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CHAPTER
1

"My name is David Tennant, M.D. I'm a professor of ethics at the University of Virginia Medical School,
and if you're watching this tape, I'm dead."

I took a breath and gathered myself. I didn't want to rant. I'd mounted my Sony camcorder on a tripod
and rotated the LCD screen in order to see myself as I spoke. I'd lost weight over the past weeks. My
eyes were red with fatigue, the orbits shiny and dark. I looked more like a hunted criminal than a grieving
friend.

"I don't really know where to begin. I keep seeing Andrew lying on the floor. And I know they killed
him. But. . . I'm getting ahead of myself. You need facts. I was born in 1961 in Los Alamos, New
Mexico. My father was James Howard Tennant, the nuclear physicist. My mother was Ann Tennant, a
pediatrician. I'm making this tape in a sober state of mind, and I'm going to deposit it with my attorney as
soon as I finish, on the understanding that it should be opened if I die for any reason.

"Six hours ago, my colleague Dr. Andrew Fielding was found dead beside his desk, the victim of an
appar ent stroke. I can't prove it, but I know Fielding was mur dered. For the past two years, he and I
have been part of a scientific team funded by the National Security Agency and DARPA—the
government agency that created the Internet in the 1970s. Under the highest security classifi cation, that
team and its work are known as Project Trinity."
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I glanced down at the short-barreled Smith & Wesson .38 in my lap. I'd made sure the pistol wasn't
visible on camera, but it calmed me to have it within reach. Reassured, I again stared at the glowing red

light.

"Two years ago, Peter Godin, founder of the Godin Supercomputing Corporation, had an epiphany
much like that mythical moment when an apple dropped onto Isaac Newton's head. It happened in a
dream. Seemingly from nowhere, a seventy-year-old man visualized the most revolutionary possibility in
the history of science. When he woke up, Godin telephoned John Skow, a deputy director of the NSA,
in Fort Meade, Maryland. By six A.M., the two men had drafted and delivered a let ter to the president
of the United States. That letter shook the White House to its foundations. I know this because the
president was my brother's close friend in college. My brother died three years ago, but because of him,
the president knew of my work, which is what put me in the middle of all that followed."

I rubbed the cool metal of the .38, wondering what to tell and what to leave out. Leave out nothing, said
a voice in my head. My father's voice. Fifty years ago, he'd played his own part in America's secret
history, and that burden had greatly shortened his days. My father died in 1988, a haunted man, certain
that the Cold War he'd spent his youthful energy to perpetuate would end with the destruction of
civilization, as it so easily could have. Leave out nothing. . . .

"The Godin Memo," I continued, "had the same effect as the letter Albert Einstein sent President
Roosevelt at the beginning of World War Two, outlining the potential for an atomic bomb and the
possibility that Nazi Germany might develop one. Einstein's letter spurred the Manhattan Project, the
secret quest to ensure that America would be the first to possess nuclear weapons. Peter Godin's letter
resulted in a project of similar scope but infinitely greater ambition. Project Trinity began behind the walls
of an NSA front corpora tion in the Research Triangle Park of North Carolina. Only six people on the
planet ever had full knowledge of Trinity. Now that Andrew Fielding is dead, only five remain. I'm one.
The other four are Peter Godin, John Skow, Ravi Nara—"

I bolted to my feet with the .38 in my hand. Someone was rapping on my front door. Through thin
curtains, I saw a Federal Express truck parked at the foot of my sidewalk. What I couldn't see was the
space immediately in front of my door.

"Who is it?" I called.

"FedEx," barked a muffled male voice. "I need a sig nature."

I wasn't expecting a delivery. "Is it a letter or a pack age?"

"Letter."

"Who from?"

"Uhh. .. Lewis Carroll."

I shivered. A package from a dead man? Only one person would send me a package under the name of
the author of Alice in Wonderland. Andrew Fielding. Had he sent me something the day before he died?
Fielding had been obsessively searching the Trinity labs for weeks now, the computers as well as the
physical space. Perhaps he'd found something. And perhaps whatever it was had got him killed. I'd

sensed something strange about Fielding's behavior yesterday—not so easy with a man famed for his
eccentricities—but by this morning he'd seemed to be his old self.
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"Do you want this thing or not?" asked the delivery-man.

I cocked the pistol and edged over to the door. I'd fas tened the chain latch when I'd got home. With
my left hand, I unlocked the door and pulled it open to the length of the chain. Through the crack, I saw
the face of a uniformed man in his twenties, his hair bound into a short ponytail.

"Pass your pad through with the package. I'll sign and give it back to you."

"It's a digital pad. I can't give you that."

"Keep your hand on it, then."

"Paranoid," he muttered, but he stuck a thick orange pad through the crack in the door.

I grabbed the stylus hanging from the string and scrawled my name on the touch-sensitive screen.
"Okay."

The pad disappeared, and a FedEx envelope was thrust through. I took it and tossed it onto the sofa,
then shut the door and waited until I heard the truck rumble away from the curb.

I picked up the envelope and glanced at the label. "Lewis Carroll" had been signed in Fielding's spidery
hand. As I pulled the sheet of paper from the envelope, a greasy white granular substance spilled over my
fingers. The instant my eyes registered the color, some part of my brain whispered anthrax. The odds of
that were low, but my best friend had just died under suspicious circum stances. A certain amount of
paranoia was justified.

I hurried to the kitchen and scrubbed my hands with dish soap and water. Then I pulled a black medical
bag from my closet. Inside was the usual pharmacopoeia of the M.D.'s home: analgesics, antibiotics,
emetics, steroid cream. I found what I wanted in a snap compartment: a blister pack of Cipro, a powerful
broad-spectrum antibi otic. I swallowed one pill with water from the tap, then took a pair of surgical
gloves from the bag. As a last pre caution, I tied a dirty T-shirt from the hamper around my nose and
mouth. Then I folded the FedEx envelope and letter into separate Ziploc bags, sealed them, and laid
them on the counter.

As badly as I wanted to read the letter, part of me resisted. Fielding might have been murdered for what
was written on that page. Even if that weren't the case, nothing good would come from my reading it.

I carefully vacuumed the white granules from the car pet in the front room, wondering if I could be
wrong about Fielding's death being murder. He and I had worked ourselves into quite a state of suspicion
over the past weeks, but then we had reason to. And the timing was too damn convenient. Instead of
putting the vacuum cleaner back into the closet, I walked to the back door and tossed the machine far
into the yard. I could always buy another one.

I was still eerily aware of the letter sitting on the kitchen counter. I felt like a soldier's wife refusing to
open a telegram. But I already knew my friend was dead. So what did I fear?

The why, answered a voice in my head. Fielding talking. You want to keep your head in the sand. It's
the American national pastime. . . .

More than a little irritated to find that the dead could he as bothersome as the living, I picked up the
Ziploc containing the letter and carried it to the front room. The note was brief and handwritten.
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David,

We must meet again. I finally confronted Godin with my suspicions. His reaction astounded me. I don't
want to commit anything to paper, but I know I'm right. Lu Li and I are driving to the blue place on
Saturday night. Please join us. It's close quarters, but discreet. It may be time for you to contact your late
brother's friend again, though I wonder if even he can do anything at this point. Things like this have a
momentum greater than individuals. Greater even than humanity, I fear. If anything should happen to me,
don't forget that little gold item I asked you to hold for me one day. Desperate times, mate. I'll see you
Saturday.

There was no signature, but below the note was a hand-drawn cartoon of a rabbit's head and the face of
a clock. The White Rabbit, an affectionate nickname given Fielding by his Cambridge physics students.
Fielding always carried a gold pocket watch, and that was the "little gold item" that he had asked me to
hold for him one day.

We were passing each other in the hallway when he pressed the watch and chain into my hand. "Mind
keep ing that for an hour, old man?" he'd murmured. "Lovely." Then he was gone. An hour later he
stopped by my office to pick it up, saying he hadn't wanted to take the watch into the MRI lab with him,
where it could have been smashed against the MRI unit by the machine's enormous magnetic fields. But
Fielding visited the MRI lab all the time, and he'd never given me his pocket watch before. And he never
did again. It must have been in his pocket when he died. So what the hell was he up to that day?

I read the note again. Lu Li and I are driving to the blue place on Saturday night. Lu Li was Fielding's
new Chinese wife. The "blue place" had to be code for a beach cabin at Nags Head, on North Carolina's
Outer Banks. Three months ago, when Fielding asked for a recommendation for his honeymoon, I'd
suggested the Nags Head cabin, which was only a few hours away. Fielding and his wife had loved the
place, and the Englishman had apparently thought of it when he wanted a secure location to discuss his
fears.

My hands were shaking. The man who had written this note was now as cold as the morgue table he
was living on, if indeed he was lying in a morgue. No one had been able—or willing—to tell me where
my friend's body would be taken. And now the white powder. Would Fielding have put powder in the
envelope and neglected to mention it in his letter? If he didn't, who did? Who but the person who had
murdered him?

I laid the letter on the sofa, stripped off the surgical gloves, and rewound the videotape to the point at
which I'd walked out of the frame. I had decided to make this tape because I feared I might be killed
before I could tell the president what I knew. Fielding's letter had changed nothing. Yet as I stared into
the lens, my mind wandered. I was way ahead of Fielding on calling my "late brother's friend." The
moment I'd seen Fielding's corpse on the floor of his office, I knew I had to call the presi dent. But the
president was in China. Still, as soon as I got clear of the Trinity lab, I'd called the White House from a
pay phone in a Shoney's restaurant, a "safe" phone Fielding had told me about. It couldn't be seen by
surveillance teams in cars, and the restaurant's interior geometry made it difficult for a parabolic
microphone to eavesdrop from a distance.

When I said "Project Trinity," the White House oper ator put me through to a man who gruffly asked me
to state my business. I asked to speak to Ewan McCaskell, the president's chief of staff, whom I'd met
during my visit to the Oval Office. McCaskell was in China with the president. I asked that the president
be informed that David Tennant needed to speak to him urgently about Project Trinity, and that no one
else involved with Trinity should be informed. The man said my message would be passed on and hung
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up.

Thirteen hours separated North Carolina and Beijing. That made it tomorrow in China. Daylight. Yet
four hours had passed since my call, and I'd heard nothing. Would my message be relayed to China,
given the critical nature of the summit? There was no way to know. I did know that if someone at Trinity
heard about my call first, I might wind up as dead as Fielding before I talked to the president.

I hit start on the remote control and spoke again to the camera.

"In the past six months I've gone from feeling like part of a noble scientific effort to questioning whether
I'm even living in the United States. I've watched Nobel laureates give up all principles in a search for—"

I went still. Something had passed by one of my front windows. A face. Very close, peering inside. I'd
seen it through the sheer curtains, but I was sure. A face, framed by shoulder-length hair. I had a sense of
a woman's features, but. . .

I started to get up, then sat back down. My teeth were vibrating with an electric pain like aluminum foil
crushed between dental fillings. My eyelids felt too heavy to hold open. Not now, I thought, shoving my
hand into my pocket for my prescription bottle. Jesus, not now. For six months, every member of
Trinity's inner circle had suf fered frightening neurological symptoms. No one's symp toms were the
same. My affliction was narcolepsy. Narcolepsy and dreams. At home, I usually gave in to the trancelike
sleep. But when I needed to fight off a spell—at Trinity, or driving my car—only amphetamines could
stop the overwhelming waves.

I pulled out my prescription bottle and shook it. Empty. I'd swallowed my last pill yesterday. I got my
speed from Ravi Nara, Trinity's neurologist, but Nara and I were no longer speaking. I tried to rise,
thinking I'd call a pharmacy and prescribe my own, but that was ridiculous. I couldn't even stand. A
leaden heaviness had settled into my limbs. My face felt hot, and my eyelids began to fall.

The prowler was at the window again. In my mind, I raised my gun and aimed it, but then I saw the
weapon lying in my lap. Not even survival instinct could clear the fog filling my brain. I looked back at the
window. The face was gone. A woman's face. [ was sure of it. Would they use a woman to kill me? Of
course. They were pragmatists. They used what worked.

Something scratched at my doorknob. Through the thickening haze I fought to aim my gun at the door.
Something slammed against the wood. I got my finger on the trigger, but as my swimming brain
transmitted the instruction to depress it, sleep annihilated consciousness like fingers snuffing a candle
flame.

Andrew Fielding sat alone at his desk, furiously smoking a cigarette. His hands were shaking from a
confrontation with Godin. It had happened the previous day, but Fielding had the habit of replaying such
scenes in his mind, agonizing over how ineffectually he had stated his case, murmuring retorts he should
have made at the time but had not.

The argument had been the result of weeks of frustra tion. Fielding didn't like arguments, not ones
outside the realm of physics, anyway. He'd put off the meeting until the last possible moment. He
pottered around his office, pondering one of the central riddles of quantum physics: how two particles
fired simultaneously from the same source could arrive at the same destination at the same instant, even
though one had to travel ten times as far as the other. It was like two 747s flying from New York to Los
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Angeles—one flying direct and the other having to fly south to Miami before turning west to Los
Angeles— yet both touching down at LAX at the same moment. The 747 on the direct route flew at the
speed of light, yet the plane that had to detour over Miami still reached L.A. at the same instant. Which
meant that the second plane had flown faster than the speed of light. Which meant that Einstein's theory
of Special Relativity was flawed. Possibly. Fielding spent a great deal of time thinking about this problem.

He lit another cigarette and thought about the letter he'd FedExed to David Tennant. It didn't say
enough. Not nearly. But it would have to do until they met at Nags Head. Tennant would be working a
few steps up the hall from him all afternoon, but he might as well be in Fiji. No square foot of the Trinity
complex was free of surveillance and recording devices. Tennant would get the letter this afternoon, if no
one intercepted it. To prevent this, Fielding had instructed his wife to drop it at a FedEx box inside the
Durham post office, beyond the sight line of anyone following her from a distance. That was all the
spouses usually got—random surveillance from cars—but you never knew.

Tennant was Fielding's only hope. Tennant knew the President. He'd had cocktails in the White House,
any way. Fielding had won the Nobel in 1998, but he'd never been invited to 10 Downing Street. Never
would be, in all likelihood. He'd shaken hands with the PM at a recep tion once, but that wasn't the same
thing. Not at all.

He took a drag on the cigarette and looked down at his desk. An equation lay there, a collapsing wave
func tion, unsolvable using present-day mathematics. Not even the world's most powerful
supercomputers could solve a collapsing wave function. There was one machine on the planet that might
make headway with the prob lem—at least he believed there was—and if he was right, the term
supercomputer might soon become as quaint and archaic as abacus. But the machine that could solve a
collapsing wave function would be capable of a lot more than computing. It would be everything Peter
Godin had promised the mandarins in Washington, and more. That “more” was what scared Fielding.
Scared the bloody hell out of him. For no one could predict the unintended consequences of bringing
such a thing into existence. “Trinity” indeed.

He was thinking of going home early when something flashed in his left eye. There was no pain. Then the
visual field in that eye swirled into a blur, and an explosion seemed to detonate in the left frontal lobe of
his brain. A stroke, he thought with clinical detachment. I'm having a stroke. Strangely calm, he reached
for the tele phone to call 911, then remembered that the world's preeminent neurologist was working in
the office four doors down from his own.

The telephone would be faster than walking. He reached for the receiver, but the event taking place
within his cranium suddenly bloomed to its full destruc tive power. The clot lodged, or the blood vessel
burst, and his left eye went black. Then a knifelike pain pierced the base of his brain, the center of life
support functions. Falling toward the floor, Fielding thought again of that elusive particle that had traveled
faster than the speed of light, that had proved Einstein wrong by traversing space as though it did not
exist. He posed a thought experi ment: If Andrew Fielding could move as fast as that par ticle, could he
reach Ravi Kara in time to be saved?

Answer: No. Nothing could save him now.

His last coherent thought was a prayer, a silent hope that in the unmapped world of the quantum,
conscious ness existed beyond what humans called death. For Fielding, religion was an illusion, but at the
dawn of the twenty-first century, Project Trinity had uncovered hope of a new immortality. And it wasn't
the Rube Goldberg monstrosity they were pretending to build a hundred meters from his office door.

The impact of the floor was like water.
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I jerked awake and grabbed my gun. Someone was bang ing the front door taut against the security
chain. I tried to get to my feet, but the dream had disoriented me. Its lucidity far surpassed anything I'd
experienced to date. [ actually felt that I had died, that I was Andrew Fielding at the moment of his
death—

"Dr. Tennant?" shouted a woman's voice. "David! Are you in there?"

My psychiatrist? I put my hand to my forehead and tried to fight my way back to reality. "Dr. Weiss?
Rachel? Is that you?"

"Yes! Unlatch the chain!"
"I'm coming," I muttered. "Are you alone?"
"Yes! Open the door."

I stuffed my gun between the couch cushions and stumbled toward the door. As I reached for the chain
latch, it struck me that I had never told my psychiatrist where I lived.

CHAPTER
2

Rachel Weiss had jet-black hair, olive skin, and onyx eyes. Eleven weeks ago, when I'd arrived at her
office for my first session, I'd thought of Rebecca from Sir Walter Scott's I[vanhoe. Only in the novel
Rebecca had a wild, unrestrained sort of beauty. Rachel Weiss pro jected a focused severity that made
her physical appear ance and clothing irrelevant, as though she went out of her way to hide attributes that
would cause people to see her as anything other than the remarkable clinician she was.

"What was that?" she asked, pointing to the sofa cushion where I'd stashed the gun. "Are you
self-prescribing again?"'

"No. How did you find my house?"

"I know a woman in Personnel at UVA. You missed two consecutive sessions, but at least you called
ahead to cancel. Today you leave me sitting there and you don't even call? Considering your state of
mind lately, what do you expect me to do?" Rachel's eyes went to the video camera. "Oh, David . . .
you're not back to this again? I thought you stopped years ago."

"[t's not what you think."

She didn't look convinced. Five years ago, a drunk driver flipped my wife's car into a roadside pond.
The water wasn't deep, but both Karen and my daughter Zooey drowned before help arrived. I was
working at the Hospital they were brought to after the accident. Watching the ER staff try in vain to
resuscitate my four-year-old daughter shattered me. I spent hours at home in front of the television,
endlessly replaying videotapes of Zooey learning to walk, laughing in Karen's arms, hugging me at her
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third birthday party. My medical practice withered, then died, and I sank into clinical depression. This
was the only fact of my personal life I had discussed in detail with my psychiatrist, and this only because
after three sessions she had told me that she'd lost her only child to leukemia one year before.

She confided this because she believed my disturbing dreams were caused by the tragic loss of my
family, and she wanted me to know she had felt the same kind of pain. Rachel, too, had lost more than
her child. Unable to handle the devastating effects of his son's illness, her lawyer husband had left her and
returned to New York. Like me, Rachel had descended into a pit of depression from which she was
lucky to emerge. Therapy and medication had been her salvation. But like my father, I've always been
fiercely private, and I fought my way back to the land of the living alone. Not a day went by that I didn't
miss my wife and daughter, but my days of weeping as I replayed old videotapes were over.

"This isn't about Karen and Zooey," I told Rachel. "Please close the door."

She remained in the open doorway, car keys in hand, clearly wanting to believe me but just as clearly
skepti cal. "What is it, then?"

"Work. Please close the door."

Rachel hesitated, then shut the door and stared into my eyes. "Maybe it's time you told me about your
work."

This had long been a point of contention between us. Rachel considered doctor/patient confidentiality as
sacred as the confessional, and my lack of trust offended her. She believed my demands for secrecy and
warnings of danger hinted at a delusional reality I had constructed to protect my psyche from scrutiny. I
didn't blame her. At the request of the NSA, I'd made my first appoint ment with her under a false name.
But ten seconds after we shook hands, she recognized my face from the jacket photo of my book. She
assumed my ruse was the para noia of a medical celebrity, and I did nothing to disabuse her of that
notion. But after a few weeks, my refusal to divulge anything about my work—and my obsession with
"protecting" her—had pushed her to suspect that I might be schizophrenic.

What Rachel didn't know was that I had only been allowed to see her after winning a brutal argument
with John Skow, the director of Project Trinity. My nar colepsy had developed as a result of my work at
Trinity, and [ wanted professional help to try to understand the accompanying dreams.

First the NSA flew in a shrink from Fort Meade, a pharmacological psychiatrist whose main patient base
was technicians trying to cope with chronic stress or depression. He wanted to fill me up with happy pills
and find out how to become an internationally published physician like me. Next they brought in a
woman, an expert in dealing with the neuroses that develop when people are forced to work for long
periods in secrecy. Her knowledge of dream symbolism was limited to "a little historical reading" during
her residency. Like her colleague, she wanted to start me on a regimen of anti-depressants and
antipsychotics. What I needed was a psychoanalyst experienced in dream analysis, and the NSA didn't
have one.

I called some friends at the UVA Medical School and discovered that Rachel Weiss, the country's
preeminent Jungian analyst, was based at the Duke University Medical School, less than fifteen miles
from the Trinity building. Skow tried to stop me from seeing her, but in the end I told him he'd have to
arrest me to do it, and before he tried that, he'd better call the president, who had appointed me to the
project.

"Something's happened," Rachel said. "What is it? Have the hallucinations changed again?"
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Hallucinations, I thought bitterly. Never dreams.

"Have they intensified? Become more personal? Are you afraid?"

"Andrew Fielding is dead," I said in a flat voice.

Rachel blinked. "Who's Andrew Fielding?"

"He was a physicist."

Her eyes widened. "Andrew Fielding the physicist is dead?"

It was a measure of Fielding's reputation that a medical doctor who knew little about quantum physics
would know his name. But it didn't surprise me. There are six-year-olds who'd heard of "the White
Rabbit." The man who had largely unraveled the enigma of the dark matter in the universe stood second
only to his friend Stephen Hawking in the astrophysical firmament.

"He died of a stroke," I said. "Or so they say."

"So who says?"

"People at work."

"You work with Andrew Fielding?"

"I did. For the past two years."

Rachel shook her head in amazement. "You don't think he died of a stroke?"

"No."

"Did you examine him?"

"A cursory exam. He collapsed in his office. Another doctor got to him before he died. That doctor said
Fielding exhibited left-side paralysis and had a blown left pupil, but. . ."

"What?"
"I don't believe him. Fielding died too quickly for a stroke. Within four or five minutes."
Rachel pursed her lips. "That happens sometimes. Especially with a severe hemorrhage."

"Yes, but it's comparatively rare, and you don't usu ally see a blown pupil." That was true enough, but it
wasn't what I was thinking. I was thinking that Rachel was a psychiatrist, and as good as she was, she
hadn't spent sixteen years practicing internal medicine, as I had. You got a feeling about certain cases,
certain peo ple. A sixth sense. Fielding had not been my patient, but he'd told me a lot about his health in
two years, and a massive hemorrhage didn't feel right to me. "Look, I don't know where his body is, and
I don't think there's going to be an autopsy, so—"

"Why no autopsy?" Rachel broke in.
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"Because I think he was murdered."

"I thought you said he died in his office."

"He did."

"You think he was murdered at work? Workplace violence?"

She still didn't get it. "I mean premeditated murder. Carefully thought out, expertly executed murder."
"But...why would someone murder Andrew Fielding? He was an old man, wasn't he?"

"He was sixty-three." Recalling Fielding's body on the office floor, mouth agape, sightless eyes staring at
the ceiling, I felt a sudden compulsion to tell Rachel everything. But one glance at the window killed the
urge. A parabolic microphone could be trained on the glass.

"[ can't say anything beyond that. I'm sorry. You should go, Rachel."

She took two steps toward me, her face set with purpose. "I'm not going anywhere yet. Look, if anyone
died while not under a doctor's supervision in this state, there has to be an autopsy. And especially in
cases of possible foul play. It's required by law."

I laughed at her naiveté. "There won't be an autopsy. Not a public one, anyway."

"David—"

"I really can't say more. I shouldn't have said that much. I just wanted you to know. . . that it's real."

"Why can't you say more?" She held up a small, graceful hand. "No, let me answer that. Because to tell
me more would put me in danger. Right?"

"Yes."

She rolled her eyes. "David, from the beginning you've made extraordinary demands about secrecy. And
I've complied. I've told colleagues that the hours you spend in my office are research for your second
book, rather than what they really are."

"And you know I appreciate that. But if I'm right about Fielding, anything I tell you now could put your
life at risk. Can't you understand that?"

"No. I've never understood. What sort of work could possibly be so dangerous?"

I shook my head.

"This is like a bad joke." She laughed strangely. "I could tell you, but then I'd have to kill you.' It's
classic paranoid thinking."

"Do you really believe I'm making all this up?"

Rachel answered with caution. "I believe that you believe everything you've told me."
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"So, I'm still delusional."

"You've got to admit, you've been having disturbing hallucinations for some time now. Some of the
recent ones are classic religious delusions."

"But most not," I reminded her. "And I'm an atheist. Is that classic?"

"No, I concede that. But you've also refused to get a workup for your narcolepsy. Or epilepsy. Or even
to get your blood sugar checked, for that matter."

I've been worked up by the foremost neurologist in the world. "That's being investigated at work."
"By Andrew Fielding? He wasn't an M.D., was he?"

I decided to go one step further. "I'm being treated by Ravi Nara."

Her mouth fell open. "Ravi Nara? As in the Nobel Prize for medicine?"

"That's him," I said with distaste.

"You work with Ravi Nara?"

"Yes. He's a prick. It was Nara who said Fielding died of a stroke."

Rachel appeared at a loss. "David, I just don't know what to say. Are you really working with these
famous people?"

"[s that so hard to believe? I'm reasonably famous myself."

"Yes, but . . . not in the same way. What reason would those men have to work together? They're in
totally different fields."

"Until two years ago they were."

"What does that mean?"

"Go back to your office, Rachel."

"I canceled my last patient so I could come here."
"Bill me for your lost time."

She reddened. "There's no need to insult me. Please tell me what's going on. I'm tired of hearing nothing
but your hallucinations."

"Dreams."
"Whatever. They're not enough to work with."

"Not for your purpose. But you and I have different goals. We always have. You're trying to solve the
riddle of David Tennant. I'm trying to solve the riddle of my dreams."
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"But the answers are bound up in who you are! Dreams aren't independent of the rest of your brain!
You—"

The ringing telephone cut her off. I got up and went into the kitchen to answer it, a strange thrumming in
my chest. The caller could be the president of the United States.

"Dr. Tennant," I said from years of habit.

"Dr. David?" cried a hysterical female voice with an Asian accent. It was Lu Li, Fielding's Chinese wife.
Or widow . . .

"This is David, Lu Li. I'm sorry I haven't called you." I searched for fitting words but found only a cliché.
"I can't begin to express the pain I feel at Andrew's loss—"

A burst of Cantonese punctuated with some English flashed down the wire. I didn't have to understand it
all to know I was hearing a distraught widow on the verge of collapse. God only knew what the Trinity
security people had told Lu Li, or what she had made of it. She'd come to America only three months
ago, her immigra tion fast-tracked by the State Department, which had received a none-too-subtle
motivational call from the White House.

"T know this has been a terrible day," I said in a com forting voice. "But I need you to try to calm down."

Lu Li was panting.

"Breathe deeply," I said, trying to decide what approach to take. Safest to use the corporate cover the
NSA had insisted on from the beginning. As far as the rest of the Research Triangle Park companies
knew, the Argus Optical Corporation developed optical computer elements used in government defense
projects. Lu Li might know no more than this.

"What have you been told by the company?" I asked cautiously.

"Andy dead!" Lu Li cried. "They say he die of brain bleeding, but I know nothing. I don't know what to
do!"

I saw nothing to be gained by further agitating Fielding's widow with theories of murder. "Lu Li, Andrew
was sixty-three years old, and not in the best of health. A stroke isn't an unlikely event in that situation."

"You no understand, Dr. David! Andy warn me about this."
My hand tightened on the phone. "What do you mean?"

Another burst of Cantonese came down the wire, but then Lu Li settled into halting English. "Andy tell
me this could happen. He say, 'If something happen to me, call Dr. David. David know what to do.""

A deep ache gripped my heart. That Fielding had put such faith in me ... "What do you want me to do?"
"Come here. Please. Talk to me. Tell me why this happen to Andy."

I hesitated. The NSA was probably listening to this call. To go to Lu Li's house would only put her at
greater risk, and myself, too. But what choice did I have? I couldn't fail my friend. "I'll be there in twenty
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minutes."
"Thank you, thank you, David! Please, thank you."
I hung up and turned to go back to the living room. Rachel was standing in the kitchen doorway.

"I have to leave," I told her. "I appreciate you coming to check on me. I know it was beyond the call of
duty."

"I'm going with you. I heard some of that, and I'm going with you."

"Out of the question."

"Why?"

"You have no reason to come. You're not part of this."

She folded her arms across her chest. "For me it's simple, okay? If you're telling the truth, I'll find the
distraught widow of Andrew Fielding at the end of a short drive. And she'll support what you've told
me."

"Not necessarily. I don't know how much Fielding confided in her. And Lu Li hardly speaks English."

"Andrew Fielding didn't teach his own wife English?"

"He spoke fluent Cantonese. Plus about eight other languages. And she's only been here a few months."

Rachel straightened her skirt with the flats of her hands. "Your resistance tells me that you know my
going will expose your story as a delusion."

Anger flashed through me. "I'm tempted to let you come, just for that. But you don't grasp the danger.
You could die. Tonight."

"I don't think so."

I picked up the Ziploc bag containing the white powder and the FedEx envelope and held it out to her.
"A few minutes ago I received a letter from Fielding. This powder was in the envelope."

She shrugged. "It looks like sand. What is it?"
"T have no idea. But I'm afraid it might be anthrax. Or whatever killed Fielding."

She took the package from me. I thought at first she was examining the powder, but she was reading the
label on the FedEx envelope.

"This says the sender is Lewis Carroll."
"That's code. Fielding couldn't risk putting his name into the FedEx computer system. The NSA would

pick that up immediately. He used "Lewis Carroll' because his nickname was the White Rabbit. You've
heard that, right?"
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Rachel looked as if she were really thinking about it. "I can't say that I have. Where's this letter?"
I motioned toward the front room. "In a plastic bag on the couch. Don't open it."

She bent over the note and quickly read it. "It's not signed."

"Of course not. Fielding didn't know who might see it. That rabbit symbol is his signature."

She looked at me with disbelief. "Just take me along, David. If what I see supports what you've told me,
I'll take all your warnings seriously from this point forward. No more doubts."

"That's like throwing you into the water to prove there are sharks in it. By the time you see them, it's too
late."

"That's always how it is with these kinds of fantasies."

I went and got my keys off the kitchen counter. Rachel followed at my heels. "All right, you want to
come? Follow me in your car."

She shook her head. "Not a chance. You'd lose me at the first red light."

"Your colleagues would tell you it's dangerous to accompany a patient while he chases a paranoid
fantasy. Especially a narcoleptic patient."

"My colleagues don't know you. As for the nar colepsy, you haven't killed yourself yet."

I reached under the sofa cushion, brought out my pis tol, and thrust it into my waistband. "You don't
know me either."

She studied the butt of the gun, then looked into my eyes. "I think I do. And I want to help you."

If she were only my psychiatrist, I would have left her there. But during our long sessions, we had
recognized something in each other, an unspoken feeling shared by two people who had experienced
great loss. Even though she thought I might be ill now, she cared about me in a way no one else had for a
long time. To take her with me would be selfish, but the simple truth was, I didn't want to go alone.

CHAPTER
3

Geli Bauer sat within the dark bowels of the Trinity building, a basement complex lit only by the glow of
computer monitors and surveillance screens. From here electronic filaments spread out to monitor the
people and the physical plant of Project Trinity. But that was only the center of her domain. With the
touch of a computer key, Geli could interface with the NSA supercomputers at Fort Meade and monitor
conversations and events on the other side of the globe. Though she had wielded many kinds of power
during her thirty-two years on earth, she had never before felt the rush of knowing that all the world
bounded by electronics could be manipulated by the touch of her finger.

On paper, Geli worked for Godin Supercomputing, which was based in Mountain View, California. But
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it was her company's quasi-governmental relationship with the NSA that had lifted her into the
stratosphere of power. If she deemed a situation an emergency, she could stop trains, close international
airports, retask surveillance satellites, or lift armed helicopters into the skies over U.S. soil and order
them to fire. No other modern woman had wielded such power—in some ways her authority rivaled that
of her father—and Geli did not intend to give it up.

On the flat-panel monitor before her glowed a transcript of the conversation between David Tennant and
an unknown White House functionary, recorded at a Shoney's restaurant that afternoon, but Geli was no
longer looking at it. She was speaking on the headset phone to a member of her security team, the man

who was watching Tennant's residence.

"I only heard conversation in the kitchen," she said. That makes no sense. He and Dr. Weiss had to be
talking elsewhere."

"Maybe they were getting it on."
"We'd have heard it. Weiss looks like a screamer to me. It's always the quiet ones."
"What do you want me to do?"

"Get in there and check the mikes." Geli tapped a key on the pad before her, which connected her to a
young ex-Delta operator named Thomas Corelli, who was covering Andrew Fielding's house.

"What are you hearing, Thomas?"

“Normal background noise. TV. Bumps and clatters."

"Did you hear Mrs. Fielding's end of the phone call?"

"Yeah, but it's hard to understand that Chinese accent."

"Are you out of sight?"

“I'm parked in the driveway of some out-of-town neighbors."

"Tennant will be at your location in five minutes. He has a woman with him. Dr. Rachel Weiss. Stay on
this line.”

Geli clicked off, then said clearly, "JPEG. Weiss, Rachel."

A digital photograph of Rachel Weiss appeared on her monitor. It was a head shot, a telephoto taken as
the psychiatrist left the Duke University hospital. Rachel Weiss was three years older than Geli, but Geli
recog nized the type. She'd known girls like that at boarding school in Switzerland. Strivers. Most of
them Jews. She would have known Weiss was Jewish without hearing her name or seeing her file. Even
with fashionably wind blown hair, Rachel Weiss looked like she carried the weight of the world on her
shoulders. She had the dark martyr's eyes, the premature lines around the mouth. She was one of the top
Jungian analysts in the world, and you didn't reach that level without being obsessive about your work.

Geli had been against involving Weiss. It was Skow who had allowed it. Skow's theory was that if you
held the leash too tight, you were asking for trouble. But it was Geli's head that would roll if there was a
security breach. To prevent that eventuality, she received tran scripts of Weiss's sessions with Tennant
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and recordings of every telephone call the psychiatrist made. Once a week, one of her operatives slipped
into Weiss's office and photocopied Tennant's file, to be sure that nothing escaped Geli's scrutiny.

That was the kind of hassle that came from dealing with civilians. It had been the same at Los Alamos,
with the Manhattan Project. In both cases the government had tried to control a group of gifted civilian
scientists who through ignorance, obstinacy, or ideology posed the great est threat to their own work.
When you recruited the smartest people in the world, you got crackpots.

Tennant was a crackpot. Like Fielding. Like Ravi Nara, the project's Nobel Prize-winning
neuroscientist. All six Trinity principals had signed the tightest possible security and nondisclosure
agreements, but they still believed they could do anything they wanted. To them the world was
Disneyland. And doctors were the worst. Even in the army, the rules had never quite seemed to apply to
M.D.s. But tonight Tennant was going to step far enough over the line to get his head chopped off.

Her headset beeped. She opened the line to her man at Tennant's house. "What is it?"

"I'm inside. You're not going to believe this. Someone put painter's putty in the holes over the mikes."

Geli felt a strange numbness in her chest. "How could Tennant know where they were?"

"No way without a scanner."

"Magnifying glass?"

"If he knew to look for them. But that would take hours, and you'd never be sure you got them all."

A scanner. Where the hell would an internist get that? Then she knew. Fielding. "Tennant took that
FedEx delivery. Do you see an envelope anywhere?"

"No."

"He must have taken it with him. What else do you see? Anything strange?"
"There's a video camera set up on a tripod."

Shit. "Tape in it?"

“Let me check. No tape."

"What else?"

“A vacuum cleaner in the backyard."

What the hell? "A vacuum cleaner? Take the bag out and bring it here. We'll chopper it to Fort Meade
for analysis. What else?"

"Nothing."

“Take one last look, then get out." Geli clicked off;, then said, "Skow—home." The com puter dialed the
Raleigh residence of Project Trinity's administrative director.
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"Geli?" Skow said. "What's going on?"

Bauer always thought Kennedy when she heard John Skow's voice. Skow was a Boston Brahmin with
twice the usual brains of his breed. Instead of the customary liberal arts and law background of his class,
Skow had advanced degrees in astronomy and mathematics and had served for eight years as deputy
director of special projects for the NSA. His primary area of responsibility was the agency's top secret
Supercomputer Research Center. Skow was technically Geli's superior, but their relationship had always
been uncomfortable. Short of taking a human life, Geli had independent responsibility for Project Trinity's
security. She held this power because Peter Godin—citing security leaks at government labs— had
demanded that he pick his own team to protect Trinity.

The old man had found her just as she was leaving the army. Geli believed heart and soul in the warrior
cul ture, but she could no longer endure the bloated and hidebound bureaucracy of the army, or its
abysmal qual ity standards for new recruits. When Godin appeared, he'd offered her a job she had
wanted all her life but hadn't believed existed.

She would receive $700,000 a year to work as chief of security for special projects for Godin
Supercomputing. The salary was immense, but Godin was a billionaire. He could afford it. Her conditions
of employment were unique. She would follow any order he gave, without question and without regard
for legality. She would not reveal any information about her employer, his company, or her employment.
If she did, she would die. Geli could hire her own staff, but they would accept the same condi tions and
penalty, and she would enforce that penalty. She was amazed that a public figure like Godin would dare
to set such terms. Then she learned that Godin had found her through her father. That explained a lot.
Geli had hardly spoken to her father in years, but he was in a posi tion to know a lot about her. And she
could tell by the way Godin looked at her that he knew something about her as well. Probably the stories
that had filtered out of Iraq after Desert Storm. Peter Godin wanted a security expert, but he also wanted
a killer. Geli was both.

John Skow was not. Unlike Godin, who had fought as a marine in Korea as a young man, Skow was a
theo retical warrior. The NSA man had never seen blood on his hands, and around Geli he sometimes
acted like a man who'd been handed a leash with a pit bull on the end of it.

"Geli?" Skow said again. "Are you there?"

"Dr. Weiss went to Tennant's house," she said into her headset.

HWhy?H

"I don't know. We got almost none of their conversa tion. They're on their way to the Fielding house
now. Lu Li Fielding called him. Upset."

Skow was silent for a moment. "Going over to com fort the grieving widow?"

"I'm sure that will be their story." She wanted to gauge Skow's level of anxiety before giving him more
details. "Do we let them go in?"

"Of course. You can hear everything they say, right?"
"Maybe not. There was a problem with the bugs at Tennant's house."

"What kind of problem?"
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"Tennant put putty over the mikes. And there was a video camera set up on a tripod in there. No tape in
it." She let that sink in. "Either he wanted to say something on tape that he didn't want us to hear, or he
wanted to talk to Dr. Weiss without us hearing. Either way, it's bad."

She listened to Skow breathe for a while.
"It's all right," he said finally. "We're going to be okay on this."
"Y ou must know something I don't, sir."

Skow chuckled at the contempt with which she said "sir." The NSA man was tough in his own way. He
had the detached coldness of mathematical intelligence. "The perks of leadership, Geli. You did well this
morning, by the way. I was amazed."

Geli flashed back to Fielding's corpse. The termination had gone smoothly enough, but it was a stupid
move. They should have taken out Tennant as well. She could easily have manipulated both men into the
same vehicle, and after that . . . simple logistics. A car accident. And the project wouldn't be in the
jeopardy it was in now. "Has Tennant actually talked to the president, sir?"

"I don't know. So keep your distance. Monitor the situation, but nothing more."

"He also took a delivery from FedEx. A letter. Whatever it was, he took it with him. We need to see
that."

"If you can get a look at it without him knowing, fine. Otherwise, talk to FedEx and find out who sent it."
"We're doing that."

"Good. Just don't—"

Geli heard Skow's wife calling his name.

"Just keep me informed," he said, and rang oft.

Geli closed her eyes and began to breathe deeply. She had made the case to Godin for taking out
Tennant along with Fielding, but the old man had resisted. Yes, Godin conceded, Tennant had broken
regulations and spent time with Fielding outside the facility. Yes, Tennant had sup ported Fielding's effort
to suspend the project. And it was Tennant's tie to the president that had made that suspen sion a reality.
But there was no proof that Tennant was part of the Englishman's campaign to sabotage the project, or
that he was privy to any of the dangerous infor mation Fielding possessed. Since Geli did not know what
that information was, she could not judge the risk of letting Tennant live. She had reminded Godin of the
maxim “Better safe than sorry," but Godin did not relent. He would, though. Soon.

Geli said, "JPEG, Fielding, Lu Li." An image of a dark-haired Asian woman appeared on her monitor.
Born Lu Li Cheng, reared in Canton Province, Communist China. Forty years old. Advanced degrees in
applied physics.

“Another mistake," Geli muttered. Lu Li Cheng had no business inside the borders of the United States,

much less in the inner circle of the most sensitive scientific project in the country. Geli touched the key
that connected her to Thomas Corelli in the surveillance car outside the Fielding house. "You see anything

Page 18



strange over there?"

"NO.”

"How easily could you search Tennant's car when he arrives?"
"Depends on where he parks."

"If you see a FedEx envelope in the car, break in, read it, then put it back. And I want video of their
arrival."

"No problem. What are you looking for?"
“I'm not sure. Just get it."

Geli removed a pack of Gauloises from her desk, took out a cigarette, and broke off its filter. In the flare
of the match she caught her reflection in her computer monitor. A veil of blonde hair, high cheekbones,
steel-blue eyes, nasty burn scar. She considered the ugly ridged tissue on her left cheek as much a part of
her face as her eyes or mouth. A plastic surgeon had once offered to remove the discolored mark at no
cost, but she'd turned him down. Scars had a purpose: to remind their bearer of wounds. The wound that
had caused that scar she would never let herself forget.

She punched a key and routed the signals from the microphones in the Fielding house to her headset.
Then she drew deeply on her cigarette, settled back in her chair, and blew a stream of harsh smoke
toward the ceiling. Geli Bauer hated many things, but most of all she hated waiting.

CHAPTER
4

We drove in silence, the Acura moving swiftly through the dusk. At this time of evening, it was a quick
ride from my suburb to Andrew Fielding's house near the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill.
Rachel didn't understand my demand for silence, and I didn't expect her to. When I first became involved
in Trinity, the xenophobic level of security had stunned me. The other scientists—Fielding included— had
worked on defense-related projects before and accepted the intrusive security as a necessary
inconvenience. But eventually, even the veterans complained that we were enduring something
unprecedented. Surveillance was all-pervasive and reached far beyond the lab complex. Protests were
met with a curt reminder that the scientists on the Manhattan Project had been forced to live behind
barbed wire to ensure the security of "the device." The freedom we enjoyed came with a price—or so
went the party line. Fielding didn't buy it. "Random" polygraph tests occurred almost weekly, and
surveillance extended even to our homes. Before I could begin my video today, I'd had to plug pinholes
in my walls that concealed tiny microphones. Fielding discovered them with a special scanner he'd built at
home and marked the bugs with tiny pins. He had made something of a hobby out of evading Trinity
surveillance. He warned me that speak ing confidentially in cars was impossible. Automobiles were
simple to bug, and even clean vehicles could be covered from a distance, using special high-tech
micro phones. The Englishman's cat-and-mouse game with the NSA had amused me at times, but there
was no doubt about who had got the last laugh.

I looked over at Rachel. It felt strange to be in a car with her. In the five years since my wife's death, I'd
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had relationships with two women, both before my assign ment to Trinity. My time with Rachel wasn't a
"relation ship" in the romantic sense. Two hours per week for the past three months, I had sat in a room
with her and dis cussed the most disturbing aspect of my life—my dreams. Through her questions and
interpretations, she had probably revealed more about herself than she had learned about me, yet much
remained hidden.

She'd come down from New York Presbyterian to accept the faculty position at Duke, where she taught
a small cadre of psychiatry residents Jungian analysis, a dying art in the world of modern pharmacological
psy chiatry. She also saw private patients and carried out psychiatric research. After two years of virtual
solitude working on Trinity, I would have found contact with any intelligent woman provocative. But
Rachel had far more than intelligence to offer. Sitting in her leather chair, dressed impeccably, her dark
hair pulled up in a French braid, she would watch me with unblinking concentra tion, as though peering
into depths of my mind that even I had not plumbed. Sometimes her face—and particularly her
eyes—became the whole room for me. They were the environment I occupied, the audience I con fided
in, the judgment I awaited. But those eyes were slow to judge, at least in the beginning. She would
ques tion me about certain images, then question the answers I gave. She sometimes offered
interpretations of my dreams, but unlike the NSA psychiatrists I had seen, she never spoke with a tone of
infallibility. She seemed to be searching for meaning along with me, prodding me to interpret the images
myself.

"David, you don't have to drive around all night," she said. "I'm not going to hold this against you."

Right, I thought. What's wrong with delusions of a secret government conspiracy? "Be patient," I told
her. “It's not much farther."

She looked at me in the semidark, her eyes skeptical. "What's the monetary award for a Nobel Prize?"

"About a million U.S. Fielding got a little less than Ravi Nara, because ..." I trailed off, realizing that she
was only probing again, trying to puncture my "delusion."

I focused on the road, knowing that in a few minutes she would have to admit that my paranoia was at
least partially grounded in fact. What would she think then? Would she open her mind to my
interpretation of my dreams, however irrational it might sound?

From our first session, Rachel had argued that she could not make valid interpretations of my
"hallucination" without knowing intimate details of my past and my work. But I couldn't tell much. Fielding
had warned me that the NSA would consider anyone who knew anything about Trinity or its principals to
be a potential threat. Beyond this concern, I felt that what I saw during my narcoleptic episodes had
nothing to do with my past. The images seemed to be coming from outside my mind.

Not in the sense of hearing alien voices, which was a marker for schizophrenia, but in the classical sense
of visions. Revealed visions, like those described by prophets. For a man who had not believed in God
since he was a boy, it was a singularly disturbing state of affairs.

My dreams had not begun with the first narcoleptic attacks. The first episodes were true blackouts.
Holes in my life. Gaps of time, lost forever. I would be working at my office computer, then suddenly
become aware of a high-pitched vibration in my body. Generalized at first, it would quickly localize to my
teeth. This was a classic onset symptom of narcolepsy. I'd begin to feel drowsy, then suddenly jerk
awake in my chair and find that forty minutes had passed. It was like going under anesthesia. No memory
at all.
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The dreams began after a week of blackouts. The first one was always the same, a recurring nightmare
that frightened me more than the blackouts had. I remember how intrigued Rachel was when I first
recounted it, and how uncharacteristically sure she was that she under stood the image. I sat in the
deeply padded chair oppo site her desk, closed my eyes, and described what I had seen so often.

I'm sitting in a dark room. There's no light at all. No sound. I can feel my eyes with my fingers, my ears,
too, but I see and hear nothing. I remember nothing. I have no past. And because I see and hear nothing,
I have no present. I simply am. That's my reality. I AM. I feel like a stroke victim imprisoned within a
body and brain that no longer function. I can think, but not of any specific images. I feel more than I
think. And what I feel is this: Who am 1? Where did I come from? Why am I alone? Was I always here?
Will I always be here? These thoughts don't merely fill my mind. They are my mind. There's no time as
we know it, only the questions changing from one to another. Eventually, the questions resolve into a
single mantra: Where did I come from? Where did I come from? I'm a brain-damaged man sitting in a
room for eternity, asking one question of the darkness.

"Don't you see?" Rachel had said. "You haven't fully dealt with the deaths of your wife and daughter.
Their loss cut you off from the world, and from yourself. You are damaged. You are wounded. The man
walking around in the world of light is an act. The real David

Tennant is sitting in that dark room, unable to think or feel. No one feels his grief or his pain."

“That's not it," I told her. "I did a psychiatry rotation, for God's sake. This isn't unresolved grief."
She sighed and shook her head. "Doctors always make the worst patients."

A week later, I told her the dream had changed. “There's something in the room with me now."

"What is it?"

"I don't know. I can't see it." "But you know it's there?"

"Yes."

"[s it a person?"

"No. It's very small. A sphere, floating in space. A black golf ball floating in the dark." "How do you
know it's there?"

"It's like a deeper darkness at the center of the dark. And it pulls at me."
"Pulls how?"

"I don't know. Like gravity. Emotional gravity. But I know this. It knows the answer to my questions. It
knows who I am and why I'm stuck in that dark room."

And so it went, with slight variations, until the dream changed again. When it did, it changed profoundly.
One night, while reading at home, I "went under" in the usual way. I found myself sitting in the familiar
lightless room, asking my question of the black ball. Then, with out warning, the ball exploded into
retina-scorching light. After so much darkness, the striking of a match would have seemed an explosion,
but this was no match. It blasted outward in all directions with the magnitude of a hydrogen bomb. Only
this explosion did not suck back into itself and blossom into a mushroom cloud. It expanded with infinite
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power and speed, and I had the horrifying sense of being devoured by it, devoured but not destroyed.
As the blinding light consumed the dark ness, which was me, I somehow knew that this could go on for
billions of years without destroying me altogether. Yet still I was afraid.

Rachel didn't know what to make of this dream. Over the next three weeks, she listened as I described
the births of stars and galaxies, their lives and deaths: black holes, supernovas, flashes of nebulae like
powdered diamonds flung into the blackness, planets born and dying. I seemed to see from one end of
the universe to the other, all objects at once as they expanded into me at the speed of light.

"Have you seen images like these before?" she asked me. "In waking life?"

"How could 1?"

"Have you seen photographs taken by the Hubble space telescope?"

"Of course."

"They're very much like what you're describing."

Frustration crept into my voice. "You don't under stand. I'm not just seeing this. I'm feeling it. The way I
might feel watching children, or combat, or lovers together. It's not merely a visual display."

"Go on."

That was what she always said. I closed my eyes and submerged myself in my most recent dream.

"I'm watching a planet. Hovering above it. There are clouds, but not as we know them. They're green
like acid, and tortured by storms. I'm diving now, diving down through the clouds, like a satellite image
zooming in to ground level. There's an ocean below, but it's not blue. It's red, and boiling. I plunge
through its surface, deep into the red. I'm looking for something, but it's not there. This ocean is empty."

"A lot of things came to me when you described that," Rachel said. "The color imagery first. Red could
be important. The empty ocean is a symbol of barren ness, which expresses your aggrieved state." She
hesi tated. "What are you looking for in that ocean?"

"I don't know."

"I think you do."

"I'm not looking for Karen and Zooey."

"David." A hint of irritation in her voice. "If you don't think these images are symbolic, why are you
here?"

I opened my eyes and looked at her perfectly com posed face. A curtain of professionalism obscured
her empathy, but I saw the truth. She was projecting her sense of loss about her own family onto me.

"I'm here because I can't find answers on my own," I said. "Because I've read a mountain of books, and
they haven't helped.”

She nodded gravely. "How do you remember the hal lucinations in such detail? Do you write them down
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when you wake up?"

"No. They aren't like normal dreams, where the harder you try to remember, the less you can. These are
indelible. Isn't that a feature of narcoleptic dreams?"

"Yes," she said softly. "All right. Karen and Zooey died in water. They both drowned. Karen probably
bled a good bit from her hands, and where she hit her head on the steering wheel. That would give us red
water." Rachel reclined her chair and looked at the ceiling tiles. "These hallucinations have no people in
them, yet you experience strong emotional reactions. You mentioned combat. Have you ever been in
combat?"

"NO."
"But you know that Karen fought to save Zooey. She fought to stay alive. You told me that."

I shut my eyes. I didn't like to think about that part of it, but sometimes I couldn't banish the thoughts.
When Karen's car flipped into the pond, it had landed on its roof and sunk into a foot of soft mud. The
electric win dows shorted out, and the doors were impossible to open. Broken bones in Karen's hands
and feet testified to the fury with which she had fought to smash the win dows. She was a small woman,
not physically strong, but she had not given up. A paramedic from the accident scene told me that when
the car was finally winched out of the muck and its doors opened, he found her in the backseat, one arm
wrapped tightly around Zooey, the other arm floating free, that hand shattered and lacer ated over the
knuckles.

What had happened was clear. As water filled the car and Karen fought to break the windows, Zooey
had pan icked. Anyone would, and especially a child. At that point, some mothers would have kept
fighting while their child screamed in terror. Others would have comforted their child and prayed for help
to come. But Karen had pulled Zooey tight against her, promised her that every thing was going to be all
right, and then with her feet fought to her last breath to escape the waterbound coffin. For her to cling to
Zooey while suffering the agony of anoxia testified to a love stronger than terror, and that knowledge had
helped bring me some peace.

"Green clouds and a red ocean have nothing to do with a car accident five years ago," I said.

"No? Then I think you should tell me more about your childhood."

"It's not relevant."

"You can't know that," Rachel insisted.

"I do."

"Tell me about your work, then."

"[ teach medical ethics."

"You took a leave of absence over a year ago."

I whipped my head toward her and opened my eyes. "How do you know that?"

"I heard it at the hospital."
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"Who said 1t?"

"I don't remember. I overheard it. You're very well known in the medical community. Physicians at Duke
refer to your book all the time. They did at New York Presbyterian, too. So, is it true? Did you take a
leave of absence from the medical school?"

"Let's stick to the dreams, okay? It's safer for both of us."

"Safer how?"

I didn't answer.

By the next week's appointment, the dreams had changed again.

"I'm looking at the Earth. Suspended in space. It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. Blue and green
with swirling white clouds. It's a living thing, a perfect closed system. I dive through the clouds, a
hundred-mile swan dive into deep blue ocean. It's bursting with life. Giant molecules, multicelled
creatures, jellyfish, squid, serpents, sharks. The land, too, is teeming. Covered with jungle. A symphony
of green. On the shore, fish flop out of the waves and grow legs. Strange crabs scuttle onto the sand and
change into other animals I've never seen. Time is running in fast-forward, like evolution run through a
projector at a million times natural speed. Dinosaurs morph into birds, rodents into mammals. Primates
lose their hair. Ice sheets flatten the jungles and then melt into savannah. Twenty thousand years pass in
one breath—"

"Take it slow," Rachel advised. "You're getting agi tated."

"How could I be seeing all that?"

"You know the answer. Your mind can create any conceivable image and make it real. That photograph
of the earth from space is an icon of modern culture. It moves everyone who sees it, and you must have
seen it fifty times since childhood."

"My mind can create animals I've never seen? Realistic-looking animals?"

"Of course. You've seen Hieronymus Bosch paintings. And I've seen the kind of time-lapse images
you're describing on television. In the old days, Life magazine did things like that in print. "The Ascent of
Man,' like that. The question is, why are you seeing these things?"

"That's what I'm here to find out."

"Are you present in this surreal landscape?"

"NO."

"What do you feel?"

"I'm still looking for something."

"What?"
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"T don't know. I'm like a bird scanning the earth and sea for . . . something."

"Are you a bird in the dream?"

She sounded hopeful. Birds must mean something in the lexicon of dream interpretation. "No."
"What are you?"

"Nothing, really. A pair of eyes."

"An observer."

"Yes. A disembodied observer. T. J. Eckleburg."

"Who?"

"Nothing. Something from F. Scott Fitzgerald."

"Oh. I remember." She put the end of her pen in her mouth and bit it. An unusual gesture for her. "Do
you have an opinion about why you're seeing all this?"

"Yes." I knew my next words would surprise her. "I believe someone is showing it to me."
Her eyes widened, practically histrionics from Rachel Weiss. "Really?"

"Yes."

"Who is showing this to you?"

"I have no idea. Why do you think I'm seeing it?"

She moved her head from side to side. I could almost see her neurons firing, processing my words
through the filters that education and experience had embedded in her brain. "Evolution is change," she

said. "You're see ing change sped up to unnatural velocity. Uncontrollable change. I sense this may have

something to do with your work."

You could be right, I thought, but I didn't say that. I simply moved on. My silence was her only

protection. In the end, it didn't matter, because the theme of evolution died, and what came to dominate

my sleeping mind shook me to the core.

There were people in my new dreams. They couldn't see me, and I only saw flashes of them. It was as
though I were watching damaged strips of film cobbled together out of order. A woman walking with a

baby on her hip. A man drawing water from a well. A soldier in uniform, carrying a short sword, the

gladius I had learned about in Mrs. Whaley's eighth-grade Latin class. A Roman sol dier. That was my

first real clue that this was no random series of images, but scenes from a particular era. I saw oxen
pulling plows. A young woman selling herself on the street. Men exchanging money. Gold and copper
coins with the imperious profile of an emperor upon them. And a name. Tiberius. The name triggered
some thing in my mind, so I checked the Internet. The succes sor of Augustus, Tiberius was a former
commander of legions who spent much of his reign leading military campaigns in Germania. One of the
few important events of his rule—seen through the lens of hindsight— was the execution of a Jewish
peasant said to have claimed to be king of the Jews.
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"Was your father deeply religious?" Rachel asked, upon hearing about these new images.
"No. He was ... he looked at the world in a more fundamental way."

"What do you mean by that?"

"It's not relevant."

An exasperated sigh. "Your mother, then?"

"She had faith in something greater than humanity, but she wasn't big on organized religion."
"You had no religious indoctrination as a child?"

"Sunday school for a couple of years. It didn't take."

"What denomination?"

"Methodist. It was the closest church to our house."

"Did they show films about Jesus' life?"

"[t's possible. I don't remember."

"You grew up in Oak Ridge, Tennessee, right? It's more probable than not. And of course we've all
seen the grand biblical epics from the fifties. The Ten Commandments. Ben-Hur. Those things."

"What are you saying?"

"Only that the accoutrements of these hallucinations have been sitting in your subconscious for years.
They're in all of us. But your dreams seem to be moving toward something. And that something may be
Jesus of Nazareth."

"Have you heard of dreams like this before?" I asked.

"Of course. Many people dream of Jesus. Of personal interactions with him, receiving messages from
him. But your dream progression has a certain logic to it, and a naturalistic tone rather than the wildness
of obsessive fantasy. Also, you claim to be an atheist. Or at least agnostic. I'm very interested to see
where this goes."

[ appreciated her interest, but [ was tired of waiting for answers. "But what do you think it means?"

She pursed her lips, then shook her head. "I'm no longer convinced that this has to do with the loss of
your wife and daughter. But the truth is, I simply don't know enough about your life to make an informed
evaluation."

We were at a stalemate. [ still didn't believe that my past had anything to do with my dreams. Yet as the
days passed, the scarred strips of film in my head began to clear, and certain dream characters to
reappear. The faces I saw became familiar, like friends. Then more familiar than friends. A feeling was
growing in me that I remembered these faces, and not merely from previ ous dreams. I described them
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for Rachel as accurately as I could.

I’m sitting in the midst of a circle, rapt bearded faces watching me. I know I'm speaking, because they're
obvi ously listening to me, yet I can't hear my own words.

I see a woman's face, angelic yet common, and a pair of eyes I know like those of my mother. They
don't belong to my mother, though, not the mother who raised me in Oak Ridge. Yet they watch me with
pure love. A bearded man stands behind her, watching me with a father's pride. But my father was clean
shaven all his life. . . .

I see donkeys . . . a date palm. Naked children. A brown river. I feel the cold, jarring shock of
immersion, the beat of my feet on sand. I see a young girl, beautiful and dark-haired, leaning toward my
face for a kiss, then blushing and running away. I'm walking among adults. Their faces say, This child is
not like other children. A wild-eyed man stands waist deep in water, a line of men and women awaiting
their turn to be submerged, while others come up from the water coughing and sputtering, their eyes
wide.

Sometimes the dreams had no logic, but were only disjointed fragments. When logic finally returned, it
frightened me.

I'm sitting beside the bed of a small boy. He can't move. His eyes are closed. He's been paralyzed for
two days. His mother and aunt sit with me. They bring food, cool water, oil to anoint the boy. I speak
softly in his ear. I tell the women to hold his hands. Then I lean down and speak his name. His eyes
squeeze tight, expressing mucus. Then they open and light up with recognition of his mother. His mother
gasps, then screams that his hand moved. She lifts him up, and he hugs her. The women weep with
happiness. . . .

I'm eating with a group of women. Olives and flat bread. Some women won't meet my eyes. After the
meal, they take me into a bedroom, where a pregnant girl lies on the bed. They tell me the baby has been
inside her too long. Labor will not begin. They fear the child is dead. I ask the women to leave. The
young mother fears me. I calm her with soft words, then lift the blanket and lay my hands on her belly. It's
distended, tight as a drum. I leave my hands there for a long time, gently urging, speaking softly to her. I
can't understand what I'm say ing. It's like a soft chant. After a time, her mouth opens. She's felt a kick.
She cries out for the other women. "My baby is alive!" The women lay their hands on me, trying to touch
me as if [ possess some invisible power. "Surely he is the one," they say.

"These are stories from the Bible," Rachel said, "known by millions of schoolchildren. There's nothing
unique about them."

"T've been reading the New Testament," I told her. "There's no record of Jesus healing a little boy of
paraly sis. No description of him eating a meal with only women, then inducing labor."

"But those are both healing images. And you're a physician. Your subconscious seems to be casting
Jesus in your image. Or vice versa. Perhaps the problem really is your work. Have you moved further
away from pure medicine? I've known doctors who fell into depression after giving up hands-on patient
care for pure research. Perhaps this is something like that?"

She'd guessed correctly about my moving away from patient care, but my lucid dreams weren't some
strange expression of nostalgia for my days in the white coat.

"There's another possibility," she suggested. "One more in line with my original interpretation. These
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images of divine healing could be subconscious wishes that you could bring Karen and Zooey back.
Think about it. What were two of Jesus' most notable miracles?"

I nodded reluctantly. "Raising Lazarus from the dead."
"Yes. And he also resurrected a little girl, if I'm not mistaken."
"Yes. But I don't think that's the significance of these dreams."

Rachel smiled with infinite patience. "Well, one thing is certain. Eventually, your subconscious will make
its message clear."

That turned out to be our last session. Because that night, my dreams changed again, and I had no
intention of telling Rachel how.

The new dream was clearer than any that had come before, and though I was speaking in a foreign
language, I could understand my words. I was walking down a sandy road. I came to a well. The water

was low in the well, and I had nothing to draw it with. After a time, a woman came with an urn on a rope.

I asked if she would draw me some water. She appeared surprised that I would speak to her, and I
sensed that we were of differ ent tribes. I told her the water in the well would not cure her thirst. We
talked for a time, and she began to look at me with appraising eyes.

"[ can see you are a prophet," she said. "You see many things that are hidden."

"I'm no prophet," I told her.

She watched me in silence for a while. Then she said, "They speak of a Messiah who will come
someday to tell us things. What do you think of that?"

I looked at the ground, but words of profound con viction rose unbidden into my throat. I looked at the
woman and said, "I that speak to you am he."

The woman did not laugh. She knelt and touched my knee, then walked away, looking back over her
shoulder again and again.

When I snapped out of that dream, I was soaked in sweat. I didn't lift the phone and call Rachel for an
emergency appointment. I saw no point. I no longer believed any dream interpretation could help me,
because I was not dreaming. [ was remembering.

"What are you thinking about?" Rachel asked from the passenger seat.

We were nearing the UNC campus. "How you got here."

She shifted in her seat and gave me a concerned look. "I'm here because you missed three sessions, and
you wouldn't have done that unless things had taken a turn for the worse. I think your hallucinations have
changed again, and they've scared the hell out of you."

I gripped the wheel tighter but didn't speak. Somewhere, the NSA was listening.

"Why don't you tell me?" she said. "What could be the harm?"
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"This isn't the time. Or the place."

The UNC theater was up ahead on the left. To our right the Forest Amphitheater lay in the trees below
the road. I made a hard right and coasted down a dark hill on a street that ran between two rows of
stately homes, a single-entrance neighborhood that housed tenured pro fessors and affluent young
professionals. Fielding had lived in a small, two-story house set well back from the street. Perfect for him
and the Chinese wife he hoped to bring to America.

"Where are we?" Rachel asked.

"Fielding's house is right up here."

I looked in the direction of the house but saw only darkness. I'd expected to find the place ablaze with
light, as my own had been after I lost Karen and Zooey. I had a moment of panic, a premonition that I'd
driven into one of those 1970s conspiracy films where you walk up to a familiar house and find it vacant.
Or worse, with an entirely new family living there.

A porch light clicked on thirty yards from the street. Lu Li must have been watching from a darkened
win dow. I turned my head and scanned the street for suspi cious vehicles. I frequently spotted the NSA
surveillance cars assigned to tail me. Either the security teams didn't care if we saw them or, more likely,
they wanted us to know we were being watched. Tonight I saw nothing suspicious, but I did sense that
something wasn't as it should be. Perhaps there were watchers who did not want to be seen. I turned into
Fielding's driveway and pulled up to the closed garage door.

"A Nobel laureate lives here?" Rachel asked, gestur ing at the modest house.

"Lived," I corrected. "Stay here. I'm going to the door alone."

"For God's sake," she snapped. "This is ridiculous. Just admit this is all a charade, and let's go get some
cof fee and talk about it."

I grabbed her arm and looked hard into her eyes. "Listen to me, damn it. It's probably okay, but this is
the way we're going to do it. I'll whistle when it's all right for you to come up."

I walked up to the front door of my dead friend's house, my hands in plain sight, my mind on the .38 in
my pocket.

CHAPTER
5
Geli Bauer listened intently as Corelli reported from the Fielding house.

"They're going inside now. Tennant went up first. The shrink is hanging back. Now she's going up. Wait
... I think the doc is carrying."
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"Which doc?"

"Oh. Tennant. He's got a gun in his pocket. Right front."

"You see the butt?"

"No, but it looks like a revolver."

What the hell does Tennant think he's up to? The cell connection crackled.

"What do you want me to do?" asked Corelli.

"Sit tight and make sure the mikes are working."

"The widow just answered the door. She's pulling them inside."

"Keep me posted."

Geli killed the connection to Corelli. If Tennant was carrying a gun, he was afraid for his life. He must
believe Fielding had been murdered. But why? The drug that had killed Fielding caused a fatal bleed in
the brain—a true stroke. Without an autopsy, murder couldn't be proved. And there would be no
autopsy. Tennant must know more than Godin thought he did. If the FedEx letter he'd received had been

sent by Fielding, it might have con tained some sort of evidence.

She touched her headset mike and said, "Skow. Home." Her computer dialed John Skow's house in
Raleigh.

"What is it now?" Skow said after two rings.

"Tennant and Weiss hardly spoke on the way to Field ing's house."

"So?"

"It wasn't natural. They're avoiding conversation."

"Tennant knows he's under surveillance. You've always wanted them all to know that."
"Yes, but Tennant's never been evasive like this. He's up to something."

"He's a little freaked-out. It's natural."

"He's carrying a gun."

A pause. "Okay, he's a lot freaked-out. We knew he had one in his house."

"That's different than carrying the damn thing."

Skow chuckled. "That's the kind of reaction you inspire in people, Geli. Seriously, you need to calm

down. Everything is context. We know Tennant was sus picious already. His best friend died today. He's
natu rally paranoid. What we don't want to do is make him more suspicious."
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She wished she could talk to Godin. She'd tried his pri vate cell number, but he hadn't answered or
called back. It was the first time that had ever happened. "Look, I think—"

"I know what you think," Skow said. "Take no steps without my approval."
"Asshole," Geli said, but Skow was already off the line.

She pressed a button that connected her to NSA head quarters at Fort Meade. Her liaison there was a
young man named Conklin.

"Hello, Ms. Bauer," he said. "You calling about the FedEx query again?"
"What do you think?"

"T've got what you want. The package was dropped into a collection box at a post office in Durham,
North Carolina. The sender was listed as Lewis Carroll."

So, Fielding had sent something to Tennant. She knew he hadn't dropped it off himself, but his wife
almost cer tainly had. Geli clicked oftf and leaned back in her chair, reassessing the situation.

Seven hours ago, she had killed a man on Godin's order, without knowing precisely why. She had no
prob lem with that. Fielding posed a threat to the project, and under the conditions of her contract, that
was enough. If she needed a moral justification, Project Trinity was criti cal to American national
security. Executing Fielding was like killing a spy caught in the act of treason. Still, she was curious as to
motive. Godin had told her that Fielding was sabotaging the project and stealing Trinity data. Geli wasn't
sure. Rigorous precautions had been taken to prevent sabotage. No one could physically move data in or
out of the building. And as for electronic theft, Skow's NSA techs made sure that not a single electron
left the building without first being cleared by him.

So, why did Fielding have to die? Six weeks ago, he and Tennant had gotten the project suspended by
raising med ical and ethical concerns. If that were the motive, then why wait to kill Fielding? And why kill
only him? Peter Godin had appeared almost desperate when he visited Geli last night. And she had never
seen Godin desperate before. Was he that anxious to get the project back on-line? She knew little about
the technical side of the Trinity research, but she did know that success was still quite a ways oft. She
could read that in the faces of the scientists and engineers who reported to work every day.

Project Trinity was building—or attempting to build—a supercomputer. Not a conventional

supercom puter like a Cray or a Godin, but a computer dedicated to artificial intelligence—a true
thinking machine. She didn't know what made this theoretical computer so dif ficult to build, but Godin
had told her a little about the genesis of the project.

In 1994, a Bell Labs scientist had theorized that an almost infinitely powerful code-breaking computer
might be built using the principles of quantum physics. Geli knew little about quantum physics, but she
under stood why a quantum computer would be revolution ary. Modern digital encryption—the code
system used by banks, corporations, and national governments—was based on the factoring of large
prime numbers. Conventional supercomputers like those used by the NSA cracked those codes by trying
one key after another in sequence, like testing keys in a lock. Breaking a code this way could take
hundreds of hours. But a quantum computer—in theory—could try all possible keys simul taneously. The
wrong keys would cancel each other out, leaving only the proper one to break the code. And this
process wouldn't take hours or even minutes. A quan tum computer could break digital encryption codes
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instantaneously. Such a machine would render present-day encryption obsolete and give whatever
country possessed it a staggering strategic advantage over every other nation in the world.

Given the potential value of such a machine, the NSA had launched a massive secret effort to design and
build a quantum computer. Designated Project Spooky, after the description Albert Einstein had given to
the action of cer tain quantum particles—"spooky action at a distance"— it was placed under the
direction of John Skow, director of the NSA's Supercomputer Research Center. After spending seven
years and $600 million of the NSA's black budget, Skow's team had not produced a prototype that
could rival the performance of a Palm Pilot.

Skow was probably days from being terminated when he received a call from Peter Godin, who had
been build ing conventional supercomputers for the NSA for years. Godin proposed a machine as
revolutionary as a quan tum computer, but with one attribute the government could not resist: it could be
built using refinements of existing technology. .Moreover, after a conversation with Andrew Fielding, the
quantum physicist he'd already enlisted to work on his machine, Godin believed there was a strong
chance that his computer would have quan tum capabilities.

By dangling these plums before the president. Godin had been able to secure almost every concession
he demanded. A dedicated facility to work on his new machine. Virtually unlimited government funds to
pay for a crash effort modeled on the Manhattan Project. The right to hire and fire his own scientists. For
government oversight he got John Skow, whom he had compromised \ears before by bribing Skow to
choose Godin computers over Grays for the Supercomputer Research Center. The president's single
demand had been on-site ethical over sight, which materialized in the form of David Tennant.

And Tennant had seemed only a minor annoyance in the beginning. Everything had seemed perfect.

But now two years had passed. Nearly a billion dol lars had been spent, and there was still no working
Trinity prototype. In the secret corridors of the NSA's Crypto City, people were starting to draw
parallels to the failed Project Spooky. The difference, of course, was Peter Godin. Even Godin's enemies
conceded that he had never failed to deliver on a promise. But this time, they whispered, he might have
taken on more than he could handle. Attificial intelligence might not be as theoretical as quantum
computing, but more than a few companies had gone bankrupt by promising to deliver it.

Which was why Geli didn't understand the necessity of Fielding's death. Until last night, Godin had
appar ently viewed the brilliant Englishman as critical to Project Trinity's success. Then suddenly he was
expend able. What had changed?

On impulse, she punched her keyboard and called up a list of Fielding's personal effects, which she had
made after his death, at Godin's request. Fielding's office had been a jumble of oddities and memorabilia,
more like a college professor's than that of a working physicist.

There were books, of course. A copy of the Upanishads in the original Sanskrit. A volume of poetry by
W. B. Yeats. Three well-thumbed novels by Raymond Chandler. A copy of Alice Through the Looking
Glass. Various scientific textbooks and treatises. The other objects were more incongruous. Four pairs of
dice, one pair weighted. One cobra's fang. A mint copy of Penthouse magazine. A saxophone reed. A
Tibetan prayer bowl. A wall calendar featuring the drawings of M. C. Escher. A tattered poster from the
Club-a-Go-Go in Newcastle, England, where Jimi Hendrix had played in 1967, autographed by the
guitarist. A framed letter from Stephen Hawking conceding a wager the two men had made about the
nature of dark matter, whatever that was. There were store-bought compact discs by Van Morrison,
John Coltrane, Miles Davis. The list of objects went on, but all seemed innocuous enough. Geli had
flipped through the books herself, and a technician was listening to every track on the CDs, to make sure
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they weren't fakes being used to store stolen data. Aside from Fielding's office junk, there were his
wallet, his clothes, and his jewelry. The jewelry was simple: one gold wedding ring, and one gold pocket
watch on a chain, with a crystal fob on the end.

As she pondered the list, Geli suddenly wondered whether all this stuff was still in the storage room
where she had locked it this afternoon. She wondered because John Skow had access to that room.
What if Fielding had been killed for something in his possession? Maybe that was why they'd wanted him
to die at work. To be sure they got whatever it was they wanted. If so, it would have to be something he
carried on him. Otherwise they could simply have taken it from his office. Geli was about to go check the
storage room when her headset beeped again.

"I think we've got a problem," Corelli said.
"What?"

"Just like Tennant's house. They're inside, but I'm not hearing any conversation. Just faint echoes, like
spillover from mikes in a distant room."

"Shit." Geli routed the signal from the Fielding house microphones to her headset. She heard only silence.
"Something's going down," she murmured. "What do you have with you?"'

"T've got a parabolic, but it's no good through walls and next to useless with a window. I need the laser
S )|

ng
"That's here." She mentally cataloged her resources. "T'll have it to you in twelve minutes."
"They could be gone in twelve minutes."
"What about night vision?"
"[ wasn't expecting anything tactical."

Goddamn it. "It's all on the way. Check Tennant's car for that FedEx envelope. And give me the address
of the driveway where you're parked."

Geli wrote it down, then pressed a button that sounded a tone in a room at the back of the basement
complex. There were beds there, for times when her teams needed to work around the clock. Thirty
seconds later, a tall man with long blond hair shuffled sleepily into the control center.

"Was ist this?" he asked.
"We're going on alert," Geli said, pointing to a coffee machine against the wall. "Drink."

Ritter Bock was German, and the only member of her team handpicked by Peter Godin. A former
GSG-9 com mando, Ritter had worked for an elite private security service that provided bodyguards for
Godin when he traveled in Europe and the Far East. Godin had hired Ritter permanently after the former
commando averted a kidnapping attempt on the billionaire. Ruthless, nerve less, and skilled in areas
beyond his counterterror spe cialty, the twenty-nine-year-old had turned out to be Geli's best operative.
And since she had spent her early summers in Germany, there was no language problem.

Ritter sipped from a steaming mug and looked at Geli over its rim. He had the gray machine-gunner's

Page 33



eyes of the boys who had attracted her as a teenager, while her father was stationed in Germany.

"I need you to deliver the laser rig to Corelli," she said. "He's parked in a driveway near the UNC
campus."

She tore off the top sheet of her notepad and laid it on the desktop beside her.

Ritter sniffed and nodded. He hated gofer jobs like this one, but he never complained. He did the scut
work and waited patiently for the jobs he was born to do.

"Is the laser in the ordnance room?" he asked.

"Yes. Take four night-vision rigs with you."

He drained the steaming coffee, then picked up the address off the desk and left the room without a
word. Geli liked that. Americans felt they had to fill every silence, as though silence were something to be
feared. Ritter wasted no effort, either in conversation or in action. This made him valuable. Sometimes
they worked together, other times she slept with him. It hadn't caused problems yet. She'd been that way
in the army, too, tak ing her pleasure where she could find it. Just as she had at boarding school in
Switzerland. There was always risk. You just had to be able to handle aggressive men— or
women—and the fallout after you'd finished with them. She had always been up to both tasks.

"Corelli?" she said. "What are you hearing now?"

"Still nothing. Faint spillover. Unintelligible."

"I'm calling an alert. Ritter's on the way."

There was only static and silence. Geli smiled. Ritter made the others uncomfortable. "Did you hear me?"

"Affirmative. I'm at Tennant's car now."

"What do you see?"

"No FedEx envelope. He must have taken it inside with him."

HOkay."

"What do you want me to do?"

"Go back to your car and wait for Ritter."

”Right."

Geli clicked off and thought again about Fielding's personal effects in the storeroom. She had a feeling

something was missing, and her instincts were usually dead-on. But she didn't want to leave the control
center now. Once Ritter reached the scene, things could happen fast.

CHAPTER
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6

I pulled Rachel into the foyer of the Fielding house. The door closed quickly behind us, and we turned to
face an Asian woman just under five feet tall. Lu Li Fielding had lived most of her forty years in
Communist China. She understood English well enough, but she didn't speak it well at all.

"Who this woman?" she asked, pointing at Rachel. "You not married, are you, Dr. David?"
"This is Rachel Weiss." She's a good friend of mine. She's a physician, too."

Suspicion filled Lu Li's eyes. "She work for the com pany?"

"You mean Argus Optical?"

"Trinity," she said, substituting an | for the r.

"Absolutely not. She's a professor at the Duke University Medical School."

Lu Li studied Rachel for several moments. "You come in, too, then. Please. Hurry, please."

Lu Li bowed and led us into the den, which opened to the kitchen. I smiled sadly. When Fielding had
occupied this house alone, it always looked as though a tornado had just blown through it. Books and
papers strewn about, dozens of coffee cups, beer bottles, and overflow ing ashtrays littering every flat
surface. After Lu Li arrived, the house had become a Zen-like space of clean liness and order. Tonight it
smelled of wax and lemon instead of cigarettes and stale beer.

"Sit, please," Lu Li said.

Rachel and I sat beside each other on a pillowy sofa. Lu Li perched on the edge of an old club chair
opposite us. She focused on Rachel, who was staring at a plaque hanging on the wall behind Lu Li's
chair.

"[s that the Nobel Prize?" Rachel asked softly.

Lu Li nodded, not without pride. "Andy win the Nobel in 1998. I was in China then, but still we knew
his work. All physicists amazed."

"You must be very proud of him." Rachel spoke with a calm that her wide eyes belied. "How did you
two meet?"

As Lu Li responded in broken English, I marveled at the union of this woman and my dead friend.
Fielding had met Lu Li while lecturing in Beijing as part of a Sino-British diplomatic initiative. She taught
physics at Beijing University, and she'd sat in the first row during each of Fielding's nine lectures. Party
bureaucrats held several receptions during the series, and Lu Li attended them all. She and Fielding had
quickly become insepara ble, and by the time the day arrived for him to leave China, they were deeply in
love. Two and a half years of separation followed, with Fielding trying desperately to arrange an exit visa
for her. Even with the supposed help of the NSA brass, he made no progress. Fielding eventu ally
reached a point where he was considering paying illegal brokers to have Lu Li smuggled out of the
coun try, but I convinced him this was too risky.
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Everything changed when Fielding began delaying Project Trinity with his suspicions about the side
effects we were all suffering. As if by magic, the red tape was cut, and Lu Li was on a plane bound for
Washington. Fielding knew his fiancée had only been brought to America to dis tract him, but he didn't
care. Nor did her arrival have its desired effect. The Englishman continued to painstakingly investigate
every negative event at the Trinity lab, and the other scientists grew to hate him for it.

"Lu L1," I said during a pause, "first let me express my great sadness over Andrew's passing."

The physicist shook her head. "That not why I ask you here. I want to know about this morning. What
really happen to my Andy?"

I hesitated to speak frankly in the house. Seeing my anxious expression, she went to the fireplace, knelt,
and reached up into the flue. She brought out a sooty card board box, which she set on the coffee table.
I'd seen the box before. It contained several pieces of homemade electronic equipment that reminded me
of the Heathkit projects my father and I had worked on when I was a boy. Lu Li withdrew an object that
looked like a metal wand.

"Andy sweep house this morning before work," she said. "Plugged all the mikes. Okay to talk now."

I glanced at Rachel. The subtext was clear. Lu Li knew the score on Trinity, or at least she knew about
the NSA's security tactics. Geli Bauer would probably have this house torn apart as soon as Lu Li left for
the cleaner's or the grocery store. [ was surprised she had waited even this long.

"Have you left the house at all today?" I asked.
"No," Lu Li said. "They won't tell me what hospital they take Andy to."

I doubted Fielding had been taken to a hospital. He'd probably been flown to NSA headquarters at Fort
Meade, Maryland, probably to some special medical unit for an autopsy, or worse. The British might
com plain later, but that would be the State Department's problem, not the NSA's. And the
British—framers of the Official Secrets Act and the "D" notice—had a way of falling into line with the
United States where national security was concerned.

"I still think we should whisper," I said softly, point ing at the wand. "And I think I should take that box
with me when I go. I'm aftraid the N"— I stopped myself—"the company security people might search

this house the first time you leave. You don't want anybody to find it."

Lu Li had been raised in a Communist country with ruthless security police. Her willingness to believe the
worst was deeply ingrained. "Did they kill my Andy?" she whispered.

"T hope not. Given Andrew's health, age, and habits, a stroke was possible. But ... I don't think it was a
stroke. What makes you think he might have been murdered?"

Lu Li closed her eyes, squeezing tears out of them. "Andy knew something might happen to him. He tell
me so."

"Did he say this once? Or often?"
"Last two weeks, many times."

I exhaled long and slowly. "Do you know why Andrew wanted to see me at Nags Head?"
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"He want to talk to you. That all [ know. Andy very scared about work. About Trinity. About..."
"What?"
"Godin."

Somehow I had known it would be Godin. John Skow was easy to hate—an arrogant technocrat with
no moral center—but he did not generate much fear. Godin, on the other hand, was easy to like—a
genius, a patriot in the best sense of the word, a man of conviction—yet after you worked with him
awhile, you sensed a disturbing vibration radiating from him, a Faustian hunger to know that disdained all
limits, disregarded all boundaries. One thing was plain: anyone or anything that stood between Godin and
his goal would not remain there long.

Godin and Fielding had got along well in the begin ning. They were from roughly the same generation,
and Godin possessed Robert Oppenheimer's gift for motivat ing talented scientists: a combination of
flattery and provocative insight. But the honeymoon had not lasted. For Godin, Trinity was a mission, and
he pursued it with missionary zeal. Fielding was different. The Englishman did not believe that just
because something was possible, it should be done. Nor did he believe that even a noble end justified all
means to attain it.

"Did Andy have papers to show me?" I asked hope fully.

"I don't think so. Every evening he make notes, but every night before bed"—she pointed to the
fireplace—"he always burn them. Andy very secret. He always try to protect me. Always to protect me."

He did the same for me, I thought. Suddenly, I remembered the words in Fielding's letter. "Did Andrew
take his pocket watch to work with him today?"

Lu Li didn't hesitate. "He take it every day. You no see it today?"
"No. But I'm sure it will be returned to you with his personal effects."

Her lower lip began to quiver, and I sensed another imminent wave of tears, but it didn't come.
Watching Lu Li's stoicism, I felt a sharp pang of grief, familiar yet somehow new to me. I was no stranger
to mourning, but what I felt now was different from what I'd felt after the loss of my wife and daughter.
Andrew Fielding was one of the few men of his century who might have answered some of the
fundamental questions of human existence. To know that such a mind had gone out of the world left me
feeling hollow, as though my species were diminished in some profound and irrecoverable way.

"What will happen to me now?" Lu Li asked quietly. "They send me back to China?"

Not a chance, I thought. One reason Trinity was so secret was the belief held in some quarters that other
countries might be at work on a similar device. With its history of aggressive technology theft, Communist
China ranked high on that list. The NSA would never let a Chinese-born physicist who had been this
close to the project return to her native land. In fact, I worried about her survival, but I could do little to
protect her until I talked to the president.

"They can't send you back," I assured her. "Don't worry about that."

"Andy say the government do anything it want."
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I was about to answer when headlight beams shone through the foyer. A car was passing slowly by the
house.

"That's not true," I said. "Lu Li, I don't like saying this, but the best thing you can do right now is to
coop erate with the NSA. The less trouble they see you mak ing, the Jess they'll perceive you as a
threat. Do you understand?"

Her face tightened. "You say now I should let them kill my Andy and say nothing? Do nothing?"

"We don't know that Andy was killed. And there's very little you can personally do right now. I want
you to leave everything to me. I've called the president, and I could hear back from him at any time. He's
in China now, of all places. Beijing."

"I see on TV. Andy tell me you know this president."

"T've met him. He was a friend of my brother's, and he appointed me to my job. And I promise you that
one way or another I'll find the truth about Andrew's death. I owe him that. And more."

Lu Li suddenly smiled through her anguish. "Andy was good man. Kind, funny man. And smart."
"Very smart," | agreed, though words like smart meant little when applied to men like Andrew Fielding.
Fielding had been a member of one of the smallest fra ternities on the planet, those who truly understood

the mysteries of quantum physics, a field reserved—as Fielding's Cambridge students often joked—for
those students who were "too smart to be doctors."

Rachel squeaked in surprise as a white ball of fur raced into the room and leapt into Lu Li's lap. The
fur-ball was a small dog, a bichon frise. Lu Li smiled and vigorously stroked the bichon's neck.

"Maya, Maya," she cooed, then murmured softly in singsong Cantonese.

The bichon seemed anxious at the presence of strangers, but it did not bark. Its little brown eyes locked
on me.

"You know Maya, Dr. David?"
"Yes. We've met."

"Andy buy her for me. Six weeks ago. Maya my baby. My baby until God blesses Andy and me with

n

As she lapsed into silence, I realized that my sixty-three-year-old friend had been trying to have child
with his forty-year-old wife.

"I'm sorry," I said uselessly. "I'm so sorry."

Rachel looked as though she wanted to speak, but there were times when even a gifted psychiatrist
found herself at a loss for words. As Lu Li stared into space, my anxiety grew. If Fielding had suspected
that he might be murdered, and he had voiced that fear to his wife, then the NSA might know he had
done that. They almost certainly knew I was here now. If they were out side, they had probably
photographed Rachel and would be trying to figure out what she was doing here.
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"Maya looks like she could use a walk," | said brightly.

Lu Li started from her trance.

"T'll be glad to take her out for you," I added.

"No. Maya no need—"

I cut her off with an upraised hand. "I think the air would do us all good."

Lu Li stared at me for several moments. "Yes," she said finally. "Is good idea. Me inside all day."

Looking around for something to write with, I saw a message pad by the telephone. I went to it and
wrote, Do you have a portable tape recorder? Then I pulled off that sheet and wrote my cell phone
number on the next page.

When Lu Li read my question, she walked back to Fielding's study and returned with a Sony
microcassette recorder, the type used for dictation. I put it in my pocket and led both women to the glass
doors that opened onto the patio.

Maya followed us out but stuck close to Lu Li, who attached a leash to the dog's collar. About a
hundred meters through the woods lay the University of North Carolina's outdoor amphitheater. On two
previous occa sions. Fielding had taken me there to talk.

"I know Andrew swept the house," I whispered to Lu Li, "but I still don't feel safe talking inside. I need
to speak to Rachel alone for a few minutes. I want you to go back inside. Lock the doors, but leave
Maya with us. We're going to walk through the woods to the amphithe ater. We'll be back very soon. I
have my cell phone, and I left the number on your message pad. If anything strange happens, call me
immediately."

Confusion and worry wrinkled Lu Li's face. "You need Maya?"

"For cover. You understand? An excuse to walk out here."

She nodded slowly, then knelt, whispered something to the dog, and retreated into the house. I picked
up the whimpering bichon and walked swiftly across the back yard to a narrow path that led through the
woods. Rachel struggled to keep up as branches began to pull at our clothes.

"What are we doing?" she hissed.

"Keep quiet. I have to talk to you, and I don't think we have long."

I wasn't sure of the source of my fear, but [ knew it ran deep. Without being aware of it, I had shifted
the dog to my left hand and drawn my gun with my right.

CHAPTER
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"Ritter's here," said Corelli, his voice sounding tense in Geli's headset. "He's already got the laser trained
on the front window."

"What's he hearing?"

"Definite sounds, but no conversation. Like one per son moving around the house. They could be in one
of the back rooms."

"Change position and put the laser on a back win dow. Hurry."
"Riglflt."

Geli could hardly stay in her chair. Something was going down at the Fielding house, and she had only
one way to know what it was. A minute passed, then Ritter's deeper voice said, "Nichts."

"You're not getting anything in back?" she asked.

"Nein."

"They know where the bugs are, and they've plugged them."

"Ahh," said Ritter. "How could they know that?"

"Fielding."

"That bastard," said Corelli. "He was always playing games with us."

Geli nodded. Around Trinity, Fielding had acted like an absentminded professor, but he was the
sharpest son of a bitch in the place.

"They've probably left the house," Geli said. "Fielding and Tennant did that twice before. Walking
Fielding's dog. I'm going to put a team in the woods."

"Nein," said Ritter. ““ Tennant will hear them."

"You have a better idea?"

"T'll go alone."

"Okay, but I'm setting up a perimeter. Tennant could be trying to run."

"I don't think so. It's a stupid way to run. And Ten nant's not stupid."
"Why stupid?"

"When you run, you don't take women with you. You move fast and light."
Geli smiled to herself. "Tennant's not like you, Liebchen."

Ritter laughed. "He's a man, isn't he?"
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"He's American and he was raised in the South. I knew guys like him in the army. Born heroes. They
have this romantic streak. It gets a lot of them killed."

"Like the English?" Ritter asked.

Geli thought of Andrew Fielding. "Sort of. Now get going. Tell Corelli to cover the front."

“Ja.”

Geli got out of her chair and began to pace the nar row alley between the racks of electronic gear. She

thought of calling John Skow again, but Skow didn't want to be bothered. Fine, She'd call him when
Tennant bolted, then see what the smug bastard had to say about not keeping the leash too tight.

CHAPTER

8

I moved silently through the dark trees. Rachel sounded like a blind bear blundering along behind me.
On a Manhattan street she probably maneuvered like a pro halfback, but the woods were alien to her. I
slowed until she caught up, then told her to hold on to the back of my belt. She did.

When we were fifty yards away from the house, I said, "Do you believe me about Fielding now?"

"I believe you worked with him," Rachel said. "I'm not sure he was murdered. I don't think you are
either."

I stepped over a fallen log, then helped her over. "I know he was murdered. Only two people at Project
Trinity opposed what was being done there. Fielding was one, and now he's dead. I'm the other."

"Are you going to tell me about Trinity now?"

"If you're willing to listen. I think you understand now that it could be dangerous for you."

She sucked in her breath as briers raked her arm. "Go on."

"When you came to my house today, I was making a videotape to give to my lawyer. He was to open it
if some thing happened to me. I never finished it. And the truth is, I'm worried about seeing tomorrow

morning alive."

Rachel stopped in the overgrown track. "Why don't you just call the police? Lu Li clearly shares your
suspi cions, and I think there's enough circumstantial evidence to—"

"City police can't investigate the NSA. And that's who oversees Trinity."
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"Call the FBI then."

"That's like calling the FBI to investigate the CIA. There's so much ill will between those agencies that it
would take weeks to get anything done. If you really want to help, become my videotape. Listen to what
I have to tell you, then go home and keep it to yourself."

"And if something happens to you?"

"Call CNN and The New York Times and tell them everything you know. The sooner you tell it, the
safer you'll be."

"Why don't you do that? Tonight?"

"Because I can't be sure I'm right. Because the presi dent could be trying to reach me as we speak. And
because, as juvenile as it may sound, this is a national security matter."

Holding Lu Li's whimpering bichon in my left arm, I put my gun in my pocket and pulled Rachel forward.
Forty yards on, I saw a deeper darkness ahead. The trees gave way like thinning ranks of soldiers, and
then a man-made wall stopped me in my tracks. When my eyes adjusted, I saw the door I had known
was there. I opened it with my free hand and led Rachel through. We emerged into a moonlit bowl, lined
with cut stone.

"My God," she said.

The amphitheater looked as though it had magically been transported to the Carolina woods from
Greece. To our right was the elevated stage, to our left a stone stair way leading up through the seats to
the top row. Not far above that lay Country Club Road. The view down from the road was almost
completely blocked by pines and hardwoods, but I could see the broken beams of head lights passing
high above us.

I took Rachel's hand, stepped onto the stone floor, and led her to the edge of the stage. There I tied
Maya's leash around a low light stanchion. While the dog sniffed an invisible scent trail, I set the tape
recorder on the edge of the stage and depressed RECORD. "This is David Tennant, M.D.," I said. "I'm
speaking to Dr. Rachel Weiss of the Duke University Medical School."

Playback gave me a staticky facsimile of my words. I looked at my watch. "We need to do this in less
than ten minutes."

Rachel shrugged, her eyes full of curiosity.

"For the past two years, I've been working on a spe cial project for the National Security Agency. It's
known as Project Trinity, and it's based in a building in the Research Triangle Park, ten miles from here.
Trinity is a massive government-funded effort to build a supercomputer capable of artificial intelligence. A
computer that can think."

She looked unimpressed. "Don't we already have computers that can do that?"

This common misconception surprised me now, but when I went to work at Trinity, [ hadn't known
much better myself. For fifty years, science fiction writers and filmmakers had been creating portrayals of
"giant elec tronic brains" taking over the world. HAL, the speaking computer of 2001: A Space
Odyssey, had entered pop consciousness in 1968 and remained firmly embedded there ever since. In the
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subsequent thirty-five years, we had witnessed such a revolution in digital computing that the average
person believed that a "computer that can think" was just around the corner, if not already within our
capabilities. But the reality was far different. I had no time to go into the complexities of neural net works
or strong Al; Rachel needed a simple primer and the facts about Trinity.

"Have you heard of a man named Alan Turing?" I asked. "He's one of the men who broke the Germans'
Enigma code during World War Two."

"Turing?" Rachel looked preoccupied. "I think I've heard of something called the Turing Test."

"That's the classic test of artificial intelligence. Turing said machine intelligence would be achieved when a
human being could sit on one side of a wall and type questions into a keyboard, then read the answers
coming onto his screen from the other side and be certain that those answers were being typed by
another human being. Turing predicted that would happen by the end of the twentieth century, but no
computer has ever come close to passing that test. Using conventional technology, it's still probably fifty
years off."

"Didn't that IBM computer finally beat Garry Kasparov at chess? I know I read that somewhere."

"Deep Blue?" I laughed, the sound strangely brittle in the amphitheater. "Yes. But it won by using what
computer scientists call brute force. Its memory contains every known chess game ever played, and it
processes millions of prob abilities every time it makes a move. It plays very good chess, but it doesn't
understand what it's doing. As a human being, Garry Kasparov never has to consider the bil lions of
possibilities—many of them ridiculously simple—that the computer does. Kasparov's acquired
knowledge allows him to make intuitive leaps, and to learn permanently every time he does. He plays by
instinct. And no one really understands what that means."

Rachel sat on the edge of the stage. "So, what are you telling me?"

"That computers don't think like human beings. In fact, they don't think at all. They simply carry out
instructions. All those TV commercials you hear about 'software that thinks'? They're bullshit. Serious Al
researchers are afraid to even use the term artificial inteligence anymore."

"Okay. So what's Project Trinity?"

"The holy grail."

"What do you mean?"

"Everyone wants to build a computer that works like the human brain, but we don't understand how the
brain works. Everyone concedes that. Well . . . two years ago, one man realized this didn't have to be
the obstacle everyone thought it was. That we might be able to copy the brain without actually
understanding what we were doing. Using existing technology."

"Who was this man?"

"Peter Godin. The billionaire."

"Godin Supercomputing?"

Now she'd surprised me. "That's right."
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"They have a Godin Four supercomputer in a base ment at TUNL, the Duke high-energy lab."
"Well, Godin is the man who conceived Project Trinity."

Rachel looked as though the accumulating details were starting to persuade her. "What kind of existing
technology can copy the brain?"

"MRIL"
"Magnetic resonance imaging?"

"Yes. You order MRI scans every week, right?"

"Of course."

"There's a lot of information on those scans, isn't there?"
"More than I can interpret sometimes."

"Rachel, I've seen MRI scans that contain a hundred thousand times the information of the ones you see
every day. A hundred thousand times the resolution."

She blinked. "But how can that be? How much more can you see?"

"I've seen reactions between individual nerve synapses, frozen in time. I've seen the human brain working
at the molecular level."

"Bullshit."

Any doctor would have said the same. "No. The machine exists. It's sitting in a room ten miles away
from us right now. Only nobody knows it."

She was shaking her head. "That makes no sense. Why would a company keep something like that
secret?"

"Because they're legally bound to by the government."

"But an MRI like that would make whoever developed it hundreds of millions of dollars. It could detect
malig nant cells long before they even become tumor masses."

"You're right. That's been my main problem with this project. It's unethical to keep that machine from

cancer patients. But for now, just accept that there's an MRI machine that can produce three-D models
of the brain, with resolution to the molecular level."

"Molecular snapshots of the brain."

"Basically, yes. Ravi Nara calls them neuromodels.

"Neuromodels. Okay."
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"Rachel, do you realize what one of those neuro models is?"

"I know that a single one of them would revolutionize neuroscience. But I get the feeling that's not what
this is about."

"A neuromodel is the person it was taken from. Literally. His thoughts, memories, fears—everything."
"But... it's just a scan, right? A high-resolution map of the brain."

"No. It's a coded facsimile of every molecule in the brain, in perfect spatial and electrochemical relation.
Which means that—"

"Hold on. Are you about to tell me they can load one of these neuromodels into a computer?"
"No. But that's what they've been working around the clock for two years to achieve. Godin predicted it
would take fifteen to twenty years, but they got halfway there in nineteen months. I've never seen anything

like it. The only historical precedent is the Manhattan Project during World War Two."

Rachel started to speak, but I held up my hand. High above us, a pair of headlights was cruising past at
less than half the speed of the other cars. They slowed still more, then sped up and disappeared.

"We need to hurry."

"If Trinity is everything you say it is," she said, "then why in God's name would it be based in North
Carolina?"

This I hadn't expected. "Aren't you the top Jungian analyst in the world?"

"Well. . .one of them."

"Why are you based in North Carolina?"

She frowned. "Because Duke University is here. That's different."

"Not so different. Peter Godin wanted Trinity based at his R and D lab in Mountain View, California.
The NSA is footing the bill, and they wanted it based at Fort Meade, Maryland. Research Triangle Park
was the ulti mate compromise. High-tech, but out of the way."

"What's the end point, here? What does the NSA want to do with Trinity?"

"Our government sees most scientific revolutions in terms of weapons potential. If such a machine can be
built, our government wants to be the first to do it."

"What kind of weapon can this computer be?"

"Think Desert Storm, Afghanistan, Iraq. Everything's computerized in modern war. Code-breaking,
nuclear weapons testing, information warfare, battlefield sys tems. But a Trinity wouldn't be merely an
advance. It would make today's supercomputers as obsolete as Model Ts. And if Fielding was right
about it having quantum capabilities . . . then present-day encryption is gone. That's why the NSA has
spent close to a billion dollars on Trinity."
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Rachel processed what I'd said. "But this isn't just a faster supercomputer. We're talking about a
computer that thinks like a person."

I shook my head. "We can't build a computer that thinks like a person. We're talking about copying an
individual human brain. Creating a digital entity that for all practical purposes is a person. With his or her
cognitive functions, memories, hopes, dreams . . . everything except a body. Only it would run at the
speed of a digital computer. One million times faster than biologi cal circuitry."

She spoke almost to herself. "This is why Andrew Fielding and Ravi Nara would be working together."

"Exactly. Nobel laureates in quantum physics and neuroscience. Peter Godin brought them together." I
checked to see that the spools on the recorder were still turning. "But I've only told you part of Trinity's
poten tial. Once your neuromodel is loaded into the computer as Rachel Weiss, speed isn't the only
advantage it will have over you—the original."

"What do you mean?"

"Say I decide to learn to play the piano. It takes me three years of intensive study. You're impressed by
that. You want to learn to play the piano too. It's going to take you three years as well, give or take.
That's the dis advantage of the human brain. Each one has approxi mately the same learning curve. But
the computer model of your brain doesn't have that problem. The sum total of music theory can be
digitized and downloaded into its memory—your memory—in about three seconds. There's no learning
curve at all."

She shook her head. "You're saying you could down load the sum of human knowledge into this
computer— into me—all in a few hours?"

"In theory, yes."

"David, you're talking about something like . . . like a god, almost."

"Not almost. Because that computer model would not only be Rachel Weiss. It would be Rachel Weiss
forever. It could be backed up and stored, or downloaded into another Trinity computer. It would never
have to die."

She pursed her lips to speak, but no words emerged.

"Are you starting to believe me now?"

"What's your job at Trinity?"

"I was appointed by the president to evaluate any ethical dilemmas that might arise. During the
Manbhattan Project, some scientists turned against the atomic bomb for moral reasons, and they had no
real voice. The presi dent wanted to minimize the public controversy that was bound to come if Trinity
became a reality. He knew my brother in college, and he'd read my book on medical ethics—or watched
the NOVA series based on it, more likely. That's what made him pick me for the project. It's really that
simple."

Rachel looked off into the dark trees. "This sounds anything but simple. In fact, it sounds crazy." She

looked back at me, her eyes glinting. ""You said Trinity got halfway to success in nineteen months. What's
holding up the second half?"
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"Building a computer powerful enough to hold a complete neuromodel in its circuitry. The human brain is
fairly slow in terms of speed, but it's massively parallel. It contains over a hundred trillion possible
connections, all capable of simultaneous calculation, and that's just for processing. It also holds the
equivalent of twelve hundred terabytes of computer memory."

She shrugged. "That means nothing to me."

"Six million years of The Wall Street Journal."

Her mouth fell open.

"When Trinity began, no computer on the planet had that kind of capacity. The Internet as a whole does,
but it's far too dispersed and unreliable to be controllable."

"And now?”

"IBM is building a computer called Blue Gene that will rival the processing power of the brain, but it'll
still be unable to do things any five-year-old child can."

"And Trinity is different?"

"You could say that. Blue Gene will fill a fifty-by-fifty-foot room and need three hundred tons of
air-conditioning just to function. Trinity will be about the size of a Volkswagen Beetle. And Godin thinks
that's still too big. He's always saying that the human brain weighs three pounds and uses only ten watts

of electricity. He believes the solutions to great problems must be beauti ful. Elegant."

Rachel gazed up the incline of stone seats, trying to grasp a future that was crashing headlong into the
pre sent. "How close is Trinity to becoming a reality?"

I thought of the black mass of carbon and crystal growing almost like a life-form in the basement lab of
the Trinity building. "There's a prototype sitting in our lab right now with one hundred and twenty trillion
con nections and practically unlimited memory."

"Does it work?"

"NO.”

"Why not?"

"Because even if you succeed in loading a neuromodel into the computer, how do you talk to it? The
human brain interacts with the world through a biological body with five senses. Imagine your brain
downloaded into a box. It's deaf, dumb, blind, and paralyzed. A quivering mass of fear. And thank God
for it. Because once a machine like that can talk—and listen and act—there's no telling what it might do."

Rachel looked up at me with interest. "What could it do?"

"Do you remember HAL from 2001: A Space Odyssey?"

"Sure. The most reliable computer ever made. Urbana, Illinois, right?"
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I chuckled softly. "He was until he murdered the crew of his spaceship. Well, imagine what HAL could
do if he were connected to the Internet."

"Tell me."

"One Trinity computer connected to a phone line could hold the industrialized world hostage. It could
disrupt power grids, rail lines, air traffic control, missile systems, NORAD, Wall Street. It could demand
what ever it wanted."

She shook her head in confusion. "But what would it want?"

"What does any intelligent entity want? Especially one that's essentially human?"

"Power?"

"Exactly." I jumped as my cell phone rang. The ID said "Andrew Fielding." I pressed SEND. "Lu Li?
Has something happened?"

"Nothing happen," Lu Li replied in a shaky voice. "I worry about Maya. I think I hear noises outside.
You bring her back, Dr. David."

The bichon stopped sniffing the ground, looked up at me, and cocked its head as though listening.
"We're coming. Right now."

"Is she all right?" Rachel asked as I ended the call.

"Yes. She wants us to come back, but we're going to wait a bit."

"Why?"

"Because the NSA heard that call. If they have people in the woods, they'll probably move now. And
we'll hear them."

Rachel glanced anxiously at the wall that separated us from the trees. "Do you really think there's
someone out there?"

"That's not what scares you," I said. "What scares you is that now you think there might be."

She slid off the stage and looked at the door we'd passed through. It was easy to imagine someone
waiting behind it.
"You said Fielding was murdered because you and he resisted the project. How exactly did you resist

it?"

"We didn't just resist it. We stopped it cold. Suspended it, anyway. Fielding was the driving force, but it
took me interceding with the president to accomplish it. It was like trying to stop the work on the atomic
bomb during World War Two."

"Why did you want to stop it?"
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"I'm not completely sure about Fielding's reasons. I think he kept a lot from me—to protect me. I mean.
But my reasons were simple.

"Six months ago, we tested the Super-MRI machine. We used animals first, and there were no
problems. The first humans to be scanned were the six of us in the inner circle. Within a week, we all
developed strange neuro logical symptoms. Side effects from exposure to the machine. Fielding
believed—"

"MRI doesn't cause side effects," Rachel broke in.

"Not the machines you use. But the magnetic fields generated by the Trinity MRI are exponentially more
intense than those in present-day machines. They use super conducting materials that allow massive
pulses—"

Maya was growling deep in her throat and looking up the slope of stone seats. | hadn't heard anything in
the woods, but maybe the dog had. I put the tape recorder in my pocket, picked up Maya, then drew
my gun and pulled Rachel through the stage door.

Darkness enveloped us.

"Stay right behind me," I said, ducking under a branch.

"Did you hear something?"

"NO."

If T hadn't had Rachel with me, I would have used stealth to safely reach the house. But speed was the
only option now. I plowed through the underbrush, warning Rachel whenever I hit branches likely to
whip back into her face. She cried out twice and stumbled once, but she got back up and somehow
managed to stay on my heels. As we neared the house, I saw the yellow square of Fielding's patio doors.

Lu Li stood silhouetted inside them, a perfect target. The image made me shiver.

When she slid open the door, I pulled her deep into the room. Maya barked wildly until Lu Li bent and
held out her arms. The dog leapt into them as Rachel closed the glass door.

"Call a taxi," I whispered over my shoulder.

Rachel went to the phone.

Lu Li's eyes were wet. | touched her elbow, and the dog snapped at me. "I wish I could stay the night
with you," I said quietly, "but that would look more suspicious than my going home. I'm going to go to
work tomorrow and try to get some answers, so I want everything to look as normal as possible. Do you
understand?"

"Yes."

"I'll take Andrew's box of toys with me. I don't want anyone to find it here. Is that all right?"

Lu Li nodded, stroking the bichon as lovingly as she would a child.

"I'm going to pull into the garage when I leave, so no one sees me take the box. If anyone asks you what
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I was doing here, tell them it was a sympathy visit. If they somehow overheard some of our conversation,
just act like what you are. A distraught widow."

"What means distraught?"

"Grief-stricken. Grieving."

She smiled bravely. "I no need to act this."

I laid my hands on her shoulders and squeezed, then spoke almost inaudibly. "In the FedEx letter Andy
sent me, there was some white powder. Almost like sand. It's in those plastic bags on the couch. Do you
know any thing about that?"

Lu Li's gaze went to the couch, and her face wrinkled in confusion. "No. Nothing."

"Did you drop it off at the FedEx box?"

"Yes. How you know?"

"It doesn't matter." I knew Lu Li had dropped off the envelope because I had been inside Fielding's
head dur ing my last dream. I felt a sudden compulsion to get out of the house. "Rachel? The taxi?"

"Any minute," she said from behind me.

"I want you to go into the garage," I told Lu Li. "When you hear me tap the horn, open the door for me.
After I pull in, close the door."

"Okay." She left the room without a word.

I picked up the Ziplocs, then led Rachel to the dark ened living room, where wide windows looked onto
the street. I dropped the Ziplocs on a chair, then sat on a sofa opposite the window to wait for the cab.

"[s the taxi for me?" she whispered, sitting beside me.
"Yes."
"But my car's parked at your house."

"You don't want to go back to my house. You can get it in the morning if you want to. I'd rather you
take a taxi to work."

"Did I hear you tell Lu Li you're going back to work tomorrow?"

"If I don't hear from the president tonight, I am."

"Why? If they killed Fielding, why won't they kill you, too?"

Her question gave me a perverse satisfaction. "It sounds like you're buying into my delusion."

Her lips tightened, and I could see that she was gen uinely afraid.
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"Look, if they really wanted to kill me, I'd be dead already. And if they decide to kill me before
tomorrow, nothing will stop them. But I think they're too worried about how the president would react to
try that. If I'm alive tomorrow morning, it's all right for me to go in."

Rachel sighed and rubbed her temples with her fingers.

"I don't know what's going to happen," I whispered. "If anyone questions you, tell as much truth as you
can. You came to my house because I missed three sessions. I got a call from the wife of a friend who
died today. She has no family here, so you offered to help console her. We calmed her down and
walked her dog. That's all you know."

She studied my face in the dim light. "This isn't what I expected."

"I know. You really thought I was crazy."

She bit her lip, the gesture almost girlish. "I suppose I did. Part of me hoped I was wrong. But now I'm
fright ened. I know about psychiatric problems. This is some thing else."

I pulled her close and spoke into her ear. "I want you to forget it all. Unless something happens to me.
Then you remember. Remember and scream to high heaven." I pulled back and looked into her eyes. "I

won't be com ing back to your office."

She stared at me as though I'd said, "We're never going to see each other again," which deep down was
what [ felt.

"David—"

"Here's your taxi." I stood as headlights rolled to a stop in front of the house, looking close to make sure
there was a taxi light on the roof.

She was shaking her head, almost helplessly.

"Don't worry," I said. "I'm going to be fine. You've helped a lot."

"I didn't do a damned thing for you."

I pulled her out of sight of the window, then took the recorder from my pocket, removed the tape, and
put it in her hand. "If you want to help, here's your chance." I started to send her on, then hesitated.
"There 1s one more thing you could do."

"Tell me."

I pointed to the Ziploc bags on the chair. "Is there someone at Duke who could safely test that powder
for infectious agents and poisons?"

"Of course. There are guys over there who live for that kind of thing."

There was a slipcover on one of the sofa pillows. I took it off the pillow, then put the Ziplocs inside it
and handed it to her. "Be very careful with those."

"You're preaching to the choir."

Page 51



I squeezed her arm. "Thank you. Now, go."

She didn't go. She stood on tiptoe and kissed me gen tly on the lips. "Be careful. Please, please be
careful."

As I stared, Rachel slid the slipcover under her blouse, then walked to the foyer. I heard the front door
close softly. Through the front window I watched her get into the taxi. The cab pulled into Lu Li's
driveway, then backed out and rolled up Gimghoul Street.

I went out to my car, pulled up to Fielding's garage door, and tapped my horn. Lu Li opened the door
from inside, then closed it behind me.

She pulled open my passenger door and set her hus band's cardboard box on the front seat. I reached
across it and gripped her wrist, my eyes boring into hers.

"Tell me the truth, Lu Li. Do you know what they're trying to build at Trinity?"

After several seconds of eye contact, she nodded once.

"Don't ever tell anyone that," I warned. "Never."

"Me Chinese, David. Know what can happen."

For an instant I flashed back to her standing silhouet ted in the patio doors, a target awaiting an assassin.
"Come with me," I said suddenly. "Right now. Just get in with your dog and we'll go. I'll keep you safe."

A sad smile touched her lips. "You good man. Like Andrew. Don't worry. I already make my own
arrange ments."

Arrangements? I couldn't imagine what these might be. I didn't think she knew anyone in the States.
"What are they?"

She shook her head. "Better you don't know. Yes? I be okay."

For some reason, I believed her. The revelation that Lu Li had not been rendered helpless by her grief
made me ask one more question.

"In his letter, Andy told me that if anything happened to him, I should remember his pocket watch.
What's so special about that watch?"

Lu Li studied my eyes for what seemed a long time. Then, in a nearly inaudible whisper, she said, "Not
watch. Fob."

"Fob?"
"Watch fob."

I closed my eyes and pictured Fielding's watch. It was a scarred but precious heirloom, and at the end
of its chain was a small, diamond-shaped crystal.
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"The crystal?" I asked.

Lu Li smiled. "You smart man. You figure it out."

CHAPTER

9

Geli Bauer was on her feet, pacing the control center and shouting into her headset at John Skow. She'd

never lost her temper with him before, but without Godin backing her up, Skow was proving
maddeningly obstinate.

"Haven't you heard a word I said? Can't you see what's happening?"

Skow answered in a condescending voice, "This is what you've told me. Dr. Tennant and Dr. Weiss

visited the grieving widow and walked her dog. Dr. Weiss kissed Tennant, then she went home in a cab."

Geli closed her eyes and tried to suppress her anger. "Tennant pulled into the garage and closed the
door before he left the Fielding house. He obviously took something that he didn't want us to see."

"That's possible," Skow said. "But as far as you can tell, he's headed home now. What's the problem?"

"We couldn't hear a damn thing! They plugged the bugs, same as they did at Tennant's house. And
Weiss left her Saab at Tennant's house, instead of taking the cab there to pick it up. Why would she do
that? Tennant might be planning to run or even to go public. Maybe both."

"I think you're projecting your own paranoia onto him."

"Ritter heard them talking about MRI side effects."

"That's small potatoes. You couldn't know that, of course. The Super-MRI unit is Tennant's pet ethical
con cern, and it's got nothing to do with the central issue."

"But they talked for ten minutes before that. And Ritter thinks he saw a tape recorder."
Skow sighed. "What would you have me do about that?"

"Take them out."

The NSA man caught his breath. "Did I hear you cor rectly?"

"You know you did. We have to assume Weiss knows the full details of Trinity and about Tennant's
suspicions regarding Dr. Fielding's death."

"Dr. Weiss is a private citizen who's broken no law."

"If you won't take them out, then bring them in for interrogation with prejudice."
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The resulting silence seemed interminable. Then Skow said, "Do you have someone following Dr.
Weiss's cab?"

Ritter was covering Weiss. "My best man. He could easily stage an accident."

Skow's voice, when it came, was like shaved ice. "Listen to me, Geli. Your man will follow the cab to
Dr. Weiss's residence, then break contact. He will not let her see him. He will not even breathe hard in
her direction."

"What?"

"Call off your dog. And your team on Dr. Tennant will follow him to his residence and set up a static
sur veillance post as per normal procedure."

Why the hell would somebody keep a cobra's fang? She wanted to go to the storage room and check
the actual objects against the list, but she was too pissed off to deal with that.

She had always worked with incomplete information at Trinity. It hadn't bothered her much. The army
was good training for that. You could guard a building for twenty-four hours without knowing whether it
contained nuclear bombs or cases of underwear. But now there was too much she didn't know. The
mystery at the heart of Trinity was taking control of everyone and everything around it. Yet there was
nothing she could do. She had to talk to Godin, and he was incommunicado.

Faced with this impasse, she called Ritter Bock and told him to break contact with Weiss. The taciturn
young German was needed back at the control center. Skow had ordered her to calm down, and Geli
knew only one way to do that. She needed to take some orders rather than give them.

CHAPTER
10

Dreamless sleep evaporated in a rush of pounding blood and the memory of Fielding lying dead in his
office. Sunlight knifed through a crack in the curtains. I had sur vived the night, but still I reached beneath
my pillow for my .38. Only then did I slap the top of my clock radio, killing the alarm.

My phone had not rung during the night, so the presi dent hadn't tried to reach me. I checked my
answering machine in case I had slept through a call, but there were no messages. Trying not to think
about the implications of this, I dialed Lu Li Fielding's house. A machine answered. The taped message
still had Andrew's voice on it, brimming with humor. Hoping Lu Li was a hun dred miles from Chapel Hill
by now, I hung up and car ried my gun into the bathroom, then locked the door behind me.

I shaved quickly. A surveillance car had been parked nearby when I got home from Fielding's house last
night. It pulled away as I approached. After removing the sensitive items from my trunk, I called Rachel
at home to be sure she'd made it. Then I lay awake for two hours, lis tening for the sounds of a break-in
and thinking of Fielding's pocket watch. It had a dull gold case, worn from rubbing, and a yellowed face
with Roman numer als. Not the watch, Lu Li had said. The fob. I'd asked Fielding about the crystal on
his watch chain once. He told me a Tibetan monk had given it to him near Lhasa, promising it would
ensure an unfailing memory. Fielding belly-laughed when he told me that story, but I hadn't gotten the
joke. Now I did.
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One new computer technology perfected by the Trinity team was holographic memory storage. Rather
than stor ing data in microchips, Trinity engineers stored it as holo grams within the molecules of stable
crystals. Using lasers to read and write data, they could store enormous amounts of information within the
crystal's symmetrically arranged atoms. The crystals I had seen in the Trinity holography lab were the size
of NFL footballs, but I saw no reason that a smaller one could not be used. Like the one on Fielding's
watch chain.

Somehow, the Englishman had been downloading Trinity data into his crystal watch fob. And because
no one outside Trinity's inner circle of scientists and engi neers knew this was even possible, Fielding
could walk it in and out of the building every day without anyone suspecting a thing.

But why would he steal information? To sell to the highest bidder? Fielding was old school. Even if he
were desperate for money, he was the last person I would sus pect of corporate espionage. Had he
secretly embraced some ideology? Or abandoned one? Was he a politically naive scientist who believed
all nations should share access to the latest technology? Possibly. But I didn't think he would want a
rogue nation to possess some thing as powerful as a Trinity computer. To hear Fielding talk sometimes,
you would think he didn't want any country to possess one.

Was that it? Had he been working to prevent Trinity from becoming a reality? That scenario seemed the
most likely, but I didn't have enough information to make an accurate guess. And without the watch, I
couldn't prove anything.

I showered in near-scalding water, then dressed in chi nos and a sport jacket and walked quickly to my
car, try ing not to think too much about what I was doing. My primary goal in returning to Trinity was to
find Fielding's pocket watch, but in truth I saw little choice. Staying home would only invite closer NSA
scrutiny, and run ning—as I hoped Lu Li had done—would bring the full resources of the agency down
upon me. But if T could preserve the illusion of normalcy a little longer—until the president got back to
me—I might be able to avenge Fielding's death.

On a good traffic day, the Trinity complex was a twenty-minute drive from my house in suburban Chapel
Hill. Research Triangle Park, the manicured haven of cor porate research known locally as the RTP, lay
between Raleigh and Durham and was named for the triangle formed by Duke University, UNC at
Chapel Hill, and North Carolina State. Its quiet lanes led through expan sive lawns that suggested an
exclusive country club, but instead of golf links, the seven-thousand-acre RTP boasted labs owned by
DuPont, 3M, Merck, Biogen, Lockheed, and dozens of other blue-chip names. Forty-five thousand
people reported to work within its borders every day, but less than three hundred knew what lay behind
the walls of the Trinity building. I drove slowly, hoping in some juvenile way that I would never arrive at
my destination.

The Trinity lab stood two hundred yards back from an understated sign that read ARGUS OPTICAL.
A forbid ding five-story block of steel and black glass, it sat on sixty wooded acres with extensive
subbasements and a heliport. The steel and glass was just a shell constructed for show. Behind it,
high-tech copper cladding code-named Tempest encased the inner building, preventing electromagnetic
radiation from passing in or out of Trinity. The same stuff protected the NSA operations buildings at Fort
Meade.

Because the building had been sited in a sort of bowl, its first two floors lay out of sight. The main
entrance was on the third floor. To reach it, staff had to cross a roofed cat walk forty yards long. Inside
a fortified archway at the far end, they confronted a narrow passage guarded by a security officer and
lined with sensitive metal detectors, electronic bomb-sniffers, and fluoroscope machines. Authorized
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entry required photo ID, a fingerprint scan, and a mandatory search of all bags.

A sentry buzzed open the archway door, and I walked up to the security desk, my face revealing none
of the anxiety I felt.

"Morning, Doc," said a middle-aged guard named Henry.

I sometimes thought Henry had been hired through central casting. The other security personnel were all
in their late twenties, lean young men and women with smooth faces, avian eyes, and zero body fat. Only
Henry, the gate man, ever said a word of greeting.

"Good morning, Henry," I said.

"There's a meeting in the conference room at nine."

"Thanks."

"You got four minutes."

I looked at my watch and nodded.

"Still can't get over Professor Fielding," Henry said. "They say he was dead before the ambulance got
here."

I took a careful breath. This exchange was being recorded by hidden cameras. "That's the way it goes
sometimes with strokes."

"Not a bad way to go out. Quick, I mean."

I forced a smile, then laid the pad of my right forefin ger on a small scanner. After the unit beeped for a
match, I passed through the gauntlet of threat-detection equipment and took the stairs to the fifth floor,
which housed the administrative offices and conference room.

Yellow police tape stretched across the closed door to Fielding's office. Who had put it there? Surely
the NSA hadn't allowed local or state police to enter this facility. Glancing up and down the empty
corridor, I quickly tried the knob. Locked. And not with some lightweight mechanism from a hardware
store. If Fielding's pocket watch was inside his office, I couldn't get it.

I walked a few doors down to my own office, closed the door, and sat down at my primary computer.
Part of a closed network that served only the Trinity scientists, it had no connection to the outside world.
To access the Internet, I had to use a second computer that had no ports or drives through which files
could be exported from the building.

My primary screen showed one interoffice e-mail: a reminder of the meeting scheduled to begin in the
con ference room in two minutes. With a macabre chill I realized that I'd half-expected a humorous
e-mail from Fielding. He often sent me little jokes or ironic quotes from dead scientists or philosophers:

Scientists over 60 do more harm than good!—T. H. Huxley—Iike that. But today there was no message.

And there would never be another. I looked blankly around my office. Fielding was gone, and I was
profoundly disoriented. Together, we had stopped Project Trinity for six tense weeks, angering our
colleagues while we tried in vain to discover the cause of the MRI side effects experienced by the six
Trinity principals. Today that issue remained unresolved.
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I hadn't volunteered to be scanned by the Super-MRI unit out of stupidity. The theory was simple: since
Homo sapiens had evolved in the earth's magnetic field, an MRI's magnetic energy did not pose a health
risk. This had been proved countless times by conventional MRI machines, which generated fields thirty
thousand times more powerful than that of the earth. But the Super-MRI developed at Trinity—using
superconductivity and colos sal magnets—generated fields up to eight hundred thou sand times greater
than that of the earth. Gross side effects such as tissue-heating had been solved in animal tests, but within
days after undergoing our "super-scans," all of us had begun experiencing disturbing neu rological

symptoms.

Jutta Klein, the designer of the Super-MRI, suffered short-term memory loss. Ravi Nara endured
extreme sex ual compulsions (he had several times been caught mas turbating in his office and in the rest
room). John Skow developed hand tremors, and Godin himself had suffered epileptic seizures. Fielding
had developed, of all things, a form of Tourette's syndrome and frequently blurted out inappropriate
words or phrases. And I had narcolepsy.

Ravi Nara, our Nobel-winning neurologist, could find no medical explanation for this sudden flurry of
symptoms, so all Super-MRI scanning had temporarily been halted. Work on the Trinity computer
continued, but with the Super-MRI removed from the chain, Godin's engineers had only the six original
scans to work from, and no one knew whether those were of suf ficient resolution to "make the leap" into
the prototype computer. With Nara at a loss, Fielding began investigat ing the side effects in his spare
time. Six weeks later, he suggested that they had been caused by a disruption of quantum processes in
our brains—and backed up his theory with twenty pages of complex mathematics. Nara argued that
nothing in the history of neuroscience sug gested that the human brain carried out quantum processes.
Only a few physicists subscribed to this "New Age" theory of consciousness—Roger Penrose among
them—ryet Fielding toiled on, trying to prove his theory.

Peter Godin initially supported Fielding, but before long he resumed MRI testing on primates. Chimps
and orangutans suffered no ill effects. Fielding argued that primates weren't conscious in the human sense,
and thus their brains had no quantum processes to be disrupted. Godin ignored him. I then reported
Fielding's suspicions to the president, who officially suspended the project pending an exhaustive
investigation of the side effects.

That was six weeks ago. Since then, Fielding and I had worked almost around the clock to prove his
theory of quantum disturbance. I felt like an assistant to Albert Einstein, sharpening pencils and taking
notes while the genius worked beside me. Yet despite Fielding's formida ble intellect, he could not prove
his theory. Too much remained unknown about the brain. Now he was dead, and without a
demonstrable link between the MRI unit and our "side effects," I couldn't hope to hold back the
collective tide of wills set on resuming the project. Without proof of foul play, Trinity would continue.

The battle would begin in minutes, after a few hollow words of regret over Fielding's "untimely passing."
Perspiration filmed my face as I walked toward the con ference room door.

The room was empty.

I had never arrived first at a meeting. The other prin cipals were compulsively punctual. I poured coffee
from the urn on the credenza, then sat at the far end of the table and tried to stay calm.

Where the hell was everybody? Watching me from the security room? Where would they hide the
camera? Behind a picture? Hanging to my right was a rare black-and-white photograph of the core
physicists of the Manhattan Project: Oppenheimer, Szilard, Fermi, Wigner, Edward Teller. They stood in
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a friendly knot before the Oscura mountains of New Mexico, giants of science, each destined for fame or
infamy, depending on one's point of view. Some, like the hawkish Teller, had wound up wreathed in
glory and the flag; others were not so fortunate. Oppy was stripped by lesser men of the security
clearance he needed to work, and lived but a shadow of the life he might have had. But in 1944 they
stood together, wearing dark European suits in the stark white sand of the desert. They gazed over the
Trinity conference table like patron saints, their eyes communi cating an inscrutable combination of
humor, humility, and hard-won wisdom. The only Trinity scientist who displayed those qualities had died
yesterday on his office floor.

Voices filtered from the hallway into the conference room. I straightened in my chair as my colleagues
began to trickle in with an air of forced casualness. I had a feel ing they had just adjourned a private
meeting whose only order of business had been "handling" me.

First in line was Jutta Klein, the team's sole woman. Chief research scientist for the Siemens Corporation
in Germany, the gray-haired Klein—also a Nobel laureate, in physics—had been loaned to Trinity for the
duration of the project. With assistance from Fielding and a team of engineers from General Electric, she
had designed and built the fourth-generation Super-MRI machine. Now she oversaw the smooth
operation of the temperamental behemoth.

"Guten Morgen," she said stiffly, and sat at my right, her matronly face impossible to read.
"Morgen," I replied.

Ravi Nara followed Klein through the door. He sat three chairs away from me, emphasizing the distance
that had recently marked our relationship. The young Indian neurologist held a chocolate doughnut in one
brown hand, but his right protruded from a cast. I sup pressed a smile. Four days ago, he had taken a
coffee mug partly made of metal into the Super-MRI room and set it on a counter. When Klein activated
the machine for a test on a chimpanzee, the mug had flown across the room and smashed Nara's arm
against the machine's housing, shattering his ulna. Klein told him to consider himself lucky. On the day the
Super-MRI went opera tional, a technician on loan from Siemens had been killed by a metallic EKG cart
that slammed her against the machine and crushed her skull.

"Good morning, David."

I looked up to see the trim, Brooks Brothers-clad fig ure of John Skow take the chair at the head of the
table. A deputy director of the NSA, Skow was America's fore most authority on information warfare,
and the titular director of Project Trinity. Yet it was Peter Godin who determined the direction and pace
of Trinity research. The relationship between Skow and Godin mirrored that of General Leslie Groves
and Robert Oppenheimer at

Los Alamos. Groves had been a ruthless taskmaster, but without Oppenheimer's cooperation, he could
never have delivered the atomic bomb. So, the ultimate power had lain with the civilian scientist, not the
soldier.

"Skow," I said, not even attempting a smile.

"Yesterday was a terrible blow to all of us," he intoned in his aristocratic Boston accent, his thin lips
barely moving. "But I know it's a particular loss for you, David."

I searched for genuine grief in his voice. The NSA man was a practiced bureaucrat, and his sincerity was
hard to gauge.
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"Peter will be here in a moment," he said. "I guess he'll be the tardy boy from now on."

I smiled inside. In the past. Fielding had always been last to arrive, when he bothered to show up at all.
Some days he went AWOL, and I would be sent in search of him. I usually found him poring over
equations in his office.

A faint curse drifted through the open door, announc ing Peter Godin's approach. Trinity's lead scientist
suf fered from rheumatoid arthritis, and merely walking was a burden to him on some days. At
seventy-one years old, Godin was by far the senior scientist on the project. Vacuum-tube computing
machines had not even existed when he was born, yet for the past forty years, the "old man" of Trinity
had pushed the envelope of digital com puting further and faster than any CRT-dazed savant who ever
skateboarded out of Silicon Valley.

Like Seymour Cray—the father of the supercom puter—Godin had been one of the original engineers at
Control Data Systems in the early 1950s. In 1957, he left the company with Seymour to help found Cray
Research. Godin had been part of the teams that built the famed 6600 and the Cray 1, but when Cray
began to lose control of the bloated Cray 2 project, Godin decided the time had come to step out of his
mentor's shadow. He quietly made the rounds of investment bankers, raised $6 million, and sixty days
later opened the doors of Godin Supercomputing in Mountain View, California. While Seymour struggled
to bring the revolu tionary Cray 2 into being, Godin and a tiny team built an elegant and reliable
four-processor machine that out performed the Cray 1 by a speed factor of six. It wasn't a revolutionary
advance, but it was one government weapons labs were willing to pay for. At $8 million per machine,
Godin quickly paid off his debts and began designing his dream supercomputer.

Competing against national governments and Seymour Cray himself, Peter Godin had gained a foothold
in the supercomputing market, and he never looked back. When the end of the Cold War virtually wiped
out the supercom puting business, Godin switched to parallel-processing tech nology, and by the
midnineties his computers had augmented or supplanted the Cray machines at NORAD, the NSA, the
Pentagon, Los Alamos, Lawrence Livermore, and in missile silos across the country. In his day, Peter
Godin had been both pioneer and follower, but he was first and foremost a survivor.

Everyone looked up as the old man entered the con ference room, but I nearly got to my feet. When I
joined the team two years ago, Godin had looked scarcely older than Andrew Fielding, who was
sixty-one at the time. But two years leading the Trinity team had aged Godin at a shocking rate. His face
sometimes had the swollen look of a cancer patient on steroids. At other times, it was thinned to skeletal
hollowness, and his hair almost disappeared. Today he looked as though he might collapse before
reaching the table. He'd told me that during times of creative stress, his body always underwent phys ical
changes. Godin often worked without sleep for fifty or sixty consecutive hours, and though he knew this
was taking years off his life, he felt that was a fair price to pay for what he had achieved during his years
on earth.

His light blue eyes scanned the room, resting longer on me than on the others. Then he gave a general
nod and settled into the empty chair beside Skow.

"Now that we're all here," Skow said with an air of ceremony, "I would be remiss if I didn't begin this
meet ing with a few words about the terrible loss that we— and this project—suftered yesterday. After a
complete autopsy, the pathologist has confirmed that Dr. Fielding died of a massive cerebral hemorrhage.
He_H

"Pathologist?" I cut in. "The state medical examiner?"
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Skow gave me a look of forbearance. "David, you know we're not in a conventional security situation.
We can't involve local authorities. Dr. Fielding's cause of death was certified by an NSA pathologist at
Fort Meade."

"The NSA has a pathologist?" I understood why the agency might need psychiatrists. Code-breaking
was a high-stress profession. But a pathologist?

"The agency has access to a full complement of med ical specialists," Skow said in the voice of a
government tour guide. "Some directly on the payroll, others fully vetted consultants." He glanced at
Godin, whose eyes were closed. "Do you have some doubt about what killed Andrew, David?"

There it was. The gauntlet on the table.

"After all," Skow said in a condescending tone, "you are an experienced internist. Perhaps you saw
something inconsistent with a stroke?"

I felt the tension in the air. Everyone was waiting for me to speak, especially Ravi Nara, who had
diagnosed the stroke as Fielding died.

"No," I said at length. "Ravi said he observed paraly sis, speech impairment, and a blown pupil just prior
to death. That's consistent with stroke. It's just ... it usu ally takes a while to die from a bleed. The
suddenness took me by surprise."

It was as though the air had been let out of a balloon. Shoulders sagged with relief, buttocks shifted
position, fingers began drumming on the table.

"Well, of course," Skow said generously. "It took us all by surprise. And Andrew was, quite simply,
irreplace able."

I wanted to strangle Skow. He had wanted to replace Fielding for the past six months, but there was no
one remotely as qualified as the Englishman available for the job.

"And to show how serious I am about that," Skow said, "we will not try to replace him."

Only Jutta Klein looked as shocked as I. Fielding had known more about Project Trinity than anyone
but Godin. He'd got us through a dozen major bottlenecks. Problems that had stumped software and
materials engi neers for weeks were but puzzles to the eccentric Englishman, something to be solved in a
quarter of an hour. In this sense, Fielding truly was irreplaceable. But the quantum aspects of Project
Trinity could not be ignored. Quantum physics was akin to alchemy in my mind—alchemy that
worked—and to push ahead without someone qualified to handle problems like quantum entanglement
and unwanted tunneling would be madness.

"But what do you plan to do about the MRI side effects we've been studying?"' I asked. "As you know,
Fielding believed they were the result of quantum distur bances in the brain."

"Ridiculous, " barked Nara. ““ There's no proof there are any quantum processes in the human brain.
There never has been, and there never will be!"

"Dr. Nara," Skow said.
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I gave the neurologist a look of disdain. "You didn't sound half so sure when you were in the room with
Fielding."

Nara shot silent daggers at me.

Skow gave me his patient smile. "David, both Peter and I feel that you and Ravi are quite capable of
contin uing to explore the medical anomalies. Bringing in a new physicist at this time would be a needless
security risk."

I wasn't going to argue this. [ would save my efforts for the president. "Will Fielding's body and personal
effects be turned over to his widow?"

Skow cleared his throat. "We can't seem to contact Mrs. Fielding. Therefore, Andrews remains will be
cre mated as per his written wishes."

Along with any evidence of murder. I struggled to keep my face impassive. So Lu Li had made her
escape. On the other hand . . . would they say anything different if they'd caught or killed her?

Godin touched Skow's wrist.
"Would you like to add something, Peter?" Skow asked.

Godin rubbed his nearly bald pate under the indirect lights. He sat with a Buddha-like centeredness, only
the blue eyes in detectable motion. He spoke rarely, but when he did, the world listened.

"This is no time to talk about trivialities," he said.

"We lost a giant yesterday. Andrew Fielding and I dis agreed about a lot of things, but I respected him
more than any man I've ever worked with."

I couldn't hide my surprise. Everyone at the table leaned forward, so as not to miss a word. The
hypnotic blue eyes made a quick circuit of the room. Then Godin continued, his voice soft but still deep
and powerful.

"From the dawn of history, the driving force of sci ence has been war. If he were here today, Fielding
would argue with me. He would say it is mankind's innate curiosity that has driven the upward surge of
science. But that's wishful thinking. It is human conflict that has marked the great forward leaps in
technology. A regret table reality, but one that every rational person must rec ognize. We live in a world
of fact, not philosophy. Philosophers question the reality of the universe, then look surprised when you hit
them with a shoe and ask if they felt that reality."

Ravi Nara snickered, but Godin gave him a withering glare.

"Andy Fielding was not that sort." Godin nodded to the black-and-white photo on the wall. "Like
Robert Oppenheimer, Andy was something of a mystic. But at his core, he was a gifted theoretician with
a great practi cal bent."

Godin brushed a wisp of white hair off his ear and looked around the table. "The weaponization of
science is the inevitable first step that brings countless peacetime gifts in its wake. Oppenheimer's
superhuman efforts to give us the bomb ended the Second World War and gave the world safe nuclear
energy. We here—we five who remain—face a task of no lesser importance. We're not trying, as
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Fielding sometimes suggested, to assume the mantle of God. God is merely a part of the human brain, an
evolutionary coping mechanism that developed to make bearable our awareness of our own deaths.
When we finally succeed in loading the first neuromodel into our prototype and communicating with it, we
will have to deal with that part of the brain, just as with all the rest. For those who favor anthropomorphic
expressions, we will have to deal with Him. But God, I predict, will prove no more troublesome than any
other vestigial ele ment of the brain. Because the completion of Trinity will render that particular coping
mechanism unnecessary. Our work will end death's dominion over humanity. And surely there can be no
more noble goal than that."

Godin laid his crooked hands on the table. "But today . . . today we mourn a man who had the courage
of his convictions. While we, out of grim necessity, focused on the military and intelligence possibilities of
an operational Trinity prototype, Fielding looked toward the day that he could sit down and ask the
computer man's oldest questions: 'How did life begin? Why are we here? How will the universe end?' At
sixty-three, Andy Fielding had the enthusiasm of a child, and he wasn't ashamed of it. Nor should he have
been." Godin nodded soberly. "And I, for one, will miss him."

My face felt hot. I'd expected the crocodile tears of John Skow, then a rush back to full-scale research
and development. But Peter Godin was classier than that. His words showed that he'd known his
adversary well.

" After the cause of our neurological symptoms has been found," Godin concluded, "the project will
resume. If we need another quantum physicist, we'll hire one. What we will not do is charge forward
without knowing the dangers. Fielding taught me the importance of prudence. "

Godin carefully massaged his right hand with the fingers of his left. "We've all sustained a severe shock. I
want everyone to take three full days of rest, beginning at lunch today. We'll meet in this room on

Tuesday morning. All the usual off-site security precautions will be observed during this period."

The resulting silence was total. The man who drove himself twice as hard as anyone else was suggesting
time off? Such a "vacation" went so against Godin's nature that no one knew what to say.

Skow finally cleared his throat. "Well, I, for one, could use some time at home. My wife is about ready
to divorce me over the hours I put in here."

Godin frowned and closed his eyes again.

"Meeting adjourned?" Skow said, glancing at Godin.

The old man got unsteadily to his feet and walked out without another word.

"Well, then," Skow said needlessly.

I stood and walked back to my office, my eyes on Peter Godin's retreating back. The meeting had gone
nothing like I'd expected. Ahead of me, Godin started to turn the corner, but instead he stopped and
turned to face me. I walked toward him.

"You and Fielding were very close," he said. "Weren't you?"

"[ liked him. Admired him, too."

Godin nodded. "I read your book two nights ago. You're more of a realist than I would have guessed.
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Your opinions on abortion, fetal tissue research, cloning, the expenditures on last-year-of-life care,
euthanasia. I agreed with all of it, right down the line."

I couldn't believe Peter Godin had worked with me for two years without reading the book that had
brought me to Trinity. He looked over my shoulder for a moment, then back at my face.

"Something occurred to me during the meeting," he said. "You know the old hypothetical about history?
If you could go back in time, and you had the opportunity to kill Hitler, would you do it?"

I smiled. "It's not a very realistic formulation."

"I'm not so sure. The Hitler question is easy, of course. But imagine it another way. If you could go back
to 1948, and you knew that Nathuram Godse was going to assassinate Gandhi—would you kill him to
prevent that assassination?"

I thought about it. "You're really asking how far down the chain of events I would go. Would you
murder Hitler's mother?"

It was Godin's turn to smile. "You're right, of course. And my answer is yes."

"Actually, I think your question is more about causal ity. Would murdering Hitler's mother have
prevented the Second World War? Or would some other nobody have risen from the discontented
masses to tap German resentment over the Versailles Treaty?"

Godin considered this. "Quite possibly. All right, then. It's 1952, and you know that a clumsy lab
technician is going to ruin the cell cultures of Jonas Salk. The cure for poliomyelitis will be greatly
delayed, perhaps by years. Would you kill that innocent technician?"

A strange buzzing started in my head. I had a sense that Godin was toying with me, yet Peter Godin
never wasted time with games.

"Thankfully, real life doesn't present us with those dilemmas," I said. "Only hindsight allows us to
formu late them."

He smiled distantly. "I'm not so sure, Doctor. Hitler could have been stopped at Munich." Godin
reached out and patted me on the arm. "Food for thought, anyway."

He turned and carefully negotiated his way around the corner.

I stood in the corridor, trying to read between the lines of what I'd heard. Godin never wasted words.
He hadn't been idly reflecting on history or morality. He had been talking quite frankly about murder.
Justifiable murder, in his mind. I shook my head in disbelief. Godin had been talking about Fielding.

Fielding's murder was necessary, he was saying. Fielding was innocent, but he was interfering with a
great good, and he had to be eliminated.

As I walked back toward my office, | realized I was shivering. No one had asked about my call to
Washing ton. No one had mentioned my visit to Fielding's house. Not one word about Rachel Weiss.
And three days off would give me plenty of time to speak to the president. I might even be able to fly to
Washington. What the hell was going on?
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I froze in my office doorway. A tall, sinewy blonde woman with electric blue eyes and a stippled scar on
her left cheek sat in my chair, gazing at my computer screen. Geli Bauer. If anyone in this building had
murdered Andrew Fielding, it was she.

"Hello, Doctor," she said, a trace of a smile on her lips. "You look surprised. I thought you'd be
expecting me."

CHAPTER

11

I stood speechless in my office doorway. Relief had turned to paralyzing anxiety in less than a second,
and the fact that Geli Bauer was a woman did nothing to slow my racing pulse. Like her handpicked
subordinates. She was lean and hard, with a predatory gleam in her eyes. She radiated the icy confidence
of a world-class alpinist. I could imagine her hanging for hours from a precipice, her body supported only
by her fingertips. Her intelligence was difficult to judge in an incubator filled with geniuses, but I knew
from previous conversation that she was quick as mercury. She treated all but the top Trinity scientists
like prisoners working under duress, and I attributed this to her being the daughter of a powerful army
general. Ravi Nara had crudely called her "a terminator with tits," but I thought of her as a terminator with
brains.

"What can I do for you?" I said finally.

"I need to ask you a couple of questions," she said. "Routine stuff."

Routine? Geli Bauer had visited my office a half dozen times in two years. I mostly saw her through a
sheet of glass, observing the polygraph tests to which I was randomly subjected.

"Godin just gave us three days off," I told her. "Why don't we do this when I get back?"

"I'm afraid it can't wait." She had the stateless accent of elite overseas schools.

"You said it was routine."

A plastic smile. "Why don't you have a seat, Doctor?

"You're in my chair."

Geli didn't get up. She thrived on conflict.

"You don't usually handle this kind of thing personally," I said. "To what do I owe the honor?"

"Dr. Fielding's death has created an unusual situation. We need to be sure we know as much as possible
about the circumstances surrounding it."
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"Dr. Fielding died of a stroke."

She studied me for a while without speaking. Her scar on her left cheek reminded me of some I'd seen in
some Vietnam vets during physicals. The vets described how shrapnel from a phosphorous grenade
burned itself deep into the skin and then self-cauterized, only to reignite in the air and wound the
operating surgeons when they attempted to remove the fragments. Soldiers lived in terror of them, and
Geli Bauer looked as though she'd suffered intimate contact with one. I had been predisposed to like her
because of that scar. A beautiful woman marked by such a thing might have earned some insight about
life that few of her sisters possessed. But my interactions with Geli had convinced me that whatever hell
she had survived, she'd learned only bitterness.

"I'm concerned about your relationship with Dr. Fielding," she said.

Always I with Geli, never the bureaucratic we, as though she felt personal responsibility for the security
of the entire project.

"Really?" I said, as though shocked.

"How would you characterize your relationship?"

"He was my friend."

"Y ou saw him and spoke to him outside this facility."

To concede this was to admit a violation of Trinity security regulations. But Geli probably had videotape.
"Yes."

"That's a direct violation of security protocol." I rolled my eyes.

"Sue me."

"We could jail you."

Shit. "That'll really help keep this place secret."

She ran her long fingers through her blonde hair. I thought of a hawk preening itself. "You could lose
your position here, Doctor."

"Now I get it. You're here to fire me."

Her smile slipped a notch. "There's no need for drama. I'm trying to learn what I can about Dr. Fielding's
situation."

"His situation? He's dead. Deceased. No longer with us."
"What did the two of you discuss outside work hours?"
"Soccer."

"Soccer?"
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"Fielding called it football. He was 'football mad,' in his words. He followed Arsenal, an English team. It
bored the hell out of me, but I liked talking to the guy."

"You're being disingenuous, Doctor."

"Am [?"

"Both you and Dr. Fielding opposed further work on this project.”

"No. I had ethical concerns about one aspect of it. Fielding had other concerns."
"He wanted the project stopped."

"Only until the cause of the neurological side effects we're all experiencing could be determined."
"Did he discuss those side effects with anyone not cleared for Trinity information?"
"I have no idea."

"His wife, for example?"

I strained to keep my face impassive. "I can't imagine that he would."

Geli raised one eyebrow. "You spent nearly with her last night."

So they had been watching. Of course they had. They'd just killed Fielding, and they needed to see how
his best friend would react. That meant they knew about Rachel.

"I made a condolence call."
"You discussed sensitive Trinity information with Lu Li Fielding. A Chinese physicist."

"[ did nothing of the kind." I had thought Lu Li's mar riage to Fielding made her a British citizen, but [
didn't want to get into that discussion now.

"Mrs. Fielding has vanished. We need to talk to her."

"Sounds like a personal problem."

Geli ignored my sarcasm. "If you helped her flee, you could be charged with treason."

"Has Lu Li committed a crime?"

Geli's face gave away nothing. "That has yet to be determined. She may be an accessory to treason."

The crystal, I thought suddenly. This has to be about Fielding's watch. "So both Fieldings are missing
now. That's embarrassing, isn't it?"

Geli didn't look embarrassed. She looked unflappable.
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"Last night Lu Li told me she'd received no word about her husband's body," I said. "She was very
upset."

"That's not my area of responsibility."

"What about Fielding's personal effects? Lu Li partic ularly mentioned a gold pocket watch. An
heirloom."

Geli pursed her lips, then shook her head. "I don't recall a pocket watch. But as soon as Mrs. Fielding
turns up this will be sorted out."

I knew Geli was lying. She hadn't worked here for two years without seeing that watch a hundred times.
"We're going to need a polygraph this morning," she said.

A cold sweat broke out on my trunk. "Sorry. I won't be taking one."
Her eyes narrowed. This was the first time I'd ever refused such a request. "Why is that?"
"I just lost a good friend. I didn't sleep well. I feel ter rible. My dog ate my homework."

"Dr. Tennant—"
"And I don't feel like submitting to your fascist bullshit today. Get 1t?"

She settled back in my chair and regarded me with increasing interest. "The employment agreement you
signed permits polygraphs to be taken at any time. You've already agreed to submit."

The fear in my belly made me want to punch her in the face. I'd lived all my life with an extraordinary
amount of freedom. As an internist, I'd owned and man aged my own practice. As an author I'd been

limited only by my subject. But in the oppressive atmosphere of Trinity, I'd developed a kind of spiritual
claustrophobia.

My father had experienced similar feelings when work ing on nuclear weapons at Los Alamos and Oak
Ridge. And he'd submitted to his share of polygraph tests in his day. But times had changed since the
Cold War. Today the NSA had lie detectors based on MRI technology, and unlike conventional
polygraphs, they were accurate 100 percent of the time.

The principle was simple: it took more brain cells to lie than to tell the truth. Even a pathological liar first
thought of the true answer when asked a question. Then he invented or recited his lie. That activity lit up a
liar's brain like Christmas lights, and the MRI detected, imaged and recorded the result for his
interrogators. It was Fielding who'd stopped the MRI polygraph tests, arguing that our strange symptoms
could be aggravated by further MRI exposure. It was a victory in Fielding's war against the invasion of
our privacy, but conven tional polygraph sessions were unnerving enough. Taking them on a surprise

basis gave you the feeling you were living in an Orwellian dystopia, especially when you had something to
hide.

"Are you going to sedate me?" I asked. "Tie me down?"
Geli looked as though she'd like to.

"No? Then forget it."
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She raised a finger and idly touched her scar. "I don't understand why you're so combative, Doctor."
"Sure you do."

"You're hiding something."

"If I were, that would make two of us."

"You're trying to subvert this project.”

"How could I do that? And why would I? The pro ject's already been suspended."

Geli studied her fingernails, two of which were gnawed to nubs. Maybe she wasn't unflappable after all.

"By going public," she said finally.

There it was. The deepest fear of the paranoid mili tary mind. "I haven't done that."
"Are you considering it?"

"No."

"Have you spoken to the president?"

"In my life?"

Annoyance crept into her voice at last. "Since Dr. Fielding's death."

"No."

"But you left a message at the White House yesterday."

I felt my face flush.

"Yes."

"And you used a pay phone."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"The battery on my cell phone died." An easy lie, and impossible to check.
"Why not wait and call when you got home?"

"I was in the mood right then."

"In the mood to talk to the president of the United States?"

"That's right."
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"About Dr. Fielding's death?"
"Among other things."

She seemed to weigh her next words carefully. "You told the White House you didn't want the other
Trinity principals informed of your call."

My blood pressure dropped like a stone. How did they know what I'd said during that pay phone
conversation? It had to be wiretapping surveillance, and not the local police or FBI variety. The NSA
recorded millions of private tele phone calls every day, the disk drives in the basements of Fort Meade
triggered by key words like plastique, Al Qaeda, strong encryption, RDX, or even Trinity. I recalled that
I'd said "Trinity" as soon as the White House opera tor answered, to make her switch me to the proper
contact. The NSA probably had a recording of my conversation from that point forward.

I drew myself up and looked Geli hard in the eyes. "I was personally appointed to this project by the
president. Not by the NSA or John Skow or even Peter Godin. I'm here to evaluate ethical problems. If
I determine that a problem exists, I report directly to the president. No or here has any say in the matter."

The gloves were off. I had just drawn a line between myself and everyone else in the Trinity building.

Geli leaned forward, her blue eyes challenging me. "How many cell phones do you own, Dr. Tennant?"

HOne.H

"Do you have others in your possession?"

Clarity settled in my mind like a resolving chord. They knew I'd called the White House, but they didn't
know whether or not the president had gotten back to me. They had my phones covered—the ones they
knew about—but they were worried about channels of communication they didn't know about. If they
were wor ried about that, they had no inside line to the presi dent, and I still stood a chance of
convincing him of my suspicions.

"Rachel Weiss owns a cell phone," Bauer said, her eyes alert for the slightest reaction on my part.

I took a slow breath and kept my voice even. "I don't know a doctor who doesn't."

"But you know Dr. Weiss rather better than you know almost anyone else."

"She's my psychiatrist, if that's what you mean."

"She's the only person other than Trinity personnel to whom you've spoken more than fifty words over
the past two months."

I wondered if this was true.
"The same is true for Dr. Weiss," Geli said.
"What do you mean?"

"She sees no one. She lost her son to cancer last year. After the boy died, her husband left her and
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returned to New York. Six months ago, Dr. Weiss began accepting occasional dates with male
colleagues. Dinner, a movie, like that. She never saw anyone more than twice. Two months ago, she
stopped seeing men altogether."

Of course, this didn't surprise me. Rachel was an intense woman, and I couldn't imagine many men
meeting her expectations. "Yeah, so?" I said.

"[ think you're the reason for that, Doctor. I think Dr. Weiss is in love with you."

I laughed, really laughed, for the first time since I'd seen Fielding's body. "Dr. Weiss thinks I'm
delusional, Ms. Bauer. Possibly schizophrenic."

This didn't faze Geli. "She kissed you last night. At the Fielding house."

"That was a sympathy kiss. I was upset about Fielding."

Geli ignored this. "What have you told Dr. Weiss about Project Trinity?"

"Nothing, as you well know. I'm sure you've found some way to record every one of my sessions."

She surprised me by conceding this with a slight nod. "But lovers are resourceful. You may have
managed unauthorized contact. Like last night."

"Last night was the first time I ever saw Rachel Weiss outside her office." I folded my arms across my
chest. "And I refuse to discuss her further. She has nothing to do with this project. You're invading the
privacy of an American citizen who has signed no agreement waiving her rights."

This time when Geli smiled, a little flash of cruelty burned through. "Where Project Trinity is concerned,
privacy means nothing. Under National Security Directive 173, we can detain Dr. Weiss for forty-eight
hours without even a phone call."

My frustration boiled over. "Geli, do you know what Project Trinity is?"

My use of her first name wiped away her smile, but my question put her squarely on the defensive. It
would

kill her to admit that she didn't know the inmost details of Trinity, but to say otherwise might cost her job.

She glowered but said nothing.

I took a step toward her. "Well, I do know. And until you do—and you fully understand its
implications— don't be so damn eager to follow orders like a good little German."

The insult struck home. Geli tensed in the chair as though about to spring at me. I took a step back,
instantly regretting my words. There was nothing to be gained by earning the personal enmity of Geli
Bauer. In fact, it was a singularly bad idea. She had probably killed Fielding herself. And that's why I'm
baiting her, I realized.

"We're done," I said, taking my car keys from my pocket. "I'll be back on Tuesday morning. Keep your
human Dobermans away from me until then."

I turned my back on her.
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"Dr. Tennant?"
I kept walking.
"Tennant!"

I pressed the elevator button. When the door opened, I got in, then stepped out again. Geli could
probably turn the tiny cubicle into a cell with the push of a but ton. She could seal the entire building just
as easily, but I took the stairs anyway.

As I hit the fourth-floor landing, an image of Fielding sitting in a cloud of smoke filled my mind. The
Englishman smoked like a chimney, but smoking was forbidden everywhere in the Trinity complex, even
for the top scientists. This wasn't due to federal regulations; Peter Godin couldn't stand a hint of smoke in
the air.

Ever resourceful, Fielding had found a place where he could indulge his habit. In the materials lab on the
second floor was a large vacuum chamber that had been used during the project's early stages, for testing
the properties of carbon nanotubes. There were smoke detectors in the lab, but none in the vacuum
chamber. Fielding had managed to pile enough boxes around the chamber that most people had forgotten
its existence. When I couldn't locate him anywhere else, I'd always known I could find him there.

If Fielding were in the Trinity building and aftraid for his life, I reasoned, wouldn't he have tried to
distance the crystal watch fob from himself? He wouldn't hide it in his office, which would certainly be
searched. But the vacuum chamber was only one floor away, and he could be fairly sure that I would
eventually search his informal sanctum sanctorum.

I exited the Stairwell and made my way down the hall to the materials lab. Two engineers recruited from
Sun Microsystems walked out of the lab and separated to pass me, heading toward the elevators. I
forced a smile, then slowed my walk so that I would reach the materials lab after they rounded the corner
behind me.

The lab was empty. I moved swiftly to the pile of boxes that obscured the steel vacuum chamber and
began uncovering the door. The forbidding machine was like a large decompression chamber for scuba
divers, with a porthole window and a large iron wheel set in its hatchlike door. I turned the wheel that
unlocked that hatch. The lights came on automatically.

My heart thudded when I stepped inside. I remem bered wide shelves cluttered with tools, clamps, and
old scraps of carbon. There was nothing in the chamber now. Even the shelves were gone. The entire
floor looked as though it had been steam cleaned.

"Geli Bauer,” I breathed.

If Fielding's pocket watch had been hidden here, she had it now. I hurried out of the chamber,
half-expecting her to confront me in the lab. But the lab was still, as was the hall. Slipping back into the
stairwell, I descended to the third floor and walked toward the secu rity desk, where Henry awaited me.

Upon exiting Trinity, staff had to submit to a body search to prove they weren't trying to remove
computer disks or papers from the building. How Fielding must have laughed inside every time Henry
ignored his crystal watch fob. As I approached the desk, I realized that Henry was speaking into his
collar radio.
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"What's up, Henry?" I said, pausing to wait for his pat-down.

"Just a minute, Doc."

My heartbeat accelerated. I imagined Geli Bauer giv ing him orders: Don't let Tennant out of the building

"I really need to get moving," I said. "I have an appointment."
Henry looked at me, then said into the mike, "He's right here."

Jesus. If Geli had to ask if I was at the door, that meant she wasn't watching me on camera from the
secu rity office. She was probably on her way here. My limbic brain was telling me to run like hell, but
how far would I get? Harmless-looking Henry was armed with a 9mm Glock automatic. Still, it took a
supreme act of will not to bolt for the door.

Henry listened to his ear-bud for a few seconds, look ing confused. "Are you sure?" he asked. "All
right."

He came around the desk, and I suddenly knew that if Henry reached for his gun, survival instinct would
dic tate the next few seconds. I tensed for action when his hands dropped, but then he squatted and
began his nor mal pat-down, starting with my pant legs.

Geli had decided to let me go. Why? Because she can't be sure whether I've talked to the president.

"Good to go, Doc," Henry said, patting me on the shoulder. "For a second I thought she—I mean
they— wanted me to hold you here."

As I'looked into Henry's face, I saw something in his eyes that I didn't understand. Then I did. He didn't
like Geli Bauer any more than I did. In fact, he was afraid of her.

The minute I cleared the armored-glass doors, my cell phone began ringing. I hit SEND and held the
phone to my ear.

"Hello?"

"David! Where the hell have you been?"

"Don't say your name," I snapped, recognizing Rachel's voice.
"I've been trying to reach you for an hour!"

No cellular transmissions could pass through the cop per cladding that encased the Trinity building. "Just
tell me what's wrong."

"Did you come to my office this morning?"
"Your office? Of course not. Why?"

"Because someone practically tore it to pieces. Your file is missing, and everything's out of place."
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I sucked in a lungful of air and forced myself to keep walking toward my car. "I haven't been near your
office today. Why do you think I'd do something like that?"

"To bolster your delusions in my eyes! To make me think they're real!"

She sounded close to hysteria. Had she understood nothing last night? "We need to talk. But not like
this. Are you at your office now?"

"No, I'm on Highway 15."

Rachel could take 15 all the way from the Duke Medical Center to Chapel Hill. "Are you in a cab?"
"No. [ went and got my car this morning."

"Meet me where you saw me making the videotape."

"You mean—"

"You know where. I'm on my way. Hang up now."

She did.

It took all my self-control not to run the last few steps to my car.

CHAPTER

12

Rachel's white Saab was parked in front of my house. Rachel herself was sitting on my front steps, her
chin in her hands like a college girl waiting for a class to begin. Instead of her usual silk blouse and skirt,
she wore blue jeans and a white cotton oxford shirt. I tapped my horn. She looked up, unsmiling. Waving
once, I pulled into my garage and walked through the house to open the front door.

"Sorry you got here first," I said, glancing up the street for unfamiliar vehicles.

Her eyes were red from crying. She went into the liv ing room but didn't sit. Instead, she paced around
my sparse furniture, unable to remain still.

"Tell me what happened," I said.

She paused long enough to fix me with a glare, then continued pacing. "I was at the hospital, checking on
a patient who attempted suicide two days ago."

HAnd?H

"I decided to run by my office and dictate some charts. When I got there, I realized someone else had
been there. I mean, the office was locked, but I could tell, you know?"

"You said the place was torn to pieces."
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She averted her eyes. "Not exactly. But lots of things were out of place. I know, because I like my
things a cer tain way. Books arranged from small to large, papers stacked . . . never mind."

"You're obsessive-compulsive."

Her dark eyes flashed. "There are worse problems than having OCD."
"Agreed. You said my file was missing?"

"Yes."

"Any other patient records missing?"

"No."

"That's it, then. What I don't understand is why they would steal my file. Why not just photocopy it? I'm
sure they've read it before. They probably read it every week."

Rachel stopped pacing and looked at me in disbelief. "How could they do that?"

"By sneaking someone into your office. Probably the nights of my appointment days."
"Why didn't I notice anything before?"

"Maybe this time they were in a hurry."

"Why?"

"They're frightened."

"Of what?"

"Me. Of what I've done. What I might do."

She sat on the edge of my sofa as though to collect herself. "I need to be clear on this, David. Just who
is they? The NSA?"

"Yes and no. They're the security people for Project Trinity, which is funded by the NSA."

"And this is who you say murdered Andrew Fielding?"

"Yes."

She closed her eyes. "I had a friend at the medical cen ter test that white powder you gave me. It's not
contami nated with anthrax or any other known pathogen or poi son." Her eyes opened and looked into
mine. "It's sand, David. Gypsum. White sand. No threat to anybody."

My mind began spinning with the possible signifi cance of that. Microchips were made of silicon, a kind

of sand. Was gypsum the basis of some new semiconductor Godin had discovered? Maybe Fielding was
trying to tell me something like that without being overt—
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"Have you tried to reach the president again?" Rachel asked.
I opened my mouth in surprise.

"What?"

"[ forgot to check my answering machine. Excuse me."

I went to the kitchen. The machine's LED showed one message waiting. When I hit the button, a New
England accent crackled from the tiny speaker:

"Dr. Tennant? This is Ewan McCaskell, the presi dent's chief of staff. I remember you from your visit a
couple of years ago. I just received your message. I'm sure you understand that we're very busy over
here. I can't involve the president until I know what this is about, but I do want to talk to you as soon as

possible. Please remain at this number, and I'll call back as soon as time permits."

My relief was almost overwhelming. I put my hand on the counter to steady myself. The caller ID unit
showed that McCaskell’s call had come in twenty minutes ago.

"Who was that?" Rachel asked.

I replayed the message for her.

"I have to admit," she said, "that sounded like Ewan McCaskell."

"Like him? That was him. Didn't you understand anything you saw last night?"

She pulled a chair away from the kitchen table and sat in front of me. "Listen to me, David. Do you
know why I'm here? Why I helped you last night?"

"Tell me."

"Your book."

"My book?"

"Yes. Every day in the hospital I see things they never told me about in medical school. Cases that fall
into the cracks between reality and legality. Dilemmas the govern ment hasn't got the guts to face. I do
what I can about them ... maybe I complain to another doctor, but that's it. You wrote it down for the
world to read, without giving a damn what would happen to you. Abortion. Last-year-of-life care versus
prenatal care. Euthanasia. My God, you wrote about assisting your own brother to die."

I closed my eyes and saw an image of my older brother, unable to move anything but his eyelids due to
the ravages of ALS, then unable to move even those. We'd made a pact. At that point I would help him
end what remained of his life.

"I nearly left that out," I said.

She gripped my forearm. "But you didn't. You took the risk, and you helped countless people by leaving
it in. People you'll never know. But they know you. I know you. And now you're ill. You've needed help
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for months, and conventional therapy wasn't working. I couldn't break through the walls you'd put up."
Her hand tight ened on my arm, and she smiled encouragingly. “I believe you're involved in some kind of
special work, okay? But tell me this. If the Trinity computer is all you say it is, then why you? You know?
You wrote a great book. The president knew your brother. But does that qualify you to make judgments
about the kind of science you've told me about?"

She was right. There was more to it. I'd kept my past secret for so long that to speak of it now required
a sur prising act of will.

"My father was a nuclear physicist," I said softly. "He worked at Los Alamos during the war. He was the
youngest physicist to work on the Manhattan Project."”

Her dark eyes flashed. "Go on."
"My undergraduate degree is in theoretical physics. MIT."
"My God. I really know nothing about you, do I1?"

I touched her shoulder. "Sure you do. Look, my father was part of the group that began to protest using
the bomb. Leo Szilard, Eugene Wigner, those guys. The Germans had surrendered, and the Japanese
just didn't have the resources to build an atomic bomb. My father's group wanted our bomb
demonstrated for the Japanese army, not used on civilians. Their dissent was ignored, and Hiroshima
became history.

"But we live in a different world now. Once the presi dent realized the implications of Trinity—we're
talking about liberating human intelligence from the body, for God's sake—he knew he'd be vulnerable
politically if the public learned he'd gone ahead without concern for ethics or morality. Look at the
craziness that surrounds cloning and fetal tissue research. So he demanded ethical oversight. He knew my
book, he knew the public trusts me to tell the truth, and he trusted me because he'd known my brother.
Beyond that, my pedigree for conscientious objection went back to my father and the Manhattan Project.
So, who better than 1?"

Rachel was shaking her head. "Why did you become a doctor rather than a physicist?"

She couldn't stop being a shrink. Or maybe she was just being a woman. "After Hiroshima, my dad led a
troubled life. Edward Teller was gearing up to build the hydrogen superbomb. Oppenheimer opposed it.
So did my father. Dad requested a transfer. General Groves didn't want to release him from weapons
work, but they agreed to give him a more technical job, one more removed from the actual warheads.
They moved him to the national lab at Oak Ridge, Tennessee."

"Why didn't he just quit altogether?"

"Eventually he did. But this was the Cold War. There were different kinds of pressure then.
Oppenheimer was persecuted for years for his opposition to the hydrogen bomb. Dad also met my
mother at Oak Ridge. Things were better there. They had my brother. I was born much later. An
accident, really." I smiled at the memory of my parents revealing this fact to me. "I grew up in Oak Ridge,
but when I was a teenager, Dad quit nuclear physics and moved us to Huntsville, Alabama, so he could
work on the space program."

"I still don't see the medical connection."
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"My mother was a pediatrician in Oak Ridge. She did a lot of good. It didn't take a genius to see that
she was a lot happier in her work than my dad had been. That's what influenced me."

I glanced down at the phone, willing it to ring again. "Last night, I only told you part of the truth. When
the president offered me this position, it felt oddly like poetic justice. I was being given the opportunity
my father never had at Los Alamos. The chance to exercise some control over a great undertaking that
was likely to change the world forever. For good or evil. I sensed that that the day I visited the Oval
Office, and that's what put me here."

Rachel took a deep breath and slowly blew out the air. "It's all real, isn't it? Trinity, [ mean."

"Yes. And I'm damned glad McCaskell called me back. We need the president badly."

I stood up, half wanting to replay McCaskell's message, but a wave of fatigue rolled through me. I
hoped it was just exhaustion, but then the familiar high-pitched ringing began in my back teeth.
Remembering I had no amphetamines left, I took a can of Mountain Dew out of the fridge, popped it
open, and drank a long pull for the caffeine.

"David?" Rachel was watching me strangely. "Are you all right? You look shaky."

"I may go out," I said, taking another gulp of the soda.

"Go out?" Her eyes widened. "Narcolepsy?"

She'd never witnessed one of my episodes. As I nodded, a shadow seemed to pass over my eyes. It left
me with a vague feeling of threat, as though someone were in the room with us, there but unseen. "I'm
missing something," I thought aloud.

"What are you talking about?"

An image of Geli Bauer came into my mind. "We're in danger."

Rachel looked worried, more about me than any external threat. "What kind of danger?"

"There's something about the way all this is happening. Godin giving us time off . . . my chart being stolen
from your office . . . McCaskell's call. I'm missing something, but I'm too tired to think of what."

"I thought McCaskell's call was good news."

"It is. It's just..." As drowsy as [ was, I felt a desperate need to have my gun in my hand. "I want you to
do me a favor. Wait here for two minutes."

"What?" Worry darkened her eyes. "Where are you going?"

"To my neighbor's house." I hurried to the back door.

"David! What if you pass out?"

"Don't answer the door!" I called. "But if the phone rings, answer it and say I'll be right back."

I ran outside and crashed through the thick hedges that bordered the backyards of the houses on my
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street. I sprinted the length of three backyards, then cut back through the hedge behind a neighbor's utility
shed. I had slipped out of my house last night about 2 a.m. and I had hidden Fielding's box beneath it.
Inside the box were Fielding's electronic gadgets, my partially recorded videotape, Fielding's letter, and
my pistol. I got on my knees and retrieved the box, then crawled back through the hedge and sprinted
back to my own yard. By the time I reached it, I felt like a drunk running through an unfamiliar city.

Rachel was waiting just inside the back door. "That's the stuft from last night," she said. "Why do you
need that?"

I tilted the box so she could see the gun.

She stepped back. "David, you're scaring me."

"You need to get out of here. You'll be fine for the time it takes me to tell my story to McCaskell." I set
the box on the floor, put the gun in my waistband, then led her to the front of the house. "Spend the rest

of the day somewhere public, like a mall. Don't go home until you hear from me."

She pivoted and stopped me from pushing her toward the door. Her assertiveness seemed to bring us
eye to eye. "Stop this! You're so out of it right now you could shoot yourself by accident."

I started to reply, but my words went spinning off into the dark edges of my mind. I would be
unconscious in less than a minute.

"I'm about to go under."

She grabbed my arm and dragged me into the hall, looking for a place to lay me down. I pointed to the
door of my guest bedroom. Sensing that [ was about to faint, she rushed me through the door and let me
fall face-down across the mattress. "Do you have any medication?"

"[ ran out."

Her footsteps moved away. I heard cabinet doors banging, then Rachel's voice talking to herself. When
the voice seemed closer, I managed to roll over. There was a dark silhouette in the doorway.

"Coftee's brewing,” Rachel said. "You're still awake?"
"Sort of."

She watched me like someone observing an animal during an experiment. "There's no food in your
kitchen, nothing but rock-hard saltines. When was the last time you went to the market?"

I couldn't remember. The last few weeks had been an endless parade of hours working with
Fielding on experiments I barely understood.

Rachel sat on the bed and put her fingers against my carotid artery. Her fingertips were cool.

"I was like that for a while," she said, looking at her watch. Her lips moved slightly as she counted pulse
beats. "After I lost my son. Not going to the market, I mean. Not paying bills. Not bathing. I guess it
takes a man longer to get back to those kinds of things. In the end, I used those small chores to enforce
some order in my life. It kept me from going completely mad."
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I felt my lips smile. I liked that she didn't let psychiatry get in the way of using words like mad. I also
liked the way her fingers felt against my neck. I wanted to tell her something about her touch. It reminded
me of someone, but I couldn't think who . . .

"When's your birthday?" she asked.

I couldn't remember.

"David?"

A black wave rolled over me, covering me in darkness

I'm walking up a suburban sidewalk, studying the perfect houses in their perfect rows. It's Willow Street.
I'live on Willow—sleep on it, anyway—but it has little in common with the street I lived on as a boy. On
Willow Street, I don't know my neighbors well, and some not at all. The NSA told me not to make
friends, and that has turned out to be easy. On Willow Street, no one makes an effort. In Oak Ridge the
houses were smaller, but I could name everyone who lived in them. My little neighborhood was a world
unto itself, filled with faces I knew like those of my own family. On Willow Street the children stay inside
more than outside. The fathers don't cut the lawns, hired men do. In Oak Ridge, the fathers cared for
their lawns like little fiefdoms, spent hours discussing various mowers and fertilizers with each other.

I walk around a curve and see my own house. White with green trim. From the outside it looks like a
home but it's never felt like home to me. A black Labrador retriever lopes across the street without its
master, a rare sight here. A Lexus rolls toward me, slowing as it passes. [ wave at its driver, a tall,
imperious woman. She stares at me as if I'm a dangerous interloper. I cross the street and walk up to my
front door.

My hand goes into my pocket for my key, then to the doorknob. I insert something into the lock, but. . .
it's not my key. It's thin and metallic, like a file. I jiggle it in the lock. There's a moment of resistance, then
the lock gives. I open the door, slip inside, and quickly close it behind me.

My hand digs into my other pocket, brushing against something cold. My fingers close around wood,
and my hand emerges gripping the butt of a gun, an automatic. I don't recognize the weapon. From my
other pocket I withdraw a perforated silencer and slowly screw it onto the gun barrel. It seats itself with
satisfying finality. From the hallway, I hear a tinkle of glass. Someone's in the kitchen. I take one careful
step forward, testing the floorboards, then begin to walk—

I snapped awake in panic and jerked my pistol from my waistband. A revolver, not an automatic. And
no silencer. [ wanted to call out to Rachel, but I suppressed the urge. In a single motion I rolled off the

bed, landed on my feet, and moved to the bedroom door.

At first I heard only a soft humming in a female regis ter. The tune sounded like "California" by Joni
Mitchell.

The hardwood floor of the hallway creaked.
I drew a silent breath and held it.
The floor creaked again. Someone was passing my door from right to left. I closed my eyes and waited.

Another creak. I counted slowly to ten. Then I reached down with my free hand and slowly turned the
knob. When it had turned far enough, I yanked open the door, leapt into the hall, and aimed my .38 to
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the left.

A long-haired blond man stood six feet away, his arms extended through the kitchen door. I couldn't see
his hands, but I knew they held a gun.

I pulled the trigger.

There was no boom or kick. I'd forgotten to cock the hammer, so the double-action trigger only went
halfway back. As I jerked it home, the blond man whirled and a silenced automatic whipped into view,
its bore black and bottomless. Then my trigger broke, and an orange flash illuminated the hallway. I
blinked against it, and when I opened my eyes, the blond man was gone.

A woman was screaming an ice pick through my eardrums.

I'looked down. The blond man lay on the floor, blood pouring from his skull. I moved forward and
stepped on the wrist of the hand holding the gun. The screaming wouldn't stop. I glanced to my right.
Rachel was stand ing with her back against the sink, her face deathly gray, her mouth open wide.

"Stop it!" I yelled. "Stop!"

Her mouth remained open, but the scream died.

I pulled the automatic from the blond man's hand, then checked his brachial pulse. Thready. The bullet
had entered the skull just above the right ear. His gray eyes were glazed, both pupils fixed and dilated.

Leaning down, I saw exposed brain matter. He wouldn't last five minutes.

I sensed more than saw Rachel moving. Looking up, I saw her holding the kitchen telephone, preparing
to dial.

"Put that down."

"I'm calling for paramedics!"
"He doesn't have a chance."
"You don't know that!"

"Of course I do. Examine him, if you don't believe me." I straightened up. "Even if he did, we couldn't
risk it."

“What? What do you mean?"

"Who do you think this is? Some street punk? A crackhead breaking into my house in broad daylight?
Look at him."

Rachel glanced down for perhaps a second. "I don't know who he is. Do you know him?"
As I stared down at the ruined young face, I realized that I did. At least I'd seen him before. Not often,

but I had passed him in the parking lot at Trinity, a tall, lanky blond with the look of someone you'd meet
on a moun tain trail in Europe. Like Geli Bauer, he had the physique of a climber, or an elite soldier.

Page 80



"I do know him. He works for Geli Bauer."
Rachel squinted in confusion. "Who's that?"

"She's Trinity. She's Godin. She's the NSA." I laid both guns on the kitchen counter. "Someone ordered
her to take me out too. You, too, apparently."

Something in me still resisted the idea that Peter Godin had ordered my death. Yet nothing at Trinity
hap pened without his approval.

"We have to call the police," Rachel said. "We'll be all right. He was about to shoot me. This was
self-defense, or justifiable homicide, whatever they call it."

"The police? You can't call local police to investigate the NSA. I told you that."

"Why not? He was going to kill me. That's a state crime."

I almost laughed. "The NSA is the largest and most secret intelligence agency in the United States.
Everything they do is classified. It would take a court order to get a cop past the front gate at Fort
Meade."

"This isn't Fort Meade."

"To the NSA, it is. Look, until I talk to the president, we're on our own. Do you understand?"

She looked down at the growing pool of blood. "Maybe he is a street punk."

"Don't you get it? This is why they stole my file from your office!"

"What?"

"They already knew they were going to kill you."

She opened her mouth but said nothing.

"Otherwise they would have photocopied the file and left it in place. They wanted nothing left in your
office for the Durham police to connect you to the project."

She was shaking her head, but my logic was difficult to refute. I stuck the automatic into my waistband
and picked up my .38.

"We have to get out of here. Fast. There could be oth ers close by."

Her eyes went wide. "Others?"

Suddenly I saw it all. "The XSA taps my phones. When they heard Ewan McCaskell leave his message,
they knew I hadn't spoken to the president yet. That's all they were waiting for. I was too excited to see

the implications."

I grasped her hand. It was cold and limp. "We have to run, Rachel. Right now. If we don't, we'll die
here."
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"Run where?"
"Anywhere. Nowhere. We have to disappear."
"No. We haven't done anything wrong."

"That doesn't matter." I pointed at the man on the floor and saw that he was no longer breathing. "Do
you think that corpse is one of my hallucinations?"

"You killed him," she said in the voice of a child.
"And I'd do it again. He was about to fire a bullet into your head."

She wobbled on her feet. I steadied her, then led her to the guest bedroom where 1'd lain unconscious
only minutes ago.

"Stay here. I have to get something." I tried to put my .38 in her hand, but she recoiled. "Keep it,"
insisted, closing her fingers around it. "If you leave this house alone, you'll be killed."

She stared hollow-eyed at me.

I took the silenced automatic from my waistband and checked to make sure the safety was off. "Promise
me you won't leave."

"I won't leave," she said dully.

I left the guestroom and raced upstairs. My bedroom was on the left side of the landing. On the right
was a bedroom I used for storage. I pulled an old chair into the closet of that room and stood on it. With
my arms stretched high, I could just reach the plywood panel that gave access to the attic. I pushed out
the wooden square, then lifted myself by main strength and wedged my body through the space.

Standing half-erect to avoid the roofing nails jutting down from above, I balanced on two rafters and
looked around to get my bearings. Enough light was showing through the eaves and vents to show my
way. I crept twenty feet to my left and knelt. Lying on pink fiberglass insulation were a hammer and
crowbar I'd left there four weeks ago, as though dropped carelessly. I picked them up and moved
quickly to an area floored with quarter-inch plywood.

Jamming the crowbar into a seam between two pieces of wood, | hammered it deeper, then leaned
heavily on the bar. The plywood splintered. I shoved the end of the bar through the resulting hole, then
jerked upward, ripping open a two-foot section of wood. From the dark cavity below I removed a small
nylon gym bag and unzipped it. The light filtering through the eaves illuminated the rec tangular outlines of
a passport and two thick bundles. The bundles were stacks of hundred-dollar bills. Twenty thousand
dollars' worth.

Five weeks ago, when Fielding told me I needed to cache a bag like this, I'd laughed at him. But he had
known this day would come. Zipping the bag shut, I crab-walked across the rafters to the access hole,
then dropped the bag onto the closet floor. My arms quivered from strain as I lowered myself back
down to the chair and pulled the plywood square back over the opening.

When my feet hit the floor, an image of Rachel run ning from the house in panic filled my mind. I
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grabbed the bag and ran downstairs.

She was still sitting on the bed, her eyes blank with shock.
"Time to go," I told her. "Are you ready?"

She blinked but said nothing.

I took her free hand and pulled her to her feet. "I need you to keep it together for five minutes. After
that, you can collapse if you need to. Here we go."

I'led her through the hall and kitchen to the laundry room, which opened into the garage. Leaving her
there, I retrieved Fielding's box from the back door, then returned and took my .38 back from her.

"Hold this," I said, giving her the box. "Wait here till I call for you."

Without pausing long enough for fear to take hold, I threw open the door from the house to the garage
and charged through with the automatic extended, traversing it right and left to cover all angles of fire.

The garage looked empty.

I made a quick circuit of my Acura, then dropped to my knees and looked beneath it. "Come on!" I
shouted. "Hurry!"

Rachel's shoes hissed on the smooth cement. I opened the passenger door for her, then took Fielding's
box and set it on the backseat. "If anything bad's going to hap pen, it's going to happen right now," I said,
getting behind the wheel. "Get down in your seat.”

She slid to the floor. The top of her head showed above the doorframe. I pushed it down, then started
the engine and put the car in reverse.

"Stay down."

I touched the remote control clipped to my visor. The garage door motor groaned above us, and the
wide white door began to rise. With the killer's gun clenched in my hand, I watched for the silhouette of
legs in the growing rectangle of sunlight.

I saw nothing.

The instant the garage door cleared roof height, I gunned the engine. The Acura shot backward over the
cement and into blinding sunlight. I hit the remote to lower the garage door, then spun the wheel left. I
didn't touch the brake until the car was pointed up Willow Street.

"What's happening?" Rachel cried, alarmed by my sudden stop.

"Stay down!"

I'd planned to drive calmly if the street was clear, but as we stopped, I could almost feel an unseen

marksman taking aim. I shifted into drive, floored the accelerator, and fishtailed up Willow, leaving six
feet of rubber on the pavement behind us.
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CHAPTER

13

In the Trinity building's control center, Geli Bauer stood absolutely still and spoke into her headset.

"We heard a shot. In Tennant's house."

"Isn't that what you expected?" Skow asked.

Idiot. "No. Ritter had a silenced weapon."

"And Tennant was carrying his gun last night."

"Right."

Skow processed this in silence. "That doesn't mean Ritter failed."

"No. In fact, I can't imagine a scenario like that."

"Good. What do you want to do?"

Geli had always pegged Skow as a theoretical warrior, and now that bullets were flying, he was looking
to her for guidance. "I pulled my other assets back so nothing would look suspicious. But if I don't get
confirmation of success within five minutes, I'm putting in a team to check things out."

"You have cover?"

"A carpet-service truck."

"Is there any chance the shot might have been reported to local police?"

"Some. If a patrol car shows up before we've cleared the scene—"

"Use your NSA credentials to quarantine the house," Skow finished, showing some balls at last. "Then
con tact me immediately."

"Twill."

"I'm out."

"Wait."

"What is it?"

Geli was tired of being in the dark. "Tennant asked me about the pocket watch."

"What pocket watch?"
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Her bullshit detector pegged the meter. "I checked the storage room this morning. Fielding's personal
effects. Everything was there except his pocket watch."

Skow was silent for a time. Then he spoke almost to himself, "Fielding must have told him something
about it."

"Y ou want to tell me something about it?"

"That knowledge isn't necessary for you to do your job."

Anger flashed through her. "If it's on Tennant's mind, it may be important."

"It is important. Just not to you. Keep me posted on the situation at the house."

Skow hung up.

Geli sat in her chair. She hated the mushroom treat ment, but that was the nature of intelligence work.
Keep them in the dark and feed them bullshit. She understood the value of compartmentalizing
knowledge. And for the past two years, she hadn't really needed to know what the scientists were
working on. But things had changed.

Since the project's suspension, Peter Godin had been spending a great deal of time away, supposedly
visiting his corporate headquarters in California. Geli no longer believed that. Sometimes Godin took Ravi
Nara with him, and that made no sense. Nara had nothing to do with Godin Supercomputing, and Godin
didn't even like the neurologist.

Now Godin had dropped off the face of the earth. Had Fielding's pocket watch gone with him? How
could the watch be so important? When Fielding first came to work at Trinity, an NSA engineer had
disassembled the pocket watch to be sure it contained no data-recording device. He'd pronounced the
watch clean. It was disas sembled again this year, on a day chosen at random. The watch was clean
again. So why had it been taken from the storeroom? Geli pictured the watch in her mind. A heavy gold
case, scarred from use. There was a chain attached, and a crystal on the end of the chain. But the crystal
was transparent. Nothing could be hidden inside that. At least nothing she knew about.

Her direct line to the NSA flashed red. She routed the call to her headset. "Bauer."

"Jim Conklin here." Conklin was her main contact in Crypto City at Fort Meade.

"What is it?"

"We're still running those intercepts on the pay phones around Andrew Fielding's house. All pay phones
within three miles, twenty-four hours a day. You never rescinded the order."

"I never meant to."

"Well, with all the intercepts we're doing for the antiterror effort, we're running a few days behind on
screening for voiceprint matches."

Geli's heartbeat quickened. ""You have something?"

"Andrew Fielding made a call four days ago from a service-station convenience store. I think you'll want
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to hear it."
"Can you send me the audio file?"

"Sure. I'll use Webworld." Webworld was the NSA's secure intranet, and Geli was one of the few
outsiders linked to it. "You want the spectrograms of the matches?"

"No. I know Fielding's voice."

"Two minutes."

Geli clicked off, looked at her watch, then said, "JPEG, Fielding, Andrew." A photo of Fielding filled her
computer screen. The white-haired Englishman had an angular, handsome face that bloomed red in the
cheeks. Fielding had liked his gin. But it was his eyes that got you. Sparkling blue, they held a childish
mis chief that almost blinded you to the deep intelligence beneath it. As Geli looked into those eyes, she

realized how formidable an adversary Fielding was. He might be dead, but he was still controlling events.

An audio file icon popped onto the corner of her screen. The NSA was nothing if not efficient. She was
about to open it when her headset beeped an alert code from her team in the carpet-service van.

"What is it?"
"There's a police cruiser coming up the road. Somebody must have reported the shot."

Geli closed her eyes. She would have to invoke her fed eral authority and quarantine Tennant's house.
The NSA's presence in Chapel Hill was about to become the knowledge of municipal police.

"I'm on my way."
"We're gone."
Geli hit an alarm button on her desk, alerting every member of her security teams, whether inside the

build ing, on surveillance duty, or sleeping at home. In two minutes a net would close on David Tennant's
house from every direction.

CHAPTER

14

I was about to drive out of my subdivision when I real ized | was making a mistake. The open highway
looked like escape but wasn't. I knew Geli Bauer better than that. Yanking the wheel left, I did a 180 in
the middle of Hickory Street, then turned onto Elm.

"Why are you turning around?" Rachel asked from the floor on the passenger side.

"Have you ever hunted rabbit?"

She blinked in confusion. "Rabbit? I'm from New York."
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A woman on a mountain bike rode by us and waved, a toddler in a baby seat perched on the back
fender. In our present circumstances, the image looked surreal.

"When a rabbit runs for its life, it takes a zigzag course at lightning speed. But it always circles back to
where it started. It's a good escape strategy. Of course, rabbit hunters know that. That's why they use
dogs. The dogs chase the rabbit while the hunter stands there wait ing to shoot him when he comes back
around."

Rachel's face showed disgust. "That's barbaric."

"It puts food on the table. The point is, the people hunting expect us to run like humans. But we're going
to take a lesson from the rabbit."

"What do we gain by doing that?"

"A car, for one thing. We wouldn't get five miles in this one. Yours, either."
"Whose car can we get?"

"Just sit tight."

Elm Street circumnavigated my subdivision. When I came to the east entrance of Oak Street—which
paral leled Willow—I turned left. As I drove, I watched between the houses to catch a glimpse of the
roofs on my street. When I saw my own, [ began scanning the lawns ahead. A hundred yards up Oak
Street, I saw what I wanted. A blue-and-white for sale sign. The house it advertised had a long, curving
driveway with no cars parked in it. Turning into the drive, I pulled quickly off the cement and rolled
behind a thick stand of box wood shrubs.

"Follow me," I said, getting out.

Rachel climbed oft the floor and opened her door. Her face was pale, her hands shivering. The shooting
at my house had put her into shock. It had rattled me, too. I had killed before. I'd injected my own
brother with narcotics and potassium, then watched the last spark of consciousness wink out of his eyes.
But blowing a man's brains out was something else. And when Geli Bauer learned that I'd killed one of
her people, she would move heaven and earth to take her revenge.

I walked over to Rachel and pulled her against me, hugging her as I once had my wife and daughter.
"We're going to be all right," I said, not really believing it. Her hair smelled familiar. My wife had used the
same shampoo. I put the memories out of my mind. "But we have to run. Do you understand?"

She nodded into my chest. I stroked her hair, still not quite believing what had happened myself. Thirty
min utes ago, I'd believed the nightmare was over. Ewan McCaskell would call back, and the president
would take control of Trinity. Now that hope was blown to hell.

"We're going to walk a little ways," I said, "and then we're going to borrow a car. Nobody will bother
us. With me carrying Fielding's box, it'll look like we're sell ing something. Can you do it?"

She nodded.

I got Fielding's box from my car and started down Oak Street, Rachel beside me. "There's a hedge in
these backyards that runs behind the lots on my street. You'll see it in a minute. We're going to cut
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through it to my street. I'll tell you when."

Using the sidewalk, we quickly covered the hundred yards back to where I'd seen my roof. I walked
her past two more lawns, then said, "Right here. Cut between the houses."

A wooden privacy fence blocked the space between the two houses I'd chosen.
"If the gate's locked, we'll climb over," I said.
"What if someone's in the backyard?"

"Il deal with it."

The gate opened easily. The backyard contained some plastic playground equipment and a parked lawn

mower, but no people. With my hand in the small of Rachel's back, I guided her across the yard. There
was no gate in the back fence, so I bent and interlocked my fingers, boosted her over, then slung myself
up and dropped to the ground beside her.

The space between the fence and the hedge was only a couple of feet wide. I crawled through an
opening at the bottom of the bushes, then got to my feet behind the utility shed where I'd hidden
Fielding's box earlier. Rachel followed, grabbed my hand, and pulled herself up. I didn't know what the
shed's owner did for a living, but I assumed he had some sort of sales job, because he was hardly ever
home.

The interior was dim, and it stank of dead mice and motor oil. A row of tools hung from hooks on a

peg-board. I was looking for a crowbar like the one in my attic, but I saw nothing like that. Kneeling, |
scanned the area beneath the shelves. The owner stowed fishing gear there. Nothing heavy enough for

my purpose.

"[ feel sick," Rachel said.
"It's the smell. Go outside."

As she left, I saw a twelve-pound sledgehammer lean ing in the corner. I picked it up and walked
outside. Rachel was bent over with her hands on her knees.

"What's that for?" she asked.

"Stay close."

I trotted up to the back door of the house, drew back the sledge, and swung it in a roundhouse arc at
the lock. The door caved in. Dropping the hammer, I ran into the dark house. Rachel followed. I didn't
hear an alarm, but it could be silent. Wired straight to a security service.

"We want the kitchen," I told her.

"This way. I smell garlic and dish soap."

"Look for wall hooks. We need car keys."

"It would help if you turned on the lights."
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I hit a wall switch and flooded the kitchen with light. It was a showplace, filled with professional Viking
appli ances in stainless steel. While Rachel searched the walls for hooks, I pulled open drawers. One
held dishrags. Another practically spewed coupons, which seemed odd.

Someone who could afford Viking appliances didn't need to cut out coupons.

"Key!" Rachel cried, grabbing something off the countertop.

I took the key and examined it. "That's for a riding lawn mower. Keep looking."

The next drawer contained jars of nails, screws, glue sticks, and paper clips. No keys.

"Why did you pick this house?" she asked.

"The guy's single and never home, but I know he has two cars."

"Got it!" She pulled a square black key from a hook under a cabinet. "It's for an Audi."

"That's it."

Just as in my house, you had to go through the laun dry room to reach the garage. The same contractor
had probably built both homes.

"How did you know the key was for an Audi?"

"My ex-husband drove one."

I opened the door to the garage and saw a silver A8 sitting there like an answered prayer. The guy's
other car was a Honda Accord. He probably took the Accord to the airport to sit in the Park & Fly and

saved the flag ship Audi for his road trips.

"Anybody with an eighty-thousand-dollar car has a security system in his house," Rachel said over my
shoulder.

"The cops are definitely on their way. Key?"

She slapped it into my palm like a nurse passing a scalpel to a surgeon, and twenty seconds later we
were pulling onto Willow Street, the garage door sliding down behind us. I looked up and down Willow,
being careful not to turn too far right when I looked toward my house. I didn't see anybody. Not even a
yardman.

"What good is stealing this car if the police come check out that guy's alarm?" Rachel asked.

"The police won't know what was taken. They don't know this car was there. They'll have to track
down the owner, and he's probably on a business trip to God knows where."

I made two quick turns and swung onto Kinsdale, headed east toward Interstate 40. Traffic was fairly
heavy, and I was glad of it.

"Where are we going now?"
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I reached into the backseat and grabbed Fielding's Ziploc-sealed letter from the box, then laid it on her
lap. I pointed to the line, Lu Li and I are driving to the blue place on Saturday night.

"The blue place?"

Steering with my knee, [ searched the Audi's console and found a ballpoint pen. Then I pulled the letter
out of the Ziploc and wrote Nags Head/The Outer Banks beneath Fielding's cartoon White Rabbit.

"Why can't you tell me out loud?"

I scribbled, They could be listening.

She took the pen and wrote, HOW? WE JUST STOLE THIS CAR!

"Trust me," I whispered. "It's possible."

She shook her head, then wrote, Is there something at Nags Head? Evidence?

An image of Fielding's pocket watch came into my mind. I took the pen back and wrote, I hope so.

She wrote, Cell phone in my pocket. Try to call Presi dent?

I took the pen and wrote, It's not that simple now.

"Why not?"

There was no way to write all I needed to say. I pulled her close and whispered into her ear. "Once they
heard Ewan McCaskell's message, they knew they could elimi nate me and tell the president whatever
they wanted to explain my death. Yours, too."

"What kind of lie would explain that?"

"An easy one. By now the president has been told that my hallucinations have progressed to psychosis.
Ravi Nara will write a formal diagnosis. He'll say I've become dangerously paranoid, that I believe
Andrew Fielding was murdered when he clearly died of natural causes. Your own office records say I've
been having hallucinations and may be schizophrenic. They'll be used to support Nara's position." I took
my eyes off the road and looked at her. "Do you think that would be a hard sell?"

She turned away.

"Not a very optimistic picture is it?"

"No. But you have to put it out of your mind for a few minutes. You're all over the road. If you insist on
driving, you need to calm down."

"That's not what's getting to me right now."
"Then what is?"

By answering this honestly, I would be asking for trouble, but I didn't want to keep it to myself any
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longer. "I saw it."

"Saw what?"

"The guy who was going to kill you."

"Of course you did. You had to see him to shoot him."

I swung onto the [-40 ramp and merged with the traf fic headed toward the RTP and Raleigh. "That's
not what I mean. I saw him walking up the street. Willow Street. Before he ever got to the house. He
walked right up to the door."

"What do you mean?"
"[ dreamed it, Rachel."

She stared at me. She had never been with me when I'd experienced one of my hallucinations. "How did
you see him? Like your Jesus hallucinations? Like a movie? What?"

"I saw it the way you see what the criminal or the monster sees in B movies. I saw it through his eyes."
She sat back in her seat. "Tell me exactly what you saw."

"The houses on my street. My feet walking. A dog trotting by. I thought I was dreaming about myself.
But when I got to my house and reached into my pocket for my key ... I brought out a lockpick."

"Go on."
"I picked the lock and went inside. I heard you in the kitchen, and then I took out a gun."

Rachel stared through the windshield, but her mind was clearly elsewhere. "That doesn't mean anything,"
she said finally. "Dreams of someone invading the house or bedroom are almost universal in narcoleptic
patients. Even if you weren't narcoleptic, that would be a typical dream, a distortion of reality caused by
anxiety."

"No. The timing was too perfect. | saw a threat in my dream, and when I woke up, the threat was there
in the real world. Just as I saw it."

She squeezed my shoulder. "Listen to me. You're accustomed to the sounds of your own house. You
were already in an anxious state. You heard something unfa miliar, something that triggered your fear of a
break-in. The front door opening. A window going up. A creaking board. In response to that stimulus,
your mind generated a dream of a break-in. It frightened you enough to wake you. Your dream was a
reaction to external stimuli, not the other way around."

I did remember a creaking board. But I was already awake when I'd heard that. "I saw his gun in the
dream," I said doggedly. "An automatic. It had a silencer." I tapped the gun in my waistband. "Just like
this one."

"Coincidence."

"I've never seen a gun with a silencer before."
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"Of course you have. You've seen hundreds of them in films."
I thought about it. "You're right, but there's some thing else."
"What?"

"That's not the first dream I've had like that. Where I was someone else, someone from the present day.
I had one the day Fielding died."

"Describe it for me."

A Durham police cruiser passed us in the westbound lanes. My heart clenched, but the cruiser didn't
slow or blink its lights.

"Yesterday, when I was making my videotape—just before you came in—I dreamed I was Fielding just
prior to and during his death. It was so real that I felt I'd actu ally died. I couldn't see . . . couldn't
breathe. When I answered the door for you, I didn't know which way was up."

"But Fielding had already died that morning."

HSOF)H

She held up her hands as if to emphasize an obvious point. "Don't you see? Your Fielding dream didn't
pre dict anything. It could easily have been a grief reaction. Have you had any more dreams like that?"

I looked back at the road. We had reached the Research Triangle Park. I-40 ran right through it. Less
than a mile away, Geli Bauer was directing the hunt for me.

"David, have you had other dreams like that?"

"This isn't the time to discuss it."

"Will there be a better time? Why did you skip your last three appointments with me?"
I shook my head. "You already think I'm crazy."

"That's not a medical term."

"Descriptive, though."

She sighed and looked out the window at the perfect green turf on her side of the road.
"That's Trinity," I said. "Coming up over there."

The lab was set so far back from the road that little was visible.

"The sign says Argus Optical," she said.

"That's cover."
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"Ah. Look . . . what's the point of keeping a halluci nation from me? What part of yourself do you think
you're protecting?"

"We'll talk about it later." I could see that she didn't intend to drop it. "I need drugs, Rachel. I can't
afford to be passing out five times a day while we're on the run."

"What have you been taking? Modafinil?"
Modafinil was a standard narcolepsy treatment. "Sometimes. Usually I take methamphetamine."

"David! We talked about the side effects of ampheta mines. They could be exaggerating your
hallucinations."

"They're the only thing that can keep me awake. Ravi Nara used to get me Dexedrine."
She sighed. "I'll write you a prescription for some Adderall."

"A scrip isn't the problem. I could write that myself. The problem is that they know I need it. They'll be
watching all the pharmacies."

"They can't possibly cover every pharmacy in the Triangle."

"They're the NSA, Rachel, and they know I need drugs. These are the people who recorded the cockpit
chatter of the Russian pilots who shot down that Korean airliner over Sakhalin Island in 1983. That was
twenty years ago, and it was a random incident. They are actively searching for us. You read 1984?"

"Twenty years ago."

"When I say NSA, think Big Brother. The NSA is the closest thing we have to it in America."

"But you still need your drugs."

"You must know somebody."

"I could get it at the hospital pharmacy."

"They'll be watching for us there."

"Well, shit."

I'd almost never heard her use profanity. Maybe it came with the blue jeans. Maybe she shed her
demure exterior with her silk skirts and blouses.

"I know a doc in North Durham who'll give us some samples," she said.

We'd already left Durham behind and were well on our way to Raleigh. My knowledge of Geli Bauer
made me reluctant to linger in the area longer than necessary. Also, paradoxically enough, something in
me did not want the dreams to stop. My last one had saved our lives, and though I'd never confess it to
Rachel, I felt somehow that my dreams—however frightening they might be—were giving me information
about our plight, information I could gain in no other way.
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"We're not going back," I said.

"What if you pass out at the wheel?"

"You saw how it works at the house. It doesn't hap pen instantly."

"You weren't driving then."

"T usually have a couple of minutes' warning. I'll pull over the second I feel something wrong."

Rachel was clearly unhappy. As though to drain off some anger, she put one foot up on the dash, untied
her shoe, then retied it. Then she did the same to the other. This compulsive ritual seemed to calm her.

I took the 440 loop around Raleigh, then merged onto U.S. 64, which would take us all the way to the
Atlantic Ocean. The highway was generic Southern: two broad strips of cement running through pine and
hardwood for est. It would be another two hours before the land started to drop toward the Outer
Banks. Fielding would have been traveling this road today if he hadn't died, a road he had traveled
before, to a destination my wife and I had visited twelve years earlier. Thoughts like that showed me the
needless ambiguity of words like space-time. The average person heard a word like that and figured he'd
never understand it. But it was so simple. Every place you ever saw was linked to a specific time. The
Nags Head cabin Fielding and his wife had honeymooned in appeared to be the same one my wife and I
had used— but in reality it was not. In the fabric of space-time, it was altogether different. The school
you visited twenty years after you graduated, the football field you played on, the track you ran—none of
them was the same. If they were, you would collide with the generations that had run on them before and
after you. The lover you kissed was not the same person he or she was sixty seconds before. In that
minute, a million skin cells had died and been replaced by new ones. The smallest slices of space-time
separated thought from action. Life from death.

"I don't want to make things worse," Rachel said, "but since you can't call the president anymore, what
exactly can you do? Where can we go?"

"I'm hoping something at the cabin will give me a clue. Right now I'm just trying to keep us alive."
"Why don't we just go public? Drive to Atlanta and tell it all to CNN?"
"Because the NSA could just say I was lying. What can I really prove at this point?"

She folded her arms. "You tell me. Would a Nobel laureate like Ravi Nara perjure himself to cover all
this up?"'

"He wouldn't hesitate. National security is the ulti mate rationalization for lying. And as for the Trinity
building, it could be totally empty by now."

"Lu Li Fielding would support you."
"Lu Li has disappeared.”
Rachel's face lost some color.

"Don't assume the worst yet. She had a plan to escape, but I have no idea whether she made it or not."
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"David, you must know more than you're telling me."

"About Lu Li?
"About Trinity!"

She was right. "Okay. A couple of weeks ago, Fielding decided that the suspension of the project was
just a ruse to distract the two of us. He thought the real work on Trinity was continuing elsewhere, and
maybe had been for a long time."

"Where else could they be working on it?"

"Fielding's bet was the R and D labs at Godin Supercomputing in California. Godin's been flying out
there quite a bit on his private jet. Nara's gone with him several times."

"That doesn't prove anything. For all you know, they're playing golf at Pebble Beach."

"These guys don't play golf. They work. They'd sell their souls for what they want. When you think of
Peter Godin, think Faust."

"What do they want?"

"Different things. John Skow was about to be canned by the NSA when Godin asked that he administer
Project Trinity. That resurrected his career."

"Why would Peter Godin want a man like that?"

"I think Godin has something on Skow. He probably compromised him a long time ago and knows
Skow will keep quiet about anything he's told to. Working at the NSA doesn't make you rich. But being
the man who deliv ered a Trinity computer to the agency would put Skow in the director's chair. And
after that, he'd be invaluable to private corporations. Skow will do anything necessary to make Trinity a
reality."

"And Ravi Nara?"

"Nara demanded a million dollars a year to come on board. What the government wouldn't pay, Godin
made up in cash. Beyond that, Nara's contribution to Trinity would give him a lock on another Nobel.
Shared with Godin and Jutta Klein, of course. Fielding would deserve it the most, but the Nobel
committee doesn't give posthumous awards. Tack on unlimited research funds for life, Nara's name in the
history books ..."

"And this Jutta Klein?"

"Klein is straight. She's an older German woman, and she already shared a Nobel with two other
Germans back in 1994. She's on loan to Trinity from Siemens. That's the way it's set up with several
companies. Godin wanted the best people in the world, so he borrowed them from the R and D divisions
of the best computer companies. Sun Micro. Silicon Graphics. In exchange, those companies will get to
license certain parts of the Trinity technology once it'