of what he told you, the bearer part. But not cheques. Bonds. Bearer bonds of various denominations. They’re far more easily brokered.’

‘You’ve just earned dinner,’ said Jason, reaching down and touching her face.

‘I tries to earn my keep, sir,’ she replied, holding his hand against her cheek. ‘First dinner, then Peter ... and then a bookshop in Saint-Germain.’

‘A bookshop in Saint-Germain,’ repeated Bourne, the pain coming to his chest again. What was it? Why was he so afraid?

 

They left the restaurant on the boulevard Raspail and walked to the telephone complex on rue de Vaugirard. There were glass booths against the walls and a huge circular counter in the centre of the floor where clerks filled out slips, assigning booths to those placing calls.

‘The traffic is very light, Madame,’ said the clerk to Marie. ‘Your call should go through in a matter of minutes. Number twelve, please.’

‘Thank you. Booth twelve?’

‘Yes, Madame. Directly over there.’

As they walked across the crowded floor to the booth, Jason held her arm. ‘I know why people use these places,’ he said. ‘They’re a hundred and ten times quicker than a hotel phone.’

‘That’s only one of the reasons.’

They had barely reached the booth and lighted cigarettes when they heard the two short bursts of the bell inside. Marie opened the door and went in, her spiral-hinged notebook and a pencil in her hand. She picked up the receiver.

Sixty seconds later Bourne watched in astonishment as she stared at the wall, the blood draining from her face, her skin chalk white. She began shouting, and dropped her bag, the contents scattering over the floor of the small booth; the notebook was caught on the ledge, the pencil broken in the grip of her hand. He rushed inside, she was close to collapse.

 

‘This is Marie St Jacques in Paris, Lisa. Peter’s expecting my call.’

‘Marie? Oh, my God ...’ The secretary’s voice trailed off, replaced by other voices in the background. Excited voices, muted by a cupped hand over the phone. Then there was a rustle of movement, the phone being given to or taken by another.

‘Marie, this is Alan,’ said the first assistant director of the section. ‘We’re all in Peter’s office.’

‘What’s the matter, Alan? I don’t have much time; may I speak to him, please?’

There was a moment of silence. ‘I wish I could make this easier for you, but I don’t know how. Peter’s dead, Marie.’

‘He’s ... what?’

‘The police called a few minutes ago; they’re on their way over.’

‘The police? What happened? Oh God, he’s dead? What  happened?’

‘We’re trying to piece it together. We’re studying his phone log, but we’re not supposed to touch anything on his desk.’

‘His desk ... ?’

‘Notes or memos, or anything like that.’

‘Alan! Tell me what happened!’

‘That’s just it, we don’t know. He didn’t tell any of us what he was doing. All we know is that he got two phone calls this morning from the States, one from Washington, the other from New York. Around noon he told Lisa he was going to the airport to meet someone flying up. He didn’t say who ... The police found him an hour ago in one of those tunnels used for freight. It was terrible; he was shot. In the throat ... Marie? Marie?’

The old man with the hollow eyes and the stubble of a white beard, limped into the dark confessional booth, blinking his eyes repeatedly, trying to focus on the hooded figure beyond the opaque curtain. Sight was not easy for this eighty-year-old messenger. But his mind was clear; that was all that mattered.

‘Angelus Domini,’ he said.

‘Angelus Domini, child of God,’ whispered the hooded silhouette. ‘Are your days comfortable?’

‘They draw to an end but they are made comfortable.’

‘Good ... Zurich?’

‘They found the man from the Guisan Quai. He was wounded, they traced him through a doctor known to the  Verbrecherwelt. Under severe interrogation he admitted assaulting the woman. Cain came back for her; it was Cain who shot him.’

‘So it was an arrangement, the woman and Cain.’

‘The man from the Guisan Quai does not think so. He was one of the two who picked her up on the Löwenstrasse.’

‘He’s also a fool. He killed the watchman?’

‘He admits it and defends it. He had no choice in making his escape.’

‘He may not have to defend it; it could be the most intelligent thing he did. Does he have his gun?’

‘Your people have it.’

‘Good. There is a prefect in the Zürich police. That gun must be given to him. Cain is elusive, the woman far less so. She has associates in Ottawa; they’ll stay in touch. We trap her, we trace him. Is your pencil ready?’

‘Yes, Carlos.’




CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Bourne held her in the close confines of the glass booth, gently lowering her to the seat that protruded from the narrow wall. She was shaking, breathing in swallows and gasps, her eyes glazed, coming into focus as she looked at him.

‘They killed him. They killed him! My God, what did I do?  Peter.’

‘You didn’t do it! If anyone did it, I did. Not you. Get that through your head.’

‘Jason, I’m frightened. He was half a world away ... and they killed him!’

‘Treadstone?’

‘Who else? There were two phone calls, Washington ... New York. He went to the airport to meet someone and he was killed.’

‘How?’

‘Oh, Jesus Christ ...’ Tears came to Marie’s eyes. ‘He was shot. In the throat,’ she whispered.

Bourne suddenly felt a dull ache, he could not localize it, but it was there, cutting off air. ‘Carlos,’ he said, not knowing why he said it.

‘What?’ Marie stared up at him. ‘What did you say?’

‘Carlos,’ he repeated softly. A bullet in the throat. Carlos.’

‘What are you trying to say?’

‘I don’t know.’ He took her arm. ‘Let’s get out of here. Are you all right? Can you walk?’

She nodded, closing her eyes briefly, breathing deeply. ‘Yes.’

‘We’ll stop for a drink, we both need it. Then we’ll find it.’

‘Find what?’

‘A bookshop on Saint-Germain.’

 

There were three back issues of magazines under the Carlos index. A four-year-old edition of the international Time, and two Paris issues of LeGlobe. They did not read the articles inside the shop; instead they bought all three and took a taxi back to the hotel in Montparnasse. There they began reading. Marie on the bed, Jason in the chair by the window. Several minutes passed, and Marie bolted up.

‘It’s here,’ she said, fear in both her face and voice.

‘Read it.’

‘“A particularly brutal form of punishment is said to be inflicted by Carlos and/or his small band of soldiers. It is death by a gunshot in the throat, often leaving the victim to die in excruciating pain. It is reserved for those who break the code of silence or loyalty demanded by the assassin, or others who have refused to divulge information” ...’ Marie stopped, incapable of reading further. She lay back and closed her eyes. ‘He wouldn’t tell them and he was killed for it. Oh, my  God ...’

‘He couldn’t tell them what he didn’t know,’ said Bourne.

‘But you knew!’ Marie sat up again, her eyes open. ‘You knew about the gunshot in the throat! You said it!’

‘I said it. I knew it. That’s all I can tell you.’

‘How?’

‘I wish I could answer that. I can’t.’

‘May I have a drink?’

‘Certainly.’ Jason got up and went to the bureau. He poured two small glasses of whisky and looked over at her. ‘Do you want me to call for some ice? Hervé’s on; it’ll be quick.’

‘No. It won’t be quick enough.’ She slammed the magazine down on the bed and turned to him. On him, perhaps. ‘I’m going crazy!’

‘Join the party of two.’

‘I want to believe you, I do believe you. But I ... I ...’

‘You can’t be sure,’ completed Bourne. ‘Any more than I can.’ He brought her the glass. ‘What do you want me to say?  What can I say? Am I one of Carlos’s soldiers? Did I break the code of silence or loyalty? Is that why I knew the method of execution?’

‘Stop it!’

‘I say that a lot to myself. “Stop it.” Don’t think; try to remember but somewhere along the line put the brakes on. Don’t go too far, too deep. One lie can be exposed only to raise ten other questions intrinsic to that lie. Maybe it’s like waking up after a long drunk, not sure whom you fought with or slept with, or ... Goddamn it ... killed.’

‘No! ...’ Marie drew out the word. ‘You are you. Don’t take that away from me.’

‘I don’t want to. I don’t want to take it away from myself.’ Jason went back to the chair and sat down, his face turned to the window. ‘You found ... a method of execution. I found something else. I knew it, just as I knew about Howard Leland. I didn’t even have to read it.’

‘Read what?’

Bourne reached down and picked up the four-year-old issue of Time. The magazine was folded open to a page on which there was a sketch of a bearded man, the lines rough, inconclusive, as if drawn from an obscure description. He held it out for her.

‘Read it,’ he said. ‘It starts on the left, under the heading, “Myth or Monster”. Then I want to play a game.’

‘A game?’

‘Yes. I’ve read only the first two paragraphs; you’ll have to take my word for that.’

‘All right.’ Marie watched him, bewildered. She lowered the magazine into the light and read.

MYTH OR MONSTER

For over a decade, the name ‘Carlos’ has been whispered in the back streets of such diverse cities as Paris, Tehran, Beirut, London, Cairo and Amsterdam. He is said to be the supreme terrorist in the sense that his commitment is to murder and assassination in themselves, with no apparent political ideology. Yet there is concrete evidence that he has undertaken profitable executions for such extremist radical groups as the  PLO and Baader-Meinhof, both as teacher andprofiteer. Indeed, it is through his infrequent gravitation to, and the internal conflicts within, such terrorist organizations that a clearer picture of ‘Carlos’ is beginning to emerge. Informers are coming out of the bloodied spleens and they talk.

Whereas tales of his exploits give rise to images of a world filled with violence and conspiracy, high-explosives and higher intrigues, fast cars and faster women, the facts would seem to indicate at least as much Adam Smith as Ian Fleming. ‘Carlos’ is reduced to human proportions and in the compression a truly frightening man comes into focus. The sadoromantic myth turns into a brilliant, blood-soaked monster who brokers assassination with the expertise of a market analyst, fully aware of wages, costs, distribution and the divisions of underworld labor. It is a complicated business and ‘Carlos‘ is the master of its dollar value.

The portrait starts with a reputed name, as odd in its way as the owner’s profession. Ilich Ramirez Sanchez. He is said to be a Venezuelan, the son of a fanatically devoted but not very prominent Marxist attorney (the Ilich is the father’s salute to Vladimir Ilyich Lenin and partially explains ‘Carlos” forays into extremist terrorism) who sent the young boy to Russia for the major part of his education, which included espionage training at the Soviet compound in Novgorod. It is here that the portrait fades briefly, rumor and speculation now the artists. According to these, one or another committee in the Kremlin that regularly monitors foreign students for future infiltration purposes saw what they had in Ilich Sanchez and wanted no part of him. He was a paranoid who saw all solutions in terms of a well-placed bullet or bomb; the recommendation was to send the youth back to Caracas and disassociate any and all Soviet ties with the family. Thus rejected by Moscow, and deeply antithetical to western society, Sanchez went about building his own world, one in which he was the supreme leader. What better way than to become the apolitical assassin whose services could be contracted for by the widest range of political and philosophical clients?

The portrait becomes clearer again. Fluent in numerous languages including his native Spanish as well as Russian,  French and English, Sanchez used his Soviet training as a springboard for refining his techniques. Months of concentrated study followed his expulsion from Moscow, some say under the tutelage of the Cubans, Che Guevara in particular. He mastered the science and handling of all manner of weaponry and explosives; there was no gun he could not break down and reassemble blindfolded, no explosive he could not analyse by smell and touch and know how to detonate in a dozen different ways. He was ready; he chose Paris as his base of operations and the word went out. A man was for hire who would kill where others dared not.

Once again the portrait dims as much for lack of birth records as anything else. Just how old is ‘Carlos’? How many targets can be attributed to him and how many are myth - self-proclaimed or otherwise? Correspondents based in Caracas have been unable to unearth any birth certificates anywhere in the country for an Ilich Ramirez Sanchez. On the other hand, there are thousands upon thousands of Sanchezes in Venezuela, hundreds with Ramirez attached; but none with an Ilich in front. Was it added later, or is the omission simply further proof of ‘Carlos’ ‘thoroughness? The consensus is that the assassin is between thirty-five and forty years of age. No one really knows.

A GRASSY KNOLL IN DALLAS?

But one fact not disputed is that the profits from his first several kills enabled the assassin to set up an organization that might be envied by an operations analyst of General Motors. It is capitalism at its most efficient, loyalty and service extracted by equal parts fear and reward. The consequences of disloyalty are swift in coming - death - but so, too, are the benefits of service - generous bonuses and huge expense allowances. The organization seems to have hand-picked executives everywhere; and this well-founded rumor leads to the obvious question. Where did the profits initially come from? Who were the original kills?

The one most often speculated upon took place thirteen years  ago in Dallas. No matter how many times the murder of John F. Kennedy is debated, no one has ever satisfactorily explained  a burst of smoke from a grassy knoll three hundred yards away from the motorcade. The smoke was caught on camera; two open police radios on motorcycles recorded noise(s). Yet neither shell casings nor footprints were found. In fact, the only information about the so-called grassy knoll at that moment was considered so irrelevant that it was buried in the FBI-Dallas investigation and never included in the Warren Commission Report. It was provided by a bystander, K. M. Wright of North Dallas, who when questioned made the following statement:

‘Hell, the only son of a bitch near there was old Burlap Billy, and he was a couple of hundred yards away. ’

The ‘Billy’ referred to was an aged Dallas tramp seen frequently panhandling in the tourist areas; the ‘Burlap’ defined his penchant for wrapping his shoes in coarse cloth to play upon the sympathies of his marks. According to our correspondents, Wright’s statement was never made public.

Yet six weeks ago a captured Lebanese terrorist broke under questioning in Tel Aviv. Pleading to be spared execution, he claimed to possess extraordinary information about the assassin ‘Carlos’. Israeli intelligence forwarded the report to Washington; our Capitol correspondents obtained excerpts.

Statement: ‘Carlos was in Dallas in November 1963. He pretended to be Cuban and programmed Oswald. He was the back-up. It was his operation.’

Question: ‘What proof do you have?’

Statement: ‘I heard him say it. He was on a small embankment of grass beyond a ledge. His rifle had a wire shell-trap attached.’

Question: ‘It was never reported; why wasn’t he seen?’

Statement: ‘He may have been, but no one would have known it. He was dressed as an old man, with a shabby overcoat, and his shoes were wrapped in canvas to avoid footprints.’

A terrorist’s information is clearly not proof, but neither should it always be disregarded. Especially when it concerns a master assassin, known to be a scholar of deception, who had made an admission that so astonishingly corroborates an unknown unpublished statement about a moment of national  crisis never investigated. That, indeed, must be taken seriously. As so many others associated — even remotely — with the tragic events in Dallas, ‘Burlap Billy’ was found dead several days later from an overdose of drugs. He was known to be an old man drunk consistently on cheap wine; he was never known to use narcotics. He could not afford them.

Was ‘Carlos’ the man on the grassy knoll? What an extraordinary beginning for an extraordinary career! If Dallas really was his ‘operation’ how many millions of dollars must have been funnelled to him? Certainly more than enough to establish a network of informers and soldiers that is a corporate world unto itself.

The myth has too much substance; Carlos may well be a monster of flesh and too much blood.



Marie put down the magazine. ‘What’s the game?’

‘Are you finished?’ Jason turned from the window.

‘Yes.’

‘I gather a lot of statements were made. Theory, suppositions, equations.’

‘Equations?’

‘If something happened here and there was an effect over there, a relationship existed.’

‘You mean connections,’ said Marie.

‘All right, connections. It’s all there, isn’t it?’

‘To a degree, you could say that. It’s hardly a legal brief; there’s a lot of speculation, rumour, and second-hand information.’

‘There are facts, however.’

‘Data.’

‘Good. Data. That’s fine.’

‘What’s the game?’ Marie repeated.

‘It’s got a simple title. It’s called “Trap”.’

‘Trap who?’

‘Me.’ Bourne sat forward. ‘I want you to ask me questions. Anything that’s in there. A phrase, the name of a city, a rumour, a fragment of ... data. Anything. Let’s hear what my responses are. My blind responses.’

‘Darling, that’s no proof of ...’

‘Do it!’ ordered Jason.

‘All right.’ Marie raised the issue of Time. ‘Beirut,’ she said.

‘Embassy,’ he answered. ‘CIA station head posing as an attaché. Gunned down in the street. Three hundred thousand dollars.’

Marie looked at him. ‘I remember,’ she began.

‘I don’t!’ interrupted Jason. ‘Go on.’

She returned his gaze, then went back to the magazine. ‘Baader-Meinhof.’

‘Stuttgart. Regensburg. Munich. Two kills and a kidnapping, Baader accreditation. Fees from ...’ Bourne stopped, then whispered in astonishment, ‘US sources. Detroit ... Wilmington, Delaware.’

‘Jason, what are ... ?’

‘Go on. Please.’

‘The name, Sanchez.’

‘The name is Ilich Ramirez Sanchez,’ he replied. ‘He is ... Carlos.’

‘Why the Ilich?’

Bourne paused, his eyes wandering. ‘I don’t know.’

‘It’s Russian, not Spanish. Was his mother Russian?’

‘No ... yes. His mother. It had to be his mother ... I think. I’m not sure.’

‘Novgorod.’

‘Espionage compound. Communications, cyphers, frequency traffic. Sanchez is a graduate.’

‘Jason, you read that here!’

‘I did not read it! Please. Keep going!’

Marie’s eyes swept back to the top of the article. ‘Tehran.’

‘Eight kills. Divided accreditation - Khomeini and PLO. Fee, two million. Source: South-west Soviet sector.’

‘Paris,’ said Marie quickly.

‘All contracts will be processed through Paris.’

‘What contracts?’

‘The contracts ... Kills.’

‘Whose kills? Whose contracts?’

‘Sanchez’s ... Carlos’s.’

‘Carlos? Then they’re Carlos’s contracts, his kills. They have nothing to do with you.’

‘Carlos’s contracts,’ said Bourne, as if in a daze. ‘Nothing to do with ... me,’ he repeated, barely above a whisper.

‘You just said it, Jason. None of this has anything to do with you!’

‘No! That’s not true!’ Bourne shouted, lunging up from the chair, holding his place, staring down at her. ‘Our contracts,’ he added quietly.

‘You don’t know what you’re saying!’

‘I’m responding! Blindly! It’s why I had to come to Paris!’ He spun round and walked to the window, gripping the frame. ‘That’s what the game is all about,’ he continued. ‘We’re not looking for a lie, we’re looking for the truth, remember? Maybe we’ve found it, maybe the game revealed it.’

‘This is no valid test! It’s a painful exercise in incidental recollection. If a magazine like Time printed this, it would have been picked up by half the newspapers in the world. You could have read it anywhere.’

‘The fact is I retained it.’

‘Not entirely. You didn’t know where Ilich came from, that Carlos’s father was a Communist attorney in Venezuela. They’re salient points, I’d think. You didn’t mention a thing  about the Cubans. If you had, it would have led to the most shocking speculation written here. You didn’t say a word  about it!’

‘What are you talking about?’

‘Dallas,’ she said. ‘November, 1963.’

‘Kennedy,’ replied Bourne.

‘That’s it? Kennedy?’

‘It happened then.’ Jason stood motionless.

‘It did, but that’s not what I’m looking for.’

‘I know,’ said Bourne, his voice once again flat, as if speaking in a vacuum. ‘A grassy knoll ... Burlap Billy.’

‘You read this!’

‘No.’

‘Then you heard it before, read it before!’

‘That’s possible, but it’s not relevant, is it?’

‘Stop it, Jason!’

‘Those words again. I wish I could.’

‘What are you trying to tell me? You’re Carlos?’

‘God, no. Carlos wants to kill me, and I don’t speak Russian, I know that.’

‘Then what?’

‘What I said at the beginning. The game. The game is called “trap-the-soldier”.’

‘A soldier?’

‘Yes. One who defected from Carlos. It’s the only explanation, the only reason I know what I know. In all things.’

‘Why do you say defect?’

‘Because he does want to kill me. He has to; he thinks I know as much about him as anyone alive.’

Marie had been crouching on the bed; she swung her legs over the side, her hands at her sides. ‘That’s a result of defecting. What about the cause? If it’s true, then you did it, became ... became ...’ She stopped.

‘All things considered, it’s a little late to look for a moral position,’ said Bourne, seeing the pain of acknowledgement on the face of the woman he loved. ‘I could think of several reasons, clichés. How about a falling out among thieves ... killers.’

‘Meaningless!’ cried Marie. ‘There’s not a shred of evidence!’

‘There’s buckets of it and you know it. I could have sold out to a higher bidder, or stolen huge sums of money from the fees. Either would explain the account in Zurich.’ He stopped briefly, looking at the wall above the bed, feeling, not seeing. ‘Either would explain Howard Leland, Marseilles, Beirut, Stuttgart ... Munich. Everything. All the unremembered facts that want to come out. And one especially. Why I avoided his name, why I never mentioned him. I’m frightened. I’m afraid of him.’

The moment passed in silence; more was spoken of than fear. Marie nodded. ‘I’m sure you believe that,’ she said, ‘and in a way I wish it were true. But I don’t think it is. You want to believe it because it supports what you just said. It gives you an answer ... an identity. It may not be the identity you want, but God knows it’s better than wandering blindly through that awful labyrinth you face every day. Anything would be, I  guess.’ She paused. ‘And I wish it were true because then we wouldn’t be here.’

‘What?’

‘That’s the inconsistency, darling. The number or symbol that doesn’t fit in your equation. If you were what you say you were, and afraid of Carlos — and heaven knows you should be - Paris would be the last place on earth you’d feel compelled to go to. We’d be somewhere else; you said it yourself. You’d run away; you’d take the money from Zurich and disappear. But you’re not doing that; instead, you’re walking right back into Carlos’s den. That’s not a man who’s either afraid or guilty.’

‘There isn’t anything else. I came to Paris to find out; it’s as simple as that.’

‘Then run away. We’ll have the money in the morning; there’s nothing stopping you - us. That’s simple, too.’ Marie watched him closely.

Jason looked at her, then turned away. He walked to the bureau and poured himself a drink. ‘There’s still Treadstone to consider,’ he said defensively.

‘Why any more than Carlos? There’s your real equation. Carlos and Treadstone. A man I once loved very much was killed by Treadstone. All the more reason for us to run, to survive.’

‘I’d think you’d want the people who killed him exposed,’ said Bourne. ‘Make them pay for it.’

‘I do. Very much. But others can find them. I have priorities and revenge isn’t at the top of the list. We are. You and I. Or is that only my judgment? My feelings.’

‘You know better than that.’ He held the glass tighter in his hand and looked over at her. ‘I love you,’ he whispered.

‘Then let’s run!’ she said, raising her voice almost mechanically, taking a step towards him. ‘Let’s forget it all, really  forget, and run as fast as we can, as far away as we can! Let’s do  it!’

‘I ... I,’ Jason stammered, the mists interfering, infuriating him. ‘There are ... things.’

‘What things? We love each other, we’ve found each other!  We can go anywhere, be anyone! There’s nothing to stop us, is there?’

Bourne could feel sweat breaking out on his forehead, and there was a hollowness in his throat. ‘Nothing to stop us.’ He could hardly hear his own voice. ‘I have to think.

‘What’s there to think about?’ pressed Marie, taking another step, forcing him to look at her. ‘There’s only you and  me, isn’t there?’

‘Only you and me,’ he repeated softly, the mists now closing in, suffocating him. ‘I know. I know. But I’ve got to think. There’s so much to learn, so much that has to come out.’

‘Why is it so important?’

‘It... just is.’

‘Don’t you know?’

‘Yes ... No, I’m not sure. Don’t ask me now.’

‘If not now, when? When can I ask you? When will it pass? Or will it ever?!’

‘Stop it!’ he suddenly roared, slamming the glass down on the wooden tray. ‘I can’t run! I won’t! I’ve got to stay here! I’ve got to know!’

Marie rushed to him, putting her hands first on his shoulders, then on his face, wiping away the perspiration. ‘Now you’ve said it. Can you hear yourself, darling? You can’t run because the closer you get, the more maddening it is for you. And if you did run, it would only get worse. You wouldn’t have a life, you’d live a nightmare. I know that.’

He reached for her face, touching it, looking at her. ‘Do you?’

‘Of course. But you had to say it, not me.’ She held him, her head against his chest. ‘I had to force you to ... The funny thing is that I could run. I could get on a plane with you tonight and go wherever you wanted, disappear and not look back, happier than I’ve ever been in my life. But you couldn’t do that. What is - or isn’t - here in Paris would eat away at you until you couldn’t stand it any more. That’s the crazy irony, my darling. I could live with it, but you couldn’t.’

‘You’d just disappear?’ asked Jason. ‘What about your family, your job, all the people you know?’

‘I’m neither a child nor a fool,’ she answered quickly. ‘I’d cover myself somehow, but I don’t think I’d take it very  seriously. I’d request an extended leave for medical and personal reasons. Emotional stress, a breakdown; I could always go back, the department would understand.’

‘Peter?’

‘Yes.’ She was silent for a moment. ‘We went from one relationship to another, the second more important to both of us, I think. He was like an imperfect brother you want to succeed in spite of the flaws, because underneath there was such decency.’

‘I’m sorry. I’m truly sorry.’

She looked up at him. ‘You have the same decency. When you do the kind of work I do decency becomes very important. It’s not the meek who are inheriting the earth, Jason, it’s the corruptors. And I have an idea that the distance between corruption and killing is a very short step.’

‘Treadstone Seventy-one?’

‘Yes. We were both right. I do want them exposed, I want them to pay for what they’ve done ... And you can’t run away.’

He brushed his lips against her cheek and then her hair and held her. ‘I should throw you out,’ he said. ‘I should tell you to get out of my life. I can’t do it, but I know damned well I should.’

‘It wouldn’t make any difference if you did. I wouldn’t go, my love.’

 

The lawyer’s suite of offices was on the boulevard de la Chapelle, the book-lined conference room more a stage setting than an office; everything was a prop, and in its place. Deals were made in that room, not contracts. As for the lawyer himself, a dignified white goatee and silver pince-nez above an aquiline nose could not conceal the essential graft in the man. He even insisted on conversing in poor English, for which, at a later date, he could claim to have been misunderstood.

Marie did most of the talking, Bourne deferring, client to advisor. She made her points succinctly, altering the cashier’s cheques to bearer bonds, payable in dollars, in denominations ranging from a maximum of twenty thousand to a minimum  of five. She instructed the lawyer to tell the bank that all series were to be broken up numerically in threes, international guarantees with every fifth lot of certificates. Her objective was not lost on the attorney; she so complicated the issuing of the bonds that tracing them would be beyond the facilities of most banks or brokers. Nor would such banks or brokers take on the added trouble or expense; payments were guaranteed.

When the irritated, goateed lawyer had nearly concluded his telephone conversation with an equally disturbed Antoine d’Amacourt, Marie held up her hand.

‘Pardon me, but Monsieur Bourne insists that Monsieur d’Amacourt also include two hundred thousand francs in cash, one hundred thousand to be included with the bonds and one hundred to be held by Monsieur d‘Amacourt. He suggests that the second hundred thousand be divided as follows. Seventy-five thousand for Monsieur d’Amacourt and twenty-five thousand for yourself. He realizes that he is greatly in debt to both of you for your advice, and the additional trouble he has caused you. Needless to say, no specific record of breakdown is required.’

Irritation and disturbance vanished with her words, replaced by an obsequiousness not seen since the court of Versailles. The arrangements were made in accordance with the unusual - but completely understandable - demands of Monsieur Bourne and his esteemed advisor.

A leather attaché case was provided by Monsieur Bourne for the bonds and the money; it would be carried by an armed courier who would leave the bank at 2:30 in the afternoon and meet Monsieur Bourne at 3:00 on the Pont Neuf. The distinguished client would identify himself with a small piece of leather cut from the shell of the case which, when fitted in place, would prove to be the missing fragment. Added to this would be the words: ‘Herr Koenig sends greetings from Zürich.’

So much for the details. Except for one, which was made clear by Monsieur Bourne’s advisor.

‘We recognize that the demands of the fiche must be carried out to the letter, and fully expect Monsieur d’Amacourt to do so,’ said Marie St Jacques. ‘However, we also recognize that  the timing can be advantageous to Monsieur Bourne, and would expect no less than that advantage. Were he not to have it, I’m afraid that I, as a certified - if for the present, anonymous - member of the International Banking Commission, would feel compelled to report certain aberrations of banking and legal procedures as I have witnessed them. I’m sure that won’t be necessary; we’re all very well paid, n‘est-ce pas, monsieur?’

‘C’est vrai, madame! In banking and law ... indeed, as in life itself ... timing is everything. You have nothing to fear.’

‘I know,’ said Marie.

 

Bourne examined the grooves of the silencer, satisfied that he had removed the particles of dust and fluff that had gathered with non-use. He gave it a final, wrenching turn, depressed the magazine release and checked the clip. Six shells remained; he was ready. He shoved the weapon into his belt and buttoned his jacket.

Marie had not seen him with the gun. She was sitting on the bed, her back to him, talking on the telephone to the Canadian Embassy attaché, Dennis Corbelier. Cigarette smoke curled up from an ashtray next to her notebook; she was writing down Corbelier’s information. When he had finished, she thanked him and hung up the phone. She remained motionless for two or three seconds, the pencil still in her hand.

‘He doesn’t know about Peter,’ she said, turning to Jason. ‘That’s odd.’

‘Very,’ agreed Bourne. ‘I thought he’d be one of the first to know. You said they looked over Peter’s telephone logs; he’d placed a call to Paris, to Corbelier. You’d think someone would have followed up on it.’

‘I hadn’t even considered that. I was thinking about the newspapers, the wire services. Peter was ... was found eighteen hours ago, and regardless of how casual I may have sounded, he was an important man in the Canadian government. His death would be news in itself, his murder infinitely more so ... It wasn’t reported.’

‘Call Ottawa tonight. Find out why.’

‘I will.’

‘What did Corbelier tell you?’

‘Oh, yes.’ Marie shifted her eyes to the notebook. ‘The licence plate in rue Madeleine was meaningless, a car rented at De Gaulle airport to a Jean-Pierre Larousse ...’

‘John Smith,’ interrupted Jason.

‘Exactly. He had better luck with the telephone number d’Amacourt gave you but he can’t see what it could possibly have to do with anything. Neither can I, as a matter of fact.’

‘It’s that strange?’

‘I think so. It’s a private line belonging to a fashion house on Saint-Honoré. Les Classiques.’

‘A fashion house? You mean a studio?’

‘I’m sure it’s got one, but it’s essentially an elegant dress shop. Like the House of Dior, or Givenchy. Haute couture. In the trade, Corbelier said, it’s known as the “House of René”. That’s Bergeron.’

‘Who?’

‘René Bergeron, a designer. He’s been around for years, always on the fringes of a major success. I know about him because my little lady back home copies his designs.’

‘Did you get the address?’

Marie nodded. ‘Why didn’t Corbelier know about Peter? Why doesn’t everybody?’

‘Maybe you’ll learn when you call. It’s probably as simple as time zones, too late for the morning editions here in Paris. I’ll pick up an afternoon paper.’ Bourne went to the wardrobe for his overcoat, conscious of the hidden weight in his belt. ‘I’m going back to the bank. I’ll follow the courier to the Pont Neuf.’ He put on the coat, aware that Marie was not listening. ‘I meant to ask you, do these fellows wear uniforms?’

‘Who?’

‘Bank couriers.’

‘That would account for the newspapers, not the wire services.’

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘The difference in time. The papers might not have picked it up, but the wire services would have. And embassies have  teletypes; they would have known about it. It wasn’t reported, Jason.’

‘You’ll call tonight,’ he said. ‘I’m going.’

‘You asked about the couriers. Do they wear uniforms?’

‘I was curious.’

‘Most of the time, yes. They also drive armoured vans, but I was specific about that. If a van was used it was to be parked a block from the bridge, the courier to proceed on foot.’

‘I heard you, but I wasn’t sure what you meant. Why?’

‘A bonded courier’s bad enough, but he’s necessary; bank insurance requires him. A van is simply too obvious; it could be followed too easily. You won’t change your mind and let me go with you?’

‘No.’

‘Believe me, nothing will go wrong; those two thieves wouldn’t permit it.’

‘Then there’s no reason for you to be there.’

‘You’re maddening.’

‘I’m in a hurry.’

‘I know. And you move faster without me.’ Marie got up and came to him. ‘I do understand.’ She leaned into him, kissing him on the lips, suddenly aware of the weapon in his belt. She looked into his eyes. ‘You are worried, aren’t you?’

‘Just cautious.’ He smiled, touching her chin. ‘It’s an awful lot of money. It may have to keep us for a long time.’

‘I like the sound of that.’

‘The money?’

‘No. Us.’ Marie frowned. ‘A safety deposit box.’

‘You keep talking in non-sequiturs.’

‘You can’t leave negotiable certificates worth over a million dollars in a Paris hotel room. You’ve got to get a deposit box.’

‘We can do it tomorrow.’ He released her, turning for the door. ‘While I’m out, look up Les Classiques in the phone book and call the regular number. Find out how late it’s open.’ He left quickly.

 

Bourne sat in the back seat of a stationary taxi, watching the front of the bank through the windscreen. The driver was humming an unrecognizable tune, reading a newspaper,  content with the fifty-franc note he had received in advance. The cab’s motor, however, was running; the passenger had insisted upon that.

The armoured van loomed in the right rear window, its radio antenna shooting up from the centre of the roof like a tapered bowsprit. It parked in a space reserved for authorized vehicles directly in front of Jason’s taxi. Two small red lights appeared above the circle of bullet-proof glass in the rear door. The alarm system had been activated.

Bourne leaned forward, his eyes on the uniformed man who climbed out of the side door and threaded his way through the crowds on the pavement towards the entrance of the bank. He felt a sense of relief; the man was not one of the three well-dressed men who had come to the Valois yesterday.

Fifteen minutes later the courier emerged from the bank, the leather attaché case in his left hand, his right covering an unlatched holster. The jagged rip on the side of the case could be seen clearly. Jason felt the fragment of leather in his shirt pocket; if nothing else it was the primitive combination that made a life beyond Paris, beyond Carlos, possible. If there was such a life and he could accept it without the terrible labyrinth from which he could find no escape.

But it was more than that. In a man-made labyrinth one kept moving, running, careening off walls, the contact itself a form of progress, if only blind. His personal labyrinth had no walls, no defined corridors through which to race. Only space, and swirling mists in the darkness that he saw so clearly when he opened his eyes at night and felt the sweat pouring down his face. Why was it always space and darkness and high winds? Why was he always plummeting through the air at night? A parachute. Why? Then other words came to him; he had no idea where they were from, but they were there and he heard them.

What’s left when your memory’s gone? And your identity, Mr Smith?

Stop it!

The armoured van swung into the traffic on rue Madeleine. Bourne tapped the driver on the shoulder. ‘Follow that truck, but keep at least two cars between us,’ he said in French.

The driver turned, alarmed. ‘I think you have the wrong taxi, monsieur. Take back your money.’

‘I’m with the company, you damn fool. It’s a special assignment.’

‘Regrets, Monsieur. We will not lose it.’ The driver plunged diagonally forward into the combat of traffic.

The van took the quickest route to the Seine, going down side streets, turning left on the Quai de la Rapée towards the Pont Neuf. Then within what Jason judged to be three or four blocks of the bridge, it slowed down, hugging the kerb as if the courier had decided he was too early for his appointment. But, if anything, Bourne thought, he was running late. It was six minutes to three, barely enough time for the man to park and walk the one prescribed block to the bridge. Then why had the van slowed down? Slowed down? No, it had stopped, it wasn’t moving! Why?

The traffic? ... Good God, of course, the traffic!

‘Stop here,’ said Bourne to the driver. ‘Pull over to the kerb. Quickly!’

‘What is it, Monsieur?’

‘You’re a very fortunate man,’ said Jason. ‘My company is willing to pay you an additional one hundred francs if you simply go to the front window of that van and say a few words to the driver. Do you want the hundred?’

‘What,Monsieur?’

‘Frankly, we’re testing him. He’s new. Do you want the hundred?’

‘I just go to the window and say a few words?’

‘That’s all. Five seconds at the most, then you can go back to your taxi and drive off.’

‘There’s no trouble? I don’t want trouble.’

‘My firm’s among the most respectable in France. You’ve seen our trucks everywhere.’

‘I don’t know ...’

‘Forget it!’ Bourne reached for the handle of the door.

‘What are the words?’

Jason held out the hundred francs. ‘Just these: “Herr Koenig. Greetings from Zürich.” Can you remember those?’

‘“Koenig. Greetings from Zürich.” What’s so difficult?’

‘Good. Let’s go. I’ll be right behind you.’

‘You? Behind me?’

‘That’s right.’ They walked rapidly towards the van, hugging the right side of their small alley in the traffic as cars and trucks passed them in starts and stops on their left. The van was Carlos’s trap, thought Jason. The assassin had bought his way into the ranks of the armed couriers. A single name and a rendezvous revealed over a monitored radio frequency could bring an underpaid messenger a great deal of money. Bourne. Pont Neuf. So simple. This particular courier was less concerned with being prompt than in making sure the soldiers of Carlos reached the Pont Neuf in time. Paris traffic was notorious; anyone could be late. Jason stopped the taxi driver, holding in his hand two additional two-hundred franc notes; the man’s eyes were riveted on them.

‘Monsieur?’

‘My company’s going to be very generous. This man must be disciplined for gross infractions. After you say, “Herr Koenig. Greetings from Zürich,” simply add, “The schedule’s changed. There’s a fare in my taxi who must see you.” Have you got that?’

The driver’s eyes returned to the franc notes. ‘What’s difficult?’ He took the money.

They edged their way along the side of the van, Jason’s back pressed against the wall of steel, his right hand concealed beneath his overcoat, gripping the gun in his belt. The driver approached the window and reached up, tapping the glass.

‘You inside! Herr Koenig! Greetings from Zurich!’ he yelled.

The window was rolled down, no more than an inch or two. ‘What is this?’ a voice yelled back. ‘You’re supposed to be at the Pont Neuf, Monsieur!’

The driver was no idiot; he was also anxious to leave as rapidly as possible. ‘Not me, you jackass!’ he shouted through the din of the surrounding, perilously close traffic. ‘I’m telling you what I was told to say! The schedule’s been changed. There’s a man back there who says he has to see you!’

‘Tell him to hurry,’ said Jason, holding a final fifty-franc note in his hand, beyond sight of the window.

The driver glanced at the money, then back up at the courier. ‘Be quick about it! If you don’t see him right away you’ll lose your job!’

‘Now, get out of here!’ said Bourne. The driver turned and ran past Jason, grabbing the franc note as he raced back to his taxi.

Bourne held his place, suddenly alarmed by what he heard through the cacophony of pounding horns and gunning engines in the crowded street. There were voices from inside the van, not one man shouting into a radio, but two shouting at each other. The courier was not alone; there was another man with him.

‘Those were the words! You heard them!’

‘He was to come up to you. He was to show himself.’

‘Which he will do. And present the piece of leather which must fit exactly! Do you expect him to do that in the middle of the street filled with traffic?’

‘I don’t like it!’

‘You paid me to help you and your people find someone. Not to lose my job! I’m going!’

‘It must be the Pont Neuf!’

‘Kiss my ass!’

There was the sound of heavy footsteps on the metal floor-boards. ‘I’m coming with you!’

The panel door opened; Jason spun behind it, his hand still under his coat. Below him a child’s face was pressed against the glass of a car window, the eyes squinting, the young features contorted into an ugly mask, fright and insult the childish intent. The swelling sound of angry horns, blaring in counterpoint, filled the street; the traffic had come to a standstill.

The courier stepped off the metal ledge, the attaché case in his left hand. Bourne was ready; the instant the courier was on the street, he slammed the panel back into the body of the second man, crashing the heavy steel into a descending kneecap and an outstretched hand. The man screamed, reeling backwards inside the van. Jason shouted at the courier, the jagged scrap of leather in his free hand.

‘I’m Bourne! Here’s the fragment! And you keep that gun  in its holster or you won’t just lose your job, you’ll lose your life, you son of a bitch!’

‘I meant no harm, Monsieur! They wanted to find you! They have no interest in your delivery, you have my word on it!’

The door crashed open; Jason slammed it again with his shoulder, then pulled it back to see the face of Carlos’s soldier, his hand on the weapon in his belt.

What he saw was the barrel of a gun, the black orifice of its opening staring him in the eyes. He spun back, aware that the split-second delay in the gunshot that followed was caused by a burst of shrill ringing that exploded out of the armoured van. The alarm had been tripped, the sound deafening, riding over the dissonance in the street; the gunshot seemed muted by comparison, the eruption of asphalt below not heard.

Once more Jason hammered the panel. He heard the impact of metal against metal; he had made contact with the gun of Carlos’s soldier. He pulled his own from his belt, dropped to his knees in the street, and pulled the door open.

He saw the face from Zurich, the killer they had called Johann, the man they had brought to Paris to recognize him. Bourne fired twice; the man arched backwards, blood spreading across his forehead.

The courier! The attaché case!

Jason saw the man; he had ducked below the tailgate for protection, his weapon in his hand, screaming for help. Bourne leaped to his feet and lunged for the extended gun, gripping the barrel, twisting it out of the courier’s hand. He grabbed the attaché case and shouted.

‘No harm, right? Give me that, you bastard!’ He threw the man’s gun under the van, got up, and plunged into the hysterical crowds on the pavement.

He ran wildly, blindly, the bodies in front of him the movable walls of his labyrinth. But there was an essential difference between this gauntlet and one he lived in every day. There was no darkness; the afternoon sun was bright, as blinding as his race through the labyrinth.
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