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			This is how River Cartwright slipped off the fast track and joined the slow horses.

			Eight twenty Tuesday morning, and King’s Cross crammed with what the O.B. called other people: “Non-combatants, River. Perfectly honourable occupation in peacetime.” He had a codicil. “We’ve not been at peace since September ’14.”

			The O.B.’s delivery turning this to Roman numerals in River’s head. MCMXIV.

			Stopping, he pretended to check his watch; a manoeuvre indistinguishable from actually checking his watch. Commuters washed round him like water round a rock, their irritation evident in clicking of tongues and expulsions of breath. At the nearest exit—a bright space through which weak January daylight splashed—two of the black-clad achievers stood like statues, their heavy weaponry unremarked by non-combatants, who’d come a long way since 1914.

			The achievers—so called because they got the job done—were keeping well back, as per instructions.

			Twenty yards ahead was the target. “White tee under a blue shirt,” River repeated under his breath. Adding details, now, to Spider’s skeleton outline: young, male, Middle Eastern looking; the blue shirt’s sleeves rolled up; the black jeans stiff and new. Would you buy new trousers for a jaunt like this? He stuffed the information away; a question to be asked later.

			A rucksack on the target’s right shoulder listed, suggesting weight. The wire coiled into his ear, like River’s own, might have been an iPod.

			“Confirm visual.”

			River, touching his left ear with his left hand, spoke quietly into what looked like a button on his cuff. “Confirmed.”

			A gaggle of tourists crowded the concourse, their distribution of luggage suggesting they were circling the wagons. River skirted them without taking his eyes off the target, who was heading for the annexe platforms; those which waved off trains towards Cambridge, and points east.

			Trains generally less packed than the northbound HSTs. 

			Unbidden images arrived: of twisted metal scattered along miles of broken rails. Of trackside bushes lit with flame, and hung with scraps of meat.

			“What you have to bear in mind”—the O.B.’s words—“is that worst sometimes does come to worst.”

			The worst had increased exponentially over the last few years.

			Two transport cops by a ticket barrier ignored the target but studied River. Don’t approach, he warned silently. Don’t come anywhere near me. It was the small details on which enterprises foundered. Last thing he wanted was an audible altercation; anything that startled the target.

			The cops went back to their conversation. 

			River paused, and mentally regrouped.

			He was of average height, this young man River Cartwright; was fair-haired and pale-skinned, with grey eyes that often seemed inward-looking, a sharpish nose and a small mole on his upper lip. When he concentrated, his brow furrowed in a way that led some to suspect him of puzzlement. Today he wore blue jeans and a dark jacket. But if you’d asked him that morning about his appearance, he’d have mentioned his hair. Lately, he’d favoured  a Turkish barber, where they go in close with the scissors, then apply a naked flame to the ears. They give no warning that this is about to happen. River emerged from the chair scoured and scalded like a doorstep. Even now, his scalp tingled in a draught.

			Without taking his eyes off the target, now forty yards ahead—without, specifically, taking his eyes off the rucksack—River spoke again into his button. “Follow. But give him room.”

			If the worst was a detonation on a train, next worst was one on a platform. Recent history showed that people on their way to work were at their most vulnerable. Not because they were weaker. But because there were a lot of them, packed in enclosed spaces.

			He didn’t look round, trusting that the black-clad achievers were not far behind.

			To River’s left were sandwich outlets and coffee bars; a pub; a pie stall. To his right, a long train lingered. At intervals along the platform travellers negotiated suitcases through its doors, while pigeons noisily changed rafters overhead. A tannoy issued instructions, and the crowd on the concourse behind River swelled, as individuals broke away.

			Always, in railway stations, there was this sense of pent-up movement. A crowd was an explosion waiting to happen. People were fragments. They just didn’t know it yet.

			The target disappeared behind a huddle of travellers. 

			River shifted left, and the target appeared again.

			He passed one of the coffee bars, and a sitting couple triggered a memory. This time yesterday River had been in Islington. His upgrading assessment involved compiling a dossier on a public figure: River had been allocated a Shadow Cabinet Minister who’d promptly had two small strokes, and was in a private ward in Hertfordshire. There seemed no process for nominating a substitute, so River had picked one off his own bat, and had followed Lady Di two days straight without being spotted—office/gym/office/wine bar/office/home/coffee bar/office/gym . . . This place’s logo sparked that memory. Inside his head, the O.B. barked a reprimand: “Mind. Job. Same place, good idea?”

			Good idea.

			The target bore left.

			“Potterville,” River muttered to himself.

			He passed under the bridge, and turned left too.

			A brief glimpse of overhead sky—grey and damp as a dishcloth—and River was entering the mini-concourse that housed platforms 9, 10 and 11. From its outside wall half a luggage trolley protruded: platform 9 3/4 was where the Hogwarts Express docked. River passed inside. The target was already heading down Platform 10.

			Everything speeded up.

			There weren’t many people around—the next train wasn’t due to leave for fifteen minutes. A man on a bench was reading a paper, and that was about it. River picked up his pace, closing the gap. From behind him came a shift in the quality of the noise—from all-over babble to focused murmur—and he knew the achievers were drawing comment.

			But the target didn’t look back. The target kept moving, as if his intention was to climb into the furthest carriage: white tee, blue shirt, rucksack and all.

			River spoke into his button again. Said the words—Take him—and began to run.

			“Everybody down!”

			The man on the bench rose to his feet, and was knocked off them by a figure in black.

			“Down!”

			Up ahead, two more men dropped from the train’s roof into the target’s path. Who turned to see River, arm outstretched, waving him to the floor with the flat of his hand.

			The achievers were shouting commands:

			The bag! 

			Drop the bag!

			“Put the bag on the ground,” River said. “And get to your knees.”

			“But I don’t—” 

			“Drop the bag!”

			The target dropped the bag. A hand scooped it up. Other hands grabbed at limbs: the target was flattened, spread-eagled, wiped on the tiles, while the rucksack was passed to River. Who set it carefully on the now vacant bench, and unzipped it.

			Overhead, an automated message unspooled around the rafters. Would Inspector Samms please report to the operations room.

			Books, an A4 notepad, a pencil tin.

			Would Inspector Samms

			A Tupperware box holding a cheese sandwich and an apple.

			please report to

			River looked up. His lip twitched. He said, quite calmly—

			the operations room

			“Search him.”

			“Don’t hurt me!” The boy’s voice was muffled: he had a faceful of floor, and guns pointing at his head.

			Target, River reminded himself. Not boy. Target.

			Would Inspector Samms

			“Search him!” He turned back to the rucksack. The pencil tin held three biros and a paperclip.

			please report to

			“He’s clean.”

			River dropped the tin to the bench and upended the sack. Books, notepad, a stray pencil, a pocket-sized pack of tissues.

			the operations room

			They scattered on the floor. He shook the rucksack.

			Nothing in its pockets. 

			“Check him again.” 

			“He’s clean.”

			Would Inspector Samms

			“Will somebody turn that bloody thing off?”

			Catching his own note of panic, he clamped his mouth shut.

			“He’s clean. Sir.”

			please report to

			River again shook the rucksack like a rat, then let it drop.

			the operations room

			One of the achievers began speaking, quietly but urgently, into a collar-mic.

			River became aware of someone staring at him through the window of the waiting train. Ignoring her, he began to trot down the platform.

			“Sir?”

			There was a certain sarcasm to that.

			Would Inspector Samms please report to the operations room. 

			Blue shirt, white tee, River thought.

			White shirt, blue tee?

			He picked up speed. A transport policeman stepped forward as he reached the ticket bay but River looped round him, shouted an incoherent instruction, then ran full pelt back to the main concourse.

			Would Inspector Samms—and the recorded announcement, a coded message to staff that a security alert was taking place, switched off. A human voice took its place:

			“Due to a security incident, this station is being evacuated. Please make your way to the nearest exit.”

			He had three minutes tops before the Dogs arrived.

			River’s feet had a direction of their own, propelling him towards the concourse while he still had room to move. But all around, people were getting off trains, onboard announcements having brought sudden halts to journeys that hadn’t yet begun, and panic was only a heartbeat away—mass panic was never deep beneath the surface, not in railways stations and airports. The phlegmatic cool of the British crowd was oft-remarked, and frequently absent.

			Static burst in his ear.

			The tannoy said: “Please make your way calmly to the nearest exit. This station is now closed.”

			“River?”

			He shouted into his button. “Spider? You idiot, you called the wrong colours!”

			“What the hell’s happening? There are crowds coming out of every—”

			“White tee under a blue shirt. That’s what you said.” 

			“No, I said blue tee under—”

			“Fuck you, Spider.” River yanked his earpiece out.

			He’d reached the stairs, where the crowd sucks into the underground. Now, it was streaming out. Irritation was its main emotion, but it carried other whispers: fear, suppressed panic. Most of us hold that some things only happen to other people. Many of us hold that one such thing is death. The tannoy’s words chipped away at this belief.

			“The station is now closed. Please make your way to the nearest exit.”

			The tube was the city’s heartbeat, thought River. Not an east-bound platform. The tube.

			He pushed into the evacuating crowd, ignoring its hostility. Let me through. This had minimal impact. Security. Let me through. That was better. No path opened, but people stopped pushing him back.

			Two minutes before the Dogs. Less.

			The corridor widened at the foot of the stairs. River raced round the corner, where a broader space waited—ticket machines against walls; ticket windows with blinds drawn down; their recent queues absorbed into the mass of people heading elsewhere. Already, the crowd had thinned. Escalators had been halted; tape strung across to keep fools off. The platforms below were emptying of passengers.

			River was stopped by a transport cop.

			“Station’s being cleared. Can’t you hear the bloody tannoy?”

			“I’m with intelligence. Are the platforms clear?” 

			“Intelli—?”

			“Are the platforms clear?”

			“They’re being evacuated.” 

			“You’re sure?”

			“It’s what I’ve been—” 

			“You have CC?”

			“Well of course we—” 

			“Show me.”

			The surrounding noises grew rounder; echoes of departing travellers swam across the ceilings. But other sounds were approaching: quick footsteps, heavy on the tiled floor. The Dogs. River had little time to put this right.

			“Now.”

			The cop blinked, but caught River’s urgency—could hardly miss it—and pointed over his own shoulder at a door marked No Access. River was through it before the footsteps’ owner appeared.

			The small windowless room smelled of bacon, and looked like a voyeur’s den. A swivel chair faced a bank of TV monitors. Each blinked regularly, shifting focus on the same repeated scene: a deserted underground platform. It was like a dull science fiction film.

			A draught told him the cop had come in. 

			“Which platforms are which?”

			The cop pointed: groups of four. “Northern. Piccadilly. Victoria.”

			River scanned them. Every two seconds, another blink. 

			From underfoot came a distant rumble.

			“What’s that?” 

			The cop stared. 

			“What?”

			“That would be a tube train.” 

			“They’re running?”

			“Station’s closed,” the cop said, as if to an idiot. “But the lines are open.”

			“All of them?”

			“Yes. But the trains won’t stop.” 

			They wouldn’t need to. 

			“What’s next?”

			“What’s—?”

			“Next train, damn it. Which platform?” 

			“Victoria. Northbound.”

			River was out of the door.

			At the top of the shallow flight of stairs, barring the way back to the mainline station, a short dark man stood, talking into a headset. His tone changed abruptly when he saw River.

			“He’s here.”

			But River wasn’t. He’d leaped the barrier and was at the top of the nearest escalator; snapping back the security tape; heading down the motionless staircase, two deep steps at a time.

			At the bottom, it was eerily empty. That sci-fi vibe again. 

			Tube trains pass closed stations at a crawl. River reached the deserted platform as the train pulled into it like a big slow animal, with eyes for him alone. And it had plenty of eyes. River felt all of them, all those pairs of eyes trapped in the belly of the beast; intent on him as he stared down the platform, at someone who’d just appeared from an exit at the far end.

			White shirt. Blue tee. 

			River ran.

			Behind him someone else ran too, calling his name, but that didn’t matter. River was racing a train. Racing it and winning—drawing level with it, outpacing it; he could hear its slow motion noise; a grinding mechanical feedback underpinned by the terror growing within. He could hear thumping on windows. Was aware that the driver was looking at him in horror, thinking he was about to hurl himself on to the tracks. But River couldn’t help what anyone thought—River could only do what he was doing, which was run down the platform at exactly this speed.

			Up ahead—blue tee, white shirt—someone else was also doing the only thing he could do.

			River didn’t have breath to shout. He barely had breath to push himself onwards, but he managed . . .

			Almost managed. Almost managed to be fast enough.

			Behind him, his name was shouted again. Behind him, the tube train was picking up pace.

			He was aware of the driver’s cabin overhauling him, five yards from the target.

			Because this was the target. This had always been the target. And the swiftly narrowing distance between them showed him for the youngster he was: eighteen? Nineteen? Black hair. Brown skin. And a blue tee under a white shirt—fuck you, Spider—that he was unbuttoning to reveal a belt packed tight with . . .

			The train pulled level with the target.

			River stretched out an arm, as if he could bring the finishing line closer.

			The footsteps behind him slowed and stopped. Someone swore.

			River was almost on the target—was half a second away. 

			But close wasn’t nearly enough.

			The target pulled a cord on his belt. 

			And that was that.

		

	



		
			PART ONE

			slough house

		

	



		
			 

			Let us be clear about this much at least: Slough House is not in Slough, nor is it a house. Its front door lurks in a dusty recess between commercial premises in the Borough of Finsbury, a stone’s throw from Barbican Station. To its left is a former newsagent’s, now a newsagent’s/grocer’s/off-licence, with DVD rental a blooming sideline; to its right, the New Empire Chinese restaurant, whose windows are constantly obscured by a thick red curtain. A typewritten menu propped against the glass has yellowed with age but is never replaced; is merely amended with marker pen. If diversification has been the key to the newsagent’s survival, retrenchment has been the long-term strategy of the New Empire, with dishes regularly struck from its menu like numbers off a bingo card. It is one of Jackson Lamb’s core beliefs that eventually all the New Empire will offer will be egg-fried rice and sweet-and-sour pork. All served behind thick red curtains, as if paucity of choice were a national secret.

			The front door, as stated, lurks in a recess. Its ancient black paintwork is spattered with road splash, and the shallow pane of glass above its jamb betrays no light within. An empty milk bottle has stood in its shadow so long, city lichen has bonded it to the pavement. There is no doorbell, and the letterbox has healed like a childhood wound: any mail—and there’s never any mail—would push at its flap without achieving entry. It’s as if the door were a dummy, its only reason for existing being to provide a buffer zone between shop and restaurant. Indeed, you could sit at the bus stop opposite for days on end, and never see anyone use it. Except that, if you sat at the bus stop opposite for long, you’d find interest being taken in your presence. A thickset man, probably chewing gum, might sit next to you. His presence discourages. He wears an air of repressed violence, of a grudge carried long enough that it’s ceased to matter to him where he lays it down, and he’ll watch you until you’re out of sight.

			Meanwhile, the stream in and out of the newsagent’s is more or less constant. And there’s always pavement business occurring; always people heading one way or the other. A kerbside sweeper trundles past, its revolving brushes shuffling cigarette ends and splinters of glass and bottle tops into its maw. Two men, heading in opposite directions, perform that little avoidance dance, each one’s manoeuvre mirrored by the other’s, but manage to pass without colliding. A woman, talking on a mobile phone, checks her reflection in the window as she walks. Way overhead a helicopter buzzes, reporting on roadworks for a radio station.

			And throughout all this, which happens every day, the door remains closed. Above the New Empire and the newsagent’s, Slough House’s windows rise four storeys into Finsbury’s unwelcoming October skies, and are flaked and grimy, but not opaque. To the upstairs rider on a passing bus, delayed for any length of time—which can easily happen; a combination of traffic lights, near-constant roadworks, and the celebrated inertia of London buses—they offer views of first-floor rooms that are mostly yellow and grey. Old yellow, and old grey. The yellows are the walls, or what can be seen of the walls behind grey filing cabinets and grey, institutional bookcases, on which are ranged out-of-date reference volumes; some lying on their backs; others leaning against their companions for support; a few still upright, the lettering on their spines rendered ghostly by a daily wash of electric light. Elsewhere, lever arch files have been higgledy-piggled into spaces too small; piles of them jammed vertically between shelves, leaving the uppermost squeezed outwards, threatening to fall. The ceilings are yellowed too, an unhealthy shade smeared here and there with cobweb. And the desks and chairs in these first-storey rooms are of the same functional metal as the bookshelves, and possibly commandeered from the same institutional source: a decommissioned barracks, or a prison administration block. These are not chairs to sit back in, gazing thoughtfully into space. Nor are they desks to treat as an extension of one’s personality, and decorate with photographs and mascots. Which facts in themselves convey a certain information: that those who labour here are not so well regarded that their comfort is deemed as being of account. They’re meant to sit and perform their tasks with the minimum of distraction. And then to leave by a back door, unobserved by kerbside sweepers, or women with mobile phones.

			The bus’s upper deck offers less of a view of the next storey, though glimpses of the same nicotine-stained ceilings are available. But even a three-decker bus wouldn’t cast much light: the offices on the second floor are distressingly similar to those below. And besides, the information picked out in gold lettering on their windows says enough to dull interest. W W Henderson, it reads. Solicitor and Commissioner for Oaths. Occasionally, from behind the serifed flamboyance of this long-redundant logo, a figure will appear, and regard the street below as if he’s looking at something else altogether. But whatever that is, it won’t hold his attention long. In a moment or two, he’ll be gone.

			No such entertainment is promised by the uppermost storey, whose windows have blinds drawn over them. Whoever inhabits this level is evidently disinclined to be reminded of a world outside, or to have accidental rays of sunshine pierce his gloom. But this too is a clue, since it indicates that whoever haunts this floor has the freedom to choose darkness, and freedom of choice is generally limited to those in charge. Slough House, then—a name which appears on no official documentation, nameplate or headed notepaper; no utility bill or deed of leasehold; no business card or phone book or estate agent’s listing; which is not this building’s name at all, in any but the most colloquial of senses—is evidently run from the top down, though judging by the uniformly miserable decor, the hierarchy is of a restricted character. You’re either at the top or you’re not. And only Jackson Lamb is at the top.

			At length, the traffic lights change. The bus coughs into movement, and trundles on its way to St. Paul’s. And in her last few seconds of viewing, our upstairs passenger might wonder what it’s like, working in these offices; might even conjure a brief fantasy in which the building, instead of a faltering legal practice, becomes an overhead dungeon to which the failures of some larger service are consigned as punishment: for crimes of drugs and drunkenness and lechery; of politics and betrayal; of unhappiness and doubt; and of the unforgivable carelessness of allowing a man on a tube platform to detonate himself, killing or maiming an estimated 120 people and causing £30m worth of actual damage, along with a projected £2.5 billion in lost tourist revenue—becomes, in effect, an administrative oubliette where, alongside a pre-digital overflow of paperwork, a post-useful crew of misfits can be stored and left to gather dust.

			Such a fancy won’t survive the time it takes the bus to pass beneath the nearby pedestrian bridge, of course. But one inkling might last a while longer: that the yellows and greys that dominate the colour scheme aren’t what they first appear—that the yellow isn’t yellow at all, but white exhausted by stale breath and tobacco, by pot-noodle fumes and overcoats left to dry on radiators; and that the grey isn’t grey but black with the stuffing knocked out of it. But this thought too will quickly fade, because few things associated with Slough House stick in the mind; its name alone having proved durable, born years ago, in a casual exchange between spooks:

			 

			Lamb’s been banished.

			Where’ve they sent him? Somewhere awful?

			Bad as it gets. 

			God, not Slough? 

			Might as well be.

			 

			Which, in a world of secrets and legends, was all it took to give a name to Jackson Lamb’s new kingdom: a place of yellows and greys, where once all was black and white.

			Just after 7 a.m. a light went on at the second-storey window, and a figure appeared behind W W Henderson, Solicitor and Commissioner for Oaths. On the street below, a milk float rattled past. The figure hovered a moment, as if expecting the float to turn dangerous, but withdrew once it passed from sight. Inside, he resumed the business at hand, up-ending a soaking black rubbish sack on to a newspaper spread across the worn and faded carpet.

			The air was immediately polluted.

			Rubber-gloved, wrinkle-nosed, he got to his knees and began picking through the mess.

			Eggshells, vegetable ends, coffee grounds in melting paper filters, parchment-coloured teabags, a sliver of soap, labels from jars, a plastic squeezy bottle, florets of stained kitchen towels, torn brown envelopes, corks, bottle tops, the coiled spring and cardboard back of a spiral-notepad, some bits of broken crockery which didn’t fit together, tin trays from takeaway meals, scrunched-up Post-its, a pizza box, a wrung-out tube of toothpaste, two juice cartons, an empty tin of shoe polish, a plastic scoop, and seven carefully bundled parcels made from pages of Searchlight.

			And much else that wasn’t immediately identifiable. All of it sopping wet and glistening, sluglike, in the light of the overhead bulb.

			He sat back on his haunches. Picked up the first of the Searchlight parcels, and unwrapped it as carefully as he could.

			The contents of an ashtray fell on to the carpet.

			He shook his head, and dropped the rotting newspaper back on the pile.

			A sound made its way up the back stairs, and he paused, but it didn’t repeat. All entrances and exits from Slough House came via a back yard with mildewed, slimy walls, and everyone who came in made a large, unfriendly noise doing so, because the door stuck and—like most of the people using it—needed a good kicking. But this sound had been nothing like that, so he shook his head and decided it had been the building waking up; flexing its lintels or whatever old buildings did in the morning, after a night of rain. Rain he’d been out in, collecting the journalist’s rubbish.

			Eggshells, vegetable ends, coffee grounds in melting paper filters . . .

			He picked another of the paper parcels, its scrunched-up headline a denunciation of a recent BNP demo, and sniffed it tentatively. Didn’t smell like an ashtray.

			“A sense of humour can be a real bastard,” Jackson Lamb said.

			River dropped the parcel.

			Lamb was leaning in the doorway, his cheeks glistening slightly as they tended to after exertion. Climbing stairs counted, though he’d not made a squeak on them. River could barely manage such stealth himself, and he wasn’t carrying Lamb’s weight: most of it gathered round his middle, like a pregnancy. A shabby grey raincoat shrouded it now, while the umbrella hooked over his arm dripped on to the floor.

			River, trying to hide the fact that his heart had just punched him in the ribs, said, “You think he’s calling us Nazis?”

			“Well, yes. Obviously he’s calling us Nazis. But I meant you doing this on Sid’s half of the room.”

			River picked up the fallen bundle but it gave way as he did so, the paper too wet to contain its contents, spilling a stew of small bones and scraped-away skin—for a nasty moment, evidence of a brutal, baby-sized murder. And then the shape of a chicken asserted itself from the collection; a misshapen chicken—all legs and wings—but recognizably a former bird. Lamb snorted. River rubbed his gloved hands together, smearing sodden lumps of newspaper into balls, then shaking them into the pile. The black and red inks wouldn’t lose their grip so easily. The once-yellow gloves turned the colour of miners’ fingers.

			Lamb said, “That wasn’t too clever.”

			Thank you for that, River thought. Thanks for pointing that out.

			The previous night he’d lurked outside the journeys past midnight, wresting what shelter he could from the slight overhang of the building opposite while rain belted down like Noah’s nightmare. Most of the neighbours had done their civic duty, black sacks lined up like sitting pigs, or council-supplied wheelie bins standing sentry by doors. But nothing outside the journeys. Cold rain tracked down River’s neck, mapping a course to the crack of his arse, and he knew it didn’t matter how long he stood there, he was going to have no joy.

			“Don’t get caught,” Lamb had said.

			Of course I won’t get bloody caught, he’d thought. “I’ll try not to.”

			And: “Residents” parking,” Lamb had added, as if sharing some arcane password.

			Residents’ parking. So what?

			So he couldn’t sit in his car, he’d belatedly realized. Couldn’t cosy down, rain bouncing off a waterproof roof, and wait for the bags to appear. The chances of a parking revenue attendant—or whatever they were called today—doing the rounds after midnight were slim, but not non-existent.

			It was all he’d need—a parking ticket. On-the-spot fine. His name in a book.

			Don’t get caught.

			So it was the slight overhang in the pouring rain. Worse than that, it was the flickering light behind the thin curtains of the journeys street-level apartment; it was the way a shadow kept appearing behind them. As if the hack inside, dry as toast, was busting a gut at the thought of River in the rain, waiting for him to put his rubbish bag out so he could whip it away for covert study. As if the journo knew all this.

			Not long after midnight, the thought occurred to River: maybe he did.

			That was how it had been for the past eight months. Every so often, he’d take the bigger picture and give it a shake, like it was a loose jigsaw. Sometimes the pieces came together differently; sometimes they didn’t fit at all. Why did Jackson Lamb want this journeys rubbish, enough to give River his first out-of-the-office job since he’d been assigned to Slough House? Maybe the point wasn’t getting the rubbish. Maybe the point was River standing in the rain for hours on end, while the hack laughed with Lamb about it over the phone.

			This rain had been forecast. Hell, it had been raining when Lamb had given him the op.

			Residents’ parking, he’d said.

			Don’t get caught.

			Ten more minutes, and River decided enough was enough. There was going to be no bag of rubbish, or if there was, it wasn’t going to mean anything, other than that he’d been sent on an idiot’s errand . . . He’d walked back the way he’d come, collecting a random rubbish sack on the way; had flung it into the boot of the car he’d parked by the nearest meter. Had driven home. Had gone to bed.

			Where he’d lain for two hours, watching the jigsaw reassemble itself. Jackson Lamb’s Don’t get caught might have meant just that: that River had been given an important task, and mustn’t get caught. Not crucially important—if so, Lamb would have sent Sid, or possibly Moody—but important enough that it had to be done.

			Or else it was a test. A test to discover whether River was capable of going out in the rain and bringing back a bag of rubbish.

			He went out again not long after, abandoning the random sack of rubbish in the first litter bin he passed. Cruising slowly past the journeys, he could hardly believe it was there, slumped against the wall below the window: a knotted black bag . . .

			The same bag’s contents were now strewn across the floor in front of him.

			Lamb said, “I’ll leave you to clear that, right?” 

			River said, “What am I looking for precisely?”

			But Lamb was already gone; audible on the stairs, this time—every creak and complaint echoing—and River was alone in Sid’s half of the office; still surrounded by unsweet-smelling crap, and still weighed down by the faint but unmistakable sensation of being Jackson Lamb’s punchbag.

			The tables were always packed too close in Max’s, in optimistic preparation for a rush of custom that wasn’t going to happen. Max’s wasn’t popular because it wasn’t very good; they re-used the coffee beans, and the croissants were stale. Repeat trade was the exception, not the rule. But there was one regular, and the moment he stepped through the door each morning, newspapers under his arm, the body on the counter would start pouring his cup. It didn’t matter how often the staff turned over: his details were passed down along with instructions about the cappuccino machine. Beige raincoat. Thinning, brownish hair. Permanently irritated. And, of course, those newspapers.

			This morning, the windows were a fogged-over drizzle. His raincoat dripped on to the chessboard lino. If his newspapers hadn’t been in a plastic bag, they’d have been a papier-mâché sculpture waiting to happen.

			“Good morning.”

			“It’s a lousy morning.”

			“But it’s always good to see you, sir.”

			This was the morning’s Max, a name they all shared as far as Robert Hobden was concerned. If they wanted him to tell them apart, they shouldn’t all work the same counter.

			He settled in his usual corner. A redhead, one of only three other customers, was at the next table, facing the window: a black raincoat hung from the back of her chair. She wore a collarless white shirt and black leggings cut off at the ankle. He noticed this because her feet were hooked round her chair legs, the way a child might sit. A baby-sized laptop sat in front of her. She didn’t look up.

			Max delivered his latte. Grunting acknowledgement, Hobden placed keys, mobile and wallet on the table in front of him, like always. He hated sitting with lumps in his pockets. His pen and notebook joined them. The pen was a thin-nibbed black felt-tip; the keyring a memory stick. And the newspapers were the quality dailies, plus the Mail. Piled up, they made a four-inch stack, of which he would read about an inch and a half; significantly less on Mondays, when there was more sports coverage. Today was Tuesday, shortly after seven. It was raining again. Had rained all night.

			. . . Telegraph, Times, Mail, Independent, Guardian.

			At one time or another, he’d written for all of these. That wasn’t so much a thought that occurred to him as an awareness that nudged him most mornings, round about now: cub reporter—ridiculous term—in Peterborough, then the inevitable shift to London, and the varied tempos of the major beats, crime and politics, before he ascended, aged forty-eight, to his due: the weekly column. Two, in fact. Sundays and Wednesdays. Regular appearances on Question Time. From firebrand to the acceptable face of dissent; an admittedly long trajectory in his case, but that made arrival all the sweeter. If he could have freeze-framed life back then, he’d have had little to complain about.

			These days, he no longer wrote for newspapers. And when cab drivers recognized him, it was for the wrong reasons.

			Beige raincoat discarded for the moment; the thinning, brownish hair a permanent accessory—as was the irritated look—Robert Hobden uncapped his pen, took a sip of his latte, and settled to work.

			There’d been lights in the windows. Ho knew before opening the door that Slough House was occupied. But he’d have been able to tell anyway—damp footprints in the stairwell; the taste of rain in the air. Once in a harvest moon, Jackson Lamb would arrive before Ho; random pre-dawn appearances that were purely territorial. You can haunt this place all you like, Lamb was telling him. But when they pull down the walls and count the bones, it’ll be mine they find on top. There were many good reasons for not liking Jackson Lamb, and that was one of Ho’s favourites.

			But this wasn’t Lamb, or not Lamb alone. There was someone else up there.

			Could be Jed Moody, but only if you were dreaming. Nine thirty was a good start for Moody, and it was generally eleven before he was ready for anything more complicated than a hot drink. Roderick Ho didn’t like Jed Moody, but that wasn’t a problem: Moody didn’t expect to be liked. Even before he’d been assigned to Slough House, he’d probably had fewer friends than fists. So Ho and Moody got on okay, sharing an office: neither liking the other, and neither caring the other knew. But there was no way Moody was here before him. It was barely seven.

			Catherine Standish was more likely. Ho couldn’t remember Catherine Standish ever arriving first, which meant it had never happened, but she was usually next in. He’d hear the door’s agonized opening, and then her soft creak on the stairs, and then nothing. She was two floors above—in the small room next to Lamb’s—and out of sight, she was easy to forget. Actually, standing in front of you, she was easy to forget. The chances of sensing her presence weren’t good. So it wasn’t her.

			That suited Ho. Ho didn’t like Standish. 

			He made his way up to the first floor. In his office he hung his raincoat on a hook, turned his computer on, then went into the kitchen. An odd smell was drifting down the stairs. Something rotten had replaced the taste of rain.

			So here were the suspects: Min Harper, who was a nervous idiot, constantly patting his pockets to check he’d not lost anything; Louisa Guy, who Ho couldn’t look at without thinking of a pressure cooker, steam coming out of her ears; Struan Loy, the office joker—Ho didn’t like any of them, but he especially didn’t like Loy: office jokers were a crime in progress—and Kay White, who used to be on the top floor, sharing with Catherine, but had been banished downstairs for being “too damn noisy”: thanks, Lamb. Thanks for letting the rest of us suffer. If you can’t stand her chatter, why not pack her back to Regent’s Park? Except none of them were going back to Regent’s Park, because all of them had left a little bit of history over there; an ungainly smudge on the annals of the Service.

			And Ho knew the shape and colour of each and every smudge: the crimes of drugs, drunkenness, lechery, politics and betrayal—Slough House was full of secrets, and Ho knew the size and depth of each and every one of them, excepting two.

			Which brought him to Sid. It could be Sid up there.

			And here was the thing about Sid Baker: Ho didn’t know what crime Sid was being punished for. It was one of two secrets that eluded him.

			That was probably the reason he didn’t like Sid.

			As the kettle boiled, Ho picked over some of Slough House’s secrets; thought about the nervous idiot Min Harper, who’d left a classified disk on a train. He might have got away with this if the disk’s pouch hadn’t been bright red, and stamped Top Secret. And also if the woman who’d found it hadn’t handed it in to the BBC. Some things were too good to be true, unless you were the one they were happening to: for Min Harper, the episode had been too awful to believe, but had happened anyway. Which was why Min had spent the last two years of a once-promising career in charge of the first-floor shredder.

			Steam billowed from the kettle’s lip. The kitchen was poorly ventilated, and plaster frequently flaked from the ceiling. Give it a while, the whole lot would come down. Ho poured water into a tea-bagged mug. The days were diced and sliced into segments like this; divided into moments spent pouring cups of tea or fetching sandwiches, and further mentally subdivided by rehearsing Slough House’s secrets, all but two . . . The rest of the time Ho would be at his monitor; ostensibly inputting data from long-closed incidents, but most of the time searching for the second secret, the one that ate away at him, and never slept.

			With a spoon he fished the teabag out, and dropped it into the sink; a thought striking him as he did so: I know who’s upstairs. It’s River Cartwright. Has to be.

			There wasn’t a single reason he could think of why Cartwright might be here this time of the morning, but still: place your bets. Ho bet Cartwright. That’s who was upstairs right now.

			That figured. Ho really didn’t like River Cartwright.

			He carried his mug back to his desk, where his monitor had swum into life.

			Hobden put the Telegraph aside, its front-page photo a gurning Peter Judd. He’d made a few notes on the upcoming by-election—the Shadow Culture Minister had handed his cards in, last January’s strokes wrapping up his career—but nothing more. When politicians voluntarily shrugged off the mantle it was worth a closer look, but Robert Hobden was a veteran at parsing a story. He still read copy as if it were Braille; bumps in the language letting him know when D-notices were an issue; when the Regent’s Park mob had left their fingerprints on the facts. This was most likely what it seemed to be: a politician heading back to the sticks after a health scare. And Robert Hobden trusted his instincts. You didn’t stop being a journalist just because you were no longer in print. Especially when you knew you had a story, and were waiting for its fin to show above the waves of the everyday news. It would break surface sooner or later. And when it did, he would recognize it for what it was.

			Meanwhile, he’d continue his daily trawl through this sea of print. It wasn’t as if much else troubled his time. Hobden wasn’t as connected as he used to be.

			Face it, Hobden was a pariah.

			And this, too, was down to Regent’s Park: at one time or another, he’d written for all these newspapers, but the spooks had put paid to that. So now he spent his mornings in Max’s, hunting down his scoop . . . This was what happened when you were close to a story: you worried everyone else was on it too. That your scoop was under threat. Which went double when spooks were involved. Hobden wasn’t an idiot. His notebook contained nothing that wasn’t public domain; when he typed his notes up, with added speculations, he saved them to his memory stick to keep his hard drive clean. And he kept a dummy, in case anyone tried to get clever. He wasn’t paranoid, but he wasn’t an idiot. Last night, prowling his flat, unsettled by the sense of something left undone, he’d run through unexpected encounters he’d had recently, strangers who had started conversations, but couldn’t come up with any. Then he’d run through other recent encounters, with his ex-wife, with his children, with former colleagues and friends, and couldn’t come up with any of them either. Outside of Max’s, no one wished him good morning . . . The thing left undone had been putting the rubbish out, but he’d remembered eventually.

			“Excuse me?”

			It was the pretty redhead at the next table. 

			“I said, excuse me?”

			It turned out she was talking to him.

			Fish bits. The last of the Searchlight parcels contained fish bits: not the bones and heads that would indicate that the journo fancied himself in the kitchen, but the hardened edges of batter and skin, and lumps of charcoaled chip that suggested his local takeaway wasn’t the best.

			River had graded most of the crap, and none of it amounted to a clue. Even the Post-its, carefully uncrumpled, yielded nothing more than shopping lists: eggs, teabags, juice, toothpaste—the original ideas on which this mess was based. And the cardboard backing of the spiral notepad was just that; no pages survived. He’d brushed a fingertip across the board, in case any scrawling was embedded there, but found nothing.

			From the ceiling above came a thump. Lamb’s favourite summons.

			They were no longer the only ones here. It was coming on for eight; the door had opened twice, and the stairs creaked their usual greeting. The noises that had ended on the floor below belonged to Roderick Ho. Ho was usually first in, often last out, and how he spent the hours between was a mystery to River. Though the cola cans and pizza boxes surrounding his desk suggested he was building a fort.

			The other footsteps had passed River’s floor, so must have belonged to Catherine. He had to delve for her surname: Catherine Standish. Havisham would have suited her better. River didn’t know about wedding gowns, but she might as well have walked round draped in cobweb.

			Another thump from the ceiling. If he’d had a broom handy, he’d have thumped back.

			The mess had migrated. It had started off contained within the newspaper island he’d laid out; now it had spread, covering much of Sid’s half of the floor. The smell, more democratic, occupied the whole room.

			A twist of orange peel, unreadable as a doctor’s signature, lay curled under the desk.

			Another thump.

			Without removing his rubber gloves, River stood and headed for the door.

			He was fifty-six years old. Pretty young redheads didn’t speak to him. But when Robert Hobden sent an enquiring glance her way she was smiling, nodding; signalling all the openness one animal offers another when something is wanted or needed.

			“Can I help you?”

			“I’m supposed to be working? On this assignment?”

			He hated that upward inflection. How did the young let each other know when an answer was required? But she had a light dusting of freckles, and her shirt was unbuttoned enough that he could see they reached as far as her breasts. A locket on a thin silver chain hung there. Her ring finger was bare. He continued to notice such details long after they’d ceased to have relevance.

			“Yes?”

			“Only I couldn’t help noticing the headline? On your paper? One of your papers . . .”

			She reached across to tap his copy of the Guardian, offering a better view of those freckles, that locket. It wasn’t a headline she meant, though. It was a teaser above the masthead: an interview with Russell T. Davies in the supplement.

			“My dissertation is on media heroes?” 

			“Of course it is.”

			“I’m sorry?” 

			“Be my guest.”

			He slid G2 from its mother-paper, and handed it to her. 

			She smiled prettily and thanked him, and he noticed her pretty blue-green eyes, and a slight swelling on her pretty lower lip.

			But sitting back, she must have misjudged her pretty limbs, because next moment there was cappuccino everywhere, and her language had become unladylike—

			“Oh shit I’m so sorry—” 

			“Max!”

			“I must have—”

			“Can we have a cloth over here?”

			For Catherine Standish, Slough House was Pincher Martin’s rock: damp, unlovely, achingly familiar, and something to cling to when the waves began to crash. But opening the door was a struggle. This should have been an easy fix, but Slough House being what it was, you couldn’t have a carpenter drop round: you had to fill out a property maintenance form; make a revenue disbursement request; arrange a clearance pass for an approved handyman—outsourcing was “fiscally appropriate,” standing instructions explained, but the sums spent on background vetting put the lie to that. And once you’d filled out the forms, you had to dispatch them to Regent’s Park, where they’d be read, initialled, rubber-stamped and ignored. So every morning she had to go through this, pushing against the door, umbrella in one hand, key in the other, shoulder hunched to keep her bag from slipping to the ground. All the while hoping she’d maintain balance when the door deigned to open. Pincher Martin had it easy. No doors on his Atlantic rock. Though it rained there too. The door gave at last with its usual groan. She paused to shake excess water from her umbrella. Glanced up at the sky. Still grey, still heavy. One last shake, then she tucked the umbrella under her arm. There was a rack in the hall, but that was a good way of never seeing an umbrella again. On the first landing, through a half-open door, she glimpsed Ho at his desk. He didn’t look up, though she knew he’d seen her. She in her turn pretended she hadn’t seen him, or that’s what it must have looked like. Actually, she was pretending he was a piece of furniture, which required less effort.

			Next landing up, both office doors were closed, but there was a light under River and Sid’s. A rank smell tainted the air: old fish and rotting vegetation.

			In her own office, on the top floor, she hung her raincoat on a hanger, opened her umbrella so it would dry properly, and asked Jackson Lamb’s shut door if it wanted tea. There was no answer. She rinsed the kettle, filled it with fresh water, and left it to boil. Back in her office she booted up, then fixed her lipstick and brushed her hair.

			The Catherine in her compact was always ten years older than the one she was expecting. But that was her fault and nobody else’s.

			Her hair was still blonde, but only when you got close, and nobody got close. From a distance it was grey, though still full, still wavy; her eyes were the same colour, giving the impression that she was fading to monochrome. She moved quietly, and dressed like an illustration in a pre-war children’s novel; usually a hat; never jeans or trousers—nor even skirts, but always dresses, their sleeves lacy at the cuff. When she held the compact closer to her face, she could trace damage under the skin; see the lines through which her youth had leaked. A process accelerated by unwise choices, though it was striking how often, in retrospect, choices seemed not to have been choices at all, but simply a matter of taking one step after the other. She’d be fifty next year. That was quite a lot of steps, one after the other.

			The kettle boiled. She poured a cup of tea. Back at her desk—in a space she shared with no one, thank God; not since Kay White had been banished downstairs on Lamb’s orders—she picked up where she’d left off yesterday, a report on real estate purchases for the past three years in the Leeds/Bradford area, cross-referenced against immigration records for the same period. Names appearing under both headings were checked against Regent’s Park’s watch-list. Catherine had yet to find a name to set alarms ringing, but ran searches on each anyway, then listed the results by country of origin, Pakistan at the top. Depending on how you viewed the results, they were either evidence of random population movement and property investment, or a graph from which a pattern would eventually arise, readable only by those higher up the intelligence-gathering chain than Catherine. Last month, she’d produced a similar report for Greater Manchester. Next would be Birmingham, or Nottingham. Her reports would be couriered over to Regent’s Park, where she hoped the Queens of the Database would pay it more attention than they paid her maintenance requests.

			After half an hour she paused, and brushed her hair again.

			Five minutes later River Cartwright came upstairs, and entered Lamb’s room without knocking.

			The girl was on her feet, using the newspaper as a sort of funnel to direct cappuccino away from her laptop, and for a second Hobden felt a twinge of proprietorial annoyance—that was his paper she was rendering unreadable—but it didn’t last, and anyway, they needed a cloth.

			“Max!”

			Hobden hated scenes. Why were people so clumsy?

			He stood and headed for the counter, only to be met by Max, cloth in hand, saving his smile for the redhead, who was still ineffectually applying the Guardian. “It’s no problem, no problem,” he told her.

			Well, it was a bit of a problem actually, Robert Hobden thought. It was a bit of a problem that there was all this fuss going on, and coffee everywhere, when all he wanted was to be left in peace to trawl through the morning’s press.

			“I’m so sorry about this,” the girl said. 

			“It’s quite all right,” he lied.

			Max said, “There. All done.” 

			“Thank you,” the girl said. 

			“I’ll bring you a refill.”

			“No, I can pay—”

			But this too was no problem. The redhead settled back at the table, gesturing apologetically at the coffee-sodden newspaper. “Shall I fetch you another—”

			“No.”

			“But I—”

			“No. It’s of no importance.”

			Hobden knew he didn’t handle such moments with grace or ease. Maybe he should take lessons from Max, who was back again, bearing fresh cups for both of them. He grunted a thanks. The redhead trilled sweetness, but that was an act. She was deadly embarrassed; would rather have packed up her laptop and hit the road.

			He finished his first cup; put it to one side. Took a sip from the second.

			Bent to The Times.

			River said, “You thumped?”

			Looking at Lamb, sprawled at his desk, it was hard to imagine him getting work done; hard to imagine him standing up even, or opening a window.

			“Nice Marigolds,” Lamb replied.

			The ceiling sloped with the camber of the roof. A dormer window was cut into this, over which a blind was permanently drawn. And Lamb didn’t like overhead lighting, so it was dim; a lamp on a pile of telephone directories was the main light-source. It looked less like an office than a lair. A heavy clock ticked smugly on a corner of the desk. A corkboard on the wall was smothered with what appeared to be money-off coupons; some so yellow and curling, they couldn’t possibly be valid.

			He thought about peeling the rubber gloves off, but that would be a sticky business, involving pinching each finger end then tugging, so decided not. “Dirty work,” he said instead.

			Unexpectedly, Lamb blew a raspberry.

			The desk hid Lamb’s paunch, though hiding it wasn’t enough. Lamb could be behind a closed door, and his paunch would remain evident. Because it was there in his voice, let alone his face or his eyes. It was there in the way he blew a raspberry. He resembled, someone had once remarked, Timothy Spall gone to seed, which left open the question of what Timothy Spall not gone to seed might look like, but painted an accurate picture nevertheless. Spall aside, that stomach, the unshaved jowls, the hair—a dirty blond slick combed back from a high forehead, which broke into a curl as it touched his collar—made him a ringer, River thought, for Jack Falstaff. A role Timothy Spall should consider.

			“Good point,” he said. “Well made.”

			“Thought there might be a veiled criticism in there,” Jackson Lamb said.

			“Wouldn’t have occurred to me.”

			“No. Well. Occurred to you to do this dirty work over Sid’s side of the office.”

			River said, “It’s difficult to keep a bagful of rubbish all in one place. Experts call it garbage-creep.”

			“You’re not a big fan of Sid’s, are you?” 

			He didn’t reply.

			“Well, Sid’s not your biggest admirer either,” said Lamb. “But then, competition for that role’s not fierce. Found anything interesting?”

			“Define interesting.”

			“Let’s pretend for the moment I’m your boss.”

			“It’s about as interesting as a bagful of household rubbish gets. Sir.”

			“Elaborate, why don’t you?”

			“He empties his ashtray into a sheet of newspaper. Wraps it up like a present.”

			“Sounds like a loony.”

			“Stops his bin from smelling.”

			“Bins are supposed to smell. That’s how you know they’re bins.”

			“What was the point of this?”

			“Thought you wanted to get out the office. Didn’t I hear you say you wanted to get out the office? Like, three times a day every day for months?” 

			“Sure. On Her Majesty’s, etc. etc. So now I’m going through bins like a dumpster diver. What am I even looking for?”

			“Who says you’re looking for anything?”

			River thought about it. “You mean, we just want him to know he’s being looked at?”

			“What do you mean we, paleface? You don’t want anything. You only want what I tell you to want. No old notebooks? Torn-up letters?”

			“Part of a notebook. Spiral-bound. But no pages. Just the cardboard backing.”

			“Evidence of drug use?” 

			“Empty box of paracetamol.” 

			“Condoms?”

			“I imagine he flushes them,” River said. “Should the occasion arise.”

			“They come in little foil packets.” 

			“So I recall. No. None of those.” 

			“Empty booze bottles?”

			“In his recycling bin, I expect.” 

			“Beer cans?”

			“Ditto.”

			“God,” said Jackson Lamb. “Is it me, or did all the fun go out of everything round about 1979?”

			River wasn’t going to pretend he cared about that. “I thought our job involved preserving democracy,” he said. “How does harassing a journalist help?”

			“Are you serious? It ought to be one of our key performance indicators.”

			Lamb pronounced this phrase as if it had been on a form he’d lately binned.

			“This particular example, then.”

			“Try not to think of him as a journalist. And more as a potential danger to the integrity of the body politic.”

			“Is that what he is?”

			“I don’t know. Anything in his rubbish suggest he might be?” 

			“Well, he smokes. But that’s not actually been upgraded to security threat.”

			“Yet,” said Lamb, who’d been known to light up in his office. He thought for a moment. Then said, “Okay. Write it up.”

			“Write it up,” River repeated. Not quite making it a question.

			“You have a problem, Cartwright?”

			“I feel like I’m working for a tabloid.”

			“You should be so lucky. Know what those bastards earn?”

			“Do you want me to put him under surveillance?” 

			Lamb laughed.

			River waited. It took a while. Lamb’s laugh wasn’t a genuine surrender to amusement; more of a temporary derangement. Not a laugh you’d want to hear from anyone holding a stick.

			When he stopped, it was as abrupt as if he’d never started. “If that’s what I wanted, you think I’d pick you?”

			“I could do it.” 

			“Really?”

			“I could do it,” he repeated.

			“Let me rephrase,” said Jackson Lamb. “Supposing I wanted it done without dozens of innocent bystanders getting killed. Think you could manage that?”

			River didn’t reply. “Cartwright?”

			Screw you, he wanted to say. He settled for “I could do it,” again; though repetition made it sound an admission of defeat. He could do it. Could he really? “No one would get hurt,” he said.

			“Nice to have your input,” Lamb told him. “But that’s not what happened last time.”

			Min Harper was next to arrive, with Louisa Guy on his heels. They chatted in the kitchen, both trying too hard. They’d shared a moment a week ago, in the pub across the road, which was a hellhole: an unwindowed nightmare, strictly for the lager and tequila crowd. But they’d gone anyway, both suffering the need for a drink within sixty seconds of leaving Slough House, a margin too thin to allow for reaching anywhere nicer.

			Their conversation had been focused at first (Jackson Lamb is a bastard), then becoming speculative (what makes Jackson Lamb such a bastard?) before drifting into the sentimental (wouldn’t it be sweet if Jackson Lamb fell under a threshing machine?). Crossing back to the tube afterwards, there’d been an awkward parting—what had that been about? Just a drink after work, except no one in Slough House went for a drink after work—but they’d muddled through by pretending they’d not actually been together, and found their separate platforms without words. But since then they’d not positively avoided each other, which was unusual. In Slough House, there was almost never more than one person in the kitchen at a time.

			Mugs were rinsed. The kettle switched on.

			“Is it me, or is there a strange smell somewhere?” 

			Upstairs, a door slammed. Downstairs, one opened. 

			“If I said it was you, how upset would you be?”

			And they exchanged glances and smiles both turned off at exactly the same moment.

			It took no effort for River to remember the most significant conversation he’d had with Jackson Lamb. It had happened eight months ago, and had started with River asking when he was going to get something proper to do.

			“When the dust settles.” 

			“Which will be when?”

			Lamb had sighed, grieving his role as answerer of stupid questions. “The only reason there’s dust is your connections, Cartwright. If not for grandad, we wouldn’t be discussing dust. We’d be talking glaciers. We’d be talking about when glaciers melt. Except we wouldn’t be talking at all, because you’d be a distant memory. Someone to reminisce about occasionally, to take Moody’s mind off his fuck-ups, or Standish’s off the bottle.”

			River had measured the distance between Lamb’s chair and the window. That blind wasn’t going to offer resistance. If River got the leverage right, Lamb would be a pizza-shaped stain on the pavement instead of drawing another breath; saying:

			“But no, you’ve got a grandfather. Congratufuckinglations. You’ve still got a job. But the downside is, it’s not one you’re going to enjoy. Now or ever.” He beat out a tattoo on his desk with two fingers. “Orders from above, Cartwright. Sorry, they’re not my rules.”

			The yellow-toothed smile accompanying this held nothing of sorrow at all.

			River said, “This is bullshit.”

			“No, I’ll tell you what’s bullshit. One hundred and twenty people dead or maimed. Thirty million pounds” worth of actual damage. Two point five billion quid in tourist revenue down the drain. And all of it your fault. Now that—that’s bullshit.”

			River Cartwright said, “It didn’t happen.”

			“You think? There’s CC footage of the kid pulling the cord. They’re still playing it over at Regent’s Park. You know, to remind themselves how messy things get if they don’t do their jobs properly.”

			“It was a training exercise.”

			“Which you turned into a circus. You crashed King’s Cross.”

			“Twenty minutes. It was up and running again in twenty minutes.”

			“You crashed King’s Cross, Cartwright. In rush hour. You turned your upgrade assessment into a circus.”

			River had the distinct impression Lamb found this amusing.

			“No one was killed,” he said.

			“One stroke. One broken leg. Three—”

			“He’d have stroked anyway. He was an old man.”

			“He was sixty-two.”

			“I’m glad we agree.”

			“The mayor wanted your head on a plate.”

			“The mayor was delighted. He gets to talk about oversight committees and the need for airtight security processes. Makes him look like a serious politician.”

			“And that’s a good idea?”

			“Can’t hurt. Given he’s an idiot.”

			Lamb said, “Let’s try for a little focus. You think it’s a good idea you turned the Service into a political football by being, what would you call it? Colour-deaf?”

			Blue shirt, white tee.

			White shirt, blue tee . . . 

			River said, “I heard what I heard.”

			“I don’t give a ferret’s arse what you heard. You screwed up. So now you’re here instead of Regent’s Park, and what might have been a glittering career is—guess what? A miserable clerk’s job, specifically tailored to make you save everyone a lot of grief and jack it in. And you only got that much courtesy of grandpa.” Another flash of yellow teeth. “You know why they call this Slough House?” Lamb went on.

			“Yes.”

			“Because it might as well be in—”

			“In Slough. Yes. And I know what they call us, too.” 

			“They call us slow horses,” Lamb said, exactly as if River had kept his mouth shut. “Slough House. Slow horse. Clever?”

			“I suppose it depends on your definition of—”

			“You asked when you were going to get something proper to do.”

			River shut up.

			“Well, that would be when everyone’s forgotten you crashed King’s Cross.”

			River didn’t reply.

			“It would be when everyone’s forgotten you’ve joined the slow horses.”

			River didn’t reply.

			“Which is going to be a very fucking long time from now,” Lamb said, as if this might somehow have gone misunderstood.

			River turned to leave. But there was something he had to know first. “Three what?” he asked.

			“Three what what?”

			“There were three somethings, you said. At King’s Cross. You didn’t say what they were.”

			“Panic attacks,” said Lamb. “There were three panic attacks.”

			River nodded.

			“Not including yours,” Lamb said.

			And that had been the most significant conversation River had had with Jackson Lamb.

			Until today.

			Jed Moody would turn up eventually. A couple of hours after everyone else, but nobody made an issue out of this because nobody cared, and anyway, nobody wanted to get on the wrong side of Moody, and most sides of Moody were the wrong one. A good day for Moody was when some character took up residence at the bus stop over the road, or sat too long in one of the garden patches in the Barbican complex opposite. When this happened, out Moody would go, even though it was never serious—was always kids from the stage school down the road, or someone homeless, looking for a sit-down. But whoever it was, out Moody would slope, chewing gum, and sit next to them: never engaging in conversation—he just sat chewing gum. Which was all it took. And when he came back in he was a little lighter of step for five minutes: not enough to make him good company, but enough that you could pass him on the stairs without worrying he’d hook a foot round your ankle.

			He made no secret: he hated being among the slow horses. Once he’d been one of the Dogs, but everyone knew Jed Moody’s screw-up: he’d let a desk-jockey clean his clock before making tracks with about a squillion quid. Not a great career move for a Dog—the Service’s internal security division—even without the subsequent messy ending. So now Moody turned up late and dared anyone to give him bullshit. Which nobody did. Because nobody cared.

			But meanwhile Moody wasn’t here yet, and River Cartwright was still upstairs with Jackson Lamb.

			Who leant back in his chair, folding his arms. There’d been nothing audible, but it became apparent he’d farted. He shook his head sadly, as if attributing this to River, and said, “You don’t even know who he is, do you?”

			River, half his mind still at King’s Cross, said, “Hobden?” 

			“You were probably still at school when he was successful.”

			“I dimly remember him. Didn’t he use to be a Communist?”

			“That generation were all Communists. Learn some history.”

			“You’re about the same age, aren’t you?”

			Lamb ignored that. “The Cold War had its upside, you know. There’s something to be said for getting teenage disaffection out your system by carrying a card instead of a knife. Attending interminable meetings in the back rooms of pubs. Marching for causes nobody else would get out of bed for.”

			“Sorry I missed that. Is it available on DVD?”

			Instead of replying, Lamb looked away, beyond River, indicating they weren’t alone. River turned. A woman stood in the doorway. She had red hair, and a light dusting of freckles across her face, and her black raincoat—still glistening from the morning rain—hung open, showing the collarless white shirt beneath. A locket on a silver chain hung at her breast. A faint smile hovered on her lips. 

			Under one arm she held a laptop, the size of an exercise book.

			Lamb said, “Success?” 

			She nodded.

			“Nice one, Sid,” he told her.

			Sidonie Baker put the laptop on Lamb’s desk. Without looking at River she said, “There’s been some kind of accident. Downstairs.”

			“Does it involve rubbish?” Lamb asked. 

			“Yes.”

			“Then relax. It wasn’t an accident.” 

			River said, “Whose is that?” 

			“Whose is what?” Sid asked.

			“The laptop.”

			Sid Baker might have walked out of a commercial. It didn’t matter for what product. She was all clean lines and fresh air; even her freckles seemed carefully graded. Underneath her scent, River detected the whiff of fresh laundry.

			Lamb said, “It’s okay. You can rub it in.”

			It was all the clue River needed. “That’s Hobden’s?” She nodded.

			“You stole his laptop?”

			She shook her head. “I stole his files.”

			River turned to Lamb. “Would they be more or less important than his rubbish?”

			Lamb ignored him. “Did he notice?” he asked. 

			“No,” Sidonie said.

			“Sure?” 

			“Pretty sure.”

			Lamb raised his voice. “Catherine.”

			She appeared in the doorway like a creepy butler. 

			“Flash-box.”

			She disappeared.

			River said, “Let me guess. Feminine wiles?” 

			“Are you calling me a honey trap?”

			“If the cliché fits.”

			Catherine Standish returned with a flash-box she placed on Lamb’s desk next to his clock. She waited, but Lamb said nothing. “You’re welcome,” she told him, and left.

			Once she’d gone, Lamb said: “Tell him.” 

			“His key-fob’s a memory stick,” Sid said. 

			“A flash drive,” River said.

			“That’s right.”

			“And he keeps his back-up files on it?”

			“Seems a reasonable conclusion. Given that he carries it everywhere.”

			“Well, you would, wouldn’t you? If it’s attached to your keys.”

			“There’s certainly something on it. A couple of mega-bytes’ worth.”

			“Maybe he’s writing a novel,” River said.

			“Maybe he is. You didn’t find a draft in his rubbish, did you?”

			He was going to lose this conversation if he wasn’t careful. “So you picked his pocket?”

			“He’s a man of habit. Same café, every morning. Same latte. And he piles his pocket contents on the table before he sits.” Sidonie produced a barrette from her pocket. River thought that was what it was called. A barrette. “I swapped his stick for a dummy while his attention was elsewhere.” Which meant she’d had a dummy with her, which meant she’d had Hobden under surveillance. How else would she have had an identical memory stick?

			“And then I copied its contents on to the laptop.”

			She slotted the barrette behind her left ear, making a science-fiction shape of her hair. There was no way she could know what it looked like, River thought. Which made it all the stranger that the shape appeared intentional.

			“And then I swapped it back.” 

			“While his attention was elsewhere.” 

			“That’s right,” Sid said, smiling brightly.

			Lamb was bored now. He picked up the flash-box. The size of an A4 box-file, it was self-locking, and any attempt to open it without its series key would produce a smallish bonfire. He reached for the laptop. “Was he still there when you left?”

			“No. I waited him out.”

			“Good.” Lamb fitted the computer into the box. “Stick?” 

			“There’s nothing on it.”

			“Did I ask?”

			Sidonie produced the stick, a twin to the one on Hobden’s key-ring. Lamb dropped it into the flash-box, then snapped the lid shut.

			“Abracadabra,” he said.

			Neither quite knew what to say to that.

			“And now I have a call to make,” he said. “If the pair of you wouldn’t mind, you know.” He waggled a hand in the direction of the door. “Fucking off.”

			From the landing, River could see Catherine at her desk in the adjoining office; absorbed in paperwork with the absolute concentration of someone who knows they’re being observed.

			Sid said something over her shoulder, but he didn’t catch what.

			In his office, Lamb made his phone call. “You owe me. Yes, it’s done. All his files, or everything on his stick, anyway. No, the rubbish was clean. As it were. Yeah, okay. This morning. I’ll send Baker.” He yawned, scratched at the back of his neck, then examined his fingernails. “Oh, and another thing? Next time you want errands running, use your own boys. Not like Regent’s Park is running out of bodies.”

			After he hung up, he leant back and closed his eyes. It looked for all the world like he was taking a nap.

			Downstairs, River and Sid surveyed the scattered rubbish. River had the uncomfortable feeling that this joke wasn’t funny anymore, and even if it had been, he was as much its butt as Sid. It wasn’t like the smell had kept to her side of the room. But any possible apology died in the face of what had just happened. For a couple of minutes last night, standing under an overhang in the pouring rain, he’d convinced himself he was doing something important; that he was on the first rung of a ladder back into the light. Even if that feeling had survived the downpour, and the rummaging through the rubbish this morning, it wouldn’t have survived this. He didn’t want to look at Sid. Didn’t want to know the shape of the smile on her lips when she spoke. But did want to know what she’d been up to.

			“How long have you been playing Hobden?” he said. 

			“I haven’t been playing him.”

			“You’ve been doing breakfast.”

			“Just often enough to clock his habits.” 

			“Uh-huh.”

			“Are you going to clear this mess up?”

			River said, “When’d you ever hear of a joe being sent out solo? Domestic, I mean. Middle of London.”

			This amused her. “So now I’m a joe?”

			“And how come Lamb’s running an op off his own bat?” 

			“You’d have to ask him. I’m going for coffee.”

			“You’ve already had coffee.”

			“Okay then. I’m going somewhere else until you’ve got rid of all this crap.”

			“I haven’t written it up yet.”

			“Then I’ll be gone a while. The gloves suit you, by the way.”

			“Are you taking the piss?”

			“I wouldn’t know where to start.” 

			Unhooking her bag from her chair, she left.

			River kicked a tin can which might have been put there for that purpose. It bounced off the wall, leaving a bright red contact wound, and dropped to the floor.

			Peeling off his rubber gloves, he added them to the sack. When he opened the window a cold blast of London air filtered through, adding traffic fumes to the mix. Then a familiar thumping on the ceiling set the lampshade wobbling.

			He picked up the phone, tapped out Lamb’s extension. A moment later, he heard it ring upstairs. It felt like he had an offstage role in someone else’s drama.

			“Where’s Sid?” Lamb asked. 

			“Gone for coffee.”

			“When will she be back?”

			There was an office code, of course. You didn’t dob a colleague in.

			He said, “Quite a while were her exact words. I think.” 

			Lamb paused. Then said, “Get up here.”

			River was listening to the dial tone before he could ask why. He took a breath, counted to five, then headed back upstairs.

			Lamb said, “All cleaned up?” 

			“More or less.”

			“Good. Here.” He tapped the flash-box in front of him with a fat finger. “Deliver this.”

			“Deliver it?”

			“Is there an echo in here?” 

			“Deliver it where?”

			“Is there an echo in here?” Lamb repeated, then laughed: he’d made a joke. “Where do you think? Regent’s Park.”

			Regent’s Park was the light at the top of the ladder. It was where River would be now, if he hadn’t crashed King’s Cross.

			He said, “So this Hobden thing, it’s Regent’s Park?”

			“Of course it bloody is. We don’t run ops from Slough House. Thought you’d worked out that much.”

			“So how come Sid got the real job? And I’m left collecting the rubbish?”

			“Tell you what,” said Lamb. “You have a good long think about that, and see if you can come up with the answer all by yourself.” 

			“And why would the Park want us anyway? They’ve no shortage of talent, surely.”

			“I hope that’s not a sexist remark, Cartwright.” 

			“You know perfectly well what I mean.”

			Lamb looked at him blankly, and River had the sense he was thinking deep thoughts, or else wanted River to think he was thinking deep thoughts. But when he answered, it was only to shrug.

			“And why do they want me to deliver it?”

			“They don’t,” Lamb said. “They want Sid. But Sid’s not here. So I’m sending you.”

			River picked up the flash-box, and its contents slid from one end to the other. “Who do I deliver it to?”

			Lamb said, “Name’s Webb. Isn’t he an old mate of yours?”

			And River’s stomach slid sideways too.

			Flash-box under one arm, he cut through the estate to the row of shops beyond: supermarket, newsagent’s, stationer’s, barber’s, Italian restaurant. Fifteen minutes later, he was at Moorgate. From there he caught a tube part way, then walked across the park. The rain had stopped at last, but large puddles swamped the footpaths. The sky was still grey, and the air smelled of grass. Joggers loped past, trackies plastered to their legs.

			He didn’t like it that Lamb had sent him on this errand. Liked even less knowing that Lamb knew that, and knew he knew it too.

			In the weeks after King’s Cross, River grew accustomed to a scraped-out feeling, as if that desperate dash along the platform—his last-second, doomed attempt to put things right—had left permanent scars. Somewhere in his stomach it was always four in the morning, he’d drunk too much, and his lover had left. There’d been an inquiry—you didn’t crash King’s Cross without people noticing—the upshot of which was, River had made sixteen basic errors inside eight minutes. It was bullshit. It was Health and Safety. It was like when a fire breaks out in the office, and afterwards everyone’s ordered to unplug the kettle when it’s not in use, even though it wasn’t the kettle started the fire in the first place. You couldn’t count a plugged-in kettle as an error. Everyone did it. Almost no one ever died.

			We’ve run the numbers, he’d been told.

			Running the numbers happened a lot at Regent’s Park. Pixellating, too; River had heard that lately—we’ve pixellated this, meaning we’ve run it through some software. We’ve got screenshots. It sounded too techie to catch on as a Service word. He couldn’t see the O.B. being impressed.

			All of this was background static; his mind throwing up a curtain, because he didn’t want to hear the numbers.

			But the numbers, it turned out, were inescapable. He heard them whispered in corridors his last morning. One hundred and twenty people killed or maimed; £30m worth of damage. A further £2.5 billion in lost tourist revenue.

			It didn’t matter that none of these numbers were real, that they had simply been conjured up by those who took special pleasure in concocting worst-case scenarios. What mattered was that they’d been committed to paper and passed round committees. That they’d ended up on Taverner’s desk. Which was not a desk you wanted your mistakes to end up on if you had hopes of them being forgotten.

			But no, you’ve got a grandfather, Lamb had told him. Congratufuckinglations. You’ve still got a job.

			Much as River hated to admit it, that had been true. If not for the O.B., even Slough House would have been out of reach.

			But the downside is, it’s not one you’re going to enjoy. Now or ever.

			A career of shuffling paper. Of transcribing snatched mobile phone conversations. Of combing through page after page on long-ago operations, looking for parallels with the here and now . . .

			Half of the future is buried in the past. That was the prevailing Service culture. Hence the obsessive sifting of twice-ploughed ground, attempting to understand history before it came round again. The modern realities of men, women, children, wandering into city centres with explosives strapped to their chests had shattered lives but not moulds. Or that was the operating wisdom, to the dismay of many.

			Taverner, for instance. He’d heard Taverner was desperate to alter the rules of the game; not so much change the pieces on the board as throw the board away and design a new one. But Taverner was Second Desk, not First, and even if she’d been in charge, there were Boards to answer to these days. No Service Head had been given free rein since Charles Partner: the first to die in office and the last to run the show. But then, Partner had been a Cold War warrior from his fur-lined collar to his fingerless gloves, and the Cold War had been simpler. Back then, it had been easier to pretend it was a matter of us and them.

			All before River’s time, of course. Such fragments, he’d gleaned from the O.B. His grandfather was the soul of discretion, or so he liked to think; imagining that a lifetime’s sealed lips had left him close with a secret. This belief persevered despite the evident truth that he liked nothing better than Service gossip. Maybe this was what age did, thought River. Confirmed you in your image of yourself even while it unpicked the reality, leaving you the tattered remnant of the person you’d once been.

			His hand hurt. He hoped it didn’t look too obvious. But there was nothing he could do about it now. He was minutes from Regent’s Park, and it wouldn’t look good if he was late.

			In the lobby, a middle-aged woman with the face of a traffic warden made him wait ten minutes before issuing his visitor’s pass. The laptop, snug in its padded envelope, was passed through an X-ray machine, which left River wondering if its contents had been wiped. If he’d been Sid, would he have been kept waiting? Or had James Webb left instructions that River be kept hanging about until the obvious was hammered home: that a visitor’s pass was the best he’d ever get?

			Where Spider was concerned, River easily got paranoid. 

			That ordeal over, he was allowed through the large wooden doors, where there was another desk, this one manned by a balding red-cheeked type who’d pass for an Oxford porter but was doubtless an ex-cop. He motioned River to a bench. Sore hand in pocket, River sat. He put the envelope next to him. There was a clock on the facing wall. It was depressing to watch the second-hand crawl round, but difficult not to.

			Behind the desk, a staircase curved upwards. It wasn’t quite large enough to choreograph a dance sequence on, but it wasn’t far off. For one inexplicable moment, River had a vision of Sid coming down those stairs, heels clacking off the marble so loudly, everyone in earshot would stop and look.

			When he blinked, the image vanished. The footsteps echoed for a moment, but they were made by other people. 

			He’d thought, first time he’d come into this building, that it resembled a gentlemen’s club. Now it occurred to him that the truth might be the other way round: that gentlemen’s clubs were like the Service, the way the Service used to be. Back when what it did was known as the Great Game.

			At length another ex-cop showed up. 

			“That’s for Webb?”

			One proprietorial hand on the envelope, River nodded. 

			“I’ll make sure he gets it.”

			“I’m supposed to give it to him myself.”

			There was never going to be any doubt about this. He had a visitor’s pass and everything.

			To give him credit, his new friend didn’t fight it. “This way, then.”

			River said, “That’s okay. I know my way round,” but only to get a rise.

			He didn’t get one.

			River was led, not up the stairs, but through a set of doors to the left of the desk, and into a corridor he’d not been in before. The padded envelope felt like a present he was bringing Spider, though that was an unlikely scenario.

			White tee under a blue shirt. That’s what you said.

			No, I said blue tee under—

			Fuck you, Spider. 

			“What was that?”

			“I didn’t say anything,” River assured him.

			At the end of the corridor, a set of fire doors opened on to a stairwell. Through a window, River saw a car turning down the ramp into the underground car park. He followed his guide up a flight of stairs, then another. On each landing a camera blinked, but he resisted the temptation to wave.

			They went through another set of fire doors. 

			“Are we nearly there yet?”

			His guide offered him a sardonic look. Halfway along the corridor, he stopped and rapped twice on a door.

			And River, all of a sudden, wished he’d left the parcel at reception. He’d not seen James Webb in eight months. For the year preceding that, they’d been all but inseparable. What made it a good idea to see him now?

			White tee under a blue shirt. That’s what you said.

			Apart from anything else, the urge to deck the bastard might prove overwhelming.

			From inside the room a voice called a welcome. 

			“In you go, sir.”

			In he went.

			It wasn’t as large as the office River shared with Sid, but it was a whole lot nicer. The wall to the right was book-shelved floor to ceiling, lined with colour-coded folders, while in front of him was a big wooden desk, which might have been carved from the hull of a ship. A pair of friendly looking visitors’ chairs were placed in front of this, while behind it loomed a tall window that gave a view of the park, which was mostly muted browns right now, but would be glorious in spring and summer. Also behind it, in front of the view, sat James Webb; inevitably Spider.

			. . . First time in eight months, though for the year preceding that they’d been all but inseparable. Friends wasn’t the word—it was both too big and too small. A friend was someone you’d go for a drink with; hang out with; share laughs. He’d done those things with Spider, but not because Spider was his first choice for doing them with; more because he’d spent days with Spider doing assault courses on Dartmoor, which had felt like it was going to be the most difficult part of training, until the days spent learning torture resistance techniques somewhere on the Welsh borders. Resistance techniques were taught slowly. Things had to be broken down before being built up again. Breaking down happened best in darkness. When you’d been through that, you wanted to be near others who’d been through it too. Not because you needed to talk about it, but because you needed your need not to talk about it to be shared by those you were with.

			Friendship, anyway, was best conducted on level ground. Without the competitive undercurrent generated by the knowledge that they were in line for the same promotion.

			White tee under a blue shirt. That’s what you said. 

			Fuck you, Spider.

			So here he was, eight months later: no bigger, no wider, no different.

			“River!” he said, getting to his feet, thrusting out a hand. 

			They were of an age, River Cartwright and James Webb, and similar sizes: both slim, with good bones. But Webb was dark to River’s sandy lightness, and Webb favoured smart suits and polished shoes, and looked like he’d stepped off a billboard. River suspected that for Spider, the worst parts of those assault courses had been staying muddy for days on end. Today he wore a charcoal two-piece with a faint chalk stripe and a grey shirt with a button-down collar, the obligatory splash of colour hanging round his neck. There was an expensive haircut not long in his past, and River wouldn’t be surprised to learn he’d stopped for a shave on his way in—paid someone else to do it, with a warm towel and flattering banter.

			Someone who’d pretend to be a friend for as long as the moment lasted.

			River ignored the outstretched hand. “Someone threw up on your tie,” he said.

			“It’s a Karl Unger. Peasant.” 

			“How have things been, Spider?” 

			“Not bad. Not bad.”

			River waited.

			“Takes getting used to, but—” 

			“I was only being polite.”

			Spider eased back into his chair. “Are you going to make this difficult?”

			“It’s already difficult. Nothing I do’ll make a difference.” He surveyed the room, his gaze lingering on the bookshelf. “You keep a lot of hard copy. Why’s that?”

			“Don’t play games.”

			“No, seriously. What comes in hard copy?” River looked from the shelves to the sleek, paperback-thin computer on the desk, then back. Then said: “Oh, no. Jesus. Don’t tell me.”

			“It’s above your pay grade, River.”

			“Are they job applications? They are, aren’t they? You’re doing applications.”

			“I’m not just doing applications. Have you any idea how much paperwork an organization the size of—”

			“Jesus, Spider. You’re HR. Congratulations.”

			Spider Webb licked his lips. “I’ve had two meetings with the Minister this month already. How’s your career looking?”

			“Well, I don’t have an arse two inches in front of my nose, so my view beats yours.”

			“The laptop, River.”

			River sat in one of the visitors’ chairs, and passed Webb the padded envelope. Webb produced a rubber stamp, and carefully affixed its mark.

			“Do you do it every morning?” 

			“What?”

			“Change the date on your stamp.” 

			Webb said, “When I remember.” 

			“The responsibilities of rank, eh?” 

			“How’s the delightful Sidonie?”

			River recognized an attempt to regain the high ground. “Not sure. She went swanning off this morning almost before she’d arrived. Didn’t show much dedication.”

			“She’s a bright officer.”

			“I can’t believe you just said that.” 

			“She is.”

			“Maybe so. But Christ, Spider—bright officer? You’re not back at Eton, you know.”

			Webb opened his mouth—to point out, River knew, that he hadn’t been at Eton—but came to his senses in time. “Did you have breakfast? We have a canteen.”

			“I remember the canteen, Spider. I even remember where it is.”

			“I don’t get called that anymore.”

			“Not in your hearing, possibly. But face it—everybody calls you that.”

			“This is schoolboy stuff, River.” 

			“Nyah nah-nah nyaah nyaah.”

			Webb opened his mouth and closed it again. The padded envelope lay in front of him. He drummed his fingers upon it briefly.

			River said, “My office is bigger than yours.” 

			“Real estate’s cheaper that end of town.”

			“I thought the action took place upstairs. On the hub.” 

			“I’m there a lot. Lady Di—”

			“She lets you call her that?”

			“You’re a laugh a minute, River. Lady Di—Taverner, she keeps me busy.”

			River waggled an eyebrow.

			“I don’t know why I’m even bothering.”

			River said, “You ever going to admit you made a mistake?”

			Webb laughed. “You still on that?”

			“He was wearing a white tee under a blue shirt. That’s what you told me. Except he wasn’t, was he? He was wearing a blue tee under a—”

			“The guy was wearing what I said he was wearing, River. I mean, what, I get the colours the wrong way round and there just happens to be someone there, that exact moment, wearing what I said? Same general profile as the target? What are the odds?”

			“And the tape not working. Don’t forget the tape not working. What are the odds on that?”

			“EFU, River. Happens all the time.” 

			“Enlighten me.”

			“Equipment fuck-up. You think they dish out state-of-the-art gear for assessment ops? We’re up against budgetary constraints, River. You don’t want to get Taverner started on that—oh, but hang on, you won’t, will you? On account of you’re in Slough House, and the closest you’ll get to the inner circle is reading someone’s memoirs.”

			“There isn’t an acronym for that? RSM?”

			“You know something, River? You need to grow up.” 

			“And you need to admit that the mistake was yours.” 

			“Mistake?” Webb showed his teeth. “I prefer to call it a fiasco.”

			“If I was you, and smirked like that, I’d have someone watching my back.”

			“Oh, I play London rules. I don’t need anyone watching my back but me.”

			“I wouldn’t bet on it.” 

			“Time to go.”

			“Should I shout for a guide? Or have you pressed a secret button?”

			But Webb was shaking his head: not in response, but in reaction to River’s presence, which had tired him, because he had important things to get on with.

			And nothing River said would get Webb to admit it was him who’d screwed up, not River. Besides, what difference would it make? It had been River on that platform, a star on CCTV. When you got to boardroom level, playing fair wasn’t even a bullet point. Who’d screwed up didn’t matter; who’d been visible during the screw-up did. Webb could put his hands up right now, and Diana Taverner wouldn’t care.

			The only reason you’re still here is your connections, Cartwright. If not for grandad, you’d be a distant memory.

			River stood, hoping an exit line would occur before he got to the door. Something to make him feel less like he’d been dismissed: by Spider bloody Webb.

			Who said, “Didn’t Lamb have a flash-box?” 

			“A what?”

			“A flash-box, River.” He tapped the padded envelope. “The kind you can’t open without a key. Unless you want a magnesium flash.”

			“I’ve heard of those. But at Slough House, frankly, I’m amazed we’ve got jiffy bags.”

			River’s need for an exit line evaporated. Scorched hand wrapped tightly round the memory stick in his pocket, he left.

		

	



		
			 

			When lovely woman stoops to folly, all bets are off. Was that how it went? Didn’t matter. When lovely woman stoops to folly, something’s got to give.

			Such thoughts were pitilessly regular; as familiar as the sound of her footsteps clickety-clacking up the stairs of her apartment block. Lovely woman stoops to folly. This evening’s earworm, picked up from an ad on the tube.

			When lovely woman stoops to folly, the shit has hit the fan.

			Catherine Standish, forty-eight a memory, knew all bets were off. Last thing she needed was her subconscious reminding her.

			And she had been lovely once. Many had said so. One man in particular: You’re lovely, he’d told her. But you look like you’ve had some scary moments. Even now she thought he’d meant it as a compliment.

			But there was nobody to tell her she was lovely any more, and it was doubtful they’d say so if there were. The scary moments had won. Which sounded like a definition of ageing, to Catherine. The scary moments had won.

			At the door to her flat she put her shopping on the floor and hunted out her key. Found it. Entered. The hall light was on, because it was on a timer. Catherine didn’t like stepping into the dark, not even for the second it would take to flip a switch. In the kitchen, she unpacked the shopping; coffee in a cupboard, salad in the fridge. Then she took the toothpaste into the bathroom, where the light was on the same timer. There was a reason for that too. 

			Her worst scary moment had been the morning she’d turned up at her boss’s flat to find him dead in his bathroom. He’d used a gun. Sat in the tub to do it, as if he didn’t want to make a mess.

			You had a key to his house? she’d been asked. You had a key? Since when?

			That had been the Dogs, of course. Or one Dog in particular: Sam Chapman, who they called Bad Sam. He was a dark difficult man, and knew damn well she’d had a key to Charles Partner’s house, because everyone knew she’d had a key to Charles Partner’s house. And knew it hadn’t been because of an affair, but simply because Charles Partner had been hopeless about taking care of himself—ostensibly simple things like remembering to buy food, remembering to cook it, then remembering to throw it away when he’d forgotten to eat it. Charles had been twenty years older than Catherine, but it hadn’t been a father/daughter thing either. That was a convenient label, but the reality had been this: she had worked for Charles Partner, cared for him, shopped for him, and had found him dead in his bathroom once he’d shot himself. Bad Sam could growl all he liked, but he’d only been going through the motions, because Catherine had been the one to find the body.

			Funny how swiftly that happened; how swiftly you went from being Charles Partner—not a man whose name was known to the public at large, true, but a man whose decisions dictated whether significant numbers of them would live or die, which had to count for something—to being “the body.” All it had taken was one calculated moment in a bathtub. He didn’t want to make a mess, but what mess he’d made was for others to clean up. Funny.

			Less funny was how quickly the scary moments accumulated.

			Because she was in the bathroom, and because the light was already on, it was hard for Catherine not to catch herself in the mirror. It held no surprises. Yes, the scary moments accumulated, but that was the least of it. Some damage was gifted by your genes. Some you discovered for yourself. Her nose grew red-tipped in the cold, as did her cheekbones. This made her look witchy and raw. Nothing she could do about that. But the rest of it—the spidery tracing of broken veins; the gaunt stretching of the skin across the skull—they told a different story, one she’d written herself.

			My name is Catherine and I am an alcoholic.

			By the time she’d got around to formulating that sentence, alcohol was a problem. Prior to that, it had seemed like a solution. No, that was too glib: rather, it hadn’t seemed like anything at all; it had simply been what one did. Perhaps a tad self-dramatic (a bottle for solace was such a time-worn trope, it felt like you weren’t doing heartbreak properly without a glass in your hand) but more often, just the normal backdrop. It was the obvious adjunct to an evening alone with the box, and absolutely de rigueur for an evening out with girlfriends. And then there were dates, which Catherine often had in those days, and you couldn’t have a date without a drink. A meal meant a drink; the cinema meant a drink afterwards. And if you were plucking up courage to ask him back for coffee, a drink was necessary; and ultimately . . . Ultimately, if you needed somebody there, because you didn’t want to wake in the middle of the night knowing you were alone, you were going to have to fuck somebody, and sooner or later you were going to have to fuck anybody, and that demanded a drink if anything did.

			There was a phrase: the slippery slope. Slippery implied speed and blurriness, and the ever-present threat of losing your feet. You’d end up flat on your back, breathing splinters. But Catherine’s journey had been more moving staircase than slippery slope; a slow downwards progression; a bore rather than a shock. Looking across at the people heading upwards, and wondering if that was a better idea. But somehow knowing she’d have to reach the bottom before she could change direction. 

			It had been Charles Partner who’d been there when that happened. Not literally, thank God; not actually present when she’d woken in a stranger’s flat with a broken cheekbone, finger-shaped bruises on her thighs. But there to make sure the pieces were gathered together. Catherine had spent time in a facility that was beyond anything she’d have been able to afford had she been paying. Her treatment had been thorough. It had involved counselling. All this, she was told, was in line with Service protocol (Do you think you’re the first? she’d been asked. Do you think you’re the only one it gets to in the end?) but there’d been more to it than that, she was sure. Because after the retreat, after the drying-out, after the first six everlasting months of sober living, she’d turned up at Regent’s Park expecting to be assigned to the outer limits, but no: it was back to regular duties as Charles’s doorkeeper.

			Most things, at that time in her life, had made her want to weep, but this seemed more warranted than most. It wasn’t as if they’d been close. Sometimes he’d called her Moneypenny, but that was it. And even afterwards they were hardly friends, though it did not escape her that he never called her Moneypenny again. Nor did they discuss what had happened, beyond his asking, that first morning, if she was “back to her old self.” She’d given him the answer he’d wanted, but knew that her old self was long gone. And from there, they’d continued as before.

			But he had cared for her when it mattered, and so she cared for him in return. They were together another three years, and before the first was out she was playing a role in his non-working life. He was unmarried. She’d long registered his threadbare aura. It wasn’t that he was seedy, but seediness was a possibility, and poor diet an ongoing fact. He needed looking after. And she needed something. She didn’t need to wake up next to more strangers, but she needed something. Partner turned out to be it.

			So she kept his freezer full, and arranged for a weekly cleaner; took his diary in hand and made sure he had the odd day off. She became a barrier against the worst of his underlings—the atrocious Diana Taverner, for a start. And did all this while remaining part of the wallpaper: there was never physical contact, and nor did he acknowledge that she was anything other than secretary. But she cared for him.

			Though not enough to recognize that he needed more help than she could give him.

			She tilted her head to one side now, allowing her hair to fall across her face. She wondered if she should tint it, bring the blonde out, but who for? And would anyone notice? Apart from the odious Jackson Lamb, who’d ridicule her.

			She could accept, Charles Partner being dead, that there was no place for her at Regent’s Park. But Slough House felt like a deferred punishment for a crime she’d already atoned for. Sometimes she wondered if there were more to that crime than her own wine-dark past; if she were held responsible in some way for Charles’s suicide. For not knowing it was going to happen. But how could she have known that? Charles Partner had spent a lifetime dealing in other people’s secrets, and if there was one thing he’d learned, it was how to keep his own. You had a key to his house? she’d been asked. And: You were expecting this to happen? Of course she hadn’t. But she wondered now if anyone had ever believed her.

			Ancient history. Charles Partner was bones, but she still thought about him most days.

			Back to the mirror. Back to her own life. Lovely woman had stooped to folly, and this was where it had left her.

			My name is Catherine and I am an alcoholic. 

			She hadn’t had a drink in ten years. But still. 

			My name is Catherine and I am an alcoholic.

			She turned off the bathroom light, and went to make supper.

			Min Harper spent a chunk of the evening on the phone to his boys: nine and eleven. A year ago, this would have left him knowing more than he needed to about computer games and TV shows, but it seemed both had crossed a line at the same time, and now it was like trying to have a conversation with a pair of refrigerators. How had that happened? Change should come with a warning, and besides, shouldn’t there have been a breathing space where his nine-year-old was concerned? More childhood to negotiate before adolescence crept in? But prising information from him was like scratching at a rock. By the time his ex-wife was on the line Min was ready to take it out on her, though she was having none of it:

			“It’s a phase. They’re the same with me. Except all the time they’re grunting and saying nothing, I’m cooking their meals and washing up. So don’t tell me you’re having problems with it, right?”

			“At least you get to see them.”

			“You know where we are. Would it kill you to get round more than once a week?”

			He could have fought a rearguard action—the hours he worked; the distance involved—but marriage had taught him that once the battle lines were drawn, defeat was only a matter of time.

			Afterwards, he couldn’t settle. It was hard, after such calls, not to end up thinking about the trajectory his life had taken; a free fall he could pin down to one specific moment. Prior to that brainless second, he’d had a marriage, a family and a career, along with all the accompanying paraphernalia—dentist’s appointments and mortgage worries and direct debit arrangements. Some of which still happened, of course, but its relevance, the evidence it supplied that he was building a life that worked, had been washed away by the Stupid Moment; the one in which he’d left a computer disk on a tube train. And hadn’t known he’d done so until the following morning.

			He supposed few people had had their careers dismantled via Radio 4. The memory hurt. Not the abject belly-panic as it sank in that the object under discussion was supposed to be in his keeping, but the moments before that, when he’d been enjoying a peaceful shave, thinking: I’m glad I’m not the pitiful bastard responsible for that. That was what hurt; the notion that all over the country other people were having exactly the same thought, and he was the only one who didn’t deserve to.

			Other, more drawn-out painful moments had followed. Interviews with the Dogs. Comedy riffs on TV shows about secret service idiots. People on the street didn’t know Min was the butt of these sketches, but they were laughing at him all the same.

			Worst of all was the assumption that incompetence had caused the screw-up. Nobody had suggested treachery; that leaving a report outlining gaps in Terminal 5’s security procedures on the Piccadilly Line had been a bungled dead-letter drop. That would have been to accord Min Harper a measure of respect. He could have been in the grip of misguided idealism, or lured by wealth, or at the very least making a conscious decision, but no: even the Dogs had written him off as an idiot. Any other year, he’d have been out of the door, but a combination of hiring freeze and budget tightening meant that if Min had gone, his job would have left with him, and it proved politic to keep him on the books until his departure would allow for a replacement.

			Regent’s Park, though, was in his past.

			Min checked his pockets, reminded himself not to, then poured a drink and tuned the radio to the sports channel. As ball-by-ball commentary on an overseas Test Match filled the room, a rewritten history swarmed through his head; a more amenable version of his life, in which he was halfway on to the platform at Gloucester Road when he turned and saw the disk on the seat and went back and collected it, feeling the hot chill of near-disaster tickle his nape—a sensation he’d feel again later that evening, as he helped put the boys to bed, and then forget about entirely as his career and life continued on their even tenor: marriage, family, career; dentist’s appointments, mortgage; direct debit arrangements. 

			As so frequently when he was trying not to have such thoughts Min startled himself by groaning aloud, but nobody heard. He was alone. There was only the radio. And as for the phone: once he’d spoken to his uncommunicative children and rowed with his ex, well: he didn’t have anyone else to talk to. So he turned it off.

			Louisa Guy went home to her rented studio flat: examined its four walls—what she could see of them behind stuff in the way: piles of CDs, books, damp laundry on collapsible racks—and almost went straight out again, but couldn’t face the choices that would entail. She microwaved a lasagne and watched a property programme instead. House prices were in freefall, if you owned one. They remained laughably lunar to the rent-bound.

			Her phone stayed silent. That wasn’t unusual, but still: you’d think somebody would have found time to dial a number. Ask how Louisa was. If she’d done anything interesting lately.

			She left her plate to soak. Changed channel. Encountered someone telling her that pink placebos were more effective than blue ones. Could that be right? Was the brain that easily bamboozled?

			Her own felt bamboozled constantly; not so much tricked as stifled into submission. When she closed her eyes at night, illegible data scrolled down her eyelids. Sleep was repeatedly yanked from her by a sensed error, the feeling that something was out of sequence for a reason she’d nearly grasped, and grasping would have rehabilitated her career. But it was always gone and she’d be stone awake once more, her unsleeping head on a pillow too thin and too warm, no matter how cold the rest of her bed was.

			Jesus, she’d think, each time. Could she get a break? Could she get a decent night’s sleep? Please?

			And in the morning, she’d do it all over again.

			It was screen-watching. Which wasn’t what she’d joined the Service for, but what she’d ended up doing. And it felt like ending up, too; felt like she had no future other than the one that waited every morning behind the flaking back door of Slough House, and stretched out minute by endless minute until the door shut behind her when she left. And the time in between was spent fuming at the injustice of it all.

			She should quit. That’s what she should do. She should just quit.

			But if she quit, that would make her a quitter. She hadn’t joined the Service to be a quitter, either.

			The screen-watching was virtual surveillance, trolling among the mutant hillbillies of the blogosphere. Some of the websites she covered were Trojan horses, Service-designed to attract the disaffected; others might have belonged to other branches of the State—she sometimes wondered if she were lurking in chatrooms peopled entirely by spooks; the undercover equivalent of teen-sites populated entirely by middle-aged men. Genuine or not, the sites covered a range of mood, from the in-your-face (how to make your own bomb) to the apparently educational (“the true meaning of Islam”) to the free-for-all forums where argument spat like a boiling chip pan, and rage brooked no grammar.

			To pass for real in the world of the web she’d had to forget everything she’d ever known about grammar, wit, spelling, manners and literary criticism.

			It felt pointless. Worse, it felt undoable . . . How could you know when something worse than words was meant, when all you had to go on were the words? And when the words were always the same: angry, vicious, murderous? Several times she’d decided that a particular voice rang darker than the rest, and had passed the information upstream. Where, presumably, it was acted upon: ISP addresses hunted down; angry young men tracked to their suburban bedrooms. But perhaps she was kidding herself. Maybe all the potential terrorists she ever identified were as ghostly as herself; other spooks in other offices, who were sending her own web name upstream even as she was sending theirs. It wouldn’t be the only aspect of the War on Terror that turned out to be a circle jerk. She should be out on the street, doing actual work. But she’d tried that already, and had screwed it up.

			Every time she thought about this—which was a lot—her teeth clamped together. Sometimes she found herself thinking about it without realizing that’s what she was doing, and the clue was the grinding of teeth, and an ache in her jaw.

			Her first field op, a tracking job: the first time she’d done it for real. Following a boy. Not the first time she’d done that for real, but the first time she’d done it like this: at a distance, keeping him in sight at all times, but not so close he’d sense her presence.

			Tracking jobs were done in threes, minimum. That day there’d been five: two ahead, three behind. The three behind kept changing places, as if engaged in a country dance. But it all took place on city streets.

			The boy they were following—a black youth as far from the tabloid image as you could get: he wore a pinstripe and plastic-rimmed corrective glasses—was point man in a gun drop. A cache of decommissioned handguns had been hijacked the previous week, en route to a furnace. “Decommissioned” was like “single” or “married”: a status liable to abrupt change. The handguns hadn’t been hijacked because they’d make nice paperweights. They’d been hijacked to be retooled, and released into the community.

			“Three? Take point.”

			An instruction through an earpiece, propelling her to the front of the queue.

			The agent who’d had the target’s heels peeled away: he’d hover by a newspaper stand for a while, then rejoin the procession. Meanwhile, she had the wheel. The target was maintaining an unbroken pace. This either meant he had no idea he was under surveillance, or was so used to it that it didn’t faze him. 

			But she remembered thinking: He has no idea.

			He has no idea. He has no idea. Repeated enough, any phrase ceases to have meaning. He has no idea.

			Less than a minute later, the target stepped into a clothes shop.

			This wasn’t necessarily significant. He liked his threads: you could tell. But shops made good meeting places. There were queues, occasional crowds. There were changing rooms. There were opportunities. He stepped into the shop, and she followed.

			And lost him immediately.

			In the follow-up, which began later that day and went on for weeks, the unspoken accusation was of racism. That she could not tell one black youth from another. This was not true. She had had a firm mental picture of the target, and retained it even now: the slight dint in his jaw; his razor-sharp hairline. It was just that there were at least six other young men in the shop—same size, same colour, same suit, same hair—and they’d all been put in play.

			Afterwards, it became clear he’d spent less than three minutes in the shop. Into a changing room, out of his suit. When he walked back on to the street, he was dressed like he belonged there: shades, a floppy grey top, baggy jeans. He’d walked straight past Two, who was heading inside to back Louisa up, and passed One, Four and Five unnoticed. Louisa—Three—was just starting to feel the panic. Not a good day at the office.

			It got worse when the guns started turning up: in bank raids, in hold-ups, in street corner shootings . . .

			Among the casualties was Louisa Guy’s career.

			She thought about pouring another drink, then decided to turn the TV off and get to bed instead. It would bring the morning sooner, but at least there’d be oblivion between now and then.

			It was a while coming, though. For at least an hour she lay in the dark, stray thoughts nipping and nagging at her.

			She wondered what Min Harper was doing.

			Jed Moody edged his way past the crowd by the door and bagged a pavement table where he smoked three cigarettes with his first pint. The shops opposite were a High Street palindrome—Korean grocery, courier service, letting agents, courier service, Korean grocery—and buses passed with noisy frequency. When he’d finished his pint he went back in for a second, but this time carried it upstairs, where tables lined along an internal balcony allowed a view of the stewing masses below. He was halfway through it when Nick Duffy joined him. “Jed.”

			“Nick.” 

			Duffy sat.

			Nick Duffy, late forties, had been an exact contemporary of Moody’s: they’d finished training at the same time, both winding up in the Service’s internal security system—the Dogs—a dozen years later. The Dogs were kennelled at Regent’s Park, but had licence to roam. The furthest Moody had ranged was Marseilles—a junior operative had been knifed to death by a transsexual prostitute in what turned out to be a case of mistaken identity—but Duffy had made it as far as DC. He had close-cropped grey hair these days and, like Moody, wore a jacket but no tie. They must have resembled a pair of off-duty whatever, Moody thought. Accountants, estate agents, bookies; perhaps, to the more astute observer, cops. Maybe one in a million would have guessed Five. And Moody would want a background check on that particular bastard.

			“Keeping busy?” he asked. 

			“You know.”

			Meaning he didn’t. And wasn’t allowed to.

			“I’m not after classified, Nick. I’m asking how things are.”

			Duffy tilted his head to the bar below. “Far end. Check it out.”

			He’d been followed, was Moody’s first thought. His second was: Oh. Okay. At the far end of the bar sat two women whose skirts, combined, would have made a decent lens cloth.

			One was wearing red underwear. 

			Duffy was waiting.

			He said, “Jesus, you’re kidding, aren’t you?” 

			“Feeling old?”

			“I didn’t ask you out on the pull.” 

			“Why is that not a surprise?”

			“And if I had, I wouldn’t trawl this place. Not without penicillin.”

			“You’re a laugh a minute, Jed.” As if testing this assertion, Duffy checked his watch, then took a long steady pull on his pint.

			So Moody cut to the chase. “You have much to do with Taverner?”

			Duffy realigned his beer mat, and set his glass upon it. 

			“Is she approachable?”

			Duffy said, “You want to talk approachable? That blonde’s sending out smoke signals.”

			“Nick.”

			“You really want to do this?”

			And that was it, before they’d even started. Six words, and Duffy had told him he might as well shut up now.

			“I just need a chance, Nick. One small chance. I won’t screw up again.”

			“I hardly ever see her, Jed.”

			“You get ten times as close as I do.” 

			“Whatever you want from her—”

			“I don’t want from her—”

			“—it’s not going to happen.” 

			Moody stopped flat.

			Duffy went on: “After that mess last year, they needed someone to throw to the wolves. Sam Chapman handed his hat in, and that was a start, but they wanted an unwilling victim. That would be you.”

			“But they didn’t kick me out.” 

			“You reckon you’re in?” Moody didn’t reply.

			Duffy, because it was his job, put the boot in. “Slough House is not in, Jed. Regent’s Park, that’s the centre of the world. The Dogs—well, you know. We roam the passageways. Sniff whoever we like. We make sure everybody’s doing what they’re supposed to be doing, and nobody’s doing what they’re not. And if they’re not, we bite them. That’s why they call us the Dogs.”

			Throughout this, he kept his voice light and breezy. Anyone watching would think he was telling a joke. 

			“Whereas over at Slough House, you get to—what is it you get to do again, Jed? You get to frighten people if they lurk at the bus stop too long. You make sure nobody steals any paper clips. You hang around the coffee machine listening to the other screw-ups. And that. Is. It.”

			Moody said nothing.

			Duffy said, “Nobody followed me. I know that, because I’m the one says who follows who. And nobody followed you, because nobody cares. Trust me. Nobody’s keeping an eye on you, Jed. The boss made a mark on a piece of paper, and forgot you ever lived. End of story.”

			Moody said nothing.

			“And if that’s still bothering you, try another line of work. When cops get the boot, they pick up security jobs. Given that any thought, Jed? You’d get a uniform and everything. Nice view of a car park. Move on with your life.”

			“I wasn’t given the boot.”

			“No, but they figured you’d quit. Have you not worked that out yet?”

			Moody scowled and reached into his pocket for his cigarettes, before contemporary reality kicked in. When was the last time he’d enjoyed a smoke in a pub? Then again, when was the last time he’d had a drink with a colleague, and joked about the job? Or the last time he’d felt okay about being Jed Moody? Inside his pocket, his hand curled into a fist. He loosened it, stretched his fingers, laid both hands on the table in front of him.

			“He’s up to something,” he said. 

			“Who is?”

			“Jackson Lamb.”

			Duffy said, “Last time Jackson Lamb stirred himself to do anything more strenuous than break wind, Geoffrey Boycott was opening for England.”

			“He sent Sid Baker on an op.” 

			“Right.”

			“A real one.”

			“Jed, we know, okay? We know. You think Lamb farts without permission?” He raised his glass to his lips again, but it was empty. He put it down. “I’ve got to go. Early meeting in the morning. You know how it is.”

			“Something to do with a journo.” Moody tried to keep desperation out of his voice. To keep it on a level Duffy would understand: that if an op was being run from Slough House, Moody should be part of it. Christ knows, he had more experience than the rest of them put together. Sid Baker was barely out of a training bra, Cartwright had melted King’s Cross, Ho was a webhead, and the others were fucking fridge magnets. Moody alone had kicked down doors in earnest. And don’t tell him it wasn’t about kicking down doors. He knew it wasn’t about kicking down doors. But when you were running an op you wanted someone who could kick down doors, because sooner or later that’s what it would be about after all.

			Duffy said, “Jed, a word of advice. Jackson Lamb’s got the authority of a lollipop lady. You’re three rungs below that. We know what Baker was doing, and only a rank amateur would call it an op. It was an errand. Get the difference? An errand. You think we’d trust him with anything bigger?”

			Before he’d finished speaking he was getting to his feet. 

			“I’ll put one behind the bar. No hard feelings, okay? If anything comes up, I’ll let you know. But nothing’s going to come up.”

			Moody watched as Duffy vanished down the stairs then reappeared in the bar below, gave money to the barman, pointed a thumb in Moody’s direction. The barman glanced up, nodded, and fed the till.

			On his way out Duffy paused by the short-skirted blonde. Whatever he said caused her to open her eyes wide and give a little scream of laughter. Before Duffy left she was huddling up, passing his words on to her friend. A little ripple of friendly filth; just another hit-and-run on a weekday evening.

			Jed Moody drained his pint and leant back in his seat. Okay, you son of a bitch, he thought. You know everything, I know nothing. And I’m stuck in the wilderness while you’re having early meetings and deciding who follows who. I got the shitty stick. You got the whole of the moon.

			But if you’re so clever, how come you think Sid Baker’s a man?

			He didn’t bother collecting the pint Duffy had paid for. It was a small victory, but they added up.

			Years ago—and he wouldn’t thank you for reminding him—Roderick Ho had worked out what his Service nickname would be. More than that, he’d settled on his possible responses first time it was used. Yeah, make my day, he’d say. Or Feeling lucky, punk? That’s what you said when people called you Clint.

			Roderick Ho = Westward Ho = Eastward Ho = Clint.

			But nobody had ever called him Clint. Perhaps political correctness wouldn’t allow them to make the oriental elision from Westward to Eastwood.

			Or perhaps he was giving them too much credit. Perhaps they’d never heard of Westward Ho!

			Actually, bunch of morons. He worked with a bunch of morons. Couldn’t make a pun with a dictionary and a Scrabble board.

			Like Louisa Guy, like Min Harper, Ho was at home this evening, though his home was his own, and a house not a flat. It was an odd house, though that was none of his doing: it had been odd when he’d bought it. Its oddness lay in its upstairs conservatory; a glass-roofed, tiled-floor mezzanine. The estate agent had made much of this feature, pointing out the array of plants that created a micro-climate there; natural and green and eco-whatever peppering her spiel. Ho had nodded like he cared, calculating how many electronics he could fit into here once this eco-shit was off the premises. Quite a lot had been his estimate. This turned out to be the precise exact amount.

			So now he sat surrounded by quite a lot of electronics, some quietly awaiting his touch; others humming pleasantly in response to pre-set commands; and one blasting out death metal at a volume that threatened to make the genre literal.

			He was too old for this music, and he knew it. He was too old for this volume, and knew that too. But it was his music, his house, and the neighbours were students. If he didn’t make his own noise, he’d have to listen to theirs.

			Currently, he was virtually crawling through Home Office personnel files. Not looking for anything in particular. Just looking because he could.

			Ho’s parents had left Hong Kong ten years before handover, and Ho—who obsessed about what-ifs; who’d devoured you-make-the-decisions books as a teenager, when not playing Dungeons and Dragons relentlessly, unsleepingly—often wondered how he’d have turned out if they’d stayed. Odds on he’d have been a webhead in a more commercial area, software design or SFX, or lackeying for some vast faceless corporation whose tendrils touched every corner of the known world. Odds on he’d be pulling down more money than he was now. But he wouldn’t have these opportunities.

			The previous evening he’d been on a date with a woman he’d met on the tube that morning. They hadn’t spoken. First dates were like that.

			She’d been mousy blonde, and wore a regulation City outfit—charcoal jacket and skirt, white blouse—but what attracted Ho was her building pass, which dangled on a chain round her neck. Strap-hanging eight inches away, he had no trouble reading her name; ten minutes after reaching Slough House, he’d established her address and marital status (single); her credit history (pretty good); her medical records (usual female stuff); and was wandering through her emails. Work. Spam. A bit of flirting with a colleague, which was going nowhere. Plus, she was looking to buy a second-hand car, and had responded to an ad in her local free press. The owner hadn’t replied.

			So Ho gave him a call, and established that he’d already sold the car but hadn’t bothered informing the unlucky enquirers. That was fine Ho assured him before calling the woman himself, to see if she was still interested in a six-year-old Saab. She was, so they arranged to meet that evening in a wine bar. Ho, established in a corner before she turned up, had watched her grow visibly more frustrated over the following hour; had even thought of approaching her; sitting her down and explaining that you couldn’t be too careful—that you could not. Be. Too. Careful. A security pass on a chain round her neck? Why not sport a badge reading Rape My Life? Financial details, favourite websites, numbers dialled, calls received. All it took was a name, and one other bite: place of work did fine. Tax codes, criminal records, loyalty cards, travel passes. It wasn’t simply that these things could be found, along with everything else. It was that they could be changed. So you leave home one morning, security pass like a cowbell round your neck, and by the time you reach work your life’s not your own any more.

			Roderick Ho was here to tell this woman that.

			But hadn’t, of course. He’d watched until she’d given up and left in a storm of silent fury, and then finished his alcohol-free lager, and walked home satisfied that he’d had her in the palm of his hand.

			His secret.

			One among many.

			So now he sat in front of his screen, not hearing the music blasting through his room; not even blinking. A Home Office flunkey might as well be standing by his monitor, ushering him in; leading him to the filing cabinets. Offering him a key. Would sir like an alcohol-free lager while he prowled? Why, yes. Sir would.

			Ho plucked the can from the holder screwed to his desk. 

			Thank you, flunkey.

			He contemplated swapping the birth dates of some of the higher-ranking apparatchiks, which would mess up a pension plan or two, but was distracted by a link to an external site, which led him to another, and then another. It was surprising how quickly time passed: next time he looked up it was midnight, and he was miles from the Home Office; was navigating his way round a small-time plastics factory with deep-cover links to the MoD. More secrets. This was the playground he’d been born to run around in: didn’t matter where his parents ended up. This was his element, and he’d dig in it until time healed over; like a miser sifting heaps of dust, in search of the nugget of gold.

			And all of it was practice, nothing more. None of his trawling had brought him anywhere near uncovering the mystery that really tormented him.

			Roderick Ho knew exactly what sins had brought his colleagues to Slough House; the precise nature of the gaffes and blunders that had condemned them to the twilight of the second-rate. He had calibrated their wrongdoings to the minutest detail, knew the dates and places where they’d fallen, and understood the consequences of their screw-ups better than they did themselves, because he’d read the arse-covering emails their superiors had subsequently penned. He knew exactly whose hand had given the thumbs-down in every instance. He could quote chapter and verse, chapter and verse.

			For every sin but two.

			One was Sid Baker’s, and he was starting to have his suspicions about that.

			As for the other, it remained as elusive as that hidden nugget.

			Ho raised the can once more, but it was empty. Without looking behind, he tossed it over his shoulder; had forgotten about it by the time it hit the wall.

			Kept his eyes glued to his screen.

			Every sin but two.

			The days when he’d been a creature of instinct were in Jackson Lamb’s past. They belonged to a slimmer, smoother version of himself. But previous lives never really disappear. The skins we slough, we hang in wardrobes: emergency wear, just in case.

			Approaching his house, he became aware of a figure lurking in the shadow of the adjoining lane.

			A shortlist of suspects wouldn’t have been hard to draw up. Lamb had made enemies over the years. Lamb, to be frank, had made enemies over the days—it never took him long. So he rolled his Standard into a baton as he neared the junction; rotated it hand to hand, as if conducting music in his head. He must have looked oblivious to the world. He must have looked an easy target.

			He must have looked a lot less friendly two seconds later.

			His arms knew the movement. Like falling off a bike. 

			“Jesus mister—”

			And then the voice was cut off by the Standard: a brief taste of the thrills you could expect if you poked a sleeping beast with too short a stick.

			A light went on nearby. It wasn’t a neighbourhood where anyone was likely to step outside to question events, but it wasn’t unusual for residents to want a closer look.

			In the brief yellow glow before a curtain was drawn, Lamb saw he’d netted a kid; just another teenage hustler. His face so dappled with acne, someone might have carved him with a knife.

			Slowly, he removed the newspaper from the boy’s mouth. The boy promptly threw up.

			Lamb could walk away. It wasn’t like the boy would follow, seeking vengeance. But on the other hand, he didn’t have far to walk. The kid would see which house he went into. Lamb’s life was built up of moments in which he decided who should know what. In this particular instance, he decided he didn’t want this kid learning anything new. So he waited, right hand clutching the kid’s collar. The left had discarded the Standard, which had reached its use-by date even more swiftly than usual.

			At length, the kid said: “Jesus Christ—” 

			Lamb let him go.

			“I was mindin me own business.”

			Lamb was interested to find that he was only mildly out of breath.

			“You some kind of fuckin lunatic?”

			Except that, now he thought about it, his heart was racing, and he could feel a strangely unpleasant heat pulsing at his forehead, and through his cheeks.

			The kid was still speaking. “Not doin any harm.”

			There was a self-pitying twang to this assertion, as if it were a temporary victory.

			Lamb rode over his body’s complaints. He said, “So what are you doing?”

			“Hangin.” 

			“Why here?”

			A sniff. “Everybody’s gotta be somewhere.”

			“Not you,” Lamb said. “You go be nowhere, somewhere else.” He found a coin in his pocket: two quid, two pee; he didn’t know and didn’t care. He tossed it over the kid’s shoulder. “Okay?”

			When the kid had disappeared from view, he waited a few minutes more.

			His heart slowed to its normal rate. The sweat on his forehead cooled.

			Then Jackson Lamb went home.

			Not everyone was so lucky that night.

			He was nineteen years old. He was very frightened. His name didn’t matter.

			You think we give a toss who you are?

			He’d parked the car two streets away, because that was as close as you could get. This area of Leeds was slowly overcrowding—too many immigrants, his father had laughed; too many Poles and East Europeans, coming over here, “taking our jobs”: ha ha, dad—and as he’d walked back he’d been working on a riff about how it was a funny thing with cars: there wasn’t anything else you owned which you’d leave overnight two streets away and expect to find in the morning. There was something there, he knew. Throw in a two-beat pause . . .

			“Mind you, round our way, that’s gunna happen.”

			The thing about punchlines, they had to slide into the socket. No room for ambiguity. And never use two words when one will do, but that one word had to do its job. That’s gunna happen. By which he meant: of course, round our way, if you leave your car out overnight, it’ll get stolen. Would an audience pick that up straight off? It was all in the delivery.

			“Mind you, round our way, that’s gunna happen.” 

			Pause.

			“Round our way, you leave your house on the street overnight—”

			And then the first shape appeared, and he’d known he was in trouble.

			He was in the back lane. He shouldn’t have taken the shortcut, but that was what happened when he was riffing: his feet took over while his brain went AWOL. Creativity was like being drunk, when you got down to it. He should make a note of that, but there was no time now because the first shape had stepped out of a garage doorway where he could have been taking a leak, or lighting up, or doing anything essentially innocent except for this one detail: he wore a stocking over his head.

			Fight or flight? Never in question.

			“If you ever find yourself in trouble . . . street hassle?” Something his father had once said to him.

			“Dad, don’t even try.” 

			“Aggro?”

			“Dad—”

			“A rumble?”

			“I know what you’re trying to say, dad. Use your own words to say it, okay?”

			“Run like hell,” his father had said simply. 

			Words to live by.

			But there was nowhere to run, because the first shape was just that: the first. When he turned there was a second. Also a third. They too wore stocking masks. The rest of their wardrobes faded into insignificance.

			Run like hell.

			Trust this: he tried.

			He got three yards before they put him on the ground.

			Next time he opened his eyes, he was in the back of a van. A foul taste in his mouth, and the memory of cotton wool. They’d drugged him? The van’s bouncing went on forever. His limbs were heavy. His head hurt. He slept again.

			Next time he opened his eyes, there was a bag on his head and his hands were tied. He was naked, except for his boxers. The air was damp and chill. A cellar. He didn’t have to see it to know. Or hear the voice to know he wasn’t alone.

			“You’re gunna be good, now.” 

			It wasn’t a question.

			“You’re not gunna make any problems, and you’re not gunna try to escape.” A pause. “No fuckin chance of that anyway.”

			He tried to speak, but all that came out was a whimper. 

			“You need to piss, there’s a bucket.”

			And this time he managed to find a voice. “Wh—where?” 

			His reply was a tinny kick over to his left. “Hear that?” 

			He nodded.

			“That’s where you piss. Shit. Whatever.”

			Then something was dragged across the floor; something he couldn’t see but which sounded monstrous and punitive; a device they’d strap him to before applying sharp tools to his softer parts . . .

			“And here’s a chair.” 

			A chair? 

			“And that’s your lot.”

			And then he was alone again. Footsteps receding. A door shutting. A lock being thrown: that was the verb, thrown, as if any chance of opening that door had been heaved out of reach.

			His hands, tightly bound, were at least in front of him. He raised them to his head and pulled the sack off, nearly throttling himself in the process, but managing it. That was one small victory at least. He threw it to the floor, as if it were responsible for all that had happened these last—what? Hours?

			How long since they took him in the lane? 

			Where was he now?

			And why? What was this about? Who were they, and why was he here?

			He kicked at the rag on the floor. Tears were running down his cheeks: how long had he been crying? Had he started before the voice left the room? Had the voice heard him crying?

			He was nineteen years old, and very frightened, and more than an audience—more than a roomful of people laughing at his routines—what he wanted was his mother. There was a chair in front of him, an ordinary dining-room chair, and with one swift kick he laid it flat on the floor.

			And there was a bucket in the corner, exactly as promised. He might have kicked that too, if the phrase didn’t have disturbing connotations.

			Wh-where?

			He hated himself that he’d said that. “Where’s the bucket?” As if he’d been asking about the amenities in a guest-house. As if he’d been grateful.

			Who were these people? And what did they want? And why him?

			That’s where you piss. Shit. Whatever.

			They were going to keep him here long enough he’d need to take a crap?

			The thought buckled him at the knees. Crying took it out of you. He sank to the cold stone floor.

			If he hadn’t kicked the chair over, he’d have sat on it. But the task of putting it back on its legs was beyond him.

			What do they want from me?

			He’d not spoken aloud. But the words crawled back to him anyway, from the edges of the room.

			What do they want?

			There were no answers handy.

			A single lightbulb lit the cellar. It dangled, shadeless, three feet or so above him, and he became aware of it now mostly because it went out. For a few seconds, its glow hung in the air, and then it too went wherever ghosts go in the dark.

			He thought he’d felt panic before, but that was nothing to what he felt now.

			For the next moments he was entirely inside his own head, and it was the scariest place he’d been. Unspeakable horrors hid there, feeding on childhood nightmares. A clock struck, but not a real one. It was a clock he’d woken to once aged three or four, that had kept him awake the rest of the night, terrified that its tick-tick-ticking was the approach of a spindly-legged beast. That if he slept, it would have him.

			But he’d never be three or four again. Calling for his parents would have no effect. It was dark, but he’d been in the dark before. He was frightened but—

			He was frightened but alive, and angry, and this might be a trick; a rag-week stunt pulled by the cooler kids on campus.

			Angry. That was the thing to hold on to. He was angry. 

			“Okay, guys,” he said out loud. “You’ve had your fun. But I’m tired of pretending to be scared.”

			There was a tremor in his voice, but not much of one. Considering.

			“Guys? I said I’m tired of pretending.”

			It was a prank. A Big Brother-influenced routine he’d been made the butt of. 

			“Guys? You’re pretty cool, okay. You think. But you know what?”

			He couldn’t see his own tied hands as he raised them to the level of his face, and extended both middle fingers.

			“Sit and spin, guys. Sit. And. Spin.”

			And then he set the chair on its feet once more, and sat, hoping that his shoulders didn’t betray how ragged his breathing was.

			It was important that he get himself under control. 

			The thing to do was not lose his head.

		

	



		
			 

			Earlier that evening, River had joined the commuter shuffle from London Bridge; by eight, he’d been on the outskirts of Tonbridge. A phone call on the move had been the only notice he gave, but there was no sense he’d caught the O.B. on the hop: supper was a pasta bake, and a big salad that hadn’t come from a bag.

			“You were wondering if you’d find me with a tin of beans in front of the telly.”

			“Never.”

			“I’m all right, you know, River. At my age, you’re either alone or dead. Either way, you get used to it.”

			River’s grandmother had died four years ago. Now the Old Bastard, as River’s mother called him, rattled around the four-bedroomed house on his own.

			“He should sell the place, darling,” she’d said to River on one of her vanishingly rare visitations. “Get himself a nice little bungalow. Or move into one of those residential complexes.”

			“I can see him going for that.”

			“It’s not all daytime TV and abuse these day. They have,” and she’d waved her hand airily; her standard semaphore for trivial detail, “regulations.”

			“They could have Commandments,” River told her. “It wouldn’t tear him from his garden. Is it his money you’re after?”

			“No, darling. I just want him to be unhappy.” 

			That might have been a joke.

			After they’d eaten, River and his grandfather retreated to the study, the room where spirits were drunk. Protestations to the contrary notwithstanding, the O.B. clung to the pattern his wife had designed for their lives.

			Glenmorangie in hand, firelight dancing in the corners, River had asked, “Do you know Robert Hobden?”

			“That toad? What’s your interest?”

			He’d tried to sound bored, but a glint in his eye betrayed him.

			River said, “Casual. My interest in him’s casual.” 

			“He’s a spent force.”

			“We specialize in them. At Slough House.”

			His grandfather studied him over the top of his spectacles. The ability to do this was a fine argument for wearing glasses. “They won’t keep you there forever, you know.”

			“I was given the impression they might,” River said. 

			“That’s the point. If you knew it was only for six months, it wouldn’t hurt.”

			It had already been more than six months, but they both knew that, so River said nothing.

			“You do your time. Whatever grunt work Jackson Lamb throws your way. Then you head back to Regent’s Park, sins forgiven. Fresh start.”

			“What was Lamb’s sin?”

			The O.B. pretended not to hear. “Hobden was a star in his day. His time on the Telegraph especially. He was their crime reporter, and did a series on the drug trade in Manchester which opened a lot of eyes. Up until then drugs were an American problem, most people thought. He was the real deal all right.”

			“I didn’t know he’d been a reporter. I thought he was a columnist.”

			“Eventually. Back then, most of them had been reporters. These days, all you need is a media studies degree and an uncle on staff. But don’t get me started on how degraded that profession’s become.”

			“Good idea,” River said. “I’m only here for the evening.” 

			“You’re welcome to stay.”

			“Better not. Wasn’t he a member of the Communist Party?”

			“Probably.”

			“That didn’t raise eyebrows?”

			“Things aren’t always black and white, River. A wise man once said he wouldn’t trust anyone who hadn’t been a radical in his youth, and Communism was the radicalism of choice back then. What’s wrong with your hand?”

			“Kitchen mishap.”

			“Playing with fire.” His expression changed. “A hand up?” 

			River helped him to his feet. “Are you okay?”

			“Damn waterworks,” he said. “Don’t ever get old, River.” 

			He shuffled out. A moment later, the door to the downstairs bathroom closed.

			River sat, his chair’s leather soft as a diary’s binding. The study ticked pleasantly as he swirled the liquid in his glass. 

			The O.B. had spent his working life in the service of his country, at a time when the battle lines were drawn less crookedly than now, but the first time River had seen him he’d been on his knees at a flowerbed, and couldn’t have looked less like a fighter in secret wars. He wore an umpire’s hat not broad enough to keep the sweat from trickling down his brow, and his face shone like a cheese. At River’s approach, he rocked back on his haunches, trowel in hand, speechless. River, seven years old, had arrived a quarter of an hour earlier, deposited by his mother and the man currently keeping his mother company. They’d left him on the doorstep with careless kisses and a curt nod respectively. Until that morning, he hadn’t known he’d had grandparents.

			“They’ll be delighted to have you,” his mother had told him, throwing random articles of his clothing into a suitcase.

			“Why? They don’t even know who I am!” 

			“Don’t be silly. I’ve sent them photographs.” 

			“When? When did you ever—?”

			“River. I’ve told you. Mummy has to go away. It’s important. You want Mummy to be happy, don’t you?”

			He didn’t answer. He didn’t want Mummy to be happy. He wanted Mummy to be there. That was important. 

			“Well then. It won’t be for long. And when I come back—well.” She dropped a badly folded shirt into the case and turned to him. “Maybe I’ll have a surprise for you.”

			“I don’t want a surprise!” 

			“Not even a new daddy?”

			“I hate him,” River said, “and I hate you too.”

			They were the last words he’d say to her for two years. 

			His grandmother had been first shocked, then kind, and fussed over him in the kitchen. As soon as her back was turned, he’d slipped out the back door to flee, but here was this man on his knees by a flowerbed; who for the longest time said nothing, but whose silence held River rooted. And in his memory, they at length had the following conversation, though in truth it might have happened at a different time, or possibly never, and was simply one of those episodes the mind constructs to retrospectively explain events that would otherwise remain haphazard.

			His grandfather said, “You must be River.” 

			River didn’t reply.

			“Damned silly name. Still. Could have been worse.”

			River’s experiences at a number of schools suggested that the old man was wrong about this.

			“You mustn’t think badly of her.”

			Not knowing whether yes or no was required, River didn’t answer that either.

			“Blame myself. Don’t blame her. Least of all blame her mother. That would be your grandmother. The lady in the kitchen. She’s never spoken about us, has she?”

			That definitely didn’t need a reply.

			After a while his grandfather pursed his lips, and examined the patch of earth he was tending. River didn’t know what he was doing: planting flowers or digging up weeds—River had spent his life in flats. Flowers arrived in colourful wrapping, or sprouted in parks. If he could magic himself back to one of those flats now he’d do so, but magic was unavailable. The grandparents he’d encountered in stories were sometimes, not always, benign. There remained the possibility of murderous intent.

			“It’s easier with dogs,” his grandfather continued.

			River didn’t like dogs, but decided to keep this information to himself, until he knew which way the wind was blowing.

			“You look at their paws. Did you know that?” 

			This time, it seemed an answer was required.

			“No,” River had said, after a gap of maybe three minutes. 

			“No what?”

			“I didn’t know that.” 

			“Didn’t know what?”

			“What you said. About dogs.”

			“You look at their paws. If you want to know how big they’re going to get.” He began trowelling again, satisfied with River’s contribution. “Dogs grow into their feet. Children don’t. Their feet grow with them.”

			River watched soil dribble down the trowel’s edge. Something red and grey and squirming happened, briefly. A flick of the tool, and it was gone.

			“I don’t mean your mother grew bigger than we’d expected.”

			It had been a worm. It had been a worm, and now—if what River had heard was true—it was two worms, in two separate places. He wondered if the worm remembered being just one worm, and if that had been twice as good, or only half. There was no way you could answer such questions. You could learn biology, but that was all.

			“I meant we couldn’t know she was a bolter.” 

			More trowelling.

			“Made a lot of bad decisions, your mother. Your name was the least of them. And you know what the worst thing is?”

			This too required a response, but the best River could manage was a shake of the head.

			“She hasn’t noticed yet.” He was trowelling harder, as if there were something in the soil to be brought into the light. “We all make mistakes, River. Made a couple myself, and some have hurt other people. They’re the ones you shouldn’t get over. The ones you’re meant to learn from. But that’s not your mother’s way. She seems intent on making the same mistake over and over again, and that doesn’t help anyone. Least of all you.” He gazed up at River. “But you mustn’t think badly of her. What I’m saying is, it’s in her nature.”

			It was in her nature, River thought now, as he waited for his grandfather to return from the bathroom. That was undeniable, at this point in time. She’d been making the same mistakes ever since, and showed little sign of slowing down.

			As for the old man: when River thought back on scenes like that—on the umpire’s hat and the jumper holed at the elbow; at the trowel and the rivulets of sweat creasing his round country face—it was hard not to see it as an act. The props were certainly to hand: big house with wrap-around garden; horses within spitting distance. English country gentleman down to the vocabulary: “bolter” was a word from early twentieth-century novels; from a world where Waughs and Mitfords played card games on tables designed for the purpose.

			Except that acts could shade into reality. When River remembered his childhood in this house, it was always bright summer, and never a cloud in the sky. So perhaps it had worked, the game the O.B. played; and all the clichés he espoused, or pretended to espouse, had left their mark on River. Sunshine in England, and fields stretching into the distance. When he’d become old enough to learn what his grandfather had really done with his life, and determined to do the same himself, those were the scenes he was thinking about, real or not. And the O.B. would have had an answer for that, too: Doesn’t matter if it’s not real. It’s the idea you have to defend.

			“Am I going to live here now?” he had asked that morning.

			“Yes. Can’t think what else to do with you.”

			And now he came back into the room, more sprightly than the way he’d left it. It was on the tip of River’s tongue to ask if he was all right, but he put that tongue to better use, and sipped whisky instead.

			His grandfather settled back in his armchair. “If Hobden’s on your radar, it’s political.”

			“I heard his name. Can’t remember the context. It rang a bell, that’s all.”

			“In your line of work, lying can be a matter of life and death. You’re going to have to practise, River. Speaking of which, what did you really do to your hand?”

			“Opened a flash-box without the code.” 

			“Idiot activity. What was that about?”

			“I wanted to see if I could do it without getting burnt.” 

			“Got your answer, didn’t you? Had it seen to?”

			It was River’s left hand. If he’d used his right he’d have been quicker and perhaps not burnt himself at all, but he’d taken the pragmatic approach: if the box went off like a grenade, he’d rather lose the hand he didn’t favour. As it was, he’d doused the brief flame with bottled water. The box’s contents got wet, but were undamaged. He’d copied the computer’s files on to a new memory stick, then slid the laptop into the jiffy bag which, like the stick, he’d bought at the stationer’s near Slough House. All this on a bench by a children’s playground.

			The hand wasn’t too bad; a bit red, a bit raw. If you wanted to carry a moral from the exercise, it would be that flash-boxes weren’t much cop. Though Spider had been only too happy to believe that Slough House lacked even that degree of technology.

			If you wanted another moral, it would be to work out what you’re doing before you do it. The whole episode had been generated by his own slow-burning resentment: at having been sent on an idiot’s errand while Sid went out on an actual op; most of all, at being made Spider Webb’s errand boy . . . He hadn’t examined the stick’s contents yet. Just having the damn thing was an imprisonable offence.

			“It’s okay,” he said to his grandfather. “A bit scorched. Nothing to worry about.” 

			“There’s something on your mind, though.”

			“You know what I’ve been doing for the past month?” 

			“Whatever it is, I doubt you’re supposed to tell me about it.”

			“I think you can be trusted. I’ve been reading mobile phone conversations.”

			“And this is beneath your talents.”

			“It’s a waste of time. They’re hoovered up from high-interest areas, mostly from near the more radical mosques, and the transcripts are generated by voice-recognition software. I’ve only been given those in English, but still, there are thousands of them. The software renders a lot of them gibberish but they’ve all got to be read, and graded as to levels of suspicion. One to ten. Ten being very suspicious. As of this afternoon, I’ve read eight hundred and forty-two of them. You know how many I’ve graded above one?”

			His grandfather reached for the bottle.

			River made a zero sign with finger and thumb.

			His grandfather said, “I hope you’re not planning anything foolish, River.”

			“It’s beneath my abilities.”

			“It’s a hoop they’re making you jump through.” 

			“I’ve jumped. I’ve jumped over and over again.” 

			“They won’t keep you there forever.”

			“You think? What about, I don’t know, Catherine Standish? You think she’s a temporary assignment? Or Min Harper? He left a disk on a train. They’ve a whole club at the MoD of Hooray Henries who’ve left classified disks in taxis without having their lunch privileges revoked. But Harper’s never going back to Regent’s Park, is he? And neither am I.”

			“I don’t know these people, River.”

			“No. No.” He brushed his brow with his hand, and the smell of ointment stung his nostrils. “Sorry. Frustrated, that’s all.”

			The O.B. refilled his glass. More whisky was the last thing River needed, but he didn’t demur. He was aware that none of this was easy for his grandfather; suspected that what Jackson Lamb had told him months ago was true: that River would have been out on his ear if not for the O.B. Without this connection, River wouldn’t have been a slow horse, he’d have been melted down for glue. And maybe Lamb was right, too, that this dull, grinding scut-work was intended to make him give up and walk away—and would that be such a bad thing? He wasn’t yet thirty. Time enough to pick up the pieces and have a career that might even, who knows, earn some money.

			Except even while that thought was forming, it was packing its bags and heading west. If River had inherited anything from the man sitting with him, it was this obstinate sense that you should see the course you’d chosen to its end.

			His grandfather now said, “Hobden. You’re not running a game on him, are you?”

			“No,” River said. “His name came up, that’s all.”

			“He used to have pull. He was never an asset, nothing like that—too damn fond of blowing his trumpet—but he had the ear of some important people.”

			River said something forgettable about the mighty having fallen.

			“There’s a reason that got to be a cliché. When a Robert Hobden pisses on his chips in public, it doesn’t get forgotten.” The O.B. didn’t often descend to crudity. He meant River to pay attention. “The kind of club he belonged to can’t be seen to change its mind about kicking you out. But remember this, River. Hobden wasn’t excommunicated because of his beliefs. It was because there are certain beliefs you’re supposed to keep under wraps if you want to dine at High Table.”

			“Meaning what he believed in came as no surprise to those around him.”

			“Of course it didn’t.” River’s grandfather leant back in his chair for the first time since his bathroom excursion. A distant look filmed his eyes, and River had the impression he was looking into the past, when he’d fished in similar waters. “So you be careful if you’re thinking about going off reservation. The company Hobden kept before his fall from grace is a lot less savoury than the type he’s mixed with since.”

			“I’m not running a game. I’m not going off reservation.” Did every occupation come with its own language? “And Hobden’s of no interest. Don’t worry, old man. I’m not heading for trouble.”

			“Call me that again and you will be.” Sensing a natural end to the conversation, River started making the movements you make when you’re ready to leave, but his grandfather hadn’t finished. “And I don’t worry. Well, I do, but there’s precious little point in it. You’ll do what you’re going to do, and nothing I say’ll steer you on to any other course.”

			River felt a pang. “You know I always listen—”

			“It’s not a complaint, River. You’re your mother’s son, that’s all.” He gave a low chuckle at whatever expression washed across River’s face. “You think you get it from me, don’t you? I wish I could claim the credit.”

			“You raised me,” River said. “You and Rose.”

			“But she had you till you were seven. She could have taught the Jesuits a thing or two. Heard from her lately?”

			This last thrown in casually, as if they were discussing a former colleague.

			River said, “Couple of months ago. She called from Barcelona to remind me I’d missed her birthday.”

			The O.B. threw his head back, and laughed with genuine amusement. “There you go, boy. That’s how you do it. Set your own agenda.”

			“I’ll be careful,” River told him.

			The old man caught his elbow as River bent to kiss his cheek goodbye. “Be more than careful, lad. You don’t deserve Slough House. But make a mess trying to break out, and nothing anyone says will save your career.”

			Which was as close as his grandfather had ever come to admitting he’d put a word in after the King’s Cross fiasco.

			“I’ll be careful,” he repeated, and left to catch his train. 

			He was still thinking about that the following morning. I’ll be careful. How many times did you hear that, immediately before somebody had an accident? I’ll be careful. But there was nothing careful about the memory stick in his pocket; nothing accidental about its being in his possession. The only careful thing he’d done so far was not look at it.

			Doing that would make him privy to information closed to Sid Baker; probably even to Spider Webb. It would give him an edge, make him feel a full-fledged spook again. But it could also get him banged up. What was the word the O.B. had used? Excommunicated . . . There are certain beliefs you should keep under wraps if you want to dine at High Table. River was a long way from High Table, but there was further to fall. And if he got caught with the stick in his possession, he’d fall all right.

			Though if that happened, everyone would assume he’d read what was on the stick anyway . . .

			His thoughts chased backwards and forwards. A guilty conscience was the worst thing to be wearing. Climbing the stairs at Slough House, he had to fix his expression into whatever it usually was, this time of the morning: When you need to act natural, don’t think about what you’re doing. An old lesson. Think about anything else. Think about the last book you read. He couldn’t remember the last book he’d read. But whether the effort of trying to do so made him look less or more natural he never found out, because no one was interested in River’s state of mind that morning.

			Roderick Ho’s office door was open, so River saw from the landing that everyone was gathered there: an unprecedented event. But at least they weren’t talking to each other. Instead, all were staring at Ho’s monitor, the largest in the building. “What is it?” River asked, but hardly needed to. Stepping inside he could make out, over Ho’s shoulder, a badly lit cellar, an orange-clad figure on a chair with a hood over its head. Gloved hands held up an English newspaper, which was shaking. This made sense. Nobody ever sat in a badly lit cellar holding the day’s newspaper for a camera without feeling fear.

			“Hostage,” said Sid Baker, without looking away from the screen.

			River stopped himself from saying I can see that. “Who is it? Who are they?”

			“We don’t know.” 

			“What do we know?”

			Sid said, “They’re going to cut his head off.”

		

	



		
			 

			Not everyone had been in Ho’s office when River got there. How had he failed to register Jackson Lamb’s absence? Before long this was rectified: a heavy thump on the stair; a loud growling noise which could only have emanated from a stomach. Lamb could move quietly when he wanted, but when he didn’t, you knew he was coming. And now he didn’t so much enter Ho’s office as take possession of it; breathing heavily, saying nothing. On the monitor, the same absence of event: a gloved, hooded boy in an orange jumpsuit, holding the English newspaper with its back page showing. It took a moment for River to register that he’d reached that conclusion—that the figure was a boy.

			A thought interrupted by Lamb. “It’s not nine o’clock and you’re watching torture porn?”

			Struan Loy said, “When would be a good time to watch—”

			“Shut up,” Sid Baker told him.

			Lamb nodded. “That’s a plan. Shut up, Loy. This live?” 

			“Coming over as a live feed,” Ho said.

			“There’s a difference?”

			“Do you really want to hear about it?”

			“Good point. But that’s today’s paper.” Lamb nodded again, approving his own deductive brilliance. “So if it’s not live, it’s not far off. How’d you pick it up?”

			“From the blogs,” Sid said. “It appeared about four.” 

			“Any prologue?”

			“They say they’re going to cut his head off.”

			“They?”

			She shrugged. “Don’t know yet. Grabs the attention, though.”

			“Have they said what they want?”

			Sid said, “They want to cut his head off.” 

			“When?”

			“Forty-eight hours.”

			“Why forty-eight?” asked Lamb. “Why not seventy-two? Three days, is that so much to ask?”

			Nobody dared ask what his problem was. He told them anyway.

			“It’s always one day or three. You get twenty-four hours, or seventy-two. Not forty-eight. You know what I already hate about these tossers?”

			“They can’t count?” River suggested.

			“They’ve no sense of tradition,” Lamb said. “I don’t suppose they’ve said who the little blind mouse is, either?”

			Roderick Ho said, “The beheading threat came over the blogs, along with the link. And the deadline. No other info. And there’s no volume on the feed.”

			Through all of this, none of them had taken their eyes off the screen.

			“Why so shy?” Lamb wondered. “If you’re cutting somebody’s head off, you’re making a point. But if you don’t tell anybody why you’re doing it, it’s not going to help your cause, is it?”

			“Cutting heads off doesn’t help anyone’s cause,” Sid objected.

			“It does if your cause involves chopping people’s heads off. Then you’re preaching right at your niche market.”

			Ho said, “What difference does it make who they are? They’re Al Qaeda, whatever they call themselves. Sons of the Desert. Sword of Allah. Wrath of the Book. They’re all Al Qaeda.”

			There was another late entry: Jed Moody, his coat still on. “You’ve heard?”

			“We’re watching it now.”

			Kay White started to say something, but changed her mind. In a more cruel mood, everyone present would have marked this down as a first.

			River said, “So what do we do?” 

			Lamb said, “Do?”

			“Yes. What do we do?”

			“We get on with our jobs. What did you think we did?” 

			“For Christ’s sake, we can’t just act like this isn’t happening—”

			“No?”

			The short, sharp word punctured River’s balloon.

			Lamb’s voice became flat and unimaginative. The boy on the monitor, the hood on his head, the newspaper he held—it might have been a screensaver.

			He said, “Did you think the Batphone was about to go off, Lady Di shouting all hands on deck? No, we’ll watch it on telly like everyone else. But we won’t do anything. That’s for the big boys, and you lot don’t play with the big boys. Or had you forgotten?”

			Nobody said anything.

			“Now, you’ve got papers to shuffle. Why are we all in this room?”

			So one by one everybody left, except Ho and Moody, whose room it was. Moody hung his raincoat on the back of the door. He didn’t speak, and Ho wouldn’t have answered if he had.

			Lamb stood a moment longer. His upper lip was flecked with an almond croissant’s sugary dust, and as he watched the computer monitor, on which nothing happened that hadn’t been happening for the past several minutes, his tongue discovered this seam of sweetness and gathered it in. But his eyes remained oblivious of what his tongue was doing, and if Ho or Moody had turned his way, what they saw might have startled them.

			For a short while, the overweight, greasy has-been burned with cold hard anger.

			Then he turned, and plodded upstairs to his office.

			In his own room River booted up, then sat silently cursing the time his computer took to flicker into life. He was barely aware of Sid Baker arriving, and jumped when she spoke:

			“Do you think—” 

			“Jesus!”

			Sid recovered first. “Well, sorry! Christ! It’s my office too, you know.”

			“I know, I know. I was . . . concentrating.”

			“Of course. Turning your PC on, that’s a tricky business. I can see it would take all your attention.”

			“Sid, I didn’t realize you’d come in. That’s all. What do you want?”

			“Forget it.”

			She sat at her desk. River’s monitor, meanwhile, enjoyed its usual fake awakening; swimming into blue then reverting to black. Waiting, he glanced at Sid. She wore her hair tied back and seemed paler than usual, which might have been her black cashmere V-neck, or might have been the ten minutes she’d just spent watching a young man with a hood on his head, who’d apparently been condemned to death.

			And she wasn’t wearing her silver locket. If he’d been asked if this was unusual he’d have said he had no idea, but the fact was Sid wore the locket about half the time, from which he drew the inference that it held no special emotional significance for her. But nobody was likely to ask him.

			His computer emitted that high-pitched beep that always sounded impatient, as if he’d been keeping it waiting rather than the other way round.

			He said, only half aware he was about to do so, “About yesterday. I’m sorry. It was stupid.”

			“It was.”

			“It felt like it might be funny at the time.” 

			“Stupid things often do,” Sid said.

			“Clearing it up was no fun, if it makes you feel any better.”

			“It would make me feel better if you’d done a proper job of it. There were still eggshells under my desk this morning.”

			But she was half-smiling, so that probably drew a line under the episode.

			Though the question of why Sid had been sent on an op in the first place continued to rankle.

			His computer was awake now but in a familiarly human sort of way, which meant it would be another few minutes before it was up to speed. He clicked on the browser.

			Sid spoke again: “You think Ho’s right? They’re Al Qaeda?”

			About to make a smart remark, River bit it back. What was the point? He said, “What else? It’s not like we’ve not seen this before.”

			Both fell silent, remembering similar broadcasts a few years earlier; of a hostage beheaded for the crime of being Western.

			“They’ll be on the radar,” Sid said. 

			River nodded.

			“All this stuff we do, here and Regent’s Park, GCHQ—the lid’s on pretty tight. Once they establish who the kid is, and where it’s happening, they’ll run up a shortlist of suspects. Won’t they?”

			He was online at last. “What was that link?” 

			“Sec.”

			A moment later an email winked on to his screen. He clicked on the link it held, and the browser changed from a bland civil service logo to the now-familiar boy, hood, cellar.

			Nothing had changed in the minutes since they’d left Ho’s room.

			Again they sat in silence, but a different silence to the one that usually prevailed in their office. It was shared, rather than dictated by awkwardness.

			But if either were hoping it would be broken by a voice from that cellar, they were disappointed. 

			At last, River said, “There’s a lot of time, effort and money been spent on covering extremist groups.”

			Sid had forgotten she’d asked the question.

			“But there’s not a whole lot of live intel out there.” 

			“Assets,” she said.

			Any other day, River might have scoffed. “Assets,” he agreed. “Infiltrating extremist groups used to be an easier business.”

			“You sound like you know about this.” 

			“I grew up with the stories.”

			“Your grandfather,” she said. “He was David Cartwright, wasn’t he?”

			“He still is.”

			“I didn’t mean—”

			“He’s still alive. Very much so.” He glanced round. She had pushed her chair from her desk, and was watching him rather than the screen. “And it’s not like he told me State secrets as bedtime stories.”

			“I wasn’t going to suggest that.”

			“But the first bedtime story he ever did read me was Kim.” River could tell she recognized the title, so didn’t elaborate. “After that, well, Conrad, Greene. Somerset Maugham.”

			“Ashenden.”

			“You get the picture. For my twelfth birthday, he bought me le Carré’s collected works. I can still remember what he said about them.”

			They’re made up. But that doesn’t mean they’re not true.

			River returned to the screen. The newspaper the boy held trembled. Why was he holding it with the back page showing, though? England triumph—last night’s World Cup qualifier.

			“The BBC,” he said out loud, thinking of the link Sid had sent him.

			“A blog on their news pages. The link was posted there, along with the beheading threat. Then it mushroomed. It’ll be everywhere now.” 

			River had a sudden image of darkened rooms all over the country, all over the world; heads bent over monitors, studying iPhones, watching nothing happening, slowly. In some of the hearts of those watching would be the same sick dread he felt now; and in others, there’d be unholy joy. 

			“Can we trace the link?” Sid asked. “The IPS, I mean? Where it’s being broadcast from?”

			He said, “Depends. If they’re clever, no. If they’re stupid . . .”

			But both knew that this wasn’t going to end as swiftly and satisfactorily as that.

			Sid said, “He pissed you off, didn’t he? More than usual, I mean?”

			River didn’t need to ask. She meant Jackson Lamb. 

			He said, “How long have you been here now?” 

			“Just a few months.”

			“I meant exactly.”

			“I don’t know exactly. Since August sometime.” 

			About two months.

			He said, “I’ve been here eight months, two weeks and four days.”

			Sid Baker was quiet a few moments, then said, “Okay. But hardly worth a long-service medal.”

			“You don’t get it, do you? Being here means I have to sit watching this like everybody else. That’s not what I joined the Service for.”

			“Maybe We’ll be needed.”

			“No. That’s what being in Slough House means. It means not being needed.”

			“If you hate it so much, why don’t you quit?” 

			“And do what?”

			“Well, I don’t know. Whatever you like.” 

			“Banking?” he said. “Insurance?”

			She fell silent.

			“The law? Property sales?” 

			“Now you’re taking the piss.”

			“This is what I’m for,” he said. He pointed at the screen, on which a hooded boy sat on a chair in a cellar. “To make things like this not happen. Or when they happen, make them stop. That’s what it is, Sidonie. I don’t want to do anything else.”

			He couldn’t remember he’d ever called her that before. 

			She said, “I’m sorry.”

			“What for?”

			She turned away. Then shook her head. “Sorry you feel that way. But one mistake doesn’t mean your career’s over. You’ll get another chance.”

			“What did you do?” he asked. 

			“Do?”

			“To deserve Slough House.”

			Sid said, “What we’re doing is useful. It has to be done.” 

			“And could be done by a bunch of trained monkeys.” 

			“Thanks a lot.”

			“It’s true.”

			“Yesterday morning? Taking Hobden’s files?” 

			“Yeah, okay, you got to—”

			“I’m not rubbing it in. I’m simply pointing out, maybe things are changing. Maybe Slough House isn’t such a dead end. I did something real. You went out too—”

			“To bring the rubbish in.”

			“Okay. A monkey could have done that.”

			River laughed. Then shook his head. On his monitor, nothing had changed. The laugh turned sour in the air.

			“This poor sod needs more than monkeys on his side,” he said.

			Sid nodded.

			River’s hand dropped to his thigh, and he felt the hard nub of the memory stick in his trouser pocket.

			She meant well, he supposed, but her predecessor here had quit the Service, ground into submission by routine tasks. As had his own; a man called Black, who had lasted only six months, and left before River arrived. That was the true purpose of Slough House. It was a way of losing people without having to get rid of them, sidestepping legal hassle and tribunal threats. And it occurred to him that maybe that was the point of Sid’s presence: that her youth and freshness were meant as a counterpoint to the slow horses’ failure, rendering it more pungent. He could smell it now. Looking at this hooded boy on his screen, River could smell failure on his own skin. He couldn’t help this kid. Whatever the Service did, it would do without River’s assistance.

			“What is it?”

			He turned back to Sid. “What’s what?” 

			“You look like something occurred to you.” 

			He shook his head. “No. Nothing.”

			On his desk was a fresh pile of transcripts. Catherine Standish must have delivered them before the news broke. He picked up the topmost, then dropped it. That small slapping noise was as much impact as it would ever have; he could spend the next hour writing a report on another chunk of chattering from another supposed hot spot, and all it would earn would be a cursory once-over from Regent’s Park. Sid said something else, River didn’t catch what. Instead, he locked his eyes on the computer screen; on the boy in the hood who was going to be executed for some reason, or no reason at all, in less than forty-eight hours, and if the newspaper he held was to be believed, this was happening here in the UK.

			Bombs on trains were bad enough. Something like this, the press would go intercontinental.

			Whatever it was Sidonie Baker had said, she now said again. Something about gloves. “Why do you think he’s wearing gloves?”

			“I don’t know.” It was a good question. But River had no answer.

			What he mostly knew was that he needed to do something real, something useful. Something more than paper-shuffling.

			He felt the hard nub of the memory stick once more.

			Whatever it held, it was in River’s pocket. Was the fruit of a real-live op.

			If viewing its contents was crossing a line, River was ready to cross it.

			At Max’s, the coffee was bad and the papers dull. Robert Hobden leafed through The Times without troubling his notebook, and was contemplating today’s front-page blonde on the Telegraph when he became aware of background mutter. He looked up. Max was at the counter with a customer, both staring at the TV on its corner plinth. Usually, Hobden insisted they lower the volume. Today he turned the world upside down, and insisted they raise it.

			“. . . has yet claimed responsibility, and nor has anyone appeared onscreen other than the young man pictured, but according to an anonymous post that appeared on the BBC’s current affairs blog at four o’clock this morning, the young man you’re watching is to be executed within forty-eight hours . . .”

			Max said, “Do you believe this shit?”

			The customer said, “They’re monsters. Plain monsters. They want shooting, the lot of them.” 

			But Hobden was barely hearing it.

			Sometimes you knew you had a story, and were just waiting for its fin to show above the waves of the everyday news.

			And here it was. Breaking surface. 

			Max said again, “Do you believe this?”

			But Hobden was back at his table, gathering up keys, mobile, wallet, pen and notebook; tucking everything into his bag, except the newspapers.

			Those, he left where they lay.

			It wasn’t long after nine. A watery sunshine spilt over London; a hint of good weather to come, if you were in an optimistic mood.

			On a large white building near Regent’s Park, it fell like a promise that this was as good as things might get.

			Diana Taverner had a top-floor office. Once she’d enjoyed an expensive view, but post-7/7, senior staff had been moved away from external walls, and her only window now was the large pane of glass through which she could keep an eye on her team, and through which they in their turn could cast glances her way, keeping an eye on her keeping an eye on them. There were no windows on the hub either, but the light that rained on it was gentle and blue and, according to some report or other—it would be on file; labelled and archived and retrievable on request—was the closest electricity could come to natural sunlight.

			Taverner approved. She didn’t begrudge a younger generation the prizes her own had won for them. There was no sense fighting the same battles twice.

			Her apprenticeship had been served in the fag-end of the Cold War, and it sometimes felt like that was the easy part. The Service had a long and honourable tradition of women dying behind enemy lines, but was less enthusiastic about placing them behind important desks. Taverner—Lady Di everywhere but to her face—had done her best to shake that particular tree, and if she’d been told ten years ago that a woman would be running the Service within the decade, she’d have assumed she’d be the woman in question.

			History, though, had a way of throwing spanners in every direction. With Charles Partner’s death had come a feeling that new winds were blowing down the Service’s corridors; that a fresh outlook was required. “Troubled times” was the recurring phrase. A safe pair of hands was needed, which turned out to belong to Ingrid Tearney. The fact that Tearney was a woman would have been a soothing balm to Taverner, if it hadn’t been a severe irritant instead.

			Still, it was progress. It would have felt more like progress if it hadn’t involved someone else, but it was progress. And she, Taverner, was Second Desk, even if the new dispensation involved there being several Second Desks; and her team had spring-sunshine lighting and ergonomic chairs, and that was fine too. Because they also had young men with rucksack-bombs on tube trains. Anything that helped them do their jobs was fine by Taverner.

			This morning, they also had an execution in progress.

			The link had appeared on a BBC blog around 4 a.m., its accompanying message brief but effective: we cut his head off forty-eight hours. Unpunctuated. Short. Radical groups, especially your religious types, tended to sermonize: spawn of Satan, eternal fire, et cetera. That this wasn’t the case made it more disturbing. A hoax would have had clap-trap attached.

			And now, like all successful media events, it was playing on every screen in sight. Would be playing on every screen in the country, in fact: in homes and offices; above treadmills in gyms; on palm-pilots and iPhones; on the back seats of black cabs. And all round the globe, people would be catching up with it at the different times of their day, and their first reaction would be the same as that of the team on the hub: that this couldn’t be happening in Britain. Other parts of the world boasted outlaw lands aplenty. Tell your average Western citizen that they played polo with human heads in Kazakhstan, and you’d get a nod. Yeah, I heard about that. But even on the wildest of Britain’s inner city estates, they weren’t chopping heads off. Or not on the BBC, anyway.

			And it wasn’t going to happen, Taverner told herself. This was not going to happen. Stopping it was going to be the highlight of her career, and would call time on a lousy era for the Service, years of dodgy dossiers, suspicious deaths. It was going to get them out of the doghouse: herself, her superiors, and all the boys and girls on the hub; the hardworking, underpaid guardians of the State who were first in line when duty called, and last to be celebrated when things went right . . . It wasn’t twelve months since her team had rolled up a terrorist cell that had mapped out a full-scale assault on the capital, and the arrests, the captured weaponry, had made for a two-day wonder. But at the trial, the main question was: how come the cell had thrived for so long? How come it had so nearly achieved its objective?

			The anniversaries of failure were marked on the streets, with crowds emerging from offices to observe a silence for the innocent dead. Successes were lost in the wash; swept from the front pages by celebrity scandal and economic gloom.

			Taverner checked her watch. There was a lot of paper heading her way: the first sit-rep was due on her desk any minute; there’d be a Crash Room meeting thirty seconds later; a briefing for the Minister before the hour was out; then Limitations. The press would want a statement of intent. Ingrid Tearney being in DC, Diana Taverner would deliver that too. Tearney would be relieved, actually. She’d want Taverner’s fingerprints on this in case it went tits up, and a citizen had his head cut off on live TV.

			And before any of that happened there was someone at the door: Nick Duffy, Head Dog.

			It didn’t matter which rung of the ladder you were on: when the Dogs appeared uninvited, your first reaction was guilt.

			“What is it?”

			“Something I thought you should know.” 

			“I’m busy.”

			“Don’t doubt it for a minute, boss.” 

			“Spit it out.”

			“I had a drink with an ex last night. Moody. Jed Moody.” 

			She said, “He got the boot after the Miro Weiss business. Isn’t he at Slough House?”

			“Yes. And not liking it.”

			The door opened. A kid called Tom put a manila folder on Taverner’s desk. The first sit-rep. It looked implausibly thin.

			Taverner nodded, and Tom left without speaking.

			She said to Duffy, “I’m somewhere else in thirty seconds.” 

			“Moody was talking about an op.”

			“He’s covered by the Act.” She scooped up the folder. “If he’s running off about his glory days, bring him in and slap him round. Or get a tame policeman to do it. Am I really telling you how to do your job?”

			“He wasn’t talking about the past. He says Jackson Lamb’s running an op.”

			She paused. Then said, “They don’t run ops from Slough House.”

			“Which is why I thought you should know.”

			She stared past him for a second, through the glass at the crew on the hub. Then her focus shifted, and she was looking at her own image. She was forty-nine years old. Stress, hard work and Father bloody Time had done their worst, but still: she was heir to good bones, and blessed with a figure. She knew how to make the most of both, and today wore a dark suit over a pale pink blouse, the former picking up the colour of her shoulder-length hair. She was fine. A bit of maintenance between meetings, and she might make it to nightfall without looking like something dragged round a barnyard by pigs.

			Provided she didn’t get many unexpected moments. 

			She said, “What shape did this op take?”

			“Someone I thought at the time was a bloke, but—” 

			“Sidonie Baker,” Taverner said. Her voice could have cut glass. “Jackson Lamb sicced her on a journalist. Robert Hobden.”

			Nick Duffy nodded, but she’d put a hole in his morning. It was one thing to bring a bone to the boss. Another to find she’d buried it in the first place. He said, “Right. Sure. It was just—”

			She gave him a steely look, but give him credit: he didn’t back down.

			“Well, you said yourself. They don’t run ops from Slough House.”

			“It wasn’t an op. It was an errand.”

			Which was so nearly what Duffy had told Jed Moody that it startled him for a moment.

			Taverner said: “Our slow horses, they push pens, when they’re not folding paper. But they can be trusted with petty theft. We’re stretched, Duffy. These are difficult times.”

			“All hands on deck,” he found himself saying. 

			“That would cover it, yes. Anything else?”

			He shook his head. “Sorry to bother you.”

			“Not a bother. Everyone has to be on the ball.”

			Duffy turned to go. He was at the door when she spoke again.

			“Oh, and Nick?” 

			He turned.

			“There are those who’d take it badly if they knew I’d been sub-contracting. They might think it shows lack of faith.”

			“Sure, boss.”

			“Whereas it’s simply a sensible use of resources.” 

			“My ears only, boss,” he said. And left.

			Diana Taverner wasn’t one to make marks on paper when she could avoid it. Jed Moody: that wasn’t much to remember.

			On the wall-mounted TV, coverage continued: the orange-clad, hooded boy. For tens of thousands around the globe, he’d be the object of pity and prayer by now, and of massive speculation. For Diana Taverner, he was a figure on a board. Had to be. She couldn’t do what she needed to do, the end result of which would be his safe return home, if she allowed herself to be distracted by emotional considerations. She would do her job. Her team would do theirs. The kid would live. End of story.

			She rose, gathered her paperwork, and got halfway to the door before returning to her desk, opening a drawer, and locking inside it the memory stick James Webb had given her the previous afternoon. A copy of Hobden’s own memory stick, he’d told her, made by Sid Baker. Safely delivered. Unlooked at. The interim laptop wiped. She’d believed him. If she’d thought he’d look at it, she’d have had a higher opinion of him, but wouldn’t have set him this task.

			On the TV, the hooded boy sat in silence, newspaper fluttering. He’d live, she told herself.

			Though even Diana Taverner had to admit, he must be scared.

			Fear lives in the guts. That’s where it makes its home. It moves in, shifts stuff around; empties a space for itself—it likes the echoes its wingbeats make. It likes the smell of its own farts.

			His bravado had lasted about ten minutes by his reckoning, and less than three in reality. Once that was done, his fear rearranged the furniture. He’d voided his bowels into the bucket in the corner; had clenched and unclenched until his guts ached, and long before he’d finished he’d known this wasn’t rag week. Didn’t matter how edgy these bastards thought they were, this was way past playtime. This was where policemen became involved. We were only kidding didn’t play in court.

			He didn’t know whether it was day or night. How long had he been in the van? The filming might have been yesterday, or might have been two hours ago. Hell, it might have been tomorrow, and that newspaper a fake, crammed with news that hadn’t happened yet . . .

			Concentrate. Keep a grip. Don’t let Larry, Moe and Curly smash his mind to pieces.

			Which was what he was calling them: Larry, Moe and Curly. Because there were three of them, and that’s what his dad called customers who came in threes. When they came in pairs, they were Laurel and Hardy.

			That had once been so lame: the names, and the fact that his dad used them two or three times a week. Larry, Moe and Curly this; Laurel and Hardy that. Get a fresh script, dad. But now his father’s words were a comfort. He could even hear the voice. Right bunch of comedians you’ve got yourself mixed up with. Not my fault, dad. Not my fault. He’d simply been walking down a lane at the wrong time. But walking and daydreaming, he reminded himself. His mind playing its usual games, working up a piece of shtick; a comedy riff which distracted him long enough for these goons to get the drop on him . . . Except that was a laugh too, wasn’t it? A trio of twelve-year-olds could have “got the drop on him.” He wasn’t Action Man.

			But they’d taken him, and doped him, and stripped him to his shorts and dumped him in this cellar; had left him for an hour or two, or three, or a fortnight, until he’d grown so used to the dark that the sudden light was like the sky ripping open.

			Larry, Moe and Curly. Rough hands, big loud voices.

			God, you dirty bastard—

			The stink in here—

			And then they were thrusting his new uniform at him, an orange jumpsuit and a hood for his head. Gloves for his hands.

			“Why are you—?”

			“Shut up.”

			“I’m nobody. I’m just—”

			“You think we give a toss who you are?”

			They’d slapped him down on the chair. Thrust a newspaper into his hands. From noises they made, words they said, he suspected they were setting up a camera. He was crying, he realized. He hadn’t known this could happen to adults: that they could cry without knowing they’d started.

			“Stop moving.”

			Impossible advice. Like stop itching. 

			“Keep still.”

			Keep still . . .

			He kept still, tears rolling under his hood. Nobody spoke, but there was a hum that might have been their camera; a scratching it took a while to identify: it was the newspaper’s pages, rustling as he shook. And he thought: that’s not enough noise. He should scream. He should swear his head off, let these bastards know he wasn’t scared, not of lowlife chickenshits like them; he should shout, scream and swear, but didn’t. Because there was part of him saying If you swear they might not like you. They’ll think you’re a bad person. And if they think that, who knows what they’ll do? Advice this little voice kept squeaking while newspaper rustled and camera hummed, until at last one of the comedians said, “Okay,” and the humming stopped. The newspaper was snatched from his hands. He was pushed from the chair. 

			On landing he bit through his lip, and that might have been the moment he let fly. But before he could make a sound there was a heavy head next to his, breathing a filthy message into his ear that arrived with the hot stink of onions, blasting its meaning deep inside his brain, and then the men were gone and he was swallowed by the dark. And the little voice in his head breathed its last, for it had arrived at a true understanding of what was happening, and that it didn’t matter what kind of person they thought he was, or whether he swore or meekly followed orders, because everything that he could be to them had slotted into place long ago. The colour of his skin was enough. That he didn’t share their religion. That they resented his presence, his very existence; that he was an affront to them—he could swear, or get down on his knees and give each of them a blow job: it didn’t matter. His crime was who he was. His punishment was what they’d already decided it would be.

			We’re going to cut your head off. 

			That’s what the voice had said. 

			We’re going to show it on the web. 

			That’s what it said.

			You fucking Paki.

			Hassan wept.

		

	



		
			 

			The dreadful pub across the road served food of sorts, and its sprawl promised undisturbed nooks. River’s lunch break was early enough to qualify as a late breakfast, but Slough House was absorbed by the morning’s news, and he didn’t suppose anyone would notice. He needed to do something which didn’t involve paperwork; he wanted a taste of what Spider Webb might be doing. He booted up his laptop and plugged in the memory stick. This was technically a criminal act, but River was pissed off. There are always moments in a young man’s life when that seems reason enough.

			Ten minutes later, it seemed a lot less than that.

			The bacon baguette he’d ordered sat ignored; the coffee was undrinkable filth. Cup to one side, plate to the other, laptop in the middle, he was working through the files Sid had stolen from Hobden. Except she couldn’t have, River decided. She couldn’t have, unless—

			“What you doing?”

			River couldn’t have looked more guilty if he’d been caught with kiddie porn.

			“Working,” he said.

			Sid Baker sat down opposite. “We have an office for that.” 

			“I was hungry.”

			“So I see.” She eyed his untouched baguette. 

			“What do you want, Sid?”

			“I thought you might be getting drunk.” 

			“And?”

			“And I didn’t think that was a clever move.” 

			Closing the laptop, he said, “What’s happening?”

			“Ho says it’s a loop.” 

			“I didn’t spot that.”

			“You’re not Ho. He says it’s running at thirty-something minutes, seven or eight.”

			“Not live, then.”

			“But this morning. Because of—”

			“Because of the newspaper, yeah, I got that. What about a location?”

			“Ho says not. They’ve bounced the transmission off PCs stretching halfway round the globe. By the time you’ve traced the next in the chain, it’s thirty machines ahead of you. This is Ho, mind. GCHQ might have a better shot.”

			“Too complicated to be a hoax?”

			Sid said, “Until we know who the kid is, and who’s got him, nobody’s ruling anything out. But with the whole world watching, we’ve got to treat it as real.”

			He leant back. “That was rousing. We?”

			She flushed. “You know what I mean. And none of that answers my question, anyway. What are you doing here?”

			“Missing a pep-talk, apparently.”

			“Do you ever give a straight answer?” 

			“Do you?”

			“Try me.”

			“How much research did you do on Hobden?” 

			Her eyes changed. “Not much.”

			“But enough to find out where he has breakfast.” 

			“That’s not tricky, River.”

			“You don’t usually call me River.”

			“I don’t usually call anyone River. It’s not an everyday name.”

			“Blame my mother. She had a hippy phase. Did Lamb tell you to keep the job quiet?”

			“No, he told me to blog it. It’s on bloody stupid questions, dot gov, dot UK. My go. How much do you know about Hobden?”

			“Hotshot reporter back in the day. Firebrand leftie, moved right as he got older. Ended up doing why-oh-why columns for the little-England press, explaining why the country’s problems are all down to immigration, the welfare state and some bloke called Roy Jenkins.”

			“Labour Home Secretary in the sixties,” Sid said sweetly. 

			“History GCSE?”

			“Google.”

			“Fair enough. Anyway, it’s all standard retired-colonel stuff, except he had a few national newspapers to sound off in. The occasional pitch on Question Time.”

			“Beats holding forth at the vicar’s garden party,” she said. “So that’s Robert Hobden, then. Angry young man to irritated old fogey in twenty years.”

			“A common trajectory.”

			“Except his was more severe than most. And when it turned out he was a fully paid-up member of the British Patriotic Party, that was his career shot to pieces.”

			“The nation’s last defence, as their website has it.” 

			“Made up of those who thought the BNP had gone soft.”

			River found he was enjoying this. “And who weren’t going to let a newfangled thing like political correctness get in the way of the old-time virtues.”

			“The direct approach, I think they called it,” Sid said. 

			“Paki-bashing is what they called it,” River said. 

			“You’d have thought he’d try to keep that quiet.”

			“Hard to do when the membership list turns up on the internet.”

			And now they shared a smile.

			River said, “And that was the end of an almost-glorious career.” He remembered his grandfather’s words. “Not because of his beliefs. But because there are some beliefs you’re supposed to keep under wraps if you don’t want to be excommunicated.”

			All of this from an hour’s web-research, on getting home last night.

			“Did the Service really leak the list?”

			River shrugged. “Probably. Didn’t Lamb give any hint?” 

			“I’m not supposed to discuss it.”

			“You’re not supposed to be in the pub.” 

			“He gave no hint. No.”

			“You’d say that anyway.”

			“I’m sure that must be frustrating for you. You know, this is the longest conversation we’ve ever had?”

			A record they’d broken twice today.

			“Did you really read Ashenden?” he asked. 

			“As in, the whole thing?”

			“That answers that.”

			“I do pub quizzes. I know the titles of a lot of books I’ve never read.” Her focus shifted to his laptop. “What are you doing, anyway? Still on those transcripts?”

			Before he could answer she’d reached out and turned the computer, opening its screen. The page of numbers he’d been staring at stared right back at her.

			“Pie,” she said.

			“You’ll have to ask at the bar.” 

			“Funny ha ha. Pi.”

			“I know.”

			She scrolled down. “To what looks like a million places.” 

			“I know.”

			He turned the laptop back round, and closed the file. There were fifteen on the memory stick, and he’d only opened seven, but all contained nothing but pi. To what looked like a million places.

			He’d bet his uneaten bacon sandwich that the remaining eight were the same.

			Sid was waiting. She raised an eyebrow. 

			“What?”

			“So what are you doing? Memorizing it?” 

			“Nothing.”

			“Right,” she said. “Nothing.” 

			He folded the laptop shut.

			“Do you usually spend your lunchtimes in the pub?” she asked.

			“Only when I want privacy.”

			She shook her head. “Pub stands for public. Clue’s in the name.” She checked her watch. “Well, you’re still among the living. I’d better get back.”

			“Did you really copy Hobden’s files?”

			It was something the O.B. had told him. A lot of questions go unanswered because nobody thinks to ask.

			“We’ve been through that.” 

			“Tell me again.”

			She sighed. “He’s a man of habit. He has coffee at the same café every morning. First thing he does is empty the contents of his pocket on to the table. Which includes his memory stick.” She waited, but he said nothing. “I caused a fuss by spilling some coffee. When he went off to fetch a cloth, I swapped his stick for a dummy and loaded it on to my own laptop. Later, I swapped it back.” She paused. “The laptop’s the one you delivered to Regent’s Park.”

			“Did you look at the files?” 

			“Of course not.”

			There were ways of telling when someone was lying. The direction their eyes were pointing, for instance: left for memory, right for creation. But Sid’s eyes were directed straight at River’s. Which meant she wasn’t lying, or else was very good at it. They’d done the same courses, after all.

			“Okay, so—” 

			But she’d gone.

			He shook his head, then returned to his laptop. It only took five minutes to confirm that all the files were the same; eternal strings of figures mapping one endless circle. Unless Hobden had taken pi places it had never been before, it seemed unlikely that this was what Regent’s Park had been after. So either Hobden was the kind of total paranoid who flaunted dummy back-ups of his real secrets, or Sid herself had pulled a fast one.

			Or something else was going on, and River was in the dark.

			That sounded plausible. That sounded entirely likely . . . Abandoning his sandwich, he headed back to Slough House.

			Where there was communal activity again. When he reached the landing, Louisa Guy and Min Harper called him into Ho’s office, as if waiting for someone else to share the news with. “They’re showing a new film.”

			“A new one?”

			“A new one.” This was Ho, in front of his monitor. The others were gathered around him, Sid among them. “The first was a loop,” Ho said. There was no definite inflection to these words, but everyone caught the hidden meaning: the first had been a loop, which he had noticed and nobody else had. “Now there’s a new one. Also a loop.”

			Stepping to one side, looking round the bodies clustered in his way, River got his first look at the screen.

			“And,” Struan Loy said, “you’re not gunna believe this.”

			But River was already believing it, because there it was on Ho’s monitor: same set-up as before, except this time the kid wasn’t wearing a hood. His face was plain to see, and it wasn’t a face they’d been expecting.

			Somebody said, “It doesn’t mean it’s not Islamists. Who’ve got him, I mean.” 

			“Depends on who the kid is.”

			“He’ll turn out to be a squaddie—a Muslim squaddie. Exactly the kind of victim they’re looking for.”

			Sid Baker said, “He doesn’t look like a squaddie.”

			He didn’t, it was true. He looked soft and dreamy. And scared stiff, and even a squaddie can be scared stiff, but it went deeper than that: his features had that untested gloss which is one of the first things squaddies get kicked out of them.

			“That’s why they had him wearing gloves,” Sid said. “They were hiding his colour.”

			“How long’s the loop?” River asked.

			“Twelve minutes. Twelve and a bit,” Ho said. “Why are they doing that?”

			“A continuous feed would be easier to trace. Less impossible, anyway.” Ho sighed. He liked people knowing he knew this stuff, but hated having to explain it. “You’d get little breaks in transmission every time they switched computer. If their network’s limited to a set number of proxies, that might give us an edge in tracking them.” 

			“What’s that in the background?” Catherine Standish said. River hadn’t noticed she was there.

			“What’s what?”

			“Over his left shoulder.”

			Something leant against the wall a couple of yards behind the boy.

			“A piece of wood.”

			“A handle of some sort.”

			“I think it’s an axe,” Catherine said. 

			“Jesus . . .”

			Loy was still worrying away at the kid’s identity. “If he’s not a squaddie, maybe he’s a name. Wonder who his parents are?”

			“Anyone missing on the diplomats’ list?”

			“Well, there might be. But it’s not like We’ll be told. Besides, if the kid was a name, the kidnappers would have said. Ups the box-office value.”

			Sid said, “Okay, say he’s not a squaddie or an embassy snatch. Who is he?”

			“One of their own who they think’s been turned.” 

			“Or they caught him with a tart.”

			“Or a half of bitter and a jazz mag,” Loy put in. River said, “Unless he’s not.”

			“Meaning what?”

			“Unless he’s some random kid who happened to be the right colour.”

			Ho said, “He look the right colour to you?”

			Sid said, “Depends on who’s got him. That’s your point, right?”

			River nodded.

			Ho said, “Didn’t we cover this? Swords of the Desert, Wrath of Allah. Doesn’t matter what they call themselves. They’re Al Qaeda.”

			“Unless they’re not,” River said.

			Without fanfare, Jackson Lamb appeared among them. He stared at the screen a full fifteen seconds, then said, “He’s Pakistani.”

			Sid said, “Or Indian or Sri Lankan or—”

			Lamb said, flatly, “He’s Pakistani.” 

			“Do we have a name?” River asked.

			“Fuck should I know? But it’s not Al Qaeda’s got him, is it?”

			That he’d been about to say something similar didn’t stop River from countering this. “Doesn’t rule it out.”

			“Besides,” Ho said. “Who else? Chopping a kid’s head off on prime-time? Nobody does that except—”

			“Idiots,” said Lamb. “You’re all idiots.”

			His slow gaze took them all in: River, Sid and Ho; Min Harper and Louisa Guy; Struan Loy and Kay White; Catherine Standish, on whom he seemed to focus with particular disdain. “It’s on the table now. Don’t you get it? They cut heads off, so can we. That’s the masterplan behind this piece of theatre. Somebody somewhere will be using the words fight fire with fire. Some other dickhead’ll be saying that what works in Karachi works just as well in Birmingham.” He caught Loy’s mouth about to open. “Or wherever.” Loy closed it. “Trust me, he’s Pakistani, because that’s the average numpty’s shorthand for Muslim. And whoever’s strapped him to that chair’s not Al Qaeda. They’ve strapped him to that chair because he’s Al Qaeda, or’ll do nicely until the real thing comes along. These aren’t Islamic fuckwits waging war on Satan’s poodle. They’re home-grown fuckwits who think they’re taking it back to the enemy.”

			Nobody spoke.

			“I’m disappointed. Nobody think I’m off the wall?”

			River would have pulled his own tongue out sooner than tell him he’d had the same thoughts. “If you’re right, why haven’t they said so? Why mask him until now?”

			“That’s the way I’d do it,” Lamb said. “If I wanted maximum attention. I’d start off letting everybody think they knew what was happening. So by the time I got around to explaining the real deal, everyone would already have an opinion.”

			And he was right, thought River. The fat bastard was probably right. Everywhere, everybody would be doing what Lamb had said: reconfiguring their earlier position that this was Islamist extremism. And he wondered how many of them would experience a brief hiccup before civilized outrage reasserted itself; a moment in which the thought would intrude that this foul threat, if neither fair nor just, was at least some kind of balancing.

			Catherine said, “I’ve had enough of this,” and left. 

			Lamb said, “Speaking of which, I assume this little gathering means you’ve all finished your current assignments? Because I want hard-copy updates by three. Along with a ten-bullet explanation of precisely why it’s crucial we get a six-month extension on each of them.” He looked round. Nobody blinked. “Good. Because we don’t want to end up credit-crunched for looking like a bunch of useless tossers, do we?”

			On Ho’s monitor, the slightest of flickers indicated that the loop had come to an end and the reel was beginning again. The boy’s face was still soft and glossy, but his eyes were shafts into the dark.

			“Where’s Moody, anyway?” Lamb asked. 

			But nobody knew, or nobody said.

		

	



		
			 

			A shag was making its way up and down the Thames, carving out a stretch of river between Hungerford Bridge and Canary Wharf. She didn’t know much about the behaviour of birds—wasn’t one hundred per cent this was a shag—but she suspected that if another turned up there’d be trouble; feathers would fly, and the loser would end up downriver, looking for a quiet life. That was what happened when territory was at stake.

			Take this space here: a bench where you could sit with your back to the Globe. Streams of tourists passed every hour, and in either direction fire-jugglers, buskers and itinerant poets jealously guarded their patches; fistfights, even stabbings, resulting from encroachment on another’s turf. Income was at stake. For the shag, food was the prize; for the hustler, tourist silver. But none of them knew the real value of the estate, which was that it was a blank spot. The bench on which Diana Taverner sat was in a twelve-yard corridor of CCTV limbo. It was a small safe cupboard in the open air, and had been reserved for her alone by a foul-looking splash of bird shit running most of its length; a revolting mess ensuring that even the weariest tourist would look elsewhere to rest his bones, though it was, in fact, a plastic transfer.

			Unregarded, then, and off the leash, she lit a cigarette, and dragged a lungful of sweet poison into her system. Like most pleasures, this one diminished the more you indulged it. In normal circumstances Lady Di could let a pack last a month, but today, she suspected, she might be setting records.

			A weak light fell upon the river. On both banks, the usual noises obtained: the rattle and honk of city traffic; the constant buzz of a million conversations. Way overhead, airliners were stacking up for Heathrow, while nearer to ground level a helicopter discovered a new shortcut between one side of London and the other.

			Taverner breathed out smoke which hung in the air two seconds, then broke apart like a daydream. A passing jogger altered course to avoid the drift. Smoking was almost as good a guarantor of privacy as fake bird shit. Though give it another year or two, and it would probably be an arrestable offence.

			Her current need for nicotine lay in the fact that she wasn’t long out of the day’s third meeting: this one with Limitations, formerly Steering & Oversight. It wasn’t clear whether a sense of humour lay beneath the rebranding. Limitations was a cross between an Oxbridge MCR and a railway platform: a collection of chinless wonders, with a sprinkling of field-hardened veterans. You had more chance of reaching a consensus with a vox pop on Marmite. The suits hated operations because operations cost money; the field guys loved them, because the best produced pure gold. To outward appearances Taverner was a suit, but her heart belonged with the field guys, the handlers. Besides, if you removed operations from the curriculum, security didn’t amount to more than putting on a peaked cap and a shiny badge. As far as the war on terror went, you might as well start digging trenches, and handing out tin hats.

			The folders she’d brought to this particular meeting were all the same buff-colour; had all been time-stamped fifteen minutes previously; were all logo-ed Mozart, this year’s Grade-A classification. They’d made their way round the table even faster than the pastries.

			For a few moments there was near-silence.

			At length, a suit piped up. “You’re quite sure about this?”

			“Of course.” 

			“Humint?”

			A snort. The vets loved it when the footlights crowd slipped in a tradecraft term.

			“Human intelligence,” she said. “Yes.” 

			“And this Albion crew—”

			Somebody else said, “Could we do this by the numbers, please?”

			General clearing of throats, shuffling of papers. 

			Tradition decreed that Limitations gatherings were minuted, regardless of whether the session was designated open, and thus recorded, or closed, and thus officially not recorded. So by the numbers it was: date, time, those attending. In the chair, Leonard Bradley of Westminster Parish. In the hot seat, Lady Di. Not that anyone called her that.

			“For those who don’t know, Ms. Tearney, Ingrid, is in Washington this week, or would of course be here. We’re grateful to Diana for stepping into her shoes, but then we all know how capable a Second she is. Diana.”

			“Thank you, Leonard. Good morning, everyone.” Replies were murmured. She tapped her folder. “The first anyone knew of this, it popped up on a BBC blog at 4:22 a.m.”

			“I hate to interrupt,” a suit said.

			The almost audible rolling of multiple pairs of eyes suggested that this wasn’t entirely true.

			“Can’t such entries be traced via, ah, I believe they’re called—”

			Diana Taverner said: “If we had a trace, we wouldn’t need this meeting. We’d have wrapped the whole thing up before Today aired.”

			Bradley made a hand gesture that would have looked more complete if he’d been brandishing a pipe. “Perhaps we could let Diana finish. Or even start.”

			She said: “Hassan Ahmed. Born Birmingham, 1990. His grandparents arrived from Islamabad in the early seventies. His grandfather ran a soft furnishings business which his father took over when the old man retired. Hassan is the youngest of four, in his second year at Leeds University. Business Studies. Shares a flat with three other students, but by all accounts, he’s a shy kid. No girlfriend known, or boyfriend either. His tutor couldn’t pick him out from a crowd. He belongs to a student society calls itself the Last Laugh, for budding stand-up comedians, but nobody there has much to say about him. He’s clearly not lighting fires.”

			She paused to take a sip of water.

			“He’s Muslim, but only nominally. Before university, he was a regular attender at his local mosque, which is not—and never has been—on a watch list. But his homelife is secular, and his father in particular seems to regard the mosque as a networking opportunity. They don’t use Urdu at home, and it’s not clear Hassan speaks it. There’s no record of his having contact with extreme influences, nor has he been clocked on demos or marches. His name popped up on a petition objecting to the 21/7 convictions, but it’s possible it was hijacked. And even if it wasn’t, it might just mean he happened to be there when the petition went round.”

			When she replaced the glass on its coaster, she took care to position it dead centre.

			“It’s a brief profile, and we all know that moderate backgrounds can produce blazing extremists, but there’s absolutely nothing on Hassan to suggest that he’s anything other than what he seems to be. A British Asian studying for a degree. Either way, we do know he was taken late last night on his way home from the comedy club. He was snatched in a back lane not far from his flat, taking a short cut from where he’d parked his car. The snatchers—”

			“He drives a car?” somebody asked.

			“It was a present from his father,” Taverner said. 

			She waited, but that seemed to satisfy him.

			“The snatchers call themselves the Voice of Albion.”

			Now Leonard Bradley leant forward, his face creasing into that mask of perplexity he liked to wear when about to pick holes in somebody’s case. “You’ll forgive me—”

			She waved him ahead, like a driver might a friendly bus. 

			“I thought there’d been no actual contact with these snatchers. But you’ve identified them already? That’s smart work. Very smart.”

			One or two murmurs of assent met this.

			Diana Taverner said, “There’s been no contact, no. That’s to say, they’ve not made any demands or identified themselves in relation to this particular, ah, episode.”

			“But you’ve been keeping tabs on them.”

			“That’s well within our remit, I think you’d agree.” 

			“Absolutely. Absolutely. Couldn’t agree more.”

			Down the table, Roger Barrowby made a clucking noise with his tongue.

			Barrowby was usually called the Barrowboy, a nickname he detested and pretended to revel in. He had thinning sandy hair, a prominent chin, and a habit of pressing the tip of a finger to its central dimple, as if trying to encourage it back into his jaw. But he appeared to have done something about his dandruff.

			“Roger!” Leonard Bradley’s tone couldn’t have sounded heartier at a barbecue. “You have an interjection? An objection?” You could have cut the bonhomie with a knife. Taverner wondered why they hated each other.

			“An observation, Len. Merely an observation.” 

			“Care to share?”

			Barrowby said, “Bloody lucky, that’s all. We have a watching brief on a bunch of original thinkers, just as they’re attempting a coup? I mean, how often does that happen?”

			Despite herself, Taverner smiled at “original thinkers.”

			Bradley said, “We could argue about gift horses and dental plans. But perhaps Diana has a view?”

			“Watching brief is pitching it high,” Diana said. “They’re one of seventeen groups on the radar right now, which is also a bit high, but there’ve been murmurs something like this was on the horizon. And—”

			“Excuse me?” Barrowby again.

			“Murmurs?”

			She’d have answered, but knew there was no way this was getting past the assembled ex-handlers, who provided a chorus:

			“Not our remit, Roger.” 

			“Not even close.”

			“Intelligence gathering’s outside the sphere of this committee.”

			“Of course,” Barrowby agreed. “But if we’re paying for supper, we get to glance at the menu, surely?”

			“We’ll check the books when the financial year closes,” somebody else said. “But how Operations shells out the booty is their game.”

			Bradley was nodding. “We get to taste the sausages, Roger,” he said, “if you’ll allow me to pursue your metaphor. But we don’t get to watch them being made.”

			Barrowby raised his hands in mock surrender. “Diana. Forgive me. You heard murmurs. You allocated resources. Fair enough. It looks like you, or perhaps Ms. Tearney, made a wise, operational, decision.”

			Leaving unaddressed the degree to which Ingrid Tearney had been involved, Diana went on: “Like I say, not a watching brief. That is, we weren’t actually keeping them under surveillance, otherwise this caper wouldn’t have got off the ground. And that, I’d agree, would have been bloody lucky. As it is, I’m confident we can roll this up in short order.”

			“Before they chop young Hassan’s head off,” Leonard Bradley said.

			“Precisely.”

			“Well, there’s no need to spell out the public relations aspect, is there? The half of the country that’s not watching this yet will be glued to it by suppertime.” He glanced at the papers in front of him. “Voice of Albion, eh? I’d be more impressed if there was any chance these halfwits had actually read Blake.”

			Silence greeted this.

			He said, “Our friends in blue?”

			“We haven’t released the details, the Voice of Albion connection,” Taverner said. “We will if necessary, but I’m confident that by this time tomorrow, we’ll be able to present them with the whole package.”

			“The boy was snatched in Leeds city centre?” someone piped up.

			“Not quite the centre. Headingley.”

			“Don’t they have CCTV? I was rather under the impression one couldn’t cross the road without being a reality TV star.”

			“It appears that the traffic monitoring system was off air for six hours last night, from a little before midnight until a short while ago. Routine maintenance, we’re told.”

			“Bit of a coincidence.”

			“We’re looking into it. Or the police are. But I don’t think Albion have that sort of reach. You’ll find a printout of their homepage in the folder, if you want an idea of the clout they wield.”

			There was a general rustling of pages.

			Bradley glanced up. “‘Natoinal purity,’” he noted with distaste. It wasn’t clear whether it was the concept or the spelling which pained him.

			“We’re not dealing with the sharpest pencils in the box,” Taverner agreed.

			“Can’t you trace them through the site?” Barrowby asked. 

			She said, “Now, there they have shown nous. The proxy’s in Sweden, where they treat client privilege very seriously. Getting their details will take a while. More than the deadline allows. But let me repeat, I have every confidence that this crew will be under wraps before the deadline becomes an issue.”

			Then Bradley did that thing with his hand again, and said, “Let me say on all our behalf—behalves?—that we’re grateful to Diana for a remarkably full picture drawn in a remarkably short time. And that We’ll be equally grateful for hourly updates, leading to a swift and happy conclusion.”

			There was a knock on the door, and Tom entered, a folded sheet of paper in his hand. Without a word, he handed it to Diana Taverner, and left.

			Taverner unfolded it, and read it in silence. Her expression betrayed not the slightest clue as to whether the information it contained was new to her, confirmation of something already suspected, or an out-of-date report on weather happening elsewhere. But when she looked up, the atmosphere shifted.

			“This is fresh. There’ll be copies in a moment.” 

			Bradley said, “Perhaps you might . . .”

			She might. She did.

			“People, it would appear this isn’t the random snatch we’d thought.”

			New information demanded at least as much action as discussion. It was Diana Taverner’s role to leave to see about the action, and everybody else’s to get the discussion under way. Or almost everybody’s. She was halfway to the lift when the Barrowboy caught her—almost literally: she turned to find him reaching for her arm. The look she bestowed upon him would have stuck six inches out the back of a more sensitive man.

			“Not a good time, Roger.”

			“When is it ever? Diana, this new information.” 

			“You know as much as I do.”

			“I doubt that. But either way, it doesn’t change anything, does it?”

			“You think? Not even a little?”

			“What I meant was, you seemed confident enough before this apparent bombshell went off. Who he is doesn’t make your job harder.”

			“‘Apparent’?”

			Each vowel was its own icicle.

			“Poor choice of word. All I meant was, you’ve an asset in place, yes? You don’t get Mozart-grade info from random phone-grabs or lists of dodgy loan applications.” 

			“It’s nice to hear from an expert, Roger. Remind me, where was your finest hour? Beirut? Baghdad? Or the bar at the Frontline Club?”

			But it washed off him. “I only meant, that’s the stuff they do over at Slough House.” He barked a self-appreciative laugh. “Hoping to bore the deadweights into jumping ship. This is higher grade. So. You have an asset.”

			She jabbed the lift button with an index finger. “Yes, Roger. We have an asset. That’s how intelligence gathering works.”

			“But he didn’t know this latest twist?”

			“If he knew everything he wouldn’t just be an asset, Roger. He’d be Wikipedia.”

			“So how close to the action is he?” 

			“Pretty close.”

			“Handy.”

			“Some might say so. Others call it foresight.”

			“Well, there’s foresight and foresight, isn’t there? Not much credit in reading the runes if you laid them out in the first place.”

			“That’s right up there with apparent, Roger. Are you trying to tell me something?”

			The lift arrived. Before its doors were fully open she was inside; pressing the button for floor level. Pressing it three times, in fact. Someday they’d invent a button which made things happen faster the more you pressed it.

			“Nothing really, Diana. Just that it might be an idea to be careful.”

			The doors didn’t quite cut off his coda: 

			“Swimming with sharks, that kind of thing.”

			Swimming with sharks, she thought now, crushing her cigarette underheel. She checked her watch. It was fifteen seconds short of one o’clock.

			He approached from the east, and even if she hadn’t pulled up his records earlier, before making the call, she’d have recognized him. At Regent’s Park they called them slow horses, and half the fun had been letting the slow horses know it. So it became self-fulfilling: when Slough House met Regent’s Park, it was always clear who was wearing the boots. And here he came, approaching her with a slow horse’s determination, as if reaching the finishing line meant the battle was won. When, as anyone with breeding knows, coming first is the only result that matters.

			At the bench, he treated her to a look half aggressive, half defensive, like a wronged lover, and then curled his lip at the bench itself.

			She said, “It’s not real and it’s quite dry.” He seemed dubious.

			“For God’s sake. This is a useful bench. You think we’d let a gull crap on it?”

			Jed Moody sat.

			Out on the water the shag was halfway through another circuit, while near Bankside Pier a street-preacher had staked out an imaginary pulpit, and was haranguing passers-by. Everything normal, in other words.

			Taverner said, “I’m told you reached out last night.” 

			“Nick’s an old friend,” Moody said.

			“Shut up. You told him Jackson Lamb was running an op, that he’d sent one of your junior colleagues on a data-snatch. That this wasn’t anything Slough House does, and that if it was, it should be you doing it.”

			“It’s true. I spent six years—”

			“Shut up. What I want to know is, how did you find out about it?”

			“About what, ma’am?”

			She’d been focused on the buildings on the far bank, but now turned to face him. “Don’t for a moment imagine we’re having a conversation. When I ask for information, you give it. You don’t pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about, and you don’t dream about telling anything but the truth. Or you’ll find there are colder, deeper things than this river, and I’ll take pleasure in burying you in one of them. Clear?”

			“So far.”

			“Good. Now, I gave Lamb a specific instruction about a specific job. I don’t remember telling him to let you know about it. So, how did you find out?”

			He said, “There’s a bug.” 

			“There’s. A. Bug.”

			It wasn’t exactly a question. So Moody didn’t exactly answer. He just swallowed, hard.

			“Are you seriously telling me you planted a bug in Jackson Lamb’s office?”

			“Yes.”

			“Sweet Jesus.” She threw back her head and laughed. Then stopped. “Sweet Jesus,” she said again. “It wasn’t . . .”

			“Wasn’t what? Wasn’t something that could get you, what, thirty years? Given the climate?”

			“Have you any idea what it’s like?”

			But she was shaking her head: not interested in his prepared outburst. He might be frustrated, thwarted, feel he’d been made to carry the can for a Service balls-up. But the fact was, he’d never have made it out of his current pay grade. If you needed a walking definition of foot soldier, a glance at Jed Moody’s file would do it.

			“I don’t care. All I want to know is, how come the sweeps didn’t pick it up? Oh, no. Don’t tell me.”

			So he didn’t.

			“You do the sweeping.” 

			He nodded.

			“Set a thief to catch a . . . Christ. What else do you lot get up to over there? No, don’t even start. I don’t want to know.”

			True to her earlier forebodings, Diana Taverner fished her cigarettes out again. She offered the pack to Moody. He’d already produced a lighter, and with one big hand shielding the flame, lit them both. For a brief moment, membership of the twenty-first century pariahs’ club united them.

			He said, “I wasn’t eavesdropping. Well, I was. But not for anybody else. I used to be one of the Dogs. Lamb’s got me running background checks when they get a new waiter next door. Not because he thinks anyone’s about to post an asset there. He’s just taking the piss, and doesn’t care if I know it.”

			“So why not quit?” 

			“Because it’s what I do.” 

			“But you’re not happy.”

			“Nobody’s happy at Slough House.”

			Taverner concentrated on her cigarette, or pretended to, but had good peripheral vision, and was studying Jed Moody. He’d probably been handy once, but the drink and the smoking had put paid to that, and it was a safe bet that exile had sealed the downward spiral. These days, he probably guilt-splurged at the gym; seven-hour workouts making up for lost weekends. He’d keep kidding himself this was working. Whenever the truth looked like breaking in, he’d have another drink, and light another smoke.

			“Not even Lamb?” she asked.

			Rather to her surprise, he gave her a straight answer: “He’s a burn-out. A fat, lazy bastard.”

			“You ever wonder why he’s at Slough House?” 

			“What good would he be anywhere else?”

			That wasn’t quite so straight. The one self-evident fact about Lamb being allowed to run his own little kingdom—even from a crackpot palace like Slough House—was that he must know where bodies were buried. Moody didn’t want to raise that with Diana Taverner. Which meant, she surmised, that Moody was treading round her with caution. Which was exactly how she preferred it.

			Moody’s cigarette had burned to the filter. He let it fall from his fingers, and it rolled into the crack between two paving stones.

			When he looked up, she fixed him with a stare that left no doubt who was in charge. “Here’s what’s going to happen,” she said. “You’re going to do one or two favours for me. Off the books.”

			“Illegal.” 

			“Yes. Which means that if for any reason things go even slightly wrong, and you end up in a small room being questioned by angry men, there’s no possibility I’ll pretend to have heard of you. Are we clear on that?”

			Moody said, “Yes.”

			“And are we happy about it?”

			Moody said, “Yes” again, and she could tell this was the truth. Like other slow horses before him, he wanted to be back in the game.

			From her bag, she produced a mobile phone, and handed it to him. “Incoming only,” she said.

			He nodded.

			“And dump the bug. Slough House may be a dead end, but it’s a branch of the Service. It gets out it’s been compromised, and your former mates from Internal Investigations’ll take you apart, bone by bone.”

			She stood, but instead of moving straight off, she hovered a moment.

			“Oh, and Moody? Word of warning. Lamb’s a burn-out for a reason.”

			“Meaning?”

			“Meaning when he was in the field, he had more to worry about than his expenses. Things like being caught, tortured and shot. He survived. You might want to bear that in mind.”

			She left him sitting there, an asset bought and paid for. Some were cheaper than others. And she already knew to what use she could put him.

			From the window River gazed down on the traffic backed up along Aldersgate, victims of the roadworks that had plagued the street forever. Sid was at her desk, her monitor still unreeling the twelve-minute loop of the boy in the cellar; the actual twelve minutes long swallowed by the passing day, but each loop nevertheless chopping away at the time left to him.

			“A far-right group,” River said, and though it was a while since either had spoken, Sid Baker picked up the tune without missing a beat:

			“There’s more than one of them.”

			He turned. “I’m aware of that. You want me to run through some of the more obscure—”

			“River—”

			“—nutjob circuses, in case any have slipped your mind?” 

			“Don’t assume it’s Hobden’s crew. That’s all I’m saying.” 

			“Because it’s more likely to be coincidence that he pops on to Five’s radar the day before this happens?”

			“He popped on to yours the day before this happened. I expect he’s been on Five’s a lot longer.”

			River’s grandfather would have recognized the stubborn look on his face. Sid Baker pressed on regardless.

			“The British Patriotic Party are the usual bunch of shallow-enders, blaming their lack of prospects on the nearest victim group. Get them lagered up, and they’ll break windows and beat up a shopkeeper, sure. But this is out of their league.”

			“You don’t think Hobden’s got the nous to put this together?”

			“Nous, yes. But why would he want to? Besides, if Five thought he was behind this, you think they’d be stealing his files? They’d have him answering questions in a basement.”

			River said, “Maybe. Or maybe he’s got enough friends in high places that he can’t be tossed into a van without people getting upset.”

			“You think? He’s spent the last couple of years being strung up in print by the rags he used to write for.”

			“Because they can’t afford to look like they support him.” 

			“Oh, for Christ’s sake. They’ve strung him up because he deserves it. There’s no sympathy for views like his in the mainstream. Twenty years ago, perhaps. But times have changed.”

			“And keep changing. There’s a recession on, did you notice? Attitudes have hardened. But we’re off the point, anyway. What this is, we’ve a far-right group performing a terrorist act the same day we pull a data-theft on the highest-profile right-wing nutcase in the country. No way is that just one of those things.”

			Sid turned back to her monitor. “You’re always saying we do nothing important here at Slough House. How does that fit in with us suddenly being on point for the whole damn Service? If Hobden’s behind this, and Five were checking him out, we wouldn’t know about it, would we?”

			He had no answer for that.

			“He’ll be found. It’s not going to happen, River. This boy is not going to get his head chopped off on camera. Not tomorrow, not any other day.”

			“I hope you’re right. But—”

			He bit the rest of his sentence off. 

			“But what?”

			“Nothing.”

			“You were about to say something. Don’t pretend you weren’t.”

			But I saw what you took from Hobden’s laptop, and it was gibberish. Whatever you were trying to steal, you didn’t get. Which means if he is involved in this, he’s at least one step ahead of Five, which means it’s not looking good for that kid right now . . .

			“Is this about what you were looking at in the pub?” 

			“No.”

			“You’re lying.”

			“Okay, I’m lying. Thanks.”

			“Give me a break. I’d lie too if I’d come into possession of knowledge I shouldn’t have. I mean, given we’re spies and all.”

			She was trying to get him to laugh, he realized. That was an odd feeling. He couldn’t recall the last time a woman had tried to get him to even smile.

			Wasn’t going to work though. “It was nothing,” he repeated. “Just some corrupted files.”

			“Weird form of corruption, translating everything into pi.” 

			“Wasn’t it?”

			“Sounds more like some kind of security scrambling.”

			“Look, Sid, it was nothing important. And even if it was, it’s none of your business.”

			Judging by the look on her face, it would be a while before she attempted to put a smile on his again.

			“Fine,” she said at last. “Fine. Excuse me for breathing.” She stood abruptly, and her chair toppled backwards. “And speaking of breathing, this room still stinks. Open a bloody window, can’t you?”

			She left.

			Instead of opening the window, River looked out of it again. The traffic hadn’t noticeably shifted. He could stand here the rest of the day, and that sentence wouldn’t need changing.

			It’s not going to happen, River. That boy is not going to get his head chopped off on camera. Not tomorrow, not any other day.

			He hoped she was right. But he wasn’t banking on it.

			But the police found Hassan safe and sound.

			It turned out there’d been a partial witness to the abduction; from her bedroom window, a woman had seen some lads “rough-housing”—her word—at the end of the lane opposite, then they’d all bundled into the back of a white van, a Ford, and headed east. She’d thought nothing of it at the time, but the news reports stirred her memory, so she took her snippet of information to the local cops. There were traffic lights in the direction the van had gone; over-hanging cameras monitored the junction. A partial number plate had been captured. This fragment was swiftly disseminated the length and breadth of the country; every force in the land matched it against recorded sightings of white Ford vans on motorways, in city centres, on garage forecourts. After that, it was only a matter of time. But it was a peculiar stroke of luck that broke the case wide open and brought armed-response cops bursting into Hassan’s cellar; it seemed that a local homeless man had—

			Hassan opened his eyes. Darkness stared back. He closed them again. Armed-response cops burst in. He opened them. No they didn’t.

			He hadn’t known time could crawl so slowly.

			And hadn’t known this, either: that fear could take you away from yourself. Not simply out of time, but out of your body. Sitting in a hood and jumpsuit, like a patient in a surrealist’s waiting room, his grasp on the here-and-now slipped away, and that shrill voice at the back of his mind popped up, the one that delivered all his best riffs. Shaky, but recognizably his own, and trying to pretend none of this was happening; or that it had happened, but was now safely over; was now, moreover, material for the most scrotum-tightening stand-up routine ever. All those other hostages—the ones who’d spent years chained to radiators—they wrote their books, they made their documentaries, they hosted radio shows. But how many of them took it open-mic?

			“Let me tell you about my hood.” 

			Pause.

			“No, really. My hood.”

			And then they’d get it, his audience; they’d get that he meant hood, the thing they’d put on his head. Not his ’hood, where you couldn’t leave your car out overnight.

			But that was as far as the shrill voice got. Because it wasn’t over. The stink was too foul for it to be over: the vomit, the shit, the piss; everything that fear had shifted out of its way when making space inside him. He was here. He didn’t have an audience. He’d never had an audience; every open-mic night at the Student U he’d been there, head full of material, stomach full of knots, but he’d never dared take the stage.

			Funny thing was, he’d thought that had been fear. His dread of making a tit of himself in front of beered-up fellow students—he’d thought that had been fear. Like stubbing your toe on a railway sleeper, and hopping on the spot with the pain. Not seeing the train bearing down on you. 

			One minute, walking home. Next, bunged into a cellar, holding a newspaper for the camera.

			Now that was fear.

			And this, too was fear: We’re going to cut your head off and show it on the web.

			He liked the internet. He liked the way it brought people closer. His generation had thrown its arms around the globe, tweeting and blogging to its heart’s content, and when you were chatting online with a user called PartyDog, you didn’t know if they were a boy or a girl let alone black or white, Muslim or atheist, young or old, and that had to be a good thing, didn’t it? . . .

			Except that Hassan had once read about some toerag who’d seen a woman collapse in the street, and instead of trying to help, like a normal person—or hurrying past, like a normal person—he’d pissed on her, actually pissed on her, and filmed himself on his phone doing it, then posted it on the web for other toerags to laugh at. It was as if the internet validated certain actions . . . For a tiny moment it felt good to have something to blame for all this, even if what he was blaming was the internet, which could never be made to care.

			And then that tiny moment too became another chip knocked off a block that was rapidly growing smaller; and the awareness that the moment had passed occupied the moment that followed it, and also the moment after that, and in neither of those moments, nor in any of those that came after it, did armed-response cops burst into the cellar, and find Hassan safe and sound.

			The kitchen wasn’t anywhere you’d want to cook a meal. On the other hand, it wasn’t anywhere a meal had been cooked; its surfaces piled with takeaway containers and plastic cutlery, with greasy brown paper bags and pizza boxes, with empty soft drink bottles and discarded cigarette packets. Ashtrays had been made of anything that didn’t move. The lino curled at the corners, and a blackened patch by the back door suggested a small fire in the past.

			In the centre of the room sat a formica-topped kitchen table, its red surface scarred with circular burns and razor-straight slashes. A laptop computer occupied the centre of this table, its lid currently closed. An assortment of cables snaked on top of it like electrical spaghetti, and next to these lay a folded tripod and a digicam about the size of a wallet. Once upon a time, you’d needed a building’s worth of hardware to reach the world, but “once upon a time” was another way of saying the old days. Arranged around the table were four mismatched chairs, three of them occupied. The fourth was tilting at a crazy angle, held upright only by the pair of booted feet that were alternately pushing it away then hauling it back. Every other second it seemed the chair would topple, but it never did.

			The feet’s owner was saying, “We should webcam it.” 

			“. . . Why?”

			“Stick it on the intranet. “Stead of those clips. Let the whole world watch him crap himself start to finish.”

			The other two shared a glance.

			They were bulldog males, the three of them; different shapes and sizes, but with this much in common: they were bulldog males. You wouldn’t put your hand out to any of them and feel sure you’d get it back. Below them, in the cellar, Hassan Ahmed was calling them Larry, Curly and Moe, and if they’d formed a line-up for him, this was how it would have shaken down:

			Larry was tallest, and had the most hair, though this wasn’t a fierce contest: where the other two were shaved to the bone, a mild fuzz covered Larry’s skull, somehow conferring on him an air of authority, as if he were wearing a hat in a room full of bareheaded men. He was thin-faced with restless eyes, which kept checking door and window, as if either might burst open at any moment. His white shirt had the sleeves rolled up; he wore black jeans and brand-new trainers. Moe, meanwhile, was the middle-man in every sense: shorter than one, taller than the other, and with a belly a black tee-shirt did nothing to minimize. Unwisely he sported a goatee he stroked constantly, as if checking it remained attached.

			As for Curly—the owner of the feet—he seemed to be the stupid one.

			Larry told him, “We don’t want a webcam.” 

			“Why not?”

			“We just don’t.”

			“He’s stinking that room out like a rat inna trap. We should let the world see what they’re like. When they’re not clambering on to buses with rucksacks loaded with Semtex.”

			Moe, his tone of voice suggesting this wasn’t the first time they’d had this conversation, said, “We set up a webcam, we double the chances of getting caught.”

			“We’re already putting the video clips out there.”

			You could spend all day trying to drum simple stuff into Curly’s head, Larry thought, but sooner or later you were going to have to give up. If you wanted him to understand anything more complicated than a two-horse race, you’d either have to draw him a picture or just give him a cigarette and hope he’d forget about it.

			But Moe persevered. “This stuff on the web, people are going to be trying to find where it’s coming from. There’s ways of hiding our tracks, and we’ve done all that. But we go live—we put a webcam down there, and it’ll be easier for them to trace us.”

			“And it’s the internet,” Larry said. “By the way.” 

			“What?”

			“Internet. Intranet’s something’s else.” 

			“Same difference.”

			Larry looked at Moe again, and an unspoken thought passed between them.

			“Anyway,” Curly said. “Think he’s scared now? He’ll be a steaming pile of chickenshit this time tomorrow.”

			This with an air of finality, as if it were the final step in a careful argument.

			“I’m going for a crap,” he added. 

			Both chairs hit the floor when he stood.

			When he’d gone, Larry lit a cigarette, then tossed the pack to Moe. “Do you think he’s up to this?”

			“He’s not as stupid as he pretends to be.”

			“No, well. Cunt can walk and breathe at the same time, he’s obviously not as stupid as he looks.”

			“I said pretends.” 

			“I heard.”

			On the other side of the kitchen door Curly listened without moving a muscle, until satisfied they’d finished. And then he moved like smoke down the hallway and up the stairs, where he locked himself in the bathroom, and made a quiet call with a phone he shouldn’t have had.

			Lamb was at his desk with a folder in front of him—an analysis of congestion charge anomalies, or Twitter feeds, or cash-in-hand real estate purchases in Beeston—but his attention seemed focused on the corkboard on his wall, on which an array of money-off tokens were pinned: the local takeaway pizza place; Costcutter’s price promise on Ginster’s sausage rolls. Catherine watched from the doorway. She’d intended to walk in, add her own report to his pile and leave, but something had snagged her. Lamb didn’t look like the Lamb they all knew and hated. There was something there that hadn’t been there before.

			The funny thing was, Catherine Standish had once been keen on meeting Jackson Lamb. It had been Charles Partner’s fault. Lamb had been one of Partner’s joes, back in the Middle Ages. He’d turned up one day in the modern world; was Partner’s 10 a.m. He’s one of a kind, Jackson Lamb, Partner had said. You’ll like him. And given the source, she’d thought she would.

			At the time, Lamb had been in transition; making the jump from foreign holidays—as the joes all called them—to tending the home fires. This was in that blissful break when the world seemed a safer place, between the end of the cold war and about ten minutes later. And she’d known he’d spent time behind the Curtain. You couldn’t know a detail like that without it colouring your expectations. You didn’t expect glamour, but you understood the bravery involved.

			So he was unexpected, this overweight, dishevelled man who’d stumbled into her office an hour and twenty minutes late, hungover, or still drunk. Partner was in another meeting by then, and if he’d been surprised by Lamb’s no-show he hid it well. When he turns up, give him coffee. So she’d given Lamb coffee and put him in the visitor’s chair, which he’d occupied the way a sloth occupies a branch. He’d fallen asleep, or pretended to. Every time she looked his eyes were closed and a bubble was forming at his lips, but still: she felt watched all the time he was there.

			A couple of years later, the world was upside down. Partner was dead; Slough House was up and running; and Jackson Lamb was king.

			And for some reason, Catherine Standish was beside him. Lamb had asked for her specifically, she discovered, but he never gave her one hint why. And she’d never asked him. If he’d had designs on her, he was years too late; there’d been a time when she’d have slept with him without giving it much thought, or remembering it afterwards, but since drying out she’d been more particular, and had slept with precisely no one. And if that ever changed, it wasn’t going to be for Jackson Lamb.

			But now here he was, and there was something about him that hadn’t been there before. Anger, perhaps, but anger with the brakes on; held in check by the same impotence that curbed everyone else in Slough House. Lamb had spent the best part of his working life behind enemy lines, and now here the enemy was, and there was bugger all Lamb could do but sit and watch. Weirdly, this had the effect of making Catherine want to say something comforting. Something like: “We’ll get them.”

			We’ll get them. People were saying this in offices up and down the country; in pubs, in classrooms, on street corners. Can’t happen here. We’ll get them; and by we they all meant the same thing: those in jobs like her own and Jackson Lamb’s; those who worked, one way or the other, for the security services. Those who didn’t allow things like this to happen, even if they generally didn’t succeed in stopping it until the fifty-eighth minute. And it occurred to Catherine that if anyone thinking these thoughts ever got a look around Slough House, they might re-evaluate their position sharpish. That kid in the cellar? Doesn’t have a prayer.

			So she backed away from the door and returned to her room, her report still tucked under her arm.

		

	



		
			 

			There wasn’t much of a moon, but that hardly mattered. River was opposite Robert Hobden’s flat again. Less than forty-eight hours ago rain had been falling in torrents, and River had been on the pavement, stealing shelter from an overhanging window. Tonight it wasn’t raining, and he was in the car—if a warden came, he’d move. From behind Hobden’s curtain, a thin light shone. Every so often, a shadow fell across it. Hobden was a prowler, unable to sit still for long. Much as River hated to admit anything in common with him, they shared that much. Neither could rest quietly in their own skin for long.

			And now River almost jumped out of his: what the—

			Just a tap on the glass, but he hadn’t seen anyone approaching.

			Whoever it was bent, and peered into the car. 

			“River?” she mouthed.

			Jesus, he thought. Sid Baker.

			He opened the door. She slid inside, pulled it shut, then shook her head free of her hood. She was carrying a pair of take-out coffees.

			“Sid? What the hell are you doing?” 

			“I could ask you the same thing.” 

			“Have you been following me?”

			“You’d better hope not, hadn’t you?” She handed him one of the coffees, and he was helpless to do anything but accept it. Peeling the polystyrene lid from her own released a gust of steam. “Because that would mean I’d tracked you halfway across London without you noticing.” She blew softly on the liquid’s surface, and the steam flurried. “On foot. Which would make me pretty special.”

			Opening his own cup involved splashing hot coffee on to his thighs. She handed him a napkin. He fumbled with it, trying to mop himself dry without spilling more. “So what, you guessed I’d be here?”

			“It wasn’t that difficult.”

			Great, he thought. Nothing like being transparent. “And you thought I might want company?”

			“I can honestly say I’ve never thought that, no.” She looked past him. “Which one’s Hobden?”

			River pointed. 

			“And he’s alone?”

			“Far as I know. So why are you here?”

			She said, “Look. You’re probably wrong. If Hobden’s got anything to do with Hassan—”

			“They’ve released his name?”

			“Not officially. But Five have got it, and Ho picked it up a couple of hours ago. That boy’s slick. It’s a good job he’s working for us.”

			“So who is he?”

			“Hassan Ahmed. Ho’s probably got his shoe size by now, but that’s all he had when I left. Anyway, if Hobden’s involved, he’d hardly still be loose. Five would have brought him in.”

			River said, “That had occurred to me.” 

			“And?”

			He shrugged. “I know he’s up to something.”

			“That stuff you were looking at in the pub. Ready to tell me what that was about?”

			He might as well. It wasn’t like he could convince her he wasn’t up to anything. “They were Hobden’s,” he said. “The files you stole the other day.”

			“They were what?”

			He told her what he’d done, as briefly as he could.

			When he’d finished, Sid was silent for a full minute. He was glad about that. She could easily have launched into a catalogue of exactly what an idiot he was; explained that theft of government property was one thing, and theft of classified information another. Even if that information turned out to be useless. He didn’t need to know any of that. And nor did she mention that merely hearing what he’d told her put her in the same situation as him. If River wound up in the dock, she’d be by his side. Unless she left the car now. And called the Dogs.

			Instead, when the minute was up, she said, “So what’s with pi? Code?”

			“I don’t think so. I think his back-up’s a dummy. I think he’s the kind of paranoid who expects someone to lift his files, and wants to be sure they don’t get anything. No, more than that. Wants them to know he was expecting it. He wants to have the last laugh.”

			River remembered something else: that Hobden used copies of Searchlight, the anti-fascist newspaper, to wrap his kitchen leavings in; an up-yours to anyone who rifled his dustbins. You think he’s calling us Nazis? he’d asked Lamb. Well, yes, Lamb had said. Obviously. Obviously he’s calling us Nazis.

			“Well, you can’t say he’s wrong,” said Sid. “I mean, I lifted his files. You went through his rubbish.”

			“And that list didn’t get on the web by accident,” River said. “Let’s face it, the Service screwed him good and proper.”

			“And his revenge involves setting up some kid for execution? You know what kind of backlash there’ll be if it actually happens?”

			“I can imagine.” His coffee was still too hot. He placed the cup on the dashboard. “Islamic communities taking to the streets. Oh, there’ll be plenty of sympathy from the liberal left, why wouldn’t there be? An innocent kid killed on camera. But it won’t just be demonstrators waving placards and demanding respect. It’ll be about revenge. There’ll be stabbings and God knows what. You name it.”

			“That’s what I meant. He might be a raving idiot, but he’s a patriot, for what that’s worth. You really think he wants chaos in the streets?” 

			“Yep. Because after the chaos comes the clampdown, and that’s what he’s after. Not the backlash but what follows, when everything gets harsh. Because nobody wants kids executed on TV, but they want riots on their doorstep even less.”

			Sid said, “I hate conspiracy theories.”

			“It’s not a theory once it’s proved. After that, it’s just a conspiracy.”

			“And sitting outside Hobden’s flat helps how?” 

			“Let me get back to you in the morning.”

			“You’re seriously planning on sitting here all night?” 

			“I hadn’t got as far as making it a plan.”

			She shook her head, then sipped from her cup. “If nothing happens, you’re buying breakfast.”

			He didn’t know what to say to that, but before it became obvious, another thought occurred to her.

			“River?”

			“What?”

			“You know you’re an idiot, don’t you?”

			He smiled but turned away first, so she wouldn’t notice.

			That was at ten. For the next hour, it seemed breakfast was on River; there was almost no movement on the street, and none involving Hobden. The light at his window remained steady. An occasional shadow on the curtain proved he was still in there, or that someone was—perhaps River should knock on his door. That might provoke a reaction. 

			But provocation was a no-no. It distorts the data. Spider Webb, speaking up during a seminar: It distorts the data to provoke the target into a course of action he might not otherwise adopt. No doubt Spider had been parroting somebody who knew what he was talking about. On the other hand, if Spider was against it, River was for it.

			An argument he’d had with himself five times now, and wasn’t close to resolving.

			He stretched his legs as best he could, trying not to make it obvious. He was wearing everyday gear: blue jeans, a white collarless top under a grey V-neck. Sid wore black jeans and hooded sweater. Tradecraft, but she looked good in it. She’d pushed the car seat back and was mostly in shadow, but every so often her eyes picked up light from a nearby streetlamp and threw it in his direction. She was thinking about him. When a woman was thinking about you, it was always either a good thing or a bad thing. River had no idea which in this case.

			To put an end to it, he said, “So what made you sign up?” 

			Now she held his gaze. “What else? The glamour.” 

			“You’ve seen the show. Now live the life.”

			“I’m not stupid, you know.” 

			“Didn’t think you were.”

			“I took a first in Oriental Languages.” 

			“That’s got to be a comfort.”

			She rolled her eyes. “It’d be a greater one if you’d shut up.”

			So he shut up.

			On the street the pavements stayed empty, and there was little traffic.

			Prowling his apartment . . . Hobden could be issuing orders on his mobile, or emailing confederates. But River didn’t think so. He didn’t think Hobden would be doing anything that rendered him vulnerable to electronic eavesdropping. He was just prowling like a cat in a cage; waiting for something to happen.

			River could relate to that.

			Sid said, “You’re Service family.” 

			He nodded.

			Once, it hadn’t been uncommon; the same way some families go in for police or plumbing. Even now, you’d encounter third- or even fourth-generation spooks; roles in life handed down like family silver. With a grandfather a Service legend, River had never stood a chance. But this was Sid’s story, so he said nothing.

			“I don’t have your pedigree. Never gave the Civil Service a thought, let alone this branch. I was heading for banking. Mum’s a barrister. I was going to be an even higher-paid banker. That’s how you measure success, isn’t it? Earning more than your parents.”

			He nodded again, though the thought of his mother earning money was quite funny.

			“But I was still at uni when the bombs went off.”

			And this was no surprise either. No one had joined the Service since the bombs without the bombs being part of the reason.

			He listened without looking at her. People talked about that day in different ways. Either it was a story about them in which bombs happened, or it was a story about the bombs, and they’d just happened to be there. Whichever this turned out to be, it would be easier for her if he wasn’t watching.

			“I was temping at a bank in the City. It was a holiday job, and I was pretty new, and I didn’t know you should wear trainers for the commute. And keep a pair of shoes in the office, you know? So anyway, I was coming out of Aldgate, and I heard it happen. It wasn’t just a noise, it was a . . . a sort of swelling. Like when you open a vacuum-packed jar, that release of air you get? Only bigger. And I knew what had happened—everyone knew what had happened. As if we’d all spent three and a half years waiting for it. And hadn’t realized it until that moment.”

			A car appeared at the far end of the road, its headlights pinning them into their seats.

			“The funny thing was, there was little panic. On the street, I mean. It was as if everyone knew this was a time for good behaviour. For not indulging in fake heroics . . . Letting the professionals do their job. And all the while, stories were spreading about other bombs, and buses blowing up, and something about a helicopter crashing into Buckingham Palace—I don’t know where that one came from.”

			There’d been other rumours too, spun at the speed of the web. For all the sangfroid on show, it had been a day on which you could peer through the fabric of the city itself, and see how fragile its underpinnings were. 

			“Anyway, my office was being evacuated by the time I got there. We’d rehearsed for this. We used to gather outside, and everybody would look grim and check their watches while fire marshals counted heads. But I never even got inside the building that morning. You could see their point. That would have been a hell of a good time to rob a bank.”

			Her voice had settled into that pattern people fall into when they know they’ll not be interrupted; when a tale they’ve rehearsed in their head is finding an audience. If they were anywhere but in a car, River thought, he could sneak quietly away, and Sid would keep talking.

			She said, “Anyway. I keep saying that, don’t I? Anyway. Anyway, I walked home. A lot of Londoners did that on the seventh of July. It was walk home from work day. And by the time I got home, my feet were in ribbons . . . I’d been wearing heels for work. Because I was new, and because I wanted to look smart and feel sexy, because this was the City, after all . . . And because nobody told me that my second week on the job, a bunch of murderers were going to take their lunatic grievances into the underground, kill fifty-six people and close London for half a day.” She blinked. “I got home and put my shoes in a cupboard and that’s where they’ve been ever since. Everybody’s got their own memorial, haven’t they? Mine’s a pair of ruined shoes in a cupboard. Every time I look at them, I think about that day.” Now she looked at River. “I’m not being very clear, am I?”

			“You were there.” It came out a croak. He cleared his throat. “It’s your memory. It doesn’t have to be clear.”

			“What about you?”

			Where’d he been when the bombs went off, she meant. As it happened he’d been on leave; a make-or-break Italian jaunt with his last serious girlfriend, a civilian. So he’d watched the day unfurl on CNN, when not frantically altering his flight home. “His” flight, because she’d stayed. He wasn’t certain she’d ever returned. 

			Sometimes, River Cartwright felt like a career soldier who’d never seen action.

			Instead of answering, he said, “So that’s why you joined. To stop anything like that happening again.” 

			“Makes me sound naive, doesn’t it?”

			“No. It’s part of the job.”

			Sidonie said, “What I thought was, even if I’m only filing cards. Trawling through websites. Even if I’m just making cups of tea for the people who are stopping it happen again, that’ll be enough. Just to be part of it.”

			“You are part of it.” 

			“So are you.”

			But making cups of tea is not enough, he didn’t say.

			Down the road, another car turned off the main drag and almost immediately pulled into a space. For a moment it sat, lights on, and River could make out the purr of its engine. Then it died.

			“River . . .” 

			“What is it?”

			“You wanted to know why I was assigned to Slough House.”

			River said, “Don’t worry about it.” 

			“I have been.”

			He shook his head. “I don’t need the details.” Because when you got down to it, it didn’t take a genius. Sid must have embarrassed the wrong person, either by not sleeping with him—or her—or by sleeping with him or her, and still being there in the morning. She didn’t belong in Slough House. But that wasn’t a reason to make her tell him about it. He said, “I’ve messed up plenty myself.”

			Bombs on underground trains had propelled Sid into the Service. A non-existent bomb on an underground platform had all but propelled River out of it. One day he might be able to say something like that out loud, and hear her laugh; hear himself laugh, even. But not yet.

			“I didn’t mess up, River.”

			River’s view of the newly parked car was mostly blocked by the car in front, but he could tell nobody had got out of it.

			“I mean, there’s a reason I’m there.”

			Could be making a phone call. Or waiting for someone. Maybe here was a rare example of someone who’d pull up near a friend’s house after dark, and refrain from blowing their horn to announce their presence.

			“River?”

			He didn’t want to hear it. Might as well come clean; he didn’t want to hear about Sid’s sexual history. Months of pretending she barely existed; it had been a way of guarding against rejection, because Christ knew, he was already a reject. The whole world knew about him crashing King’s Cross. The footage was used for training purposes.

			“Christ . . .”

			There might have been movement down the road. Did one shadow leave the parked car, and join the larger shadows on the pavement? He couldn’t tell. But if it had, it had been too clean to be an accident.

			“Will you pay afuckingttention?”

			“I’m listening,” he said. “So what’s the reason? For you being at Slough House?”

			“You are.”

			And now he did pay afuckingttention. Sid, half her face in shadow, the other half white as a plate, said, “I was put there to keep an eye on you, River.”

			“You’re kidding, right?” 

			She shook her head. 

			“You’re kidding.”

			The one eye he could see gazed steadily back. He’d known good liars, and maybe Sid was one. But she wasn’t lying now.

			“Why?”

			“You’re not supposed to know about this.”

			“But you’re telling me. Right? You’re telling me.”

			This choking feeling was nothing new. He felt it every morning, familiar as an alarm clock. It was what dragged him out of sleep. White shirt. Blue tee. Blue shirt. White tee . . . Some days he couldn’t remember which way round Spider had said it, and which way round the guy was dressed; all he knew for certain was that Spider had set him up, but underlying that was a layer of puzzlement. Spider had screwed him to clear his own career path? It wasn’t that he didn’t think Spider that kind of bastard. Spider was exactly that kind of bastard. But Spider wasn’t a clever enough bastard. If he had been, he wouldn’t have had to do it. He’d have had the edge over River to start with.

			And now here was Sid telling him someone else had been responsible—that someone had been pulling River’s strings. Sid had been put in Slough House to keep an eye on him. And who could have done that, except whoever had put River there to start with?

			“Sid—”

			And now her eyes were widening and she was pointing over his shoulder. “River? What’s that?”

			He turned in time to glimpse a black shape disappearing over the five-foot wall to the right of Hobden’s window.

			“Sid?”

			“Looked like—” Her eyes widened. “One of the achievers?”

			Black-clad. Heavy weaponry. So called because they got the job done.

			River was out of the car before she’d finished. “Watch the door. I’ll take the wall.”

			But pretty much hit the wall, in fact, misjudging his vault. He had to back up and try again. An undignified scramble dropped him into a garden: mostly lawn, trimmed by a narrow flowerbed. Plastic furniture here and there; a table with a forlorn, dripping umbrella. And nobody in sight.

			How long since that shape had appeared? Fifteen seconds? Twenty?

			The building had a shared lobby round the back. This had a double-fronted, glass-panelled door, which hung open. Down the corridor to River’s left another door closed as he stepped into the lobby, cutting in two a noise that had barely begun. Half a syllable. A note of shock.

			River’s boots click-clacked on the lobby’s tiles.

			There were two doors to choose from, but if his mental map was accurate, Hobden’s was on the left. He guessed the man in black had gone straight in—skeleton key or pick. But was this really an achiever? And if it was, what did River think he was doing . . . But it was too late, time was happening too fast; he was here and now, bracing himself against the corridor wall. The same boot that had click-clacked across the lobby hit the door with a splintering thud, and the door broke open, and River was inside the flat.

			A short corridor, more doors to either side, both ajar, bathroom and bedroom. The corridor ended in a sitting room, on the far side of which was the front door he’d been watching from across the road; the rest of the room was books, papers, portable TV, shabby sofa, table strewn with leftover takeaway, curtained window through which he’d watched Hobden’s shadow prowling, prowling; a restless movement suggesting he’d been expecting something. And here he was, the shadow’s owner.

			River hadn’t laid eyes on Hobden before, but this had to be him: average height, thinning brownish hair, look of terror as he turned to face this new intrusion even while crushed in an arm-lock by the previous invader, the achiever—except this wasn’t an achiever: he was black-clad, wore a balaclava, had a utility belt round his waist, but the ensemble lacked the hi-tech tailoring of the genuine article. Besides, what he held to Hobden’s head was a .22: small, and non-Service issue.

			And now the gun swung towards River, and its size became insignificant. He held out an arm, as if trying to placate an upset dog. “Shall we put that down?” Astonishing himself with his banality of expression and evenness of tone. Hobden erupted, an unpunctuated gabble—“What’s going on who are you why”—and the black-clad man silenced him with a tap on the head, then made an on-the-floor gesture at River. Disconnected thoughts held a confab in River’s head. This isn’t an op. Take him down. What makes you sure he’s alone? Their meeting done, his thoughts scattered. River knelt, measuring the distance between his hand and the heavy-looking ashtray on the nearby table. Still the man didn’t speak. Arm round Hobden’s throat, he swung him towards the front door, gun still levelled at River. Briefly, he released the journalist while opening the door. Cold air rushed in. Grabbing Hobden again he backed out, attention trained on River. Whatever his plan was, it didn’t take Sid into account, who was waiting outside. She grabbed Hobden’s arm, and River seized the ashtray and leaped forward, intending to club the gunman. Hobden fell to the pavement. River reached the other pair in moments; the third part of a triangle which proved anything but eternal. The gun made a quiet cough. The trio dispersed.

			Of them, one fell to the ground, landing perfectly in a puddle which hadn’t been there a moment ago. It swarmed, spread, and formed an inky stream to the gutter, hardly disturbed at all by the sounds of flight and fear and grief now gathering round it.
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			Now that he knew he was going to die, a sense of calm had settled upon Hassan. It was almost surreal, though surreal wasn’t quite the word. Transcendental, that was it. He had achieved an inner peace, the like of which he’d never known. When you got down to it, life was a rollercoaster. The details of the excitement escaped him now, but there must have been plenty of it, or this feeling of release wouldn’t be so welcome. He wouldn’t have to go through any of it again, whatever it had been. Dying seemed a small price to pay.

			And if he could have remained in that state he might have cruised through his remaining hours, but every time he reached this point in the argument, when dying and price made their ugly meanings felt, his mind emptied of peace and calm and swarmed instead with panic. He was nineteen years old. He’d never been on an actual rollercoaster, let alone known life to be one. He’d had little of anything he had a right to expect. Had never stood in a spotlight, unreeling one-liners for an adoring crowd.

			Larry, Moe and Curly. 

			Curly, Larry and Moe.

			Who were these people, and why had they chosen him? 

			Here was the story: Hassan was a student who wanted to be a comedian. But the fact was, he’d probably end up doing something totally usual; utterly office-based. Business Studies, that was Hassan’s course. Business fucking Studies. It wasn’t entirely true to say that his father had chosen it for him, but it was true that his father had been a lot more supportive of this than he would have been of, say, drama. Hassan would have liked to study drama. But he’d have had to fund it himself, so where had the harm been in going with the flow? That way, he’d had the flat, and the car, and, well, something to fall back on. That was Business Studies: something to fall back on if the career in stand-up crashed and burned.

			He wondered now how many people there were, including those not under threat of execution in a damp cellar, who were living their back-up plan; who were office drones or office cleaners, teachers, plumbers, shop assistants, IT mavens, priests and accountants only because rock and roll, football, movies and authordom hadn’t panned out. And decided that the answer was everyone. Everyone wanted a life less ordinary. And only a tiny minority ever got it, and even they probably didn’t appreciate it much.

			So in a way, Hassan was sitting pretty. A life less ordinary was what he now had. Fame was waiting in the wings. Though it was true that he wasn’t appreciating it much, except during those transcendental moments of inner peace, when it was clear that the rollercoaster ride was over, and he could let go, let go, let go . . .

			Larry, Moe and Curly. Curly, Larry and Moe.

			Who were these people, and why had they chosen him? 

			The horrible thing was, Hassan thought he knew.

			He thought he knew.

			In the pub near Slough House, at the same table River and Sid had shared earlier that day, Min Harper and Louisa Guy were drinking: tequila for him, vodka and bull for her. They were both on their third. The first two had been drunk in silence, or what passed for silence in a cityroad pub. In a far corner a TV buzzed, though neither glanced its way for fear of seeing a boy in a cellar; the day’s sole subject, which forced its way to the surface at last, like a bubble of air escaping from under a rock in a pond. 

			“That poor kid.”

			“You think they’ll really do it?” 

			“Off him?”

			Off with his head, both thought, and winced at the unhappy phrasing.

			“Sorry.”

			“But do you think?”

			“Yes. Yes, I think they will.” 

			“Me too.”

			“Because they haven’t—”

			“—made any demands. They’ve just said—” 

			“—they’re going to kill him.”

			Both set their glasses down, the dual ringing sending a brief halo into the air.

			The Voice of Albion had gone public that evening, with an announcement on their website that Hassan Ahmed would be executed within thirty hours. 56 deaths on the tube, its argument ran, = 56 deaths in return. And there was more: the usual drivel about national identity and a war on the streets. The site was a single page, offering no proof of its claims, and there were thirteen other groups currently streaming the Hassan video, claiming responsibility, but the words Voice of Albion had been snatched by Ho from a Regent’s Park memo, so it seemed pretty clear who Five thought were responsible. But what was strange, said Ho, was that the website had first appeared only two weeks ago. And there were few other references to the group on the web.

			But a name meant progress.

			“Now they know who he is, they’ll know where to look.” 

			“They’ve probably known who he is for ages.”

			“They probably know a hell of a lot more than they’ve said.”

			“Not that they’d tell us, anyway.”

			“Slough House. For the simple things in life.”

			Like combing Twitter for coded messages. Like compiling lists of overseas students who missed more than six lectures a term. 

			They finished their drinks and got another round in. 

			“Ho’s probably up to speed.”

			“Ho knows everything.” 

			“Thinks he does.”

			“Did you see his expression when he caught the loop?” 

			“Like he’d cracked the Enigma code.”

			“Like that was the important thing, that the film was on a loop.”

			“And the kid was just pixels.”

			Then, for the first time, they looked at each other without pretending not to. Drinking had done neither any favours. Louisa had a tendency to flush, which might have been okay if it had meant an even pinkness; but instead she grew mottled and patchy, her skin acquiring the topography of a badly folded map. As for Min, his face had sagged, flaps of skin developing along his jawline, and his ears glowed red to match his irises. All over the city—all over the world—this happened; co-workers ruined their chances in the pub, and forged ahead anyway.

			“Lamb must know more.” 

			“More what?”

			“More than we do.”

			“You think he’s in the loop?” 

			“More than the rest of us.” 

			“Not saying much.”

			“I know his password.” 

			“. . . Really?”

			“Think so. I think he never—” 

			“Don’t tell me!”

			“. . . reset it from the default.” 

			“Classic!”

			“His password is ‘Password’!” 

			“You sure?”

			“It’s what Ho reckons.” 

			“And he told you?”

			“He needed to tell someone. To prove how clever he is.”

			For a moment, both examined their glasses. Then their eyes met again.

			“Another round?” 

			“Yeah. Maybe. Or . . .” 

			“Or?”

			“Or maybe back to the office?”

			“It’s late. There’ll be nobody there.” 

			“My point exactly.”

			“You think we should . . .” 

			“Check Ho’s info?”

			“If Lamb knows anything, it’ll be on his email.”

			Both considered this for flaws, and found plenty. Both decided not to raise them.

			“If we get caught looking at Lamb’s email . . .” 

			“We won’t.”

			If there was anyone there, there’d be lights in the windows, visible from the road. It wasn’t like Slough House was high security.

			“You sure there’s a point to this?”

			“More point than sitting here getting pissed. That’s not helping anyone.”

			“True.”

			Each waited for the other to make the first move. 

			In the end, though, they had another drink first.

			There had been hospitals before, but not since childhood. One bad year had seen River incarcerated twice; first for a tonsillectomy, then for a broken arm, sustained in a fall from a large oak two fields from his grandparents’ house. It hadn’t been the first time he’d scaled it, though he’d had trouble getting down on the previous occasions. This time there’d been no trouble. Only gravity. Back home he’d tried not to mention the injury, on account of having promised not to damage himself climbing trees, but at length had been forced to admit that yes, he was struggling to hold his fork. The O.B. told him later that it was only after having made the admission that River had turned white, then whiter, then dropped to the floor. 

			Lying in the dark now, what he remembered that occasion for was that his mother had come as he lay in hospital. It had been the first time he’d seen her in two years, and she claimed to have arrived back on English soil only that afternoon. “Perhaps at the same moment you had your fall, darling. Don’t you think that’s what happened? That you sensed my arrival, all those miles away?” Even at nine River had difficulty with this scenario, and hadn’t been especially surprised when he later learned that Isobel had been in the country for several months. Be that as it may, she was with him now, unaccompanied by his “new father,” and unfazed by River’s having told his nurse he was an orphan. In fact, the only thing that galvanized her was her parents’ negligence.

			“Climbing trees? How could they let you do such a thing?”

			But evasion of blame was so ingrained to her character, even those around her colluded. River himself wasn’t immune. Of the injuries she’d bestowed upon him few had caused as much grief as his name, but even at nine he knew a narrow escape when he saw one. Isobel Cartwright’s hippy phase had been superseded by an equally short-lived Teutonic one, and had River been a year younger, he might have been a Wolfgang. He suspected that his grandfather would have balked at that. The O.B. was as adept at destroying true identities as he was at creating false ones.

			But long time ago. Water under a bridge. River was a name for water that passed under a bridge. Lying in another hospital, River wondered who he’d have been if born to a different mother; one who hadn’t rebelled so thoroughly, if ineffectively, against her middle-class upbringing. He wouldn’t have been brought up by his grandparents. Wouldn’t have fallen out of a tree, or not that tree. And wouldn’t have fallen under the spell of an idea of service; of a life lived outside the humdrum . . . But his mother had drifted in and out of his life like a song. During her longer absences, he forgot the words; when she was around, there was always a new one to add to the list. She was beautiful, vague, solipsistic, childish. Lately, he’d recognized how brittle she’d become. She often imagined she’d raised him herself, and would bristle convincingly when reminded otherwise. Her hell-raising years were not only behind her, they belonged to someone else. Isobel Dunstable—her late marriage had been a satisfactory one, bestowing respectability, wealth and widowhood in quick succession—might never have looked at a hash pipe in anything other than puzzlement. It wasn’t only her father who was adept at destroying true identities.

			Thinking these familiar thoughts was better than the alternative, which was thinking about other things altogether.

			There came a scraping from beyond the locked door; as if somebody was balancing on a chair, steadying themselves with their feet against the opposite wall.

			As a boy with a broken arm, River had recognized his surroundings for what they were: hospitals were where light gathered in corners, and curtains performed the functions of walls. Where privacy was rarely granted, and unwanted visitors far more common than the other kind.

			He heard footsteps heading down the corridor, towards him.

			Slough House too was in darkness. At Regent’s Park, even when nothing was happening, there’d be enough people about for a midnight football match: eleven a side, plus linesmen. Here there was only emptiness, and the reek of disappointment. Min Harper, climbing the forlorn staircase, decided that the place resembled nothing more than a front for a mail-order porn empire, and with the thought came the dispiriting sense of being part of an enterprise nobody cared about, where tasks that didn’t matter were performed by people who didn’t care. For the last two months, Min had been examining congestion charge anomalies: cars clocked entering the zone whose owners had never paid; whose owners, in fact, denied being in the zone on the day in question. And time after time, it broke down to the same boring facts: that those who’d been caught were guilty of everyday life. They were playing away from home, or shifting bootlegged DVDs, or delivering their daughters to abortion clinics well out of their husbands’ sight . . . There were prison camps whose inmates spent their days carrying rocks from one end of the yard to the other, and then back. That might be a more fulfilling occupation.

			Something shifted farther up the stairwell. 

			“Did you hear that?”

			“What?”

			“I don’t know. A noise.”

			They halted on the landing. Whatever had made the sound didn’t make it again.

			Louisa leant closer to Min, and he became aware of the smell of her hair.

			“A mouse?”

			“Do we have mice?” 

			“We’ve probably got rats.”

			Alcohol thickened the syllables, and slurred the sibilants. 

			Whatever they’d thought they’d heard didn’t happen again. The smell of Louisa’s hair, though, continued. Min cleared his throat. 

			“Shall we?” 

			“Um . . . ?”

			“Go up, I mean?”

			“Sure. Going down’s not an option. I mean—” 

			Good job it was dark.

			But as they set off up the next flight of stairs their hands brushed in the darkness, and their drunk fingers entangled themselves, and then they were kissing, and more than kissing; were clutching at each other in the darkness; each pushing at the other as if anxious to occupy the same space, which turned out to be against the wall in Loy’s room, the first they’d come to.

			Three minutes passed.

			Coming up for breath, their first words were: 

			“Jesus, I never—”

			“Shut up.” They shut up.

			Two floors above them, a black-clad figure paused inside Lamb’s office.

			Outside the door, one of Nick Duffy’s crew occupied a plastic chair, tilting it so its back was resting against the wall. Dan Hobbs had been two minutes short of going off-roster when he was dispatched here instead. When an agent got shot, there was no such thing as downtime. Even when it was a slow horse. Even when it was their own stupid fault.

			Though short on detail, Hobbs was prepared to accept that it had been their own stupid fault.

			Service officers were red-flagged, so as soon as the name was entered on the hospital records, it was pinging its way to Regent’s Park. Hobbs had picked it up: since then he’d put out an officer-down alert; broken a few limits getting to the hospital; established the agent’s injuries; and taken instruction from Duffy: Secure whoever’s still standing and wait there. So Hobbs had, in the only available room: a store cupboard down here among the ghosts.

			That had been half an hour ago, and not a peep since, and even as that thought occurred to Hobbs he squinted at his phone once more, and an awkward truth hit him.

			He had no signal.

			Damn.

			A quick trip upstairs. It would take less than a minute. And the sooner he was back in touch with the Park, the less chance anyone would know he’d lost contact to start with.

			Then he heard the rubbery squeaks that meant someone was coming down the stairs.

			Righting the chair, Hobbs planted his feet on the floor.

			This time, there was no doubting it. There’d been a noise, loud enough to distract Louisa and Min from what they were doing. Three minutes later it wouldn’t have done, but those were the edges on which outcomes balanced.

			“Hear that?” 

			“I heard it.”

			“Came from upstairs.” 

			“Lamb’s office?”

			“Or Christine’s.”

			They waited, but heard nothing further. 

			“You think it’s Lamb?”

			“If it was, there’d be a light on.”

			They eased apart, zipping up, and moved for the door without noise. Anyone watching might think they’d rehearsed movements like these: stealthy progress through dark territory, with an unknown third party lurking near.

			“Weapon?”

			“Desk.”

			It yielded a glass paperweight, which fitted neatly into a fist, and a stapler which would serve as a knuckleduster.

			“You sure we want to do this?”

			“I’d rather be doing what we just nearly did.” 

			“Yeah, but—”

			“But now we’ve got to do this instead.” Or first, perhaps. Whatever.

			And anyone watching wouldn’t have guessed either had recently succumbed to drink or lust, because both looked like sober joes as they slipped on to the landing again; Min taking the lead and Louisa watching his hands as she followed, alert for any signals he might drop into the silence that drifted behind him.

			The approaching man was overweight and trod heavily, and perhaps had wandered downstairs by mistake; was actually here to get his heart sorted, or have a gastric band fitted. Hobbs ran seven miles daily, rain or shine, and thought being out-of-shape was slow suicide. It meant you’d always come off second best in a physical encounter, which wasn’t something that had happened to Hobbs yet.

			He prepared himself for a brush with the public at whose service he technically served.

			But the man turned out not to be public. He didn’t even ask who Hobbs was. It was as if he already knew, and already didn’t care.

			“Here’s a tip,” he said. “Mobiles? RaspBerries? Gizmos like that? Not at their best underground.”

			Hobbs retreated into bland civil-servantese: “Can I help you?”

			“Well.” The fat man pointed to the locked door. “You could open that.”

			“You must be lost, sir,” Hobbs said. “They’ll help you up at reception. With whatever you’re after.”

			The man tilted his head to one side. “Do you know who I am?”

			Jesus wept. Hobbs licked his teeth and prepared to unfold himself from his chair. “Don’t have that pleasure, sir.”

			The man bent low and spoke directly into Dan’s ear. 

			“Good.”

			His hands moved.

			The stairs seemed steeper after lights out, or maybe they were steeper after an evening in the pub, and a knee-trembler in a dark office. But that thought was broadcast from a different set of experiences. The Louisa who’d come from the pub, the Min who’d just been fumbled with, those skins had been sloughed when they’d heard the intruder. Now they were real people again; the people they’d been before calamity had struck, and exiled them to this damp building on the edge of nowhere important.

			No more noises yet. Maybe it had been an unattended accident: a picture dropping off a wall. When the tube rattled past, not many yards away, unanchored objects felt gravity’s pull. Min and Louisa might be creeping upstairs, armed with stapler and paperweight, to launch an attack on a moment’s slippage.

			On the other hand, whoever was up there might have frozen on realizing they weren’t alone.

			Silent messages passed between the pair:

			You okay? 

			Of course . . .

			We trained for this. 

			So let’s go . . .

			Up they went.

			Whatever had just happened ended with the sound of something being lowered to the floor. This had been preceded by voices, one of which River recognized, so he wasn’t surprised when the door opened and a familiar shape appeared. “Jesus on a skateboard.” Jackson Lamb was loud as a train. He flicked the light switch. “Get on your feet, man.”

			Because River was lying on the floor. Cardboard boxes were piled against the walls, their labels indicating that they held rubber gloves; fitted sheets; plastic cups; disposable cutlery; other stuff: he’d lost interest and turned the light out. It was clear, though, that Hobbs had locked him in a store cupboard.

			“How long have you been in here?”

			River shook his head. Ten minutes? Twenty? Three? Time had happened differently once the key had turned in the lock.

			He’d put up no resistance. Getting here had left him drained; had been a nightmare ride through zombie-strewn streets, following a racing ambulance. There was blood all over him. Head wounds bleed. Head wounds bleed bad. This was a factoid he’d clung to. Head wounds bleed bad. That Sid Baker was bleeding bad from the head didn’t necessarily mean anything critical had happened. Could be a graze. So why had she looked so dead?

			He’d watched her strapped to a gurney and rushed along a corridor by medical staff, and hadn’t even attempted to come up with a fake identity. A bullet wound meant police, of course, but say what you like about the Service Dogs, their response time was sharp. Hobbs had got here first, and had secured River, pending debriefing.

			River suspected that any debriefing that followed the shooting of an agent would be a lengthy and unpleasant process.

			“Well, how long were you planning on staying?” Lamb asked. “Get a move on.”

			Maybe this would be lengthy and unpleasant too. 

			River got to his feet and followed his boss into the light.

			At the top of the stairs, nobody lurked. The paperweight felt comfortable in Min’s hand by now; a round smooth heavy presence, not entirely dissimilar to—but he thrust that thought away; stepped into Jackson Lamb’s office. The blinds were down. Pinpricks of light poked in from London’s night sky; the neon glow that settled on the city like a bubble.

			Shapes took on slow substance. Desk, coat stand, filing cabinet, bookshelf. No human form. No waiting stranger.

			Behind him, Louisa checked out the cubicle-sized kitchen. Unless whoever had made the noise could fit in a fridge, it was danger-free.

			“Catherine’s room.”

			Similar story: desk, shelves, cabinets. But there was a skylight, and a ghostly grey light hovered over Catherine’s absence. She’d left her keyboard balanced on top of her monitor, and aligned her folders with the edge of the desk. There were shadows here too, but most of them seemed empty.

			“I’m going to turn the light on.”

			“Okay.”

			It hurt both their eyes for a second, as their drunkenness re-bloomed.

			“There’s nobody here.” 

			“Doesn’t seem to be.” 

			Doeshn’t sheem to be.

			In the light, both looked washed out.

			They turned back to the other office, where they could now see something leaning against the wall. It was Lamb’s corkboard, the one on which he pinned his money-off tokens.

			“Do you think—?”

			Did they think it had fallen off the wall?

			Movement behind them broadcast itself a moment before Min was struck.

			Only a moment, but long enough for him to move, so the punch scraped his ear only, throwing him off balance but not to the floor—their assailant was clad in black; wore a balaclava; carried a small gun he wasn’t using. He’d sprung from the shadows in Catherine’s room; must have been hiding in her cupboard. His second blow caught Louisa in the chest and she gasped in pain.

			Min launched himself at the stranger’s legs, and the pair of them went crashing down the stairs.

			Hobbs was asleep in the plastic chair, or looked asleep. A faint smear of dribble glistened on his chin. River paused to retrieve Service card and car keys from his pocket, then followed.

			Upstairs, two policemen were talking to the charge nurse, who was examining a clipboard. Lamb led River past them without a sideways glance as the nurse shook his head and pointed the cops towards the reception desk. 

			Outside it was dark, and starting to rain again. River’s car, which he’d left slantwise in an ambulance space, was gone. He wondered if Sid was gone too. There’d been urgency about the way those doctors, those nurses, had trolleyed her off. Perhaps they’d not heard the same factoid he had. They certainly hadn’t said Nah, head wound. They always look bad.

			“Stay with the programme, Cartwright.” 

			“Where now?”

			The words were cotton wool, sucking moisture from his mouth and leaving him tired and sick.

			“Anywhere but here.” 

			“My car’s gone.” 

			“Shut up.”

			So now he was tracking Lamb across the short-stay car park; all those vehicles that hadn’t expected to be here tonight, and whose owners were inside the building behind him. He shut out the possible injuries that had brought them here, knife fights, random muggings, dicks stuck in vacuum hoses; blanked out too the picture of Sid on an operating table, her head invaded by a bullet. Or had it only plucked at her on its way past? He hadn’t been able to tell. There’d been so much blood.

			“For fuck’s sake, Cartwright.”

			Two police cars were parked nearby. Neither was occupied.

			Lamb drove a boxy-looking Japanese car. River didn’t care. He got in, sat back, waited for Lamb to start up. That didn’t happen.

			River closed his eyes. Then opened them to a rain-flecked windscreen, each drop of water holding a tiny bulb of orange light.

			Lamb said, “So you got locked up.” 

			“Pending,” River said. “Pending . . . whatever.”

			“And your ID’s flashing lights and blowing whistles from here to Regent’s Park. Have you any clue what you’re doing?”

			“I had to get her here.”

			“You called the ambulance. It was necessary to follow it?” 

			“She might have died. Might be dead now, for all I know.”

			Lamb said, “She’s still on the table. Bullet took a chunk out of her head.”

			River couldn’t look at him. 

			“They say she might live.”

			Thank Christ for that. He thought about the tussle on the pavement; that sudden sound. Phut. And then there’d been blood, and Sid was down, and the blood had been black on the pavement. Robert Hobden was nowhere to be seen. As for the man in black, he was halfway down the road before River had got to his knees, frightened to touch Sid, frightened to move her, unable to assess the damage. It had taken him three goes to ring for an ambulance. His fingers felt like thumbs, his thumbs like bananas.

			“On the other hand, she might not. And even if she does, she might end up with the life choices of a carrot. So on the whole, not a great night’s work.” He reached out and clicked his fingers an inch from River’s face. “Wake up. This is important.”

			River turned to face him. In the dim light, Jackson Lamb resembled something pegged on top of a bonfire. His eyes were madly red, as if already tortured by smoke. His jowls were whiskery. He’d been drinking.

			“Who was it?”

			They tumbled in a noisy mess of arms and legs to the next landing. Louisa followed in a rush; two bounds bringing her level. Min was on the floor, the man in black draped over him like a duvet. Louisa grabbed, twisted, and encountered less resistance than she might have expected.

			Like a beanbag. Like a broken scarecrow. 

			“Jesus, are you—”

			“Where did the gun go? Where did it go?” 

			The gun was in the corner.

			While Min scrambled to his feet, the man in black flopped like a beached pike, like a burst binbag.

			“Is he dead?”

			He looked dead. He looked like he’d landed on his head, and bent his neck to a stupid angle.

			“I hope he’s fucking dead.”

			Min collected the gun, bones clicking as he bent. He’d be aches and pains in the morning. He hadn’t taken a dive down a flight of stairs since, well, ever. And it wasn’t an experience he planned to repeat soon, except . . .

			Except it felt good, for a moment, standing here. A vanquished intruder at his feet, a gun in his hand. Louisa gazing at him, unfeigned admiration in her eyes.

			Well, that was stretching it. Louisa was looking at the stranger, not at him.

			“. . . Is he dead?”

			They both hoped he was dead, though neither knew what he was doing here. This was Slough House, and anyone who knew about it knew it wasn’t worth raiding. But this guy had turned up armed, in a balaclava.

			Armed, but he’d hidden from them. 

			“No pulse.”

			“Looks like a broken neck.”

			Why would a man with a gun hide from a couple armed with a paperweight and a stapler?

			“Let’s see who the bastard is.”

			“Who was it?” Lamb asked.

			“He was kitted out. Combat gear, balac—” 

			“Yeah, I guessed. But did you recognize him?”

			River said, “I was meant to think he was one of ours. One of the achievers. But there was something not right. Even apart from him being on his own.”

			“What sort of something?” 

			“Something—I don’t know . . .” 

			“For fuck’s sake, Cartwright—”

			“Shut up!” River closed his eyes again, relived those frantic moments. The guy who’d shot Sid was halfway down the road before River had got to his knees . . . It had taken him three goes to ring for an ambulance. No, that wasn’t it, it was before then, the something, whatever it was. What was it?

			He said, “He never said a word.” 

			Neither did Lamb.

			River said, “All the way through it. Not one squeak.” 

			“So?”

			River said, “He was worried I’d recognize his voice.” 

			Lamb waited.

			River said, “I think it was Jed Moody.”

			Louisa peeled the balaclava from the man’s head.

			From Min’s vantage point the uncovered face was upside down, but he knew who he was looking at.

			“Shit.” 

			“Yeah . . .”

			They weren’t even supposed to be here.

			They were going to have to get their stories straight.

			The rain was stopping when Lamb pulled out of the car park. River stared straight ahead, through the m-shape the wipers’ last sweep had left, and didn’t need to ask where they were headed. They were going to Slough House. Where else?

			There was blood on his shirt. There was blood on his mind.

			Lamb said, “What the hell did you think you were doing?”

			Any debriefing that followed the shooting of an agent would be a lengthy and unpleasant process . . .

			He said, “Watching Hobden.” 

			“I got that much. Why?”

			“Because he’s got something to do with the kid. The one who’s—”

			“I know which kid you mean. What makes you think that? Because he hangs out with wannabe Nazis?” 

			River felt his certainties washing away before Lamb’s belligerence. He said, “How did you find me?”

			A pedestrian crossing brought them to a halt. A hooded troupe of youth dragged itself across the road in front of them. Lamb said, “Like I said, lights and whistles. A Service name pops into the system, cops, hospital, whatever, and you’ve got morris dancers and fucking whatnot blowing gaskets. That your idea of undercover? You’re called River, for Christ’s sake. There’s probably about four of you in the whole of Great Britain.”

			River said, “And the Park let you know about it?” 

			“Well, of course not. Do I look like I’m in the loop?” 

			“So?”

			“Slough House may be a backwater, but there’s a couple of things we do have.” The lights changed. Lamb drove on. “Ho has the people skills of a natterjack toad, but he knows his way round the ether.”

			The people skills of a natterjack toad. It was like there was a whole other world somewhere, in which Jackson Lamb didn’t think that sentence might be used of him.

			“I’m having difficulty imagining Ho doing you a favour.” Then River added, in fairness, “You or anyone else.”

			“Oh, it wasn’t a favour. I had something he wanted.” 

			“Which was?”

			“What does Ho always want? Information. The answer to a question that’s driving him buggy.”

			“What’s that?”

			“How come he’s ended up in Slough House?”

			River had wondered that himself, on and off. He hadn’t cared much. Still, he’d wondered. “And you told him?”

			“No. But I told him the next best thing.” 

			“Which was?”

			Lamb’s face gave away less than Buster Keaton’s. “I told him why I’d ended up there.”

			River opened his mouth to ask, then closed it.

			Lamb used the hand he wasn’t driving with to find a cigarette. “You think Hobden’s the only right-wing fruitcake in the country? Or was he the only one you could think of at closing time?”

			“He’s the only one I know of who’s had two spooks sicced on him in the past forty-eight hours.”

			“So you’re a spook. Congratulations. I thought you’d failed your assessment.”

			“Fuck off, Lamb,” he said. “I was there. I saw her shot. You know what that’s like?”

			Lamb turned to study him through half-open eyes, causing River to remember about the hippo being among the world’s most dangerous beasts. It was barrel-shaped and clumsy, but if you wanted to piss one off, do it from a helicopter. Not while sharing a car.

			“You didn’t just see it,” he said. “It was down to you. How clever was that?”

			“You think I let it happen deliberately?”

			“I think you weren’t good enough to stop it. And if you’re not good enough for that, you’re no use to anyone.” Lamb changed gear like it was a violent assault. “If it wasn’t for you, she’d have been tucked up in bed. Hers or somebody else’s. And don’t think I haven’t noticed the looks you’ve been giving her.” The car growled onwards.

			River said, in an unfamiliar voice, “She told me she was a plant.”

			“A what?”

			“That she’d been put in Slough House for a purpose. To keep an eye on me.”

			“Was that before or after she got shot in the head?” 

			“You bastard—”

			“Don’t even bother, Cartwright. That’s what she told you, is it? That you’re the centre of the universe? Newsflash. Never happened.”

			For a dizzy moment, River was aware only of a ringing in his ears; of a throbbing in his palm from yesterday’s burn. All of it had happened, even Sid’s words: I was put there to keep an eye on you, River. You’re not supposed to know about this. That had happened. The words had been said.

			But what they meant was anyone’s guess.

			The Chinese restaurant, which even when open looked derelict, was definitively shut. Lamb parked opposite, and as they crossed the road River caught a glimmer of light from one of the higher windows.

			Probably a reflection from the Barbican towers. 

			“Why are we here?”

			“Somewhere you’d rather be?” 

			River shrugged.

			Lamb said, “We both know you know nothing, Cartwright. But that doesn’t mean Regent’s Park won’t be looking for you.” He led the way round the back, to the familiar scarred door. “I won’t say this is the absolute last place they’ll look, but it won’t be top of their list.”

			Entering, they were met with the sound of newly established silence.

			River wasn’t sure how they knew this, but both did. The air trembled like a fork in the darkness. Somebody—some bodies—had recently stopped moving; some bodies were waiting up the stairs.

			“Stay,” was Lamb’s harsh whisper.

			And then he was heading up, light as a whisper. How did he do that? It was like watching a tree change shape.

			River followed.

			Two flights later he caught up, and here was what they’d missed: Jed Moody, a balaclava peeled from his face, dead as a bucket on the landing.

			Sitting three and five steps up respectively, Min Harper and Louisa Guy.

			Lamb said, “If you had issues with him, I could have spoken to HR. Arranged an intervention.” He tapped Moody’s shoulder with his foot. “Breaking his neck without going through your line manager, that shit stays on your record.” 

			“We didn’t know it was him.”

			“Not sure that counts as a defence,” Lamb said. 

			“He had a gun.”

			“Better,” Lamb said. He regarded the pair of them. “He used it earlier, if it helps. Shot Sid Baker with it.”

			“Sid?”

			“Christ, is she—”

			River found his voice. “She’s alive.”

			“Or was twenty minutes ago,” Lamb corrected. Bending his knees, he went through Moody’s pockets. “When did this happen?”

			“Ten minutes ago.” 

			“Maybe fifteen.”

			“And you were planning on what, waiting for it all to go away? What were you doing here anyway?”

			“We’d been over the road.” 

			“In the pub.”

			“Can’t afford a room?” Lamb produced a mobile phone from Moody’s pocket. “Where’s the gun?”

			Harper gestured behind him. “He look like using it?”

			Harper and Guy exchanged glances.

			“Let’s get one thing straight,” Lamb said. “This isn’t a court of law. Did he look like using it?”

			“He was carrying it.”

			“He didn’t point it exactly.”

			“You might want to reconsider your position on that,” Lamb said, fishing a faded brown envelope from inside Moody’s jacket. “Son of a bitch!”

			“He was in your office.”

			“We figured he was on a raid.”

			Watching the pair of them in contrapuntal gear, River recognized something new going on; a shared conspiracy that hadn’t been apparent before. Love or death, he figured. Love in its most banal guise—a quick fumble in the stairwell, or a drunken snog—and death in its usual weeds. One of the two had fused this pair together. And he flashed again on that moment on the pavement outside Hobden’s, when whatever had been starting to grow between himself and Sid Baker ended.

			Her blood was on his shirt still. Possibly in his hair. 

			“He had a balaclava on.”

			“Didn’t look like a junkie thief.”

			“We didn’t mean to kill him, though.”

			“Yeah,” said Lamb. “It’s all very well being sorry now, isn’t it?”

			“What’s in the envelope?” River asked. 

			“You still here?”

			“He took that from your office, didn’t he? What’s in it?” 

			“The blueprints,” Lamb said.

			“The what?”

			“The secret plans.” Lamb shrugged. “The microfilm. Whatever.” He’d found something else: Moody’s black-wrapped form hid more pockets than a magician’s. “Son of a bitch,” he said again, only this time with less venom; almost with admiration.

			“What’s that?”

			For a moment, it seemed Lamb was about to secrete what he’d found in the folds of his overcoat. But he held it up to the light instead: a brief strand of black wire, the length of a straightened paperclip, with a split-lentil head.

			“A bug?”

			“He bugged your office?”

			“Or maybe,” River said, “he was on his way to bug your office.”

			“After the evening he’d had, I doubt tapping my office was top of his list,” Lamb said. “No, he was cleaning up. Prior to getting out.” He hadn’t finished his body-search yet. “Two mobiles? Jed Jed Jed. I’m surprised you had enough friends to carry one.”

			“Who’s he been talking to?”

			“Thank God you’re here. Would I have thought of that?” A mobile in each hand, Lamb pressed buttons with each thumb; surprisingly dextrous for a self-proclaimed Luddite. “Now that’s strange,” he said, in a tone indicating that it wasn’t. “This one’s barely used. Just one incoming call.” 

			River wanted to say “Ring back,” and only the cast-iron knowledge that Lamb wanted him to say it too kept his tongue in harness.

			Still sitting, Min and Louisa kept their own counsel.

			After a moment’s thought, Lamb pressed a few more buttons, and raised the mobile to his ear.

			It was answered almost immediately.

			Lamb said, “I’m afraid he can’t come to the phone right now.”

			And then he said, “We need to talk.” 

		

	



		
			 

			Down a quiet street in Islington—its front doors perched atop flights of stone steps; some with pillars standing sentry; some with Tiffany windows above—Robert Hobden walked, raincoat flapping in the night wind. It was after midnight. Some of the houses were dressed in darkness; from others, light peeped behind thick curtains; and Hobden could imagine the chink of cutlery, and of glasses meeting together in toasts. Halfway down the street, he found the house he was after.

			There were lights on. Again, he caught an imaginary murmur from a successful dinner party: by now, they’d be on to the brandy. But that didn’t matter: lights or not, he’d still be ringing the bell—leaning on it, in fact, until the door opened. This took less than a minute.

			“Yes?”

			It was a sleek man speaking, dark hair brushed back from a high forehead. He had piercing brown eyes which were focused on Hobden. Dark suit, white shirt. Butler? Perhaps. It didn’t matter.

			“Is Mr. Judd in?” 

			“It’s very late, sir.”

			“Funnily enough,” Hobden said, “I knew that. Is he in?” 

			“Who shall I say, sir?”

			“Hobden. Robert Hobden.” 

			The door closed.

			Hobden turned and faced the street. The houses opposite seemed to tilt towards his gaze; the effect of their height, and the overhead clouds scudding against a velvet backdrop. His heartbeat was curiously steady. Not long ago he’d come as close to death as he’d ever been, and yet a calm had settled upon him. Or maybe he was calm because he’d come close to death, and so was unlikely to do so again tonight. A matter of statistics.

			He didn’t know for sure the intruder had meant to kill him. It had been confused—one moment he’d been pacing the room, waiting for a phone call that wouldn’t come; the next there’d been a black-masked stranger demanding his laptop in an urgent whisper. He must have picked his way through the door. It was all noise and fear, the man waving a gun, and then another intrusion, another stranger, and then somehow they were all outside and there was blood on the pavement and—

			Hobden had run. He didn’t know who’d been shot, and didn’t care. He’d run. How long since he’d done that? Back when he’d had urgent places to be, he’d have taken a taxi. So before long his lungs felt fit to burst, but still he’d pounded away, feet slapping pavement like wide flat fish, the juddering shock reverberating up to his teeth. Round one corner, then another. He’d been living in London’s armpit for longer than he cared think about: still, he was lost within minutes. Didn’t dare look back. Couldn’t tell where his own footfalls stopped and another’s might start; two loops of sound interlocking like Olympic circles.

			At last, heaving, he’d come to a crumpled halt in a shop doorway where the usual city smells lurked: dirt and spoilt fat and cigarette ends, and always, always, the smell of winos’ piss. Only then had he established that nobody was following. There were only the late-night London ghosts, who came out when the citizens were tucked up in bed, and anyone still on the streets was fair game.

			“Got a light, mate?”

			He’d surprised himself with the ferocity of his reply: “Just fuck off, all right? Just fuck off!”

			You could say this for the mad, at night; they recognized the madder. The man had slunk away, and Hobden had recovered his breath—filled his lungs with that obnoxious stew of smells—and moved on.

			He couldn’t go back to his flat. Not now; maybe never. This was an oddly cheering thought. Wherever he went, he wasn’t going back there.

			And in fact, there weren’t many places he could go. Everyone needs somewhere where the doors will always open. Hobden didn’t have one—the doors in his life had slammed shut when his name appeared on that list; when, for the first time ever, he’d shuddered to see his name in the papers, no longer the smoothly provocative but the rawly unacceptable—but still, still, there were letterboxes he could whisper through. Favours people owed him. Back then, when the storm was raging, Hobden had kept his mouth shut. There were some who thought this meant he valued their survival over his own. None had made the simple connection: that if they’d been made to suffer the same ostracism he endured, their cause would have been set back years.

			Nothing to do with racism, whatever the liberal elite pretended. Nothing to do with hate, or repulsion at the sight of difference. Everything to do with character, and the need for national identity to assert itself. Instead of lying down and accepting this unworkable multiculturalism; this recipe for disaster . . .

			But he hadn’t had time to rehearse unanswerable arguments. He’d needed sanctuary. He’d also needed to get his message across: and if Peter Judd wasn’t going to answer his phone calls, then Peter Judd was going to have to answer his door.

			Though Peter Judd, of course, didn’t answer his own door. Certainly not at this time of night, and probably not at any other.

			The door opened, and the sleek character reappeared. “Mr. Judd is not available.”

			The absence of sir carried its own echo.

			But Hobden had no qualms about blocking the door with his foot. “In that case, tell Mr. Judd he might have to make himself available first thing in the morning. The red-tops like their front pages laid out by lunchtime. Gives them time to organize the important stuff. You know, girly shots. Gossip columns.”

			His foot withdrew, and the door closed.

			He thought: Who do these people think I am? Do they think I’ll lie on my back, waggle all four legs in the air, while they pretend I’m some stray they never invited home?

			Maybe two minutes; maybe three. He didn’t count. Again, he studied the clouds whipping elsewhere, and the looming roofs opposite threatening to come crashing down.

			Next time the door opened, no words were spoken. Mr. Sleek simply stepped to one side, his demeanour suggesting he’d drawn the word grudging in a post-dinner game of Charades.

			Hobden was shown downstairs, past the drawing room, from behind whose closed door came the soft murmur of happiness. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d attended a dinner party, though he’d probably been discussed at a few since.

			Downstairs was the kitchen, which was about the size of Hobden’s flat, and more carefully outfitted: wood and gleaming enamel, with a marble block forming a coffin-sized island in its centre. Pitiless overhead lighting would have shown up streaks of grease or splashes of sauce, but there were none, even now: the dishwasher hummed, and glasses were assembled along one surface, but it all looked like a tidy representation of a party’s aftermath in a catalogue dedicated to polite living. From stainless steel hooks on a rail hung shiny pans, each with their sole purpose; one for boiling eggs, another for scrambling them, and so on. A row of olive oil bottles, ordered by region, occupied a shelf. He still had a journalist’s eye, Robert Hobden. Depending on who he was profiling, he’d take these things as evidence of middle-class certainty, or mail-ordered props intended to buffer up just such an image. On the other hand, he wasn’t writing profiles any more. And if he was, no one would print them.

			Sleek stood by the door, pointedly not leaving Hobden alone.

			Hobden drifted to the far side of the room; leant against the sink.

			He wasn’t writing profiles any more, but if he were, and if his current host were his target, he’d be bound to start with the name. Peter Judd. PJ to his friends, and everyone else. Fluffy-haired and youthful at forty-eight, and with a vocabulary peppered with archaic expostulations—Balderdash! Tommy-rot!! Oh my giddy aunt!!!—Peter Judd had long established himself as the unthreatening face of the old-school right, popular enough with the GBP, which thought him an amiable idiot, to make a second living outside Parliament as a rent-a-quote-media-whore-cum-quiz-show-panel-favourite, and to get away with minor peccadilloes like dicking his kids’ nanny, robbing the tax-man blind, and giving his party leader conniptions with off-script flourishes. (“Damn fine city,” he’d remarked on a trip to Paris. “Probably worth defending next time.”) Not everyone who’d worked with him thought him a total buffoon, and some who’d witnessed him lose his temper suspected him of political savvy, but by and large PJ seemed happy with the image he’d either fostered or been born with: a loose cannon with a floppy haircut and a bicycle. And here he was now, bursting through the kitchen door with an alacrity that had Mr. Sleek making a sharp sideways step to avoid being flattened.

			“Robert Hobden!” he cried. 

			“PJ.”

			“Robert. Rob—Rob! How are you?” 

			“I’m not so bad, PJ. Yourself?”

			“Oh, of course. Seb, take Robert’s coat, would you?” 

			“I won’t stay long—”

			“But long enough to remove your coat! That’s just dandy, that’s just fine.” This to Seb, if that was Sleek’s name. “You can leave us now.” The kitchen door swung closed. PJ’s tone didn’t alter. “What the fuck are you doing here, you stupid fucking cunt?”

			It reminded him of darker days; of missions you might not come back from. He’d always come back from them, obviously, but there were others who hadn’t. Whether the difference lay in the mission or the men, there was no way of knowing.

			Tonight, he expected to come back. But he already had one body on the floor and another in a hospital bed, a pretty high casualty rate when he wasn’t even running an op.

			The meet was by the canal, near where the towpath came to an end and the water disappeared inside a long tunnel. Lamb had chosen it because it cut down on directions of approach, and he didn’t trust Diana Taverner. For the same reason, he got there first. It was approaching two. A quarter moon was blotted now and then by passing clouds. A house across the water was lit, all three storeys, and he could hear chatter and occasional laughter from smokers in the garden. Some people threw parties midweek. Jackson Lamb kept tabs on his department’s body count.

			She came from the Angel end, her approach signalled by the tapping of her heels on the path.

			“Are you alone?” she asked.

			He spread his arms as if to measure the stupidity of her question. As he did so his shirt came untucked, and night air scratched his belly.

			She looked beyond him, at the treed slope leading up to the road. Then back at him. “What do you think you’re playing at?”

			“I lent you an agent,” he said. “She’s in hospital.” 

			“I know. I’m sorry.”

			“Lloyd Webber-grade, you said. One step up from sharpening pencils. But now she’s got a bullet in her head.” 

			“Lamb,” she said. “The job was the other day. Whatever’s happened to her since, that’s hardly—”

			“Don’t even bother. She was shot outside Hobden’s place. By Jed Moody, intentionally or otherwise. When you’re not co-opting my team, you’re subverting them. You gave Moody a mobile phone. What else did you give him? An earful of promises? A ticket to his future?”

			Taverner said, “Check the rulebook, Lamb. You run Slough House, and God knows, nobody’s looking to take that away. But I’m head of ops, which means directing personnel. All personnel. Yours or anyone else’s.”

			Jackson Lamb farted.

			“God, you’re a vile specimen.”

			“So I’m told,” he said. “Okay, say you’re right, and this is none of my business. What do I do about the body on my staircase? Call in the Dogs?”

			If he hadn’t had it before, he had her attention now. 

			“Moody?”

			“Uh-huh.”

			“He’s dead?”

			“The proverbial dodo.”

			Across the water, the smokers fell upon a joke of unusual hilarity. The canal’s surface was ruffled by the wind.

			Lamb said, “You wanted to subcontract, you could have chosen more carefully. Jesus, I mean, Jed Moody? Even when he was any good he wasn’t any good. And it’s a long time since he was any good.”

			“Who killed him?”

			“You want to hear something funny? He tripped over his own feet.”

			“That’ll sound good before Limitations. Though you might want to leave out the bit about it being funny.”

			Lamb threw back his head and laughed a silent laugh, while leaves’ shadows flickered across his wobbling face. He looked like someone Goya might have painted. “Good. Very good. Limitations, yes. So we call in the Dogs? Hell, it’s a death. Why don’t I call the plod? As it happens, I’ve a mobile with me.” He grinned at her. His teeth, mostly different shapes, shone wet.

			“Okay.” 

			“The coroner. His turf, right?” 

			“You’ve made your point, Lamb.”

			He went fumbling in his pockets, and for a horrified moment she thought he was unzipping himself, but he produced a packet of Marlboro instead. He drew one with his teeth, and as an afterthought waved the pack in her direction.

			Taverner took one. Always accept hospitality. It forms a bond. Makes you allies.

			Of course, whoever had taught her that hadn’t been thinking of Jackson Lamb.

			He said, “Talk.”

			“It’s good to see you too, PJ.”

			“Have you lost your cocking mind?” 

			“You’ve not been taking my calls.”

			“Of course I haven’t, you’re fucking toxic. Did anyone see you arrive?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“What kind of prick answer is that?”

			“The only prick answer I’ve got!” Hobden shouted.

			The pitch of his voice caused something metallic to ring. 

			It gave PJ pause, or caused him to appear that it did. “Yes,” he said. “Yes. Well. Crikey. I suppose you’ve got a reason.”

			“Someone tried to kill me,” Hobden said.

			“To kill you? Yes, well. Lots of fanatics about. I mean, you’re not the most popular—”

			“This wasn’t a fanatic, PJ. It was a spook.” 

			“A spook.”

			“We’re talking assassination.”

			Judd’s lapse into his public persona didn’t survive the word. “Oh, for fuck’s sake. What was it, a close encounter on a zebra crossing? I’ve got guests, Hobden. The fucking Minister for Culture’s upstairs, and he’s got the attention span of a gnat, so I need to—”

			“He was a spook. They’ve been following me. He broke into my flat and waved a gun around and—somebody got shot. If you don’t believe me, turn the news on. Or on second thoughts, don’t—there’ll be a D. But call the Home Secretary, he’ll know. Blood on the pavement. Outside my flat.”

			PJ weighed it up: the likelihood of any of this having happened, as against Hobden’s appearance in his kitchen. “Okay,” he said at length. “But you live at the arse end of nowhere, Robert. I mean, home invasions, they must be weekly events. What makes this different?”

			Hobden shook his head. “You’re not listening.” Then shook his head again: he hadn’t laid out the whole story. That business at Max’s the other morning; the spilt coffee. Nothing to it at the time, but since the gunman’s appearance Hobden had replayed recent history, and concluded that this evening had been a culmination, not a one-off. When he’d picked up his keys to leave the café, his memory stick had fallen loose and bounced on to the table. It had never done that before. Why hadn’t a warning bell rung?

			“They tried to take my files. They want to see how much I know.”

			And now PJ took on a new seriousness; a side the public never got to see. “Your files?”

			“They didn’t get them. They copied my memory stick, but—”

			“What the fuck do your files contain, Hobden?”

			“—it’s a dummy. Just numbers. With any luck they’ll think it’s a code, waste their time trying to—”

			“What. Exactly. Do your files contain?”

			Hobden raised his hands to eye-level; examined them a moment or two. They shook. “See that? I could have died. They could have killed me.”

			“Give me strength.” And now Peter Judd started ransacking his kitchen, morally certain there’d be alcohol somewhere, or what was the point of it? A bottle of vodka appeared. Cooking vodka, would that be? Did people cook with vodka? Was PJ muttering any of this aloud, or did his body language shout it while he located a glass and splashed out a generous measure?

			“So.” Handing the glass to Hobden. “What do your files contain? Names?” He barked the sudden laugh TV audiences liked. “My name wouldn’t be there anywhere.” Underneath the bark, the hint of bite. “Would it?”

			“No names. Nothing like that.”

			This was good news, but prompted a follow-up. “So what are you on about?”

			Hobden said, “Five’s running an op. I’ve known about it for a while. Or not known about it, exactly—known something was going to happen, but not precisely what.”

			“Oh, for Christ’s sake. Start making sense.” 

			“I was at the Frontline. One night last year.” 

			“They still let you in?”

			A flash of anger. “I’ve paid my subs.” He finished his vodka, held the glass out for more. “Diana Taverner was there, with one of her leftie journalist pals.”

			“I’ve never been sure what disturbs me more,” Peter Judd said, filling Hobden’s glass. “The fact that MI5 is run by women, or the fact that everybody seems to know this. I mean, didn’t it used to be called the secret service?”

			Pretty sure he’d heard this riff already, probably on a panel show, Hobden ignored it. “It was the night of the Euro elections, and there’d been BNP gains. Remember that?”

			“Well, of course I do.”

			“And that was the subject of discussion. This hack, Spencer his name is, got rolling drunk, started spewing off the usual nonsense about how the fascists were taking over, and when were Taverner’s lot going to start doing something about it. And she said . . .”

			Here Hobden screwed his eyes shut while summoning up history.

			“Something like yes, that’s under control. Or on the agenda. Christ, I don’t remember the exact words, but she gave him to understand it was happening. That she was setting something up not just against the BNP, but against what she’d call the extreme right. And we all know who that includes.”

			“She said this in your hearing?” 

			“They didn’t know I was there.”

			“Second Desk at MI5 announced her intention to sting the BNP, to sting the right, and this happened in a bar?”

			“They were drunk, okay? Look, it happened. Is happening. Haven’t you seen the news?” PJ eyed him coldly. “The kid in the cellar?”

			“I know what you’re referring to. You’re saying that’s it? That’s a Service op?”

			“Well, it’s a big bloody coincidence, don’t you think? That I’m being hassled the same week it happens, that somebody tries to kill me the same day—”

			“If it is,” PJ said, “it’s the single most cack-handed intelligence operation I’ve ever heard of, and that includes the Bay of fucking Pigs.” He glanced down at the bottle in his hands, then hunted around for a second glass. The nearest candidate was an unrinsed stem, waiting by the sink. He poured a slug into it, and put the bottle down. “Is this why you were calling?”

			“What do you think?”

			PJ slapped him hard, the noise ricocheting round the kitchen. “Don’t talk back to me, you little creep. Remember who’s who. You’re a one-time journalist whose name stinks from here to Timbuktu. And I’m a member of Her Majesty’s loyal cabinet.” He examined his wet shirt cuff. “And now you’ve made me spill my drink.”

			Hobden, his voice as shaky as a pea in a whistle, said, “You hit me!”

			“Yes, well. Tempers running high. Oh, for God’s sake.” He poured more vodka into Hobden’s glass. Hobden was a toad, but not an ignorant toad. It had been a mistake to forget that. Still, though: PJ was furious. “You were calling me because you think this this this piece of theatre has been organized by MI5 to discredit the right—you’ve barely finished explaining that you’re under surveillance, and you’re calling me? Have you lost your fucking mind?” 

			“Somebody had to know. Who was I supposed to call?” 

			“Not me.”

			“We’ve known each other for years—”

			“We are not friends, Robert. Don’t make that mistake. You always treated me fairly in print, and I respect that, but let’s face it, you’re a fucking has-been, and it’s no longer appropriate to be associated with you. So take it somewhere else.”

			“Where do you suggest?”

			“Well, your chums in the British Patriotic Party spring to mind.”

			The red weal PJ’s hand had left on Hobden’s cheek darkened. “Chums? My chums? When that list appeared on the net, who do you think they blamed? Half the death threats I get come from people I supported! As far as they were concerned, if it weren’t for me, they’d have been left alone. Because we all know who was responsible for posting that list. The same bunch of leftish criminals who’re hassling me now!”

			“Maybe so. But I’m still not sure why that means you have to turn up on my doorstep in the middle of the night—”

			“Because this has got to be stopped,” Hobden said.

			Lamb said, “Talk.” Then flicked a lighter in front of Taverner’s face like a threat.

			She leant forward for the flame. Her seventh of the day: drawing smoke into her lungs was growing familiar. She breathed out. Said, “Do you ever wonder why we do what we do?”

			“Taverner, it’s after two, and my team’s smaller than it was yesterday. Let’s get on with it, all right?”

			“There’ve been fifteen failed terrorist plots since 7/7, Jackson. That must be true. I read it in the paper.”

			“Good for us.”

			“It was on page eleven, below the fold.” 

			Lamb said, “If you wanted to be famous, maybe the secret service wasn’t the right path.”

			“This isn’t about me.”

			Jackson Lamb suspected it was very much about her. 

			“Our failures get more press than our successes. You of all people should know that. The dodgy dossier? Weapons of mass destruction? Okay, that was Six, but you think anyone cares?” Her words were coming faster now, each leaving its tobacco trace in the air between them. “There was a poll lately. Forty-something per cent of the public think Five had a hand in the death of David Kelly. Forty-something per cent. How do you think that makes me feel?”

			Lamb said, “It makes you feel like doing something about it. Let me take a wild guess. You’ve set up some half-arsed scheme involving a neo-fascist group kidnapping a Muslim kid and threatening to chop his head off on YouTube. Except it’s not gunna happen because one of the group is one of your guys. So when Five step in for a last-moment rescue, you’ll have all the airplay in the world underlining what a ruthlessly efficient organization it is.” He blew smoke. “Close?”

			“Half-arsed?”

			“Oh, for Christ’s sake. We’ve got one dead and one in intensive care, and that’s with you trying to keep this whole thing out of the papers. And in case you hadn’t forgotten, they’re both mine. Or were.”

			“I’m sorry about Sid Baker.” 

			“Great.”

			“It sounds like Moody tripped on his dick, and I’m not taking responsibility for that. But I’m sorry about Baker.”

			“I’ll have that marked on her chart. You know, the one clipped to her bed, which shows when her catheter’s changed. Jesus. Did you really think this would work?”

			“It still can.”

			“Crap. The wheels started coming off before you screwed them on. Tell me about Hobden. What makes him a danger?” 

			“I don’t know for sure he is.”

			“I didn’t come here to fence. You had his files swiped and his rubbish collected. Why?”

			Briefly, she touched her forehead with the palm of her hand. When she looked back at Lamb, he felt he could almost see through her skin. Veins stretched tight over gleaming bone. Tap her with a fingernail, she’d shatter. She said: “Do you know Dave Spencer?”

			“Guardian hack?”

			“Used to be. Got his cards. But anyway, yes. He and I, we’re friends. Does that sound odd? Me, friends with a pinko journalist?”

			Nothing sounded odd to Lamb; except, perhaps, that people had friends.

			“We were in the Frontline Club the night of the Euro elections. The night the BNP won two seats, remember?”

			Lamb nodded.

			“We watched the results coming in, and Dave went predictably mental. He’s a drinker. Another reason they sacked him. Anyway, he started railing on, as if it was my fault. What about your lot, he kept saying. Isn’t it time you took these pipsqueak fascists out of the game?”

			“Oh, Jesus,” Lamb said.

			“I don’t know what I told him. Anything to get him to pipe down. But I said stuff, yes. That they were on the agenda. Something like that. Non-specific. Not for attribution.”

			“And all in Hobden’s hearing.”

			“Well, it’s not like I knew he was there! He was lurking. He was low profile.”

			“Of course he bloody was. He’s a fucking pariah.” Lamb shook his head. “So you’ve got a journo with far-right sympathies on the earie for an op against the far right. Who’s already riled by having his extremist leanings exposed, and the Service had a hand in that, right? No wonder you wanted to find out how much he knew before kicking your ball into touch. What did his files show?” 

			“Sod all. Pi, to about half a million places. And you thought we were paranoid.”

			Lamb just thought he was careful. What Hobden had done, he’d have done too, the way a tourist carries a dummy wallet: a couple of bucks for the local hoods, with the plastic and the travellers’ cheques folded into a sock. “So you sent Moody to what, double check? Lift his hard drive?” He paused a beat. “He was carrying a gun.”

			“For Christ’s sake, Lamb, you think I authorized that?” 

			“At this point, I’m beyond surprising.”

			She said, “He was supposed to take the laptop. He was supposed to make it look like a junkie theft.”

			“We’ll add that to Moody’s list of career successes, then.” Without warning, he spat noisily. Then said, “So now Sid Baker’s on a table, having a bullet removed from her head. As for Moody, even he must have realized things were beyond screwed. So he tried to tidy up, which involved removing the bug he’d planted in my office. And trod on his dick in the dark, like you said.”

			“Was he alone at the time?”

			“We’re all alone in the end, don’t you think? Those final moments?” Jackson Lamb flicked the dying stub of his cigarette into the dark canal. “Either way, it’s over. For him and for you. For this whole operation.”

			“It can still work.”

			“No it can’t. If Hobden was clueless earlier, he isn’t now. Oh, and he’s on the loose. Did I mention that? Pulling the plug is your only choice.”

			“Hobden’s a joker. The only rags that’ll print him have names like UK Watch, and their circulation’s limited to those already frothing at the mouth.”

			“I’m not talking about after the event, I’m talking about tonight. These splinter groups, the BPP, the UK Nazis, the other fuckers, they may hate each other’s guts, but not half as much as they hate everyone else. Hobden’ll get the word out, if he hasn’t already. Pull your agent in. Now. Or Moody and Baker won’t be tonight’s only casualties.”

			She turned away. 

			“Taverner?”

			“They’re a sealed group. There’s no input from anywhere else.”

			“You wish. But look at how you’ve managed so far. This thing couldn’t have fallen apart faster if you’d bought it at Ikea, and you’re the professional. You think the jokers your agent’s entrapped in this farce have kept their mouths shut? Any minute now, one of them’s going to get a call from someone who knows someone who knows Hobden, telling them they’ve been set up, which means two people are in extreme danger right now. Your agent and this kid.” Lamb blinked. “Who’s just some unlucky bastard who’s the wrong colour, right?”

			She didn’t reply.

			“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Lamb said. “How could this get worse?”

			“Because it’s got to be stopped,” Hobden said. “Don’t you see?”

			“If it’s a Service op, obviously it’ll be stopped,” Peter Judd pointed out. “Five are hardly going to let anyone be beheaded on the internet. The whole point—”

			“I know what the whole point is. It’s for everyone to forget about bombs on the tube, and all those dawn raids that finish in acquittals. No, we’ll have action footage of our brave spooks rescuing some poor brown-skinned boy, and coincidentally painting the right as a bunch of mad murdering bastards into the bargain. That’s what I want stopped. What about you? Do you want to let them get away with it?”

			“Given their track record, I rather doubt they will. But you still haven’t explained why you’re coming to me with this.”

			“Because we both know the tide’s turning. The decent people in this country are sick to death of being held hostage by mad liberals in Brussels, and the sooner we take control over our own future, our own borders—” 

			“Are you seriously lecturing me?”

			“It’ll happen, and within the lifetime of your government. We both know that. Not this Parliament, but probably the next. By which time we both know where you expect to be living, and it won’t be Islington, will it?” Hobden had grown alive again. Eyes bright. Breathing normal. “It’ll be Downing Street.”

			“Yes. Well.” The effing and blinding PJ of ten minutes ago—the PJ who’d slapped Hobden—left the room; in his place was the bumbly figure familiar from countless broadcasts and not a few YouTube moments. “Obviously, if called upon to serve, I’ll leave my plough.”

			“And you’ll want to take your party further right, but what if that ground’s already staked out? And what if one of the occupying groups is mostly famous for attempting a prime-time execution?”

			“Now you’re being ridiculous. Not even the muckiest rakers of your former profession are going to equate Her Majesty’s Government with—”

			“Well, they might if they learn of your connection with one of those groups.”

			And now they’d come to the meat of the matter.

			Hobden said, “Don’t imagine that the reason I never mentioned it in print was that I thought it a youthful indiscretion. I just never wanted to hear you deny it in public. You’re PM material. With you at the helm, this country can be great again. And those of us who believe in strong government don’t want to hear you apologizing for the causes you truly espouse.”

			PJ placed his glass very carefully on the counter. “I’ve never had any truck with extremism,” he said levelly. Now he was Peter Judd, the people’s pundit: his tone precisely the one he used on TV when he was about to put someone right while indicating that few people had ever been wronger. “As it happens, I did write a report on the activities of some fringe right groups in the early nineties, in the course of researching which I attended one or two meetings.” He leant closer, so Hobden could feel his breath. “And do you really think you have any credibility?” His voice was velvet. “You’ll think the car crash your life has become is a fucking feather bed. Compared to what’ll happen next.”

			“I don’t want to cause a scandal. That’s the last thing I want. But if I did—”

			Slowly, carefully, Hobden drained his own glass.

			“But if I did, I don’t need credibility. I have something far more useful.”

			He set his empty glass next to PJ’s. 

			“I have a photograph.”

			“Oh, for fuck’s sake. How could this get worse?”

			Taverner said, “It’s not simply about improving Five’s reputation. There’s a war on, Jackson. Even from Slough House you must have noticed. And we need all the allies we can get.”

			“Who is he?”

			“It’s not who he is, it’s who his uncle is.” 

			“Oh, Christ,” Lamb said. “Don’t tell me.” 

			“His mother’s brother is Mahmud Gul.” 

			“Jesus wept.”

			“General Mahmud Gul. Currently Second Desk at Pakistan’s Directorate for Inter-Services Intelligence.”

			“Yes. Thank you. I know who he is. Jesus Christ.” 

			“Think of it as bringing communities together,” Taverner said. “When we rescue Hassan, we make a friend. You think we can’t use one? In Pakistan’s secret service?”

			“And have you given the flipside any thought? If this goes wrong, and Christ knows it’s not gone right yet, you’ve assassinated his nephew.”

			“It’s not going to go wrong.”

			“Your faith would be touching if your stupidity didn’t make me retch. Pull the plug. Now.”

			Another strain of laughter wafted over the canal, but sounded less than genuine; driven by alcohol rather than wit. 

			She said, “Okay, suppose we do that. Finish it. Tonight.” Her eyes momentarily focused on something beyond Lamb’s shoulder, then returned to his face. “A day early. Doesn’t mean it can’t still work.”

			“When I hear anyone say that,” Lamb began, but she spoke over him.

			“In fact, it’ll work better. Not a last-minute rescue. We get to the kid twenty-four hours before he’s due for the chop, and why’s that? Because we’re good. Because we know what we’re doing. Because you know what you’re doing.”

			Lamb appeared to choke. “You’re out of your mind,” he said, once he could talk.

			“It works. Why wouldn’t it?”

			“Well, for a start, there’s no paper trail. No investigation. How’m I supposed to have found him, divine inspiration? He was taken in bloody Leeds.”

			“They brought him here. They’re not far away.” 

			“They’re in London?”

			“They’re not far away,” she repeated. “As for the paper-trail, we’ll work up a legend. Hell, we’re halfway there already. Hobden’s our point of entry. It was your team burned him, took his files.”

			“Which were a pile of cack,” he reminded her.

			“Not necessarily. Not once we’ve decided what they really say.”

			Enough light fell on Taverner’s face for Lamb to see she meant every word. She was probably mad. It wouldn’t be the first time the job had done that, and being a woman couldn’t help. If she was thinking straight, she’d have noticed the flaw in her reasoning, which was that he, Jackson Lamb, couldn’t give a flying fart for whatever she was offering.

			Or maybe she had. “Think a minute. About what it could mean.”

			“I’m thinking there’s a body on my staircase.”

			“He fell on the stairs. An empty bottle’s the only prop you’ll need.” Her whispers were urgent now; they were talking of death, of other people’s death. They were also talking of career-ending moments, and maybe of something else. “Redemption.”

			“Excuse the fuck out of me?” 

			“Rehabilitation.”

			“I don’t need rehab. I’m happy where I am.”

			“Then you’re the only one. Christ, Jed Moody would have given his left bollock to be let back inside.”

			“And look where that got him.”

			“So he proved he was a slow horse. Are the others as bad?”

			Lamb pretended to think about it. “Yeah,” he said. “Probably.”

			“It doesn’t have to be that way. Do this, and you get to be a hero. Again. So do the boys and girls. Just think, the slow horses back among the thoroughbreds. You don’t want to give them that chance?”

			“Not especially.”

			“Okay, so what about the downside? Was Moody really on his lonesome when he broke his neck?” She put her head on one side. “Or did he have company?”

			Lamb showed his teeth. “We’ve covered this. Call in the Dogs. When they’ve finished tearing you apart, they’ll maybe have strength to pick at the rest of us.” He yawned a cavernous yawn he didn’t bother to conceal. “I’m not bothered either way.”

			“No matter who gets swatted.” 

			“You said it.”

			“What if it’s Standish?”

			Lamb shook his head. “You’re tossing darts, seeing what you might hit. Standish isn’t involved. She’s at home, asleep. I guarantee it.”

			“I’m not talking about tonight.” And this time she had the sense that a dart had landed close. She could tell by Lamb’s body language; a relaxation of the muscles around his mouth, a signal designed to indicate absence of care. “Catherine Standish? She came this close to a treason charge. You think that went away?” 

			His eyes were black in the moonlight. “That’s not a can of worms you want to open.”

			“Do I look like I’m keen? You’re right, this evening’s out of control. I want it over, quickly and quietly. With someone I trust at the reins. And like it or not, Slough House is part of this now. You’ll all get turned over. And poor Catherine . . . Well, she doesn’t even know the trouble she was nearly in, does she?”

			Lamb surveyed the canal. Lights swayed on its surface, reflections from stray sources. A few houseboats were shrouded in darkness, their cabin roofs home to potted plants, some trailing green fingers as far as the water, and carefully stacked piles of bicycles. Evidence of an alternative lifestyle, or a hidey-hole for alternative weekends. Who cared?

			He said, “It was before your time. But you know why I’m at Slough House.”

			It wasn’t a question.

			Diana Taverner said, “I’ve heard three versions.” 

			“The bad one? That’s the truth.”

			“I guessed as much.”

			He leant forward. “You’ve been using Slough House as your personal toybox, and that pisses me off. Are we clear on that?”

			She gave the dart another push. “You care about them, don’t you?”

			“No, I think they’re a bunch of fucking losers.” He came closer. “But they’re my losers. Not yours. So I’ll do this thing, but with conditions attached. Moody disappears. Baker was a street victim. Anyone who’s with me tonight is fireproof. Oh, and you’re everlastingly in my debt. Which, you’d better believe, will be reflected in expense sheets evermore.”

			“We can all come out of this covered in glory,” she said, unwisely.

			But Lamb rejected the seven or eight probable rejoinders; simply shook his head in mute disbelief, and looked again at the canal’s surface where broken shards of light bobbed in quiet disarray.

			“I have a photograph,” Hobden said. “It shows you throwing a Nazi salute, with your arm round Nicholas Frost. He’s forgotten now, of course, but he was a leading light in the National Front at the time. Stabbed to death at a rally a few years later, which is just as well. He was the sort who gave the right a bad name.”

			A long moment later, PJ said, “That photograph was destroyed.”

			“I can believe it.”

			“So destroyed it might be said never to have existed.” 

			“In which case, you have nothing to worry about.”

			The various PJs who’d so far been present—the urbane, the bumbly, the vicious, the cruel—melded into one, and for a moment the real Peter Judd peered out from the overgrown schoolboy, and what he was doing was what he was always doing: weighing up who he was talking to in terms of the threat he posed, and assessing how that threat might cleanly be dealt with. “Cleanly” meant without repercussion. If the photograph still existed, and was in Hobden’s possession, the consequences would be potentially catastrophic. Hobden might be bluffing. But that he even knew of the photo meant PJ’s needle had edged into the red.

			First, neutralize the consequences. 

			Deal with the threat later.

			He said, “What do you want?”

			“I want you to get the word out.” 

			“The word?”

			“That this whole set-up, this supposed execution, is a fake. That the Voice of Albion, who’ve never been more than a bunch of streetfighters, have been infiltrated by the intelligence services. That they’ve been made the vehicle for a PR exercise, and they’re not going to come out of it well.” Hobden paused. “I don’t care what happens to the idiots. But the damage they’re doing to our cause is incalculable.”

			PJ let that our slide past. Our cause. “And I’m to, what? Announce this in the House?”

			“Don’t tell me you haven’t got contacts. The right word from you, in the right ear, will get a lot further than mine will.” His voice became urgent. “I wouldn’t involve you if I could deal with this myself. But like I said. They’re not my chums.”

			“It’s probably too late already,” PJ said.

			“We have to try.” Exhausted suddenly, Hobden wiped a hand across his face. “They can say it was a joke that got out of hand. That they never had any intention of spilling blood.”

			There was commotion outside; voices calling down the stairs. PJ? Where have you got to, dammit? And also: Darling? Where are you? This last with more than a hint of tetchiness.

			“I’ll be right up,” PJ called. And then: “You’d better go.” 

			“You’ll make the call?”

			“I’ll see to it.”

			Something in his glare dissuaded Hobden from taking it further.

			Lamb left. Taverner watched until his bulky shape merged with the larger shadows, and then for another two minutes before allowing herself to relax. She checked her watch. Two thirty-five.

			A quick mental calculation: the deadline—Hassan’s deadline—had about twenty-six hours to run.

			Ideally, Diana Taverner would have played that string out longer; waited until every TV screen in the land was running a clock before she set the rescue wheels turning. But tonight would have to do. And anyway, the bright spin she’d put on it—that this was not a last-minute rescue, but a controlled, panic-free operation—would work fine. Never any danger. That’s what the report would conclude; that Five had everything under wraps from the start. So, come morning, Hassan would be safely home; Taverner’s agent would be out from deep cover; and she herself would be accepting congratulations, watching the Service’s cachet skyrocket. And as a bonus, there was no chance of Ingrid Tearney getting back from DC in time to steal her glory.

			But it was no great comfort that matters now lay in the hands of Jackson Lamb. Lamb was worse than a Service screw-up; he was a loose cannon, who’d wilfully slipped his moorings. When he’d asked if she knew why he was at Slough House, he’d been threatening her; asking if she knew what he’d once done. If things went screwy tonight, Lamb wouldn’t leave it to the Dogs to clean things up. He’d wipe the slate himself.

			In which case, a contingency plan was advisable.

			She fished her mobile out of her pocket; called up a number. It rang five times before being answered. “Taverner,” she said. “Sorry to disturb. But I’ve just had a very strange conversation with Jackson Lamb.”

			Still talking, she set off down the towpath, and pretty soon was swallowed by the shadows.

			It was late, it was late, but the dinner party was still going strong. The odd line of coke was helping. PJ had resolved to let this pass, but would be having words with the guilty parties, strong words, before the week was out. There were jinks you could enjoy in opposition, and higher jinks you could get away with in government, but once inside the cabinet, there were guidelines to be observed. None of the puppies partaking were at PJ’s exalted level, of course, but it showed him deep disrespect to imagine that he hadn’t noticed.

			But they could wait. In the half-hour since Hobden’s departure, PJ had been assessing the deeps and shallows of his story, and had decided it was probably true. Even in the webbed-up world, where conspiracy theories spread faster than a blogger’s acne, PJ had no difficulty believing that elements within MI5 might have concocted this piece of Grand Guignol, and it even impressed him, a bit. A little less cloak-and-dagger and a bit more reality TV: that was the way to catch the public imagination. And you couldn’t get more real than spilling blood.

			What he hadn’t decided was what his reaction should be. For all Hobden’s doom-mongering, PJ felt that the electorate could distinguish between the establishment version of right-wing and the kind cooked up on sink estates. Besides, follow Hobden’s reasoning and it made no difference whether the plot succeeded or failed: either way, the far-right came out as murderous bastards. And given that PJ didn’t care if one, at best, second-generation citizen lived or died, and that he intended one day to be in a position where the strength of the intelligence services was of immediate personal concern to him, the deck was weighted against his lifting a finger.

			But then there was the photo. If it existed. Here in the privacy of PJ’s head, there was little point pretending it had never done so, but whether it could still be described in such terms was a different matter, one which a serious amount of money, a fair few promises, and one act of violence had theoretically resolved. At this distance there was little chance that a copy survived, but allowing for the possibility that it did, there were few more likely candidates for finding it than Robert Hobden. Even leaving aside his far-right connections, Hobden’s career had been as remarkable for its uncovering of political sins as it had been for its smug pomposity, and before his fall from grace, those in power trod round him with care. And the fact that he obviously didn’t know everything made it more likely that he wasn’t bluffing—if he’d had even an inkling that Nicholas Frost’s death at a National Front rally had been other than it seemed, he’d have raised the matter. So assume, PJ thought, that the photo existed; assume Hobden had a copy. Where did that leave matters? Matters meaning PJ? 

			It left him plastering the cracks. He pushed his chair back, waved an apologetic hand in his wife’s direction; mouthed “Telephone” at her. She’d think this was to do with the hostage situation, and it was, of course. It was.

			He found Sebastian on the upstairs landing, where he sat looking out at the quiet street. Factotum was one of the words used to describe Sebastian; PJ had also heard major-domo and even batman. That last one was quite good, in fact. Caped crusader. Dark deeds, in the cause of righteousness. Righteousness also meaning PJ.

			If the photo existed: well. There were guidelines to be observed at cabinet level, of course, but one of those was the bottom line itself, which simply stated that you did not allow others to hold a blade at your throat.

			Those in power had once trod round Robert Hobden with care. These days, rolling right over him was an option. But first, he’d plaster those cracks; get the word out, as Hobden had wanted. PJ did not maintain personal relations with those who dwelt so far beyond the pale, but then, he didn’t need to. What’s a batman for?

			“Seb,” he said. “I need you to make some calls.” 

		

	



		
			 

			Jed Moody’s body was still on the landing, bleakly lit by a naked bulb. Lamb paid little attention to it on his way up to his office, where he lifted the corkboard from the floor and rehung it on the wall. Then he unlocked a desk drawer and drew out a shoebox. Inside, swaddled in cloth, was a Heckler & Koch. After examining it briefly by the light of the Anglepoise, he slipped it into his overcoat pocket, causing the coat to hang awkwardly. Leaving the shoebox on the desk, and the low lamp burning, he returned downstairs.

			“What happened to the gun?” he asked. 

			“I’ve got it,” River told him.

			Lamb held out a meaty hand, and River surrendered the weapon, which promptly disappeared inside Lamb’s pocket. Curiously, to River’s eye, it seemed to even him up a little.

			Lamb glanced down at Moody. “Keep an eye on the place, eh?”

			The dead man didn’t answer.

			Lamb led the way down, lighting a cigarette before they’d reached the street. Outside, its plume of smoke was almost white. “Anyone else got a car here?”

			Louisa Guy did.

			“Either of you in a state to drive?” 

			“Yes.”

			“Then follow me.” 

			“Where to?” River asked. 

			“You’re with me.” To the other two, Lamb said, “Roupell Street. Know it?”

			“South of the river.” 

			“This time of night?”

			Lamb said, “That supposed to be funny?”

			“What do we do when we get there?” River asked.

			“We rescue Hassan Ahmed,” Lamb said. “And we all get to be heroes.”

			River, Min and Louisa shared a glance.

			Lamb said, “Is that all right with you? Or did you have other plans?”

			They had no other plans.

			Larry, Moe and Curly.

			Curly, Larry and Moe.

			Who were these people, and why had they taken him?

			You think we give a toss who you are?

			For long stretches at a time, Hassan believed that he had stopped thinking. That he was all feeling, no thought. But that was wrong: it was more that his thoughts had become feelings, and were now tumbling round his head like butterflies. His thoughts were fluttering things, impossible to pin down. They led to one thing, then to another, and then to a third, which might be the first thing over again, though it was hard to be sure, as by then he’d forgotten what the first thing had been. Whether the root cause of this was fear or hunger or loneliness, he didn’t know. What was interesting—and this interested him in the same way he might once have been interested in the activities of an ant—was that he had discovered a talent for time travel. For fractions of a second, he was able to cast himself out of this cellar and into a past in which none of this would ever happen.

			For instance, he remembered the first time he’d asked his mother about the man in the photo on her bedside table; this obvious soldier, with fine firm features, and a look in his eye suggesting that he too knew the secret of time travel, and was seeing through the camera and into the future itself; a future in which children yet unborn would gaze at his photograph, and wonder who he was.

			“That is your uncle Mahmud,” he was told. 

			Hassan had been five or so at the time. 

			“Where is he?” he’d asked.

			“He’s back home. In Pakistan.”

			But home didn’t mean Pakistan to Hassan. Home meant where he lived; it meant the house in which he woke up every day with his parents and brothers and sisters, and also the street on which that house was set, and the town that street was part of, and so on. It confused him that for his mother, the word might mean something else. If words meant different things to different people, how could they be trusted?

			And if this man was his uncle, why had Hassan never met him?

			“Why doesn’t he visit us?”

			Because his uncle was a very busy and important man, who had duties that kept him on the other side of the world.

			Information supplied early enough becomes hardwired into the brain, and this nugget had not only satisfied Hassan, but seemed to be the only thing worth saying on the subject. When, years later, he had glimpsed what looked like the same man on the BBC news, a figure in a line of men being introduced to the US President, who’d been on one of his welcome-to-my-world tours, it was simply confirmation of what his mother had told him: that his uncle was a very busy and important man.

			And then the flicker of history was gone, and Hassan was back in his cellar.

			His uncle was a very busy and important man. Too busy and important ever to visit England; that was the story his younger self had been told. The truth, as his father had told him much later, cast a somewhat different light: his uncle had never visited because he did not approve of his sister’s marriage; did not approve of their secular life. Though the matter of his busyness and importance remained true: his uncle was a high-ranking officer in the Pakistan military.

			Was that busy and important enough, he wondered now? Was that important enough for Larry, Curly and Moe?

			You think we give a toss who you are?

			That was what they had said, but perhaps they had lied. After all, they had assaulted, drugged and kidnapped him; imprisoned him in a damp cellar; coldly informed him they were going to cut his head off. They had given him a bottle of water and a banana, and nothing else. They were bad people. That they were liars was not beyond possibility. And since busyness and importance easily equated with wealth, maybe this was in reality a kidnapping of the garden variety; that for all their threats and bluster, Moe, Curly and Larry’s aim was to screw money from his busy, important uncle, no more. Which made more sense than that they might demand a ransom from his parents, who were busy but not important; comfortable, but not rich. Hassan was almost certain, then, that this must be the case.

			You fucking Paki.

			Yeah, sure, they said that, but only to keep him scared.

			We’re going to cut your head off and show it on the web.

			But what they meant was: unless your uncle pays the ransom.

			Hassan had seen enough movies to know what this meant; the opportunities the police would have to follow the money; the helicopter surveillance. The low-key tracking, followed by a burst of action: shouting and flashing lights. And then the cellar door would open, and a torch-beam light the way down the stairs . . .

			He thought: No. Give up. That’s not going to happen. 

			And then thought: But what’s the harm in thinking it? How else should he pass the time while waiting for the axe to fall?

			And even as these thoughts fought like butterflies in his crowded head, something thumped on the ceiling above him, and voices cried out in anger or surprise—was that violence he heard? He thought it was violence. A brief outburst ending with another thump, while in his head new pictures painted themselves—

			A SWAT team had come crashing in 

			Armed police had stormed the house

			His uncle, the soldier, had tracked him down 

			Any of the above . . .

			And Hassan allowed himself to hope.

			Traffic was light, mostly taxis and night-buses. London was a twenty-four-hour city, but only if you counted the things nobody wanted to do, like find a way home in the middle of the night, or head out for a cleaning job in the pitch-dark cold of the morning. Watching through the window, River was trying to get his head round what Lamb had told them before they’d piled into separate cars: that there were three kidnappers. That one was a friendly, but it was anybody’s guess which, or how he’d react.

			“Are they armed?”

			“I’m guessing they’ve got an edged weapon of some sort. They’d look bloody stupid trying to take the kid’s head off with a gherkin.”

			“So why us?” River asked. “Why not a SWAT team? Why not the achievers?”

			Lamb didn’t answer.

			Through the passenger window River saw a figure curled in a shop doorway under a pyramid of cardboard, but it was gone already; not even a memory. River re-focused on his own reflection. His hair was shaggy, and a day’s worth of beard graced his chin. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been to a barber’s. He supposed they’d have shaved Sid’s head first thing. Her head must seem tiny without her hair. She’d look like a Hollywood alien.

			His reflection dissolved, and came back when he blinked. 

			It was all part of the same thing. Hobden, Moody, Hassan Ahmed, Sid being shot—it was all part of somebody else’s game, whose pieces seemed to have fallen into place for Lamb. It had been Lady Di he’d gone out to meet. He hadn’t said so, but who else could it have been? River himself hadn’t laid eyes on Diana Taverner since spending two days tailing her, all those months ago. But Lamb, slow horse or not, had middle-of-the-night parleys with her . . .

			They passed a stationer’s, its familiar logo lit in blue and white, and a connection he’d fumbled for earlier was made.

			“It’s money, isn’t it?” he said. 

			“What is?”

			“In that envelope. The one Moody took from your office. It’s money. It’s your flight fund.”

			Lamb raised an eyebrow. “Flight fund? Haven’t heard that in a while.”

			“But that’s what it is.”

			Lamb said, “Oh, right. Your grandfather. That’s where you got it from.”

			He nodded to himself, as if that were a problem solved. 

			And he was right, of course; that’s where River had heard it. Every joe needs a flight fund, the O.B. had said. Couple of grand, couple of hundred, however much it takes. In the straight world, they’d call it fuck-you money. Dammit, I shouldn’t have said that. Don’t tell your grandmother.

			River could still remember the thrill that had gone through a twelve-year-old boy, hearing that. Not because of the f-word, but because his grandfather could say Don’t tell your grandmother, and trust him not to do so. It gave them a secret. It made them joes together.

			A flight fund was what you needed when you lived on the edge, and might slip off any moment. Something to feather your fall. To give you the means to walk away.

			“Yes,” Lamb said, surprising River. “It’s a flight fund.” 

			“Right.”

			“Not a fortune, if you’re thinking your ship’s come in.” 

			“I wasn’t.”

			“Fifteen hundred, a passport, and a key to a box.” 

			“Switzerland?”

			“Fuck you Switzerland. A bank in a two-donkey French town, four hours’ drive from Paris.”

			“Four hours,” River repeated. “Why am I telling you this?”

			“So you’ll have an excuse to kill me?” 

			“That’s probably it.”

			Lamb didn’t look any different, was still a soft fat rude bastard, still dressed like he’d been thrown through a charity shop window, but Jesus, River thought—Lamb was a joe. He kept a flight fund pinned behind his noticeboard, which he plastered with money-off coupons and out-of-date special offer ads nobody ever saw beyond. Mis-direction. It was what a joe did, or so the O.B. had always told River: There’s always someone watching. Make sure they’re not seeing what they think they are.

			Crossing the Thames, River saw a world of tall glass buildings. They were mostly in darkness, towers of un-illuminated windows casting back pinpricks of light they’d found on the streets below or the skies above, but here and there a pane would be starkly lit, and through some there were figures visible, crouched over desks or just standing in rooms, their attention owned by the unknowable. There was always something going on. And it wasn’t always possible, from the outside, to understand what it was.

			Of course, hope is what gets you in the end.

			Worse than the noise had been the silence that followed. 

			Hassan was holding his breath, as if he were hiding, rather than being hidden. It half-occurred to him that if these bastards knew how English he was, how wary of drawing attention to himself, they’d forget the colour of his skin and embrace him as one of their own . . . But no, these bastards, they’d never forget his skin. Hassan Ahmed hoped that the SWAT team, the armed police, his uncle the soldier, showed these bastards no mercy, now they’d tracked them down.

			Larry, Moe and Curly. 

			Curly, Larry and Moe.

			Hassan didn’t give a toss who they were either, all right?

			But it wasn’t his uncle who burst into the cellar a minute later.

			“You.”

			They meant him.

			“On your fucking feet.”

			But Hassan couldn’t get up. Gravity had sealed him to the chair. So they had to help him—grab him. Drag him. Rough-handle him on to shaky legs and pull him through the door and up the stairs. Hassan wasn’t sure how much noise he made during this. Perhaps he was praying. Because you always found your gods again. For however long he’d been in that cellar, he’d been begging Allah for release; making all the bargains always made in this situation. Perhaps if Hassan had believed in Him, He wouldn’t have abandoned Hassan to the fate of dying for being one of His believers. But Hassan wasn’t allowed much time to meditate upon this. Mostly he was being manhandled up a narrow flight of stairs, at the top of which waited whatever was going to happen to him next.

			He had thought the execution would happen down in that cellar.

			But it happened in the kitchen.

			The house was on a terrace that had seen better days, most of them pre-war. The upstairs windows were boarded over and those at ground level thickly curtained, with no light showing. A water stain spattered its façade.

			Lamb said, in a harsh whisper, “Hands up who hasn’t been drinking tonight?”

			Min and Louisa exchanged a look.

			“Here.” Lamb handed River Moody’s gun, the .22. “Point it anywhere near me and I’ll take it off you.” 

			It was the first time River had been on a public street with a weapon. It should have weighed more.

			He said, “You think they’re in there?”

			Because the house didn’t simply look asleep. It looked dead.

			“Act as if they are,” Lamb said. They’d driven straight past the house; had parked twenty yards down. Min and Louisa had been right behind them; now all four were crouched beside Lamb’s vehicle. River glanced at his watch. If Lamb’s estimate had been right, they had five minutes before the achievers turned up. Seven, if you wanted to be strictly accurate.

			“We’re going in?” he asked.

			“We’re going in,” Lamb said. “You and me. You can do the door.” This last to Louisa. “There’s a jemmy in the boot. And you watch the back.” Min. “Anyone comes out, don’t let them see you. But don’t lose them. All clear?”

			All was clear. Months of waiting for a real job to do: they weren’t about to pass it up.

			“Okay. Don’t anyone get shot or anything. It goes on my record.”

			Louisa fetched the jemmy, and they approached the house in a line; Min walking straight on by, heading round the corner to watch the back. At the door, Louisa slipped the jemmy in at latch height like a born housebreaker. She leant on it hard, and the door splintered open. And then Lamb was moving faster than a fat man should, wielding an H&K in a double-fisted grip. He snapped to the right two steps in, kicked open a door that led to an empty room. “Armed police!” he shouted. River took the stairs in three bounds. It was dark; no tell-tale strips of yellow painting the doors” outlines. He entered the first room fast and low; spun 360, gun outstretched. “Armed police!” Nothing. Just a pair of mattresses on the floor, and an unzipped sleeping bag curled like a sloughed skin. There was a shout from downstairs. He backed out, kicked open the second door: same story. Another shout: Lamb calling his name. The last door was a bathroom. He pulled the light-cord. A green stain blossomed beneath one of the bath taps, and a shirt hung from the shower rail. It was damp. Lamb shouted his name again. River ran downstairs.

			Lamb was silhouetted at the end of the hallway, looking at something on the kitchen floor. His gun was in his hand, but his arm hung by his side.

			River said, “Upstairs is clear.” 

			Lamb said, “We need to go.”

			His voice was ghoulish. Warped.

			Louisa Guy approached River from behind. She was holding the jemmy in a two-handed grip. “What is it?”

			“We need to go. Now.”

			River moved closer and stepped through the kitchen doorway.

			The body sprawled across the kitchen floor had once been taller. Now it lay in a pool of gore, around which a fat bluebottle hummed busily.

			Behind him, Louisa said, “Oh sweet Jesus.”

			On the kitchen table sat a head, raggedly removed from its owner.

			River turned and pushed past Louisa. He barely made it out before throwing up into the gutter.

			They crossed the black river in a blue car, red memories staining their minds. Enough blood staining their cuffs and their shoes to render them bang to rights at a glance, let alone after forensic study.

			The one driving said, “Did you have to . . .” 

			“Yes.”

			“He was . . .” 

			“He was what?” 

			“I just . . .”

			“You just what?”

			“I just wasn’t ready for it.” 

			“Yeah, right.”

			“I wasn’t.” 

			“No, well, he wasn’t either, was he? But guess what? Makes no fucking difference. He’s just as fucking dead.”

			He was. He was dead. They’d left his head on the kitchen table.

			How much deader could he get?

		

	



		
			 

			“Phones. Now.”

			Dumbly, they fumbled for their mobiles. 

			“Where’s Harper?”

			He was arriving at a trot. “What happened?” 

			“Your phone,” Lamb said.

			“My phone?” 

			“Now, damn it!”

			Min Harper fished out his mobile phone; added it to the three Lamb was holding; watched in horror as Lamb dropped all four down the storm drain at his feet.

			“Okay, go. Fetch Ho, Loy and White. I’ll get Standish.” 

			All of this, to River, like a dream sequence; voices booming in and out of focus; the nearest streetlight swimmy. He felt empty-legged, like a wind might knock him over, and didn’t want to look back at the house with its still-open door, with its kitchen, with its table on which sat a severed head. If a head could sit. If a head could sit.

			“For fuck’s sake, Cartwright, don’t do this now.” 

			River said, “I’ve seen him before.”

			“We’ve all seen him before,” Lamb said.

			Louisa Guy ran a trembling hand through her hair. Min Harper touched her elbow, and she shook him off.

			“He was one of us, Cartwright. He was a slow horse. Now get moving. Get the others. Don’t go home.”

			River glanced at Min and Louisa, and read their expressions accurately. “We don’t know where they live.”

			“Give me strength.” He rattled off addresses: Balham, Brixton, Tower Hamlets. 

			“Then where?” 

			“Blake’s grave. Soon.”

			They left in separate cars.

			A bare minute later, two black vans arrived, and figures piled out.

			“A spook.”

			“But . . .”

			“But fuck all. He was a spook. End of.”

			He made a chopping motion with one hand. 

			In both their minds, a head fell to the floor. 

			“I’m . . .”

			“You’re what?” 

			“I’m just . . .” 

			“You’re scared.” 

			“You killed him.” 

			“We killed him.”

			“I didn’t even know you were gunna do that.” 

			“Did you think this was a game?”

			“But it changes everything.”

			“You’re a nancy. Nothing’s changed.” 

			“Nothing’s changed? We killed a copper—” 

			“Spy.”

			“Spy, copper, what’s the difference? You think they’ll let this lie? You think they’ll—what?”

			Because Curly had thrown his head back and screamed in mirthless laughter.

			Diana Taverner was in her office. It was shortly after three, and the hub was mostly empty; only a couple of the kids hunched over a console, coordinating surveillance of an animal rights group. She’d just put the phone down. The tactical ops squad—“the achievers”—had gone into the house near Waterloo; it was empty, save for a body. They’d cut his head off. The good part, if you could call it that, was that he’d been dead before that happened. 

			A fingerprint scan was on its way, but she already knew whose the body was. It wasn’t Hassan Ahmed’s, so it had to be Alan Black’s. Her agent. Jackson Lamb and his crew were nowhere. Her earlier worst thoughts, about things going even more wrong, had come to pass. It was as well she’d set a back-up plan in motion.

			Echoing that thought, the phone rang. Ingrid Tearney, her boss. They’d spoken earlier; Taverner had called her from the canal. She was somewhere over the Atlantic, nearer New York than London.

			“Ingrid,” she said.

			“I’m hearing rumours. What’s going on, Diana?” 

			“Like I said earlier. It’s Jackson Lamb.”

			“You’re sure?”

			“It looks like it.” She leant forward; rested her forehead on her palm. Commit to the action, and the voice follows. “The body at Waterloo? It’s Alan Black’s. He used to be one of Lamb’s. Quit last year, but maybe he didn’t after all. It looks like Lamb’s been playing him all along.”

			“Jesus wept. This cannot be happening.”

			“Best I can tell, Lamb was running the kidnapping to make a personal score. Or else, God knows, to make the Service look good. Either way, it’s shot to hell. His agent’s murdered, and the others are gone, Hassan Ahmed with them. And there’s no reason on earth they should stick to their deadline now.”

			“Christ, Diana, this is your watch—”

			“Mine? Slough House hardly falls under my jurisdiction, does it? Before we start the recriminations game, let’s get that on the record. And face facts. The body’s one of Lamb’s people. Lamb knew where to go, for Christ’s sake.”

			Ingrid Tearney said, “He was there, then. At Waterloo.” 

			“Yes. I don’t know where he is now. But We’ll trace him.” 

			“In time?”

			“Ingrid, at this stage he knows as much about Hassan Ahmed’s whereabouts as we do. His op’s blown. We’re looking at damage limitation. I know you’re shocked. But he’s always been a loose cannon. And ever since the Partner business—”

			“Careful.”

			“I don’t officially know what happened then, but I’ve a shrewd idea. And anyone who can do what Lamb did probably thinks he’s above scrutiny. I’ve been worried about him for some time. That’s why I put Sid Baker in there.”

			“And what did she report?”

			“That Lamb runs the place like a mad hermit. Sits in his top-floor lair with the blinds drawn. It’s not a big surprise he’s tipped over the edge, Ingrid.”

			She was using her name too often. She’d have to watch that.

			“What’s Baker said about tonight?”

			“She’s in no position to say anything. She was one of tonight’s casualties.”

			“Hell’s teeth. Did I miss the meeting where war was declared?”

			“We’re mopping up. I’ve one of Lamb’s people downstairs. It won’t take long to get cast-iron proof. All we need is something that puts Lamb with Black since Black quit the Service. Let’s face it, Jackson Lamb’s not the Friends Reunited type.”

			“You’re very keen on playing the judge.”

			“Well, it’s a fucking mess! We’ve got the body of a rogue agent, in a house where Hassan Ahmed was held. How’s that going to play with the boy’s uncle? We can swear we’ve clean hands till the cows come home, he’s still going to smell Service involvement. And this is a man HMG hopes is going to come down on the side of the moderates. We’ve got to clean it up.”

			“There’s a crew there now?”

			“Yes. But they’re not investigators, and they don’t do forensics. If anything’s marked clue, they’ll pick it up. But otherwise . . .”

			“But otherwise they might miss something that would help the cops find Hassan,” Tearney finished. Both fell silent. A blinking light on Taverner’s phone told her she had another call. She ignored it. The receiver felt hot, but she gripped it so tight her hand trembled.

			“Okay. Bring him in.” 

			“Lamb?”

			“Lamb. Let’s see what he has to say for himself.” 

			“What about Hassan Ahmed?”

			“I thought you’d covered that.”

			London rules, she thought. London rules. “I’m going to need to hear you say it, Ingrid.”

			Some decisions, she wanted other people’s fingerprints on from the start.

			“Oh, Christ. Having Mahmud Gul’s nephew killed on our soil is one thing. Having him killed with our connivance is another. Leave him to the cops, and pray they get to him in time. Either way, I don’t want Five appearing in their write-ups.”

			“Lamb’s not likely to come quietly.”

			“He’s not an idiot. Get Duffy on to it. And bring the rest of them in too.”

			“The rest of them?”

			“The Slough House crew. The slow horses. Get them off the streets and find out who knew what before any more damage is done. I don’t want mud sticking to Five over this. We get enough flak as it is.”

			“Consider it done. Safe flight.”

			For a moment, Diana Taverner sat perfectly still, looking through her wall at the kids on the hub. At all the empty spaces which would be filled in a few short hours by more kids, doing more thankless tasks. They’d have been warned about that as soon as they signed up, of course, and would have pretended to believe it, but nobody ever really did, not at first. Each and every one of them secretly expected to be appreciated. It wasn’t going to happen. She’d wanted to drop a spectacular victory in their laps. That wasn’t going to happen either. But at least she could make sure the crash happened as far off as possible, and only damaged the dead wood. 

			Then she rang the crew at the Waterloo house. It was a brief, one-sided conversation: “Disappear the body. Clean the house.”

			Cleaning houses, when you cleaned them properly, required strong agents. Fire was the safest bet.

			Then she returned Nick Duffy’s call. He was back in Regent’s Park, though well below where she sat now. “Which one? . . . Okay. Five minutes.”

			“Who was he?” 

			“Black. Alan Black.”

			River had never met him. He’d quit Slough House months before River’s arrival; one of those in whom the fire that had driven him into the Service had been quenched by quotidian drudgery. River had no idea what failure had landed Black in their company. Asking would have been like dredging up ancestral sins; enquiring which wicked uncle interfered with which parlour maid. More than that, it would have required River to care, and he didn’t.

			So why had Black’s face been familiar?

			He sat in the back, with Louisa at the wheel; Min Harper next to her. When the streetlights washed across them, their faces became doughy and unloved, but were, at least, attached to their bodies. The acrid taste of vomit stung River’s throat. Streets away, the head on the kitchen table leered at him, and probably always would.

			Because River had seen that face before. Last time, it too had been attached to its body. For the moment, he couldn’t put the parts together again: the head on the man; the man in his memory. It would come, though. River’s recall was good. Already it was churning through possibilities, plucking them like balls from the bubbling air in a lottery machine. No winners yet, but give it time.

			“You’re sure?”

			“That it was Black?” 

			“Yes.” 

			“Yes. I’m sure. Why did that bastard trash our phones?” 

			“So no one can trace us.”

			“Thanks again. I knew that. I meant why’s he worried about anyone tracing us?”

			River worked it out as he spoke. “We’re being set up. We were supposed to be rescuing Hassan Ahmed. We find a former agent, dead. This whole Hassan thing, it must be an op. And it’s every which way screwed up.”

			“How did Lamb know where to go?”

			“It was Lady Di he went out to meet earlier, yes?” 

			“And you’re saying she told him?”

			River said, “I’m saying that’s what he’s saying.” 

			“Lamb’s running an op?”

			“I don’t know,” River said. “Maybe. But then again, if he was . . .”

			“If he was, what?”

			River stared out of the window. “If he was, I don’t think he’d have screwed up like this.”

			There was silence from the front seats. Min Harper and Louisa Guy were not big fans of Jackson Lamb.

			“He’s carrying a flight fund,” he told them. “If things had gone belly up, he’s got the wherewithal to fade away. He’d not be sending us to collect the others . . .”

			He was slower than his companions on this particular uptake.

			“Yeah, right.”

			“Which is why we don’t have any phones.”

			“And are running our arses all over London. While he’s where?”

			River said, “He didn’t have to fetch me. From the hospital.”

			“He did if he wanted to know what was going on.” 

			“Which he would. If he was running an op.”

			“So what do we do?” River asked. “What he said? Or head to Regent’s Park and start spilling beans?”

			This was met with silence; the sound of two bodies still fizzing with alcohol, but shocked out of actual drunkenness. 

			A blue and yellow blur spun by, siren screaming. Maybe heading for the house they’d just left. But River guessed not. River guessed the tidying up of that particular mess would happen quietly.

			Then he heard: “I guess, if he’s not at Blake’s grave, we’ll know we’ve been screwed.”

			“And if we’re gunna be screwed, we might as well all be screwed at once.”

			“It’ll save time.”

			River felt grateful, though wasn’t entirely sure why. “Okay. So did either of you get those addresses?”

			Without taking her eyes from the road, Louisa Guy recited them, note perfect.

			“Nice one,” said River, impressed.

			“Well, if they turn out wrong, that’ll be a clue, won’t it?” 

			“We’d better split,” he said. “You do Loy and Ho. Drop me here. I’ll head back for White.” 

			“You’ll manage for transport?”

			“Please,” River said. The car slowed; stopped. He got out. “See you later.”

			In a different car, Curly screamed in mirthless laughter. 

			“What? What’s funny?”

			“You think they’d have let it lie otherwise? When we chop the Paki’s head off?”

			“The plan was never to do it.”

			“Your plan was never to do it,” Curly said. “Your plan.”

			Hassan was in the boot. They’d pulled the hood over his head, and tied his wrists. If you shout or make a noise, I’ll cut your fucking tongue out.

			“How did you know?” 

			“Know what?” Curly asked. 

			“That he was a . . . spook.”

			Curly tapped the breast pocket of his denim jacket, where his mobile nestled. “Got a call, didn’t I?”

			“You weren’t supposed to have a phone.” 

			“Good job I did. Else we’d still be back there with that fucking traitor. Waiting for the SAS.”

			He wasn’t supposed to have a phone, it was true. Mobile phones could be traced: Larry’s rule. But before they could trace you via your phone, they had to know it was yours. Otherwise it was only a mobile signal, and everyone had one of those. So he’d bought a pre-pay, and had used it to call Gregory Simmonds, the Voice of Albion, every couple of hours. Because any time Simmonds stopped answering his phone, that meant the cops were on to them.

			Curly had encountered Simmonds through the British Patriotic Party’s website, where he’d posted messages as Excalibur88, the 88 meaning HH, Heil Hitler. This was just after the Lockerbie bomber had been sent home. There’d been scenes on TV of him meeting a hero’s welcome: happy flag-waving crowds. Meanwhile the BNP was being taken to court, because it was against the law to have a party only for true Englishmen, and believers’ names were being plastered on the internet, an invitation to left-wing thugs to throw bricks through windows, and threaten wives and families.

			The issue, Curly posted, was simple. White man dies in a bomb attack? String up a Muslim from a lamppost. Right here, right now. Didn’t matter who. It wasn’t like the tube bombers had checked out their victims in advance, making sure there weren’t kids or nurses on the trains. You string one up and then another, to show them who they were dealing with. Kick me once, I kick you twice. And then jump on your head. That’s how you win a war, and this was a war.

			So then he’d been contacted by Gregory Simmonds, the Voice of Albion. A short man with tall opinions, Simmonds had made his money in long-haul logistics, what used to be called removals. He’d founded the Voice because he was sick of seeing this once-proud country dragged downhill by scumbag politicians in the pockets of foreign interests—conversation with him was like listening to a party broadcast, but he wasn’t all talk. Voice of Albion was about action. There were a couple of other guys Simmonds knew, a plan coming together. Was Curly interested in action?

			Curly was. Curly would have liked to be a soldier. Never worked out, so he was mostly unemployed, but he did a weekly off-the-books stint as an exit-coordinator at a club, what used to be called bouncing. This was in Bolton. There were more exciting cities, more exciting lives.

			So anyway. Officers stayed behind the lines, but Simmonds was putting the plan together, with help from these other guys, Moe and Larry.

			What they had in mind was an internet execution. Most people would have chickened out hearing that.

			Most people would have thought Simmonds was out of his mind. But Curly, because he knew Simmonds was expecting him to say something, and he hated doing what he was expected to do, just drank the lager Simmonds had been buying all evening, and waited.

			Until Simmonds said: Thing was, they didn’t actually have to cut anyone’s head off. They just had to make it look like they were going to. Show the world it could be done. That was the point. Show they could do it if they wanted. That if there was a war, it would be fought on both sides. Was Curly in?

			Curly thought about it, but not for long. He was in.

			The only part he’d had trouble with was the bit about not actually doing it.

			And because he didn’t know Larry or Moe, which meant he didn’t trust them, he’d played stupid in their company and kept in touch with Simmonds behind their back. Which was how he’d got the call forty minutes earlier, the Voice of Albion ringing him for a change, breathy and terrified. Compromised was the word he used. It had filtered down through a contact in the BPP. The mission was compromised. They should get out. They should disappear.

			Simmonds didn’t use Larry’s name. Didn’t have to. If one of them was a spy, it had to be Larry, who’d managed to make every decision sound like his own.

			“Which way?” 

			Rising panic in his voice. Curly kept his own flat: “Just keep driving.” They were still south of the river. But not turning back was the main thing.

			He could have run when Simmonds’ call came through. He could have been down the stairs and out the front. The others didn’t know his real name. He could have been part of the nightlife in minutes, miles away.

			Instead he’d stood and run a finger along the grimy bedroom wall. Adapted himself to the moment; let these new circumstances sink in. And then he’d left the room and walked downstairs and along the hallway into the kitchen. 

			The axe leant against the wall like a household tool. Wooden handle, red-and-grey blade, like in a cartoon. Curly had plucked it with his left hand in passing; tossed it into his right without breaking stride. Nice weight. Smooth in the hand. Soldiers felt like this, shouldering rifles.

			In the kitchen Moe, at the table, half-turned at his approach. Larry was against the sink, can of Coke in hand. Both were same as always: Moe with a black tee-shirt, and that stupid goatee tickling his chin; Larry with his busy eyes and mildly fuzzed head, his rolled-up sleeves, smart jeans, new trainers. Looked like he was playing a role. As if this was a game, not like we’re actually going to cut his head off: Larry’s superior in-charge smile stuck to his jaw. The smile slipped when he saw Curly. Words were spoken:

			What

			 Why

			For fuck’s sake

			They slipped past Curly; unimportant moments, swallowed by the business at hand.

			He’d swung the axe in a sweeping motion that almost caught the ceiling, but instead carved a graceful slice from the air before slamming to a halt in his target’s back.

			The force of the blow sent a shockwave up his arm.

			Moe coughed blood and slammed facedown on to the table. 

			Larry had always done the talking. But Moe had been the thinker.

			Now Curly said to Larry, “Not too slowly. Don’t draw attention.”

			Larry, on whose face a superior in-charge smile wasn’t likely to reappear soon, upped their speed.

			Curly could still feel it in the muscles in his arm. Not the swing of the axe, but the abrupt stop it had come to. He rubbed his elbow, which seemed to give off heat, like a newly extinguished lightbulb.

			In the boot of the car, bound and gagged, Hassan clenched his body tight, as if this might hold his life in place.

			“Downstairs” at Regent’s Park meant different things, depending on the context. Downstairs was where records were kept; downstairs was where the car park was. But there was another downstairs, much lower, and downstairs, in this context, took you lower than the building was high. This downstairs wasn’t anywhere you wanted to be. 

			In Central London, there’s almost as much city beneath the streets as above. Some of this is publicly available: the underground itself, of course, and certain sites of special interest, the War Rooms and various bomb shelters among them. And then there’s everywhere else. Sometimes, names leak into the public domain—Bastion, Rampart, Citadel, Pindar—but they remain off-limits; part of Fortress London, the complex of subterranean passages and tunnels—the “crisis management facilities”—that exist less to defend the capital itself than to protect its systems of government. If the worst happens, whether toxic, nuclear, natural or civil, these are the redoubts from which control will be reasserted. They are fundamental to London’s geography, and appear on no A—Z.

			And then there are the other, less acknowledged hidden places, like those under Regent’s Park. 

			The elevator ran slowly, and this was deliberate. A long slow descent had a weakening effect on anyone here involuntarily, inducing in those who were conscious a nervous, vulnerable state. Diana Taverner passed the while checking her reflection. For a woman who’d had less than four hours’ sleep in the past thirty, she thought she looked pretty good. But then, she thrived on the dangerous edge. Even when life was on a smoother track, she took corners on two wheels: office/gym/office/wine bar/office/home was a typical day, and sleep was never high on her agenda. Sleep was ceding control. While you slept, anything might happen.

			It might while you were awake, too. Her agent, Alan Black, was dead; killed by the Voice of Albion thugs. Any other operation, and that would be it: the whole house of cards would have folded. There’d be an inquiry. When an agent died, there was a ripple effect. Sometimes the splash was so big, careers were washed away.

			But this had been run under Moscow rules, like a deep-cover op on foreign ground. As far as Black’s record showed, he’d quit the Service last year, and Taverner had had only one face-to-face with him since he’d gone under. The Voice of Albion was a below-the-radar bunch of Toytown fascists, consisting, until Black had stirred them up, of one man and his dog. None of the op details—the safe-house address, Black’s co-conspirators, the vehicles they’d used—existed anywhere on paper or, God forbid, the ether. And yesterday’s report to Limitations had kept the details scanty; a “watching brief” fell far short of surveillance, and Taverner couldn’t be blamed if Albion had slipped the leash . . . It was patchy, but Taverner had sealed leakier ops. One watertight report was worth any amount of tradecraft.

			The elevator eased to a halt. Diana Taverner stepped into a corridor markedly different from those above ground level; here was exposed brickwork and bare concrete floor, pitted and puddled like a temporary pavement. Water dripped. It was an atmosphere that required careful maintenance. To Taverner’s mind, it reeked of cliché, but tests had proved its effectiveness.

			Nick Duffy waited, leaning against a door. The door had a peephole, but the cover had been slapped across it.

			“Any problems?”

			His look answered that, but he said it anyway. “None at all.”

			“Good. Now fetch the rest.” 

			“The rest?”

			“The slow horses. All of them.”

			He said, “Fine,” but didn’t move. Instead he said, “I know it’s not my place to ask. But what’s going on?”

			“You’re right. It’s not your place.” 

			“Right. I’m on it.”

			He headed for the lift now, but turned when she called. “Nick. I’m sorry. Things have gone arse over tit. You’ve probably noticed.” The vulgarity startled Taverner almost as much as it did Duffy. “This kidnapping business—it’s not what it seemed.”

			“And Slough House is involved?” 

			She didn’t answer.

			He said, “Jesus Christ.”

			“Bring them in. Separately. And Nick—I’m sorry. He was a friend, wasn’t he? Jed Moody.”

			“We worked together.”

			“Lamb’s story is he tripped over his own feet, broke his neck. But . . .”

			“But what?”

			Taverner said, “It’s too soon to say. But take Lamb yourself. And watch him, Nick. He’s trickier than he looks.”

			“I know all about Jackson Lamb,” Duffy assured her. “He put one of my men down earlier.”

			“Then know this too.” She hesitated. “If he’s involved in this kidnapping, he’ll disappear sooner than be brought in. And he’s a streetfighter.”

			Duffy waited. 

			“I can’t give an instruction, Nick. But if people are going to get hurt, I’d rather it was them than us.”

			“Them and us?”

			“Nobody was expecting this. Go. The Queens’ll give you their mobile locations. Call in soon.”

			Duffy caught the lift.

			As Diana Taverner tapped the finger pad to unlock the door he’d been leaning on, she thought briefly of Hassan Ahmed, who had ceased to be a priority. One of two things was going to happen to Hassan. He’d turn up on a street corner, unharmed, or his body would be dumped in a ditch. The latter was more likely. Having killed Black, the Albion crew weren’t likely to let Hassan live. In their shoes, Taverner wouldn’t wait. But maybe that was just her. She set a high priority on watching her own back.

			The finger pad buzzed. The door unlocked.

			She stepped inside, prepared to break a slow horse. 

			There was silence from the boot. They’d have drugged the kid again, but it was Moe who’d had the chloroform, and if he’d had more, they’d not found it. Moe had been responsible for most things: choosing the target, finding the house, all the website stuff. Larry had thought he was in charge, but it was Moe all the time. Fucking spook.

			“We could dump him,” Larry said suddenly. 

			“Where?”

			“Anywhere. We could park and walk away.” 

			“And then what?”

			“. . . Disappear.”

			Right. But nobody ever disappeared. They just went somewhere else. “Keep driving,” Curly told him.

			It still powered through his arm, the force of that blow. The blade had half-disappeared in Moe’s back—it looked like he’d sprouted an extra limb—and then there was blood everywhere, some of it pounding through Curly’s ears. Larry’s mouth flapped, and maybe he’d shouted and maybe he hadn’t. It was hard to tell. It probably only lasted seconds. Moe coughed what remained of his life on to the kitchen table, and all through Curly’s arm the power sang.

			But cutting his head off, leaving it there . . . Why had he done that?

			Because it was legend.

			Outside, rows of shops dawdled past. Even when their names weren’t familiar, they were knock-offs of ones that were: Kansas Fried Chicken, JJL Sports. Everywhere was like everywhere else, and this was the world he’d grown up in. Things used to be different. Gregory Simmonds, the Voice of Albion, was very clear on that point. Things used to be different, and if the natural children of these islands were to enjoy their birthright, they had to be that way again.

			He checked behind him. There they were on the back seat: the digicam and its tripod; the laptop and all its cables. He wasn’t sure how that worked, but it didn’t matter. Getting it on film was the main thing. He’d work out how to post it to the web later.

			The axe was there too, wrapped in a blanket. In videos he’d seen, they’d used swords; whacking great blades that sliced through bone like butter. Curly had an English axe. Different strokes for different folks.

			A giggle escaped him. 

			“What?”

			“Nothing. Keep your eyes on the road.”

			Legend. In the pubs and on the estates, on the internet, in all the places where people still said what they thought and weren’t afraid of being locked up for saying it, they’d be heroes. It would be a life lived in the shadows, one step ahead of the cops. He’d be the conquering hero, Robin Hood, famous for dealing this mighty blow; showing the foreign fanatics that they weren’t the only ones who could draw blood, that not all Englishmen were too frightened to fight back. That there was a resistance. That resistance would win.

			He looked sideways and recognized the fear Larry was trying to hide. That was okay. All Larry had to do was what he was told, and he’d do that because he wasn’t currently capable of independent thought.

			If he was, it would have occurred to him that they’d stand a better chance of getting away if there was only one of them doing it.

			But Larry kept driving. 

		

	



		
			 

			This darkness was smaller than the last. Hassan was hooded again, with a handkerchief stuffed in his mouth, his knees tucked up to his chest, and his hands bound. When he flexed them, the cord dug into his wrists. But even if it snapped, what would he do? He was in the boot of a moving car. His captors still had him. Two captors, because one was dead. His head had been left on the table in that house.

			They’d brought him up from the cellar, into the kitchen, and there it had been, on the table. A human head. It sat in a pool of blood. What else could he say about it? It had been a head, and Hassan had seen films in which severed heads had been displayed, and had laughed at how “unrealistic” they were, without it ever occurring to him that he had no frame of reference for the level of realism achieved. And now he did. And all he could think was that a real severed head was little different from a movie severed head, with one critical difference: it was real. The blood was real. The hair and teeth were real. The whole thing was real. Which meant that what he’d been told, We’re going to cut your head off and show it on the web, was also real. Fucking Paki.

			He had wet himself, and the jumpsuit clung to his legs. He wished he could remove it, and dry himself off. Wished he could have a shower, and change, and go to sleep, somewhere which wasn’t the boot of a moving car. If he were going to make wishes, perhaps that was the end he should start at. He should wish he were free and safe, and could worry about changing his trousers in his own sweet time. 

			The comedy voice in his head had fallen silent. There were issues that were not suitable for comedy. This argument had weekly been shot down in flames at the student stand-up society; try putting forward that point of view, and you’d be accused of fascism. Freedom of speech mattered more than notions of taste and propriety. Hassan Ahmed had agreed with that. How could he not? When the moment came, and he took his stand at the mic, it was all going to come out. Daring, edgy stuff. Nothing off-limits. That was the contract between stand-up and audience: they had to know you were baring your soul. Except now Hassan had encountered a severed head on a kitchen table, and had immediately understood that this was not something that could ever be the subject of a joke. And even if it could, it was not a joke that Hassan could make. Because it proved that the people holding him were capable of cutting off heads.

			The thumps and jolts and crashings would not stop. The cord binding his wrists would not fray. Hassan would not find himself unleashed, but would lie suffering until the car reached its destination, and then he too would reach his destination. This was his last journey.

			So even if he could. Even if he could make the best joke ever. Even if he could make the best joke ever, with its subject the decapitation of unwilling humans, this was not a joke Hassan could ever make, because Hassan was never going to make jokes again. Not that he had made that many to begin with. Because if he were to be uncompromisingly harsh on himself—if he were to tell the truth, observing the contract between stand-up and audience—Hassan would have to admit this too: that he had never been particularly funny. He could make jokes, yes. He could ride riffs. He could unreel a comedy thread and wrap it round the usual observation posts: quips about old people shopping, and teenagers texting, and how nobody smiles on buses. But only in his head. He had never been himself in public. And now never would be. Doing so would remain forever on the list of things Hassan had intended to do in his twenties; a list which would never grow longer and never grow shorter, for Hassan’s twenties were not going to happen.

			Because these people were never going to let him go. Not without killing him first. We’re going to cut your head off and show it on the web. Fucking Paki.

			The car bounced and bashed him, and Hassan Ahmed tried to make himself smaller. In his mind, he escaped in seventy different ways, but his body remained in the boot.

			The common wisdom was that car-theft gave you a buzz, but that probably only held true if your evening hadn’t already involved blood, firearms and a severed head. The car was a beat-up Austin, taken from a side street, and River guessed its owner’s reaction on finding it gone would be a sigh of relief. There were no spare keys in the glove compartment or behind the rearview mirror, but there was a mobile phone in the former; a chunky grey thing that looked like River’s own phone’s distant ancestor. Hotwiring took him seven minutes, which was probably six minutes fifty over the record. He’d driven back the way they’d come, crossed the river at Blackfriars, then tried to use the phone to call the hospital again, only to find it was pre-pay, and out of credit.

			This, at least, gave him a buzz, but not a welcome one. Throwing the phone through the window would have relieved his feelings, but he settled for swearing heavily. Swearing was good. Swearing helped. It kept his mind off the possibility that Sid was dead; kept it, too, from flashing back to the head on the kitchen table, raggedly sawn from its owner.

			But why had it been familiar?

			He didn’t want to dwell on it, but knew he had to . . . The answer was buried within his subconscious and ought to be within his grasp. He stopped swearing. Remembered he was on a mission, and came to a halt at a junction, re-establishing his bearings. He was on Commercial Road; heading for Tower Hamlets, where he’d collect Kay White. Stationary, he was hooted by a car behind, which swung out to pass him. He swore again. Sometimes it was good to have a visible enemy.

			Because God knows, River thought bitterly, he was weary of the invisible kind.

			Pushing thoughts of severed heads aside, he resumed his journey. Another two minutes, and he found his turning: on the left-hand side was a three-storey brick-built block, its matching window frames and guttering marking it out as association housing. Maybe twenty yards ahead, double-parked outside what could easily be Kay’s address, was the car that had hooted him three minutes ago: lights on, engine running. A figure hulked behind the wheel. River reversed into a space, and disconnected the ignition wires. Got out and walked back to the main road. Turned the corner, dropped to one knee and peered back round, just as a man brought Kay White out of her home and loaded her into the waiting car.

			She was neither cuffed nor roughly handled. The man was guiding her by the elbow, but it could have been taken as support if you didn’t know what you were watching. He settled her into the back seat, and got in after her. The car moved off. The moments during which River could have done anything to stop any of this had been over before he got here, and he wasn’t sure what use he’d have made of them anyway. The last time he’d tried an intervention, Sid had wound up lying in the street.

			The car reached the next junction, turned, and was gone. 

			River returned to the Austin, and stole it all over again.

			Struan Loy’s night had started promisingly. He’d had a date, his first in three years, and had planned it like an attempt at Everest, the base camps being wine bar, Italian restaurant and her place. Base one had proved a tremendous success, inasmuch as she had turned up; base two less impressive, as she’d left halfway through, and base three remained whereabouts unknown. Loy had returned home to an unmade bed and three hours’ sleep, interrupted by the arrival of Nick Duffy.

			Now he sat blinking in harsh underground light. The room was padded, its walls covered with a black synthetic material which smelled of bleach. A table dead centre had a straight-backed chair on either side, one of them bolted to the floor. This was the one on which Loy had been told to sit.

			“So,” he said to Diana Taverner. “What’s up?”

			He was aiming for a carefree delivery, with about as much success as Gordon Brown.

			“Why should anything be up, Struan?”

			“Because I’ve been brought here in the middle of the night.”

			And certainly looked like he’d dressed in the dark, thought Taverner.

			“Nick Duffy brought you here because I asked him to,” she said. “We’re downstairs because I don’t want anyone to know you’re here. And we’re not having this chat because you’ve done anything wrong. We’re having it because I’m reasonably sure you haven’t.”

			She leant just enough on reasonably for him to pick it up. 

			He said, “I’m glad to hear it.”

			Taverner said nothing.

			“Because I’m pretty sure I haven’t done anything.” 

			“Pretty sure?”

			“A turn of phrase.” 

			She said nothing.

			“I mean, I know I haven’t done anything.” 

			She said nothing.

			“Or not since, you know.”

			“Not since that email suggesting that your boss and mine, Ingrid Tearney, was an Al Qaeda plant.”

			He said, “It was the outfit she wore on Question Time, you know, that desert-gown thing . . .” 

			She said nothing. 

			“It was a joke.”

			“And we have a sense of humour. Otherwise you’d not have seen the light of day since.”

			Loy blinked.

			She said, “Only kidding.”

			He nodded uncertainly, as if receiving his first glimpse of how unfunny jokes could be.

			Diana Taverner glanced at her watch, not caring he knew it. He only had one chance to climb on board. This wasn’t a decision he could mull over, and get back to her in the morning.

			“So now you’re in Slough House,” she said. “How’s that working out?”

			“Well, you know . . .” 

			“How’s that working out?” 

			“Not so great.”

			“But you haven’t quit.” 

			“No. Well . . .”

			She waited.

			“Not sure what I’d do otherwise, to be honest.”

			“And you’re still wondering whether you’ll ever be let back upstairs.”

			“Upstairs?”

			“The Park. Do you want to hear something really funny, Struan? Do you want to hear how many people have made the journey back from Slough House to Regent’s Park?”

			He blinked. He already knew the answer to that. Everyone knew the answer to that.

			She told him anyway. “None. It’s never happened.” 

			He blinked again.

			She said, “Of course, that doesn’t mean it never will. Nothing’s impossible.”

			This time he didn’t blink. In his eyes, she saw wheels starting to turn; possibilities sliding into place like tabs into slots.

			He didn’t speak, but he shifted in his chair. Leant forward, as if this was a conversation he was sharing, rather than an interrogation he was subject to.

			She said, “Have you noticed anything unusual at Slough House lately?”

			“No,” he said, with absolute certainty. 

			She said nothing.

			“I don’t think so,” he added. 

			She checked her watch again. 

			“What sort of unusual thing?”

			“Activity. Activity above and beyond the normal course of events.”

			He thought about it. While he was doing so, Diana Taverner reached for her bag, which she’d hung on the back of her chair. From it she produced a black-and-white photograph, three inches by five, which she placed on the table between them. Turned it so it was facing Loy. “Recognize him?”

			“It’s Alan Black.”

			“Your former colleague.” 

			“Yes.”

			“Seen him recently?” 

			“No.”

			“You’re sure?”

			“Yes.”

			“You haven’t seen him lately in Jackson Lamb’s company?”

			“No.”

			“Well, that presents us with a problem.” 

			She sat back and waited.

			“A problem,” he said at last.

			“Yes. A problem,” she agreed. “Tell me, Struan. How would you like to be part of the solution?”

			In Struan Loy’s eyes, wheels turned again.

			“Should we go round the back?” 

			“Can we get round the back?” 

			“There might be an alley.” 

			Min Harper and Louisa Guy were at Ho’s place; had pulled into the last available space moments before another car had arrived, slowed, then headed on down the street and parked. The pair watched without speaking while a man emerged.

			They were in Balham, a stone’s throw from the railway line. Brixton, where they’d stopped for Struan Loy, had been a washout: he was either not at home or had died in his sleep. Like all the slow horses, Loy lived alone. That seemed a stark statistic, and it was odd that it hadn’t occurred to Min Harper before. He didn’t know whether Loy was single from choice or circumstance; divorced, separated or what. It seemed unsatisfactory, this ignorance about his colleagues, and he’d thought about raising the subject with Louisa, but she was driving. All the alcohol they’d put away earlier, it seemed a good idea to let her concentrate on that. Come to think of it, there was other stuff they should be discussing, but that too had better wait. From out of nowhere, they were on an op. How had that happened?

			“So . . .”

			The man they’d been watching slipped out of sight. 

			“Okay. Let’s try it.”

			Crossing the road, Min felt his jacket bang against his hip. The paperweight. He was still carting the paperweight he’d used earlier, when confronting the masked intruder who turned out to be Jed Moody. He rubbed his thumb along its surface without taking it from his pocket. He hadn’t hit Moody with it. Hadn’t needed to. They’d taken a tumble, and only Min had got to his feet. He supposed that should go in the account book somewhere, in the opposite column to the one where he’d stepped off a tube train without a disk, and his career had gone whistling away down the dark tunnel.

			He hadn’t liked Jed Moody, but didn’t enjoy knowing he’d been the instrument of his death. He suspected he hadn’t got to the bottom of that feeling yet. Everything had happened so swiftly since that he hadn’t yet taken it on board.

			Leave it for now, he thought. You could coast for a while on that mantra. Leave it for now.

			“What do you reckon?” 

			“Looks doable.”

			They’d found a thin strip of unpaved passage between the backs of one row of houses and those on the next road. It was unlit, overgrown, and neither had a torch, but Ho lived only four houses along. Louisa led the way. The bushes were wet, and hung with cobweb. Underfoot was slick with mud, and they were walking close enough that if either went down, both would. Any other night, it would make for a comedy moment.

			“This one?”

			“That’s what I make it.”

			Light showed from an upper storey. Ho seemed to have an upstairs conservatory. They climbed the fence, a flimsy wooden construction, and as Min dropped into the paved-over garden, a plank snapped cleanly behind him with a noise like a bullet. He froze, expecting alarms or sirens, but the noise simply disappeared into the dark. No curtains twitched; no voices were raised. Louisa Guy dropped next to him.

			For another moment they waited. Min’s hand dropped to his pocket again, and his thumb stroked the paper-weight’s smooth surface. Then the pair advanced on the back door.

			As they got closer, Min thought he could hear music. 

			Audible music strained from an upstairs room, and light bled skywards from a skylight. It was what—after four? And Dan Hobbs could hear the music out here in the street. 

			He thought: I was a neighbour, I’d break the runt’s neck. Toss a wheelie bin through his window to grab his attention, and then take him by the neck and squeeze until his eyes pop like grapes. 

			Dan Hobbs wasn’t having the best night of his life. 

			He leant on the bell.

			After his encounter with Jackson Lamb at the hospital, he’d come to on the floor; no obvious bruising, but he felt like he’d been trampled underfoot. The storeroom door hung open. River Cartwright was gone. Hobbs had got to his feet and made his way upstairs, where the first person he’d encountered was the newly arrived Nick Duffy.

			And Hobbs learned the hard way that shit travels downwards.

			“He was just this fat guy. How was I to know—” 

			“Remember Sam Chapman? Bad Sam?”

			Hobbs did.

			“Bad Sam once said he wasn’t frightened of anyone except overweight guys with bad breath and ill-fitting shirts. You know why?”

			Hobbs didn’t.

			“Because once in a nun’s nightmare, one of them would turn out to be Jackson Lamb. And by the time you’d realized that, you’d lost your lunch, your boots and most of your teeth. Now fuck off back to the Park.”

			A couple of hours’ fuming, and he had new instructions; another slow horse to collect.

			“Name’s Roderick Ho.” Duffy read out the address. “Slough House geek. Think you can handle him on your own?”

			Hobbs took a breath. The Service was hierarchical, to put it mildly, but you didn’t get to be one of the Dogs by meekly observing the protocols. “In my fucking sleep,” he told his boss. “You said yourself, even Sam Chapman couldn’t take Lamb, and I didn’t know it was him. So give me a break, all right?”

			A twelve-second silence followed. Then Duffy said, “You’re as much use as an elastic anchor, you know that? But my four-year-old niece could take down Ho, so I’m going to trust you.”

			Carefully keeping relief from his voice, Hobbs asked, “How hard do I bring him in?” 

			“C&C.”

			Dogs” slang for collect-and-comfort. Which meant without worrying onlookers.

			“And Dan? Screw this up, and I’ll sack your whole family.”

			He wouldn’t. This wouldn’t wipe the slate, but would show he was still in the game. And intended to remain there.

			And the next time he encountered Jackson Lamb—

			But he shook that thought free too. Nothing screwed you up faster than keeping score.

			And now he was at Ho’s place. He’d have gone in through the back, but the music changed the rules. Ho was awake. Possibly had company. Geeks had social lives. Who knew?

			Company or not, nobody was opening the door. He leant on the bell again, and stayed there.

			Having been caught once this evening, he’d done his research, or had the Queens of the Database do it for him. Roderick Ho’s records had been on his BlackBerry long before he’d got here, and it was clear from the physicals that if Ho hadn’t been geek-supreme, he’d have been invalided out to spare everyone’s embarrassment. He looked the type to wear a smog-mask on the tube. And if it turned out the records lied, and Ho was Bruce Lee’s forgotten cousin, that was fine too. Hobbs knew some moves himself.

			Did the music stutter? Something had happened. Without taking his hand from the bell, Hobbs peered through the marbled window. A fuzzy shape was coming to the door.

			Roderick Ho hadn’t been to bed. Roderick Ho didn’t sleep much anyway, but tonight he had business. Tonight, he was paying off a debt.

			On his way home he’d picked up two economy-sized bags of tortilla chips, and had dropped both when a twat in a Lexus honked him on a zebra . . . His glasses had slipped off when he’d bent to retrieve them, and the twat in the Lexus honked again, and it was obvious he’d been enjoying this, was simply livening up those dead moments when he’d been forced to wait at a crossing for a pedestrian, for fuck’s sake. Because the road belonged to car-users. Belonged to SI 123, as his plate had it. Ho retrieved his glasses, gathered up his bags of chips. He’d barely cleared the Lexus’s wheelbase when it roared past, and he knew he wasn’t even a memory by this point. At best, he was a punchline. Should have seen the chinky jump.

			That had been then. This was now:

			SI 123 was Simon Dean of Colliers Wood, and Ho wasn’t up at four because it had taken him that long to discover this, he was up at four because he was taking Simon Dean’s life apart piece by piece. Simon Dean was a tele-salesman for a life-assurance company, or that’s what he probably still thought he was, though one of his last acts before leaving work, according to the rigorously backed-up email system his company maintained, had been to send a resignation note to his boss, accompanied by a detailed account of Simon’s intentions regarding the boss’s teenage daughter. Since then, Simon had maxed out his credit cards, cancelled his standing orders, transferred his mortgage to a new lender at a distressingly poor rate, changed his phone number, and sent everyone in his address book a wedding-sized bouquet of flowers accompanied by a coming-out note. He’d donated his savings to the Green Party and embraced Scientology; had sold his Lexus on eBay; and within forty-eight hours would become aware of his status as a registered sex offender, as would everyone else in his postcode. All in all, Simon Dean was not in for the happiest time of his life; but, looking on the bright side, Roderick Ho felt chirpier than he’d done in ages. And his tortilla chips, it turned out, hadn’t been much damaged by their fall.

			It wasn’t surprising that he’d lost track of the time; allowing his CD changer to keep on pumping music. What was surprising was that his online reverie shimmered at all, and that he noticed something vying for his attention. There was someone at the door. They’d possibly been there for a while.

			Jesus, thought Ho. Wasn’t a man allowed any peace? He hated it when others failed to show consideration. Shutting the music off, he went down to find out who was disturbing him.

			Louisa Guy had a headache coming on, maybe caused by her proximity to the dead. Two deaths tonight. Both colleagues, even if Alan Black had lost that role long before he’d lost his head. She’d smelt the blood before stepping into the kitchen; had known she was about to see something disgusting. But she’d assumed it would be the hostage, Hassan. And instead there he was, there was his head, Alan Black. A man she’d not given a thought to since she’d last laid eyes on him. Hadn’t given him a thought before then, to be frank.

			Seeing him, the air had gone out of her. Everything became slow. But she’d kept her grip—kept her head—hadn’t thrown up like Cartwright. She almost wished she had. She wondered what it said about her, that she could see something like that and not throw up . . . Cartwright’s unexpected vulnerability made her readjust her opinion of him. Fact was, she’d avoided most of her colleagues, except, lately, Min Harper. Fact was, the same held true for all of them. They’d been thrown together by fate and poor judgement, and had never operated as a team before. It was somewhat ironic that they were just starting to do so now the team was significantly smaller.

			And now she was in the dark again, this time in Ho’s back garden. She wondered how come Ho had a garden when everyone she knew lived in shoeboxes. But there was no point wondering why bastards prosper. Min at her side, she advanced towards Ho’s back door, forcing herself not to grind her teeth as she did so. There were lights on, and she could hear music. Funny how Ho could be careful in some ways and damn stupid in others. The lengths he’d gone to to keep his head below the parapet, and here he was winding the neighbours up with unnecessary noise after dark.

			She and Min looked at each other, and shrugged at the same time.

			Louisa reached out and banged on Ho’s door.

			“What?”

			Surly guy, scrawnily built, early twenties, wearing a Che tee-shirt and a pair of Hawaiian shorts.

			Any of the above was enough to earn him Dan Hobbs’s lasting enmity, but worst of all was the fact that he wasn’t Roderick Ho.

			“I’m looking for Ho,” Hobbs said. 

			“You’re looking for what?” 

			“Roderick Ho.”

			“Your Ho’s not here, man. It’s like four in the morning. You out your fucking mind, ringing people’s bells?”

			The door swung shut, or would have done, if Hobbs’s foot hadn’t been in the way. Hobbs was mentally verifying information, and affirming what he knew: that he hadn’t screwed up; that this was the address Duffy had given him, confirmed by the Queens of the Database. The surly guy opened the door wide again, his expression suggesting that he was about to remonstrate. It was a cheque he never got to cash. Hobbs punched him once, a short jab in the throat. With a civilian you could phone first, tell them you were about to hit them, and it wouldn’t help them any. Hobbs closed the door, stepped over the man, and went looking for Ho.

			What felt like a long time ago, back when he was first feeling his way round the Service systems, Roderick Ho had gone into his personnel records and changed his address. If he’d been asked why, he wouldn’t have understood the question. He did it for the same reason he never gave his real name when taking out a loyalty card: because you never gave a stranger the inside track. Look at Simon Dean. Bloody vanity plate. He might as well be handing out cards with the word Tosser printed above his bank details. To be fair, any number plate would have worked as well, but why make life easy for the other side? And as far as Roderick Ho was concerned, everybody was the other side until proved otherwise.

			So how come Min Harper and Louisa Guy were in his back yard?

			“. . . What?”

			“Do you always play your music this time of night?” 

			“Neighbours are students. Who cares?” Ho scratched his head. He wore the same clothes he’d worn when he’d left Slough House ten hours previously, though his sweater was now dusted with tortilla crumbs. As for these two, he couldn’t remember what they’d been wearing then, but they didn’t look like they’d slept since. Ho didn’t do well with people, on account of not liking them, but even he could tell this pair were different tonight. For a start, they were a pair. He’d have asked what was up, but he had a more important question first.

			“How did you find me?” 

			“Why? Were you hiding?” 

			He said it again. “How?” 

			“Lamb told us.”

			“Fucking Lamb,” said Ho. “I don’t like him.”

			“I’m not sure he likes you. But he sent us to get you.” 

			“So here we are.”

			Ho shook his head. He was wondering how Lamb had known he’d altered his records, let alone knew where he lived. And with that thought came another, even more disturbing. What Lamb knew about the digital world could be wrapped inside a pixel. There was no way he’d unpeeled Ho’s secrets the honourable way: using a computer. Which suggested the horrible possibility that there were other ways of dismantling a life, and that maybe being a digital warrior didn’t bestow invulnerability.

			But Ho didn’t want to live in a world where that was possible. Didn’t want to believe it could happen. So he shook his head again, to dislodge the notion and send it fluttering into the night air, which was rapidly becoming the early morning air.

			Then said, “I’ll get my laptop.”

			Duffy said, “What?” 

			“He’s not here.” 

			“So where is he?”

			Hobbs said, “I don’t know.”

			There was a moment’s silence, during which Dan Hobbs could hear the remains of his career blowing like a tumbleweed down the corridors of Regent’s Park.

			Then Duffy hung up on him. 

		

	



		
			 

			He had never visited her flat, nor wasted time wondering what it might be like, so was neither surprised nor reassured by its appearance: an art deco block in St. John’s Wood, its edges rounded off, its windows metal-framed. Orwell had lived nearby, and had probably stolen local details when constructing his fascist future, but this particular block seemed ordinary enough in the early morning, with its shared entrance and its buzzer system that blinked continuously. Only the sign promising CCTV coverage hinted at Big Brother’s world, but signs were cheaper than the actual thing. The UK might be the most surveilled society in the world, but that was on the public purse, and building management companies generally preferred the cheaper option of hanging a fake camera. It took Jackson Lamb a minute to get through the lock, which was of more recent vintage than the building, but not by a huge amount. His feet would have clicked on the tiled surface of the lobby if he’d let them. Only one of the doors he passed on the ground floor showed a light underneath.

			Lamb took the stairs: quieter, more reliable, than a lift. Such caution was second nature. It was like pulling on an old coat. Moscow rules, he’d decided when meeting Diana Taverner by the canal. She was nominally on his side—nominally his boss—but she’d been playing a dirty game, so Moscow rules it was. And now her game was all over the place, scattered like a Scrabble board, so it was London rules instead. 

			If Moscow rules meant watch your back, London rules meant cover your arse. Moscow rules had been written on the streets, but London rules were devised in the corridors of Westminster, and the short version read: someone always pays. Make sure it isn’t you. Nobody knew that better than Jackson Lamb. And nobody played it better than Di Taverner.

			On Catherine Standish’s floor he paused. There was no sound save a steady electric hum from the lighting. Catherine’s was a corner apartment; her door the first he reached. When he pressed his eye to the peephole, no light showed. He took out the metal pick again. He wasn’t surprised to find she’d double-locked the door; nor that it was also on its chain. He was about to deal with this third obstacle when, from behind the now inch-open door, she spoke.

			“Whoever you are, back off. I’m armed.”

			He was certain he’d made no noise, but still: Catherine Standish was wound pretty tight. She probably woke when pigeons passed overhead.

			“You’re not armed,” he told her.

			There was silence for a moment. Then: “Lamb?”

			“Let me in.”

			“What do you want?” 

			“Now.”

			She had never liked him, and he couldn’t blame her, but she at least knew when to jump. Sliding the chain back, she let him in, then shut the door, snapping the hall light on in the same movement. She was holding a bottle. Only mineral water, but she could feasibly have done damage with it if he’d been an actual intruder.

			Judging by her expression, perhaps he was. “What’s going on?”

			“Get dressed.”

			“I live here. You can’t—” 

			“Just get dressed.”

			She looked old in this unexpected light; her greying hair loose over her shoulders. Her nightdress might have come from an illustration in a book of fairy tales. It fell to her ankles, and was buttoned down the front.

			Something in his voice changed the context for her. It was still her home, but she was still Service, he was still her boss. If he was here in the middle of the night, things were happening that shouldn’t be. She said, “Wait in there,” pointing Lamb at an open doorway, and disappeared into her bedroom. 

			Before discovering it was Lamb chiselling through her front door, Catherine Standish’s thoughts had been the obvious ones: that she was being burgled, or targeted for rape. Grabbing the bottle on her bedside table had been an automatic response. And God help her, when she’d seen who it was, she’d wondered if he’d come to proposition her. She’d assumed he was drunk; had wondered if he were mad. Now, hurriedly dressing, she wondered why she hadn’t gone for her telephone instead of the bottle; why her first response to this latest scary moment had not been solely fear. The adrenalin that had pumped through her had felt more like a release of tension than panic. As if she’d been waiting for years, and the all-but-silent scrabbling at her lock was simply the second shoe dropping.

			The first had been finding Charles Partner’s body.

			She pulled on the dress she’d laid out for the morning. Tied her hair back, and checked her reflection. My name is Catherine and I am an alcoholic. It was rare that she could look at herself without those words uncurling in her mind. My name is Catherine and I am an alcoholic. For a long while she’d thought herself a coward. It had taken some time to understand that becoming dry involved bravery, not the least part of which was making that assertion in public. Reaching for a weapon rather than a phone was that same bravery making itself felt. It had taken great effort to rebuild her life, after so many props had been taken away, and if most days it didn’t feel like much of a life, it was the only one she had, and she wouldn’t surrender it without a fight. The fact that the only weapon in reach had been a bottle could be labelled one of life’s little ironies.

			My name is Catherine and I am an alcoholic. There was this to say for the AA mantra: you were in no immediate danger of forgetting who or what you were.

			Ready to face her monstrous boss, she joined him in the other room. “What’s going on?”

			He’d been standing by her bookshelf, gathering data. “Later. Come on.” He was already heading for the door, not looking back. Expecting her to be on his heels.

			Maybe clocking him with the bottle would have been the way to go. “It’s the middle of the night,” she said. “I’m going nowhere until you tell me what’s happening.”

			“You got dressed, didn’t you?” 

			“I what?”

			“You got dressed. So you’re ready to leave.” He had that look she was used to, of expecting her to do stuff simply because he said so. “Can we move?”

			“I got dressed because I’ve no intention of standing in my dressing gown while you invade my space. If you want me to go anywhere, start talking.”

			“Jesus, you think I was hoping to catch you in your underwear?” He pulled a cigarette from his pocket and stuck it in his mouth. “Shit has hit fan. Big time. Leave now with me, or soon with less friendly people.”

			“You’re not lighting that in here.”

			“No, I’m lighting it as soon as I get outside, in less than one minute. Stay or come. Your choice.”

			Catherine stepped aside to let him leave.

			She was always aware of Lamb’s physical presence. He took up more than his share of space. Sometimes she’d be in the kitchen at Slough House and he’d decide he needed to be there too: before she knew what was happening, she’d be pressed against the wall, trying to stay free of his orbit while he rooted in the fridge for somebody else’s food. She didn’t think he did this deliberately. He simply didn’t care. Or was so used to living in exile inside his own skin that he assumed others would give him room.

			Tonight, she was more aware than ever. Partly because Lamb was in her home, smelling of cigarettes, and yesterday’s alcohol, and last night’s takeaway; wearing clothes that looked like they were melting; taking her measure with his eyes. But there was more to it. Tonight, he gave the impression that someone was riding his coat-tails. He was always secretive, but she’d never seen him look worried before. As if his paranoia was paying off. As if it had found an enemy that wasn’t only his past, lurking in a shadow his own bulk threw.

			Scooping her keys from a bowl, unhooking her coat from its peg, she grabbed her bag, which was heavier than expected, double-locked the door behind her, and headed downstairs.

			He was in the lobby, unlit cigarette in his mouth.

			She said, “What sort of trouble? And how come I’m in it?”

			“Because you’re Slough House. And Slough House is officially in the shit, as of tonight.”

			Catherine cast her mind briefly through the last few days’ activity; found nothing in her memory but the usual list-assembly, the data-sift. “Don’t tell me,” she said. “Cartwright’s blown a fuse, and we all get to burn down with him.”

			“Not a million miles off,” Lamb admitted. He pushed open the door, and went through it first, scanning the parking area. “These the usual cars?”

			“Like I notice?” she said. Then said, “Yes. They’re the usual cars.”

			This earned her a swift glance. He said, “Baker’s been hurt. Moody’s dead. There’s probably a C&C out on all of us, and I’d rather not spend the next couple of days answering stupid questions underneath Regent’s Park.”

			“Sid’s hurt?”

			“And Moody’s dead.” 

			“How badly hurt?”

			“Not as badly hurt as he’s dead. Did you hear that bit?” 

			“Jed Moody was always going to end badly. But I like Sid.”

			Lamb said, “You’re full of surprises, you know that?” and led her out of the building forecourt, with its resident parking and low wall surround and tall green anonymous bushes, and saw the SUV parked on the pavement opposite. 

			Nick Duffy, noting Lamb’s reaction, said, “I hope he’s not going to take this the hard way.”

			“How hard could that be?” asked Webb. James ‘Spider’ Webb: and there was something as inevitable about his comment as there was about the nickname he’d been saddled with. Webb was under thirty, and married to the notion that anyone twenty years older was lucky to have made it through the flood.

			Duffy suppressed a sigh. He’d been scratching the bottom of the barrel all night; had been forced to send Dan Hobbs to collect the Slough House geek solo. That had ended well, with Hobbs lamping a citizen. So Ho was missing, and the other slow horses had either dumped their mobiles or were congregating in a sewer under Roupell Street. Meanwhile, Duffy was forced to commandeer non-Dogs like Spider Webb, to make up the numbers.

			On the upside, Lady Di had been right. Here was Lamb, come to collect Standish himself. So provided he didn’t do anything remarkable, Duffy would chalk at least one success on his side of the ledger.

			Answering Webb, he said, “You’d be surprised.”

			They got out of the SUV, and crossed the road.

			Lamb and the woman watched them come. Not a lot of options, Duffy knew: they could have gone back inside, which wouldn’t have helped, or they could have made a run for it. But if Lamb had skills underneath his slobbish exterior, speed wasn’t among them. Duffy doubted he’d be running anywhere.

			Two yards short of the waiting pair, Duffy said, “Busy night.”

			“Angling for overtime?” Lamb said. “You’re talking to the wrong man.”

			Spider Webb said, “I need to know if either of you are carrying a weapon.”

			“No,” Lamb said, without bothering to look at him. 

			“I need to check that for myself.”

			Lamb, still not looking at Webb, said, “Nick, I’m not holding. Not a gun, not a knife, not even an exploding toothbrush. But if your lapdog fancies frisking me, he’d better frisk my colleague first. Because he’s not gunna be able to do her with two broken wrists.”

			“Jesus,” Duffy said. “Nobody’s frisking anyone. Webb, get in the car. Ms. Standish, you’re in the front. Jackson, we’re in the back.”

			“And supposing we object?”

			“If you were going to object, you’d not have asked the question. Come on. We’ve all been doing this far too long. Let’s get to the Park, shall we?”

			It occurred to him later that Lamb had been playing him. Calling him Nick? They’d met, sure, but were hardly buddies. And Duffy was Head Dog, and not easily flattered. But Lamb, unlike Duffy, had seen undercover service, and it was impossible to ignore that. Kids like Webb might see only a burn-out; an older generation remembered what it was that caused the burn-out . . . Jesus Christ, Duffy thought. He must have found it as tricky as winding his watch. But those thoughts came later, back in Regent’s Park, by which time Lamb and Standish were long gone.

			The four of them got in, and Webb started the car.

			Lamb sneezed twice, then sniffed, and—Catherine didn’t see; she was looking straight ahead—made a noise like he was wiping his nose on his sleeve. She was glad she wasn’t sitting next to him.

			Approaching her was a sporadic trickle of traffic; nothing like the stream, then the flood, these streets would see in an hour or two. The city was still dark, but dawn’s first whispers could be heard, and the streetlights were losing their grip on the air. She’d spent many mornings, this sort of time, waiting for light to creep into her room. The first few hundred, she’d been trying not to think about drinking. She didn’t do that so much anymore, and sometimes even slept through till the alarm, but still: the early morning was not unfamiliar to her. It’s just that she wasn’t usually in a car; not usually under arrest. However it had been phrased, that’s what was happening here. She and Lamb were under arrest. Though really, it ought to have been just her, and Lamb should have been somewhere else. Why had he come for her?

			Behind her, he said, “Loy, was it?” 

			Duffy didn’t answer.

			“I’m guessing Loy. He’d be easiest to turn. It would take Taverner about three minutes.”

			From the front, next to Webb, Catherine said, “Three minutes to what?”

			“To get him to agree to whatever she said. She’s rewriting the timeline. She’s putting Slough House in the frame.”

			Duffy said, “This journey’s going to pass a lot quicker if we postpone the conversation till we get there.”

			Catherine said, “Frame for what?”

			“For the execution of Hassan Ahmed.” Lamb sneezed again. Then said: “Taverner’s scorching the earth, but it won’t work. It’s the cover-up that gets you in the end, Nick. She knows that, but she thinks she’s the exception. That’s what everybody thinks. And everybody’s always wrong.”

			“Last time I was at the Park, Diana Taverner was in charge. Until that changes, I do what she says.”

			“That’ll sound good before Limitations. Christ, I thought you were Boss Dog. Isn’t it your job to make sure nobody goes off reservation?”

			Catherine glanced sideways. Webb, Duffy had called the driver. He looked the same age, same type, as River Cartwright, but quicker to ask how high when told to jump. He caught her looking: just a flicker from his eyes, which were mostly on the road ahead. A faint smile curled his lip.

			She had barely a glimmer of what was happening here, but there was a certain comfort in knowing whose side she was on.

			“Look,” Duffy said at last. “All I know is, you’re wanted at the Park. That’s it. So you’re wasting your time trying to find out what’s going on.”

			“I already know what’s going on. Taverner’s covering her arse. Thing is, she’s too busy doing that to worry about Hassan Ahmed. Remember Hassan, Nick?” Duffy didn’t reply. “Taverner would sooner he had his head cut off than admit it was her fault. Which is why she wanted Loy, who’s no doubt signed off on her version of events by now. And Moody being dead, well, she can paint him any colour she likes. Not as if he’s about to contradict her.”

			Up front, Catherine decided that the streets were starting to look themselves again; places where business was done and people moved freely, instead of skipping from shadow to shadow. Moved as if they belonged here.

			Lamb said, “But it’s all going to unravel, Nick. The sensible thing to do would be forget about Lady Di’s London rules and concentrate on finding the kid before he gets whacked too. If that’s not already happened.” He sneezed again. “Jesus, you keep a cat in here or what? Standish, you got tissues in that bag?”

			Hoisting the bag in question on to her knees, Catherine unzipped it and took out Lamb’s gun, which he’d placed there while she was dressing. The safety catch was clearly marked, and she snicked it off before pointing the gun at her chosen target. 

			“We all know I’m not going to shoot you dead,” she told Webb. “But I’ll put a bullet through your foot if I need to. And that’ll wipe the smirk off your face, won’t it?”

			“You two can walk home from here,” said Lamb. “If that’s all right.” 

		

	



		
			 

			Blake’s grave lies half a mile or so from Slough House, in Bunhill Fields cemetery. It’s marked by a small headstone, also dedicated to his wife Catherine, and is out in the open, at one end of a paved area lined with benches and sheltered by low trees. The stone doesn’t mark the couple’s exact resting place, but indicates that their remains are not far off. Next to it is a memorial to Defoe; Bunyan’s tomb is yards away. Nonconformists all. Whether that was why Lamb chose it as a meeting place, nobody was prepared to guess, but that was where they gathered all the same.

			Having failed to collect Kay White, River arrived alone. He climbed the gates, which were padlocked, and sat on a bench under a tree. Traffic was building up in the background. The city never really slept; it endured white nights and fitful slumbers. Its breakfast was cigarettes, black coffee and aspirin, and it would feel like death warmed up for hours.

			A rattling at the gates meant that others were arriving.

			Min, Louisa and Roderick Ho strode into view, Ho clutching a laptop. Min and Louisa looked as pale as River felt, but were walking tall. Things were happening. They weren’t on the sidelines any more.

			Ho said, “Moody really dead?” 

			River nodded.

			Ho said, “Right,” and sat on the bench opposite. He opened his machine, booted up and attached a dongle. Nobody asked what he was doing. If he’d sat and listened, or tried to kickstart a conversation, they’d have asked, but Ho diving into the web was business as usual.

			“White?”

			River shook his head. “Too late.” 

			“Not—”

			“No. Christ, no. She was just being driven away. What about Loy?”

			“No sign.”

			Louisa sat next to River. Min stood. He stretched suddenly; went on to tiptoe, and extended his arms as if crucified.

			“It’s the Dogs, isn’t it?” 

			“Guess so.”

			“They think we killed Jed?”

			River said, “I think they think we killed Alan Black. How well did you two know him?”

			Both shrugged.

			“He was around. But not much of a talker.”

			“Let’s face it, there are no big talkers at Slough House.” 

			“He ever say why he quit?”

			“Not in my hearing. You never knew him?” 

			“He was before my time,” River said.

			“Why would they think we killed him?”

			“Because we’re being set up,” River said. “Is that a car?”

			It was. It slowed, parked and the engine died; all of this out of sight, behind the trees lining the cemetery’s western edge. River and Louisa got to their feet. Ho, absorbed in his screen, paid no attention. At the far end of the path, there came a clinking sound, and the noise of a bolt being shot.

			“It’s Lamb,” said River. 

			“He has a key?”

			“Well, that would explain why he wanted to meet here.” 

			A moment later Lamb and Catherine Standish appeared.

			This was what it had come to: Curly was in a foreign country, undercover, in time of war. His own country, and he was the stranger. 

			They were driving past a mosque—a fucking mosque. Here in the capital of England. You couldn’t make it up. 

			For years, there’d been warning voices raised, but what good had it done? Sweet FA. Anyone who wants can wander in and take the country: we’ve given them the jobs, the houses, the money, and if they don’t want jobs, we give them money anyway. Welfare state? Don’t make us laugh. Whole country’s a charity case.

			Plus, they were lost. Had no idea where they were. Follow the signs: North. How hard could it be?

			But Larry was flaking. Coward was what it was. We were only supposed to give him a scare. Yeah, because that’s how you fight a war, right? The 7/7 killers didn’t open their rucksacks and show their bombs, say See what we could’ve done if we felt like it? They just did it. Because give them this much: they knew they were fighting a war. And you couldn’t fight a war without both sides taking part.

			He hadn’t realized it was a mosque until they were right next to it, but now he could see it properly, it couldn’t ever have been anything else. It bulbed into foreign shapes. As if they’d driven off the map, and wound up the last place they wanted to be. Panic clutched him: the thought that the kid would know where they were—would pick up on the smells and sounds—and start kicking at the boot. Curly had a vision of a crowd surrounding the car; rocking it side to side. Pulling the kid free, and then what? Setting fire to them. Dragging them on to the street and stoning them. Fucking medieval, the lot of them. The reason he was doing this in the first place: give them a taste of their own medicine.

			He swallowed the panic. The Paki was in the boot. No way could he know where they were.

			None of them knew where they were.

			“You got any clue where you’re trying to get to?” 

			“You said to get some distance, right? I’ve been—” 

			“I didn’t mean bring us into bloody India.” 

			The mosque was behind them. The buildings everywhere were concrete, with barred windows. The only hint of green was a Poundshop’s metal shutter.

			“We need to get out of the city.”

			Lamb perched on the rail around Bunyan’s tomb, eating a bacon sandwich. In his other hand he held a second sandwich, wrapped in greaseproof paper. The slow horses were gathered round him.

			He said, “Black was recruited by Taverner. The kidnapping was a set-up. Only now it’s real, so Taverner’s looking for scapegoats.” He paused to swallow. “That would be us.”

			“Why?” Min asked.

			Catherine said, “Well, it’s not like anyone’ll miss us.” 

			“And she already had Black signed up,” Louisa put in. “That’s one slow horse in the frame already.”

			“And he won’t be contradicting anyone soon,” Lamb agreed. “For all we know, Taverner has a paper trail in place. Saying Black was working for Slough House, not her. Not the Park.”

			“She’s going to a hell of a lot of trouble,” River said. “Okay, so there’s two dead, and it doesn’t look rosy for the kid, but ops have gone haywire before. Why’s she running scared?”

			Lamb said, “The name Mahmud Gul mean anything?” 

			“He’s a General,” River said automatically. “In the Directorate for Inter-Services Intelligence. The Pakistani secret service.”

			That earned him a look. “I bet you used to play Top Trumps with grandad. With spooks instead of racing cars.” 

			Ho’s laptop was cradled in front of him like an ice-cream seller’s tray. “Gul’s Joint Intelligence Department,” he read. “Equivalent to our Second Desk.”

			River was racking his memory for more details. Nothing came to mind that wasn’t painted with a broad brush. “He’s a bit of a hardliner.” 

			“Aren’t they all?”

			Ho said, “Back at the turn of the war, it was thought there were elements inside Inter-Services who were alerting Taliban militants to missile strikes. Gul was one of the likely suspects. Nobody was ever charged, but a Park analyst wrote him up as likely to go either way.”

			“On the other hand, he’s always supported the government in public,” River said. “And he’s usually mentioned when the next Director’s being discussed.” Which used up all he knew about Gul. “What’s he got to do with this?” But before Lamb could answer, he said, “No. Wait. Don’t tell me.”

			“Oh great,” Catherine said. “Twenty questions.”

			Louisa gave her a glance. That comment didn’t sound like Catherine. But then, she didn’t much look like Catherine. Her nose was red-tipped in the chill, sure, and her cheekbones were tinted the same, but the spark in her eyes was out of the ordinary. Perhaps she was enjoying this adventure. Then Catherine’s eyes met hers, and Louisa quickly looked away.

			Lamb finished his sandwich, and belched appreciatively. “That was bloody excellent,” he said. “Five stars.”

			“Where’s open this time of morning?” Louisa asked.

			He waved vaguely in the direction of Old Street. “Twenty-four-hour place. It wasn’t far out of the way. Didn’t think you’d mind waiting.”

			“I hate to interrupt,” River said. “Hassan Ahmed. He’s one of Gul’s?”

			“He’s not an agent.” 

			“Sure?”

			Lamb let his breath out slowly.

			“Okay, so—oh, Christ.” The truth hit River with a thrill. “He’s family?”

			“His sister’s son.”

			“We’ve—Taverner’s had Mahmud Gul’s nephew kidnapped by fascist thugs? What the hell does she think she’s doing?” 

			“She thinks she’s boxing clever. ‘Think of it as bringing communities together,’” Lamb quoted. “Her words. ‘When we rescue Hassan, we make a friend.’”

			Min Harper asked, “Are they close?”

			Ho was still scrolling through Regent’s Park’s file on Gul. “Hassan’s mother and father met in Karachi, but he was already living here. She came back to England as his bride. She’s not been back since, and there’s no record of Gul visiting.”

			Min said, “But he’s a spook. You can’t rule it out.”

			Lamb said, “Either way, we can assume he’d object to the kid having his head chopped off on camera.” He unwrapped his second sandwich. A smell of warm sausage wafted round.

			Trying to ignore it, River said, “So that was the plan? To romance Mahmud Gul by rescuing his nephew from a bunch of fanatics?”

			“Our fanatics,” Lamb said. “That was the important part.” 

			Louisa said, “So he’s in our debt. And so, when he gets to be the next Director of Inter-Services Intelligence, more likely to fall our way.”

			“Brilliant,” River said. “But what happens when we don’t rescue Hassan? Did that factor into her thinking at all?”

			“Apparently not,” Lamb said. “And the way it’s looking now, in twenty-four hours or so, the British secret service assassinates the nephew of a more-or-less friendly power’s secret service Second Desk.”

			“Only if they stick to their timetable,” Catherine said. “And why should they? As far as they know, they’re blown.”

			“So they kill the kid,” Min said. “Jesus. Wars have been started for less.”

			Lamb said, “Which is why Lady Di’s going to any lengths necessary to screw the blame on us. If Hassan dies, that’s one thing. If Hassan dies, and it gets public that Five was responsible, it goes beyond being a black mark on her CV.” A small piece of meat fell, leaving a mayonnaise smear on his trouser leg. “Damn. I hate it when that happens.” He stared angrily at the yellow streak for a moment, which wasn’t noticeably larger than any other stain on that leg, then looked back up. “Taverner won’t be joining us at Slough House. She’ll be looking at the inside of a cell. Unless she’s black-bagged first.”

			“Black-bag a Second Desk? How likely is that?”

			Jackson Lamb said, “There’s probably a precedent. Why not ask grandad? Meanwhile, nobody’s looking for Hassan. Taverner’s known from the start where he is, and it’s not been in her interests that anyone else does, so the cops have been working without Service input. And until Black infiltrated them, the Voice of Albion weren’t making waves on anyone’s radar.”

			Ho said, “You don’t make wa—” 

			“Shut up.”

			“If they’re such amateurs, what are their chances?” Catherine asked. “Maybe they’ll trip over their own . . .”

			“Dicks?”

			Louisa said, “She has a point.”

			“Not really. Being a bunch of bottom feeders has played to their advantage. Nobody noticed them before, so nobody knows where they came from now.”

			“But Alan Black found them.”

			“Yeah,” Lamb said. “He did, didn’t he?”

			River was listening and not listening; his brain churning through newly learned facts, adding them to what he already knew, or thought he already knew, or had forgotten he knew. And also, he was starving. Lamb, the bastard, could have brought sandwiches for everyone: any boss, anywhere, would have done that when heading for a pre-breakfast meeting. Always supposing any boss, anywhere, would have called a pre-breakfast meeting in a graveyard . . . River could barely remember when he’d last eaten, last drunk. It had probably been outside Hobden’s with Sid, back when she was still upright, instead of laid out on a hospital bed or operating table, or with a sheet drawn over her head. He still didn’t know how she was. Hadn’t come to terms with what had happened to her, let alone the information that she’d been put in Slough House to keep an eye on him. By Taverner, presumably. So what was that all about?

			Lamb was saying something about headless chickens, and River felt a sudden drop in energy; a need for sugar. For something hot.

			God, he’d commit murder for a cup of coffee . . . 

			In the back of his mind, tumblers clicked.

			Lamb took a healthy bite from his sausage sandwich. Chewing, he said, “Thing is, Black was a highly trained secret agent the same way you lot are, which means he was a fuck-up. So he’ll have made mistakes.”

			“Thanks,” Louisa said.

			Min Harper said, “What difference does it make? He’s dead. The others’ll off Hassan first chance they get, then crawl back wherever they came from.”

			“If they were going to . . . off Hassan first chance they get,” Catherine said, “you’d have found his body next to Black’s.”

			Min looked thoughtful, then nodded.

			Ho said, “Fuck-up or not, Black got them out of Leeds the night they took him. The traffic CCTV was down for hours.”

			Lamb said, “Probably Lady Di. But nobody’s pulling strings for them now, and they haven’t got Black making their decisions. They’ll be headless chickens, clinging to whatever’s left of the original plan. Which, we can assume, will have been to his blueprint. So.” He stared at each of them in turn. All but River Cartwright looked back: River was gazing skyward, as if expecting a helicopter. “You’re Alan Black. What would you have done?”

			Min said, “Well, for a start . . .” 

			“Yes?”

			“I wouldn’t have got involved in such a godawful mess.” 

			“Any other useful input?”

			“I never liked him,” Ho said. 

			“Who?”

			“Black.”

			“He had his head cut off a few hours ago,” Lamb said. “And left on a table.”

			“I was only saying.”

			“Jesus. This the best you can manage?”

			River said, “I’ve just remembered where I saw him.” 

			In every horror film, sooner or later, the corridor scene occurs. The long corridor, with overhead lighting which shuts down section by section—boom boom boom. And then you’re in the dark.

			Which was where Hassan was now. 

			In the dark.

			The last colour he’d known had been the bright red hell of the kitchen, in the centre of which, on the table, Moe’s head had sat like a Hallowe’en pumpkin. One in which no light would ever shine. Take more than a candle to put a gleam in those eyes. Boom boom. The floor had been a crimson lake; the walls spattered with gore. We’re going to cut your head off and show it on the web. It had happened before. It would happen to him next.

			The lights in his mind were shutting down.

			Even without the handkerchief in his mouth, Hassan wouldn’t have been able to shout. He had no words left. His body was bones and liquid.

			Boom.

			Different things made different noises. He’d been underneath the kitchen when they were doing what they did to Moe, but all he’d heard was a confusion of sound, which might have been anything. It was not the noise Hassan would have expected from such an action. The expected noise would have been a thump, followed by a slow rolling. 

			But these dark thoughts were escaping him now, as the lights in his mind shut down, boom boom boom. And then he was Hassan only in the sense that everyone has to be someone, and that was who he was stuck with until the last of his lights went out, boom boom.

			And then he was luggage.

			Boom.

			When River had finished, they stood silent for a while. Not far off, a bird chirped. It must have had inside information of the dawn. There was a vari-coloured glow from City Road, and a more subdued glimmer from the other side, all of it strained through branches.

			Lamb said, “You’re sure?” 

			River nodded.

			“Okay.” He looked thoughtful.

			Min Harper said, “Doesn’t help us with finding Hassan.” 

			“Well, you’re the ray of sunshine, aren’t you?”

			“I’m only saying.”

			Ho said, “Is anywhere open round here yet? With wi-fi?” 

			“And breakfast?” Louisa added.

			“God,” Lamb said. “Can you not think of anything but your stomach?” He swallowed his last chunk of sandwich, and tossed a scrunched-up greaseproof ball at the nearby bin. “There’s a kid out there’ll die today. A little focus?” He pulled his cigarettes out.

			River said, “Taverner can’t get away with this.” 

			“Nice to know where your priorities lie,” Lamb said.

			“I’m not talking about what she did to me. She’s behind all this. If we’re to save Hassan, we need to squeeze her.”

			“We?”

			“Nobody else is going to do it.” 

			“Kid’s dead meat then.”

			Catherine Standish said, “You could have let the Dogs round us up. You didn’t. What was that about?”

			“You think I have a sneaking regard for your talents?” 

			“I think you do nothing without a reason.”

			“The day I let Regent’s Park screw me around’s the day I take the pledge,” Lamb said. “If the Dogs tried to steal my pencil sharpener, I’d hide it. And I don’t have a pencil sharpener.”

			Ho said, “What’s a pencil sharpener?” 

			“Very funny.”

			Ho looked puzzled.

			“So what’s the point?” Louisa asked. “Why are we here?” Lamb lit his cigarette. For a moment, his face wreathed in smoke, he might have materialized from the tomb he leant against. “Let’s not kid ourselves. Dogs’ll pick you up before you get your breakfast. But at least you know what’s happening. Taverner’s got Loy and White, and she’ll have turned both of them by now. They’ll swear blind whatever story she feeds them is true. And that’ll be that this whole mess was planned at Slough House. Meaning me.” 

			“Nice to know where your priorities lie,” River said.

			“Yeah, well, the difference between us is I’ve a career to look back on. And I’m not having Taverner piss all over it.”

			“And that’s it?” Min Harper said. “We just hang about for the Dogs to catch up?”

			“You have a better plan?”

			Louisa said, “Hassan’s still out there somewhere. Maybe not far away. We can’t sit on our hands and wait for his body to be found.”

			“I thought you were dying for your breakfast.” 

			“You’re trying to wind us up, aren’t you?”

			“Yeah, that’s right. So you discover the heroes inside yourselves.” He paused. “Look. I don’t normally say this stuff, but I want to tell you something.” He took a drag on his cigarette. “You’re fucking useless, the lot of you.”

			They waited for a “but.”

			“No, I’m serious. If you weren’t fuck-ups, you’d still be at Regent’s Park. If you’re all Hassan Ahmed’s got to rely on, I hope the kid’s got religion.” He dropped his cigarette and ground it into the damp leaves underfoot. “Now, given that Cartwright’s the only one with anything useful to offer, he’d better come with me.”

			“Where to?” River asked.

			“To let the air out of Taverner’s tyres,” Lamb said. “The rest of you can do what you like.”

			As they headed towards the gates, Lamb half a pace ahead, River said: “You were trying to wind them up, weren’t you?”

			“No,” Lamb told him. “I meant every word.”

			“Might have the effect of winding them up, though.”

			“I don’t suppose that’ll do much harm,” Lamb said. “But it’s not likely to do a hell of a lot of good.” Producing a key, he tossed it to River, who unlocked the gates, let Lamb through, then followed him on to the pavement.

			Lamb was already striding over the road, where a large black SUV was parked half on the opposite pavement.

			River said, “Where’d you get the car?”

			“Official issue,” Lamb told him. “You been near Slough House?”

			“Not since we all left together.”

			“So we don’t know whether the cleaners have been in.”

			For a moment, River thought he meant just that: the cleaners. He hadn’t been aware Slough House was ever cleaned. Then he remembered Moody. “It’s been a few hours. They might have been and gone.”

			“Or it might still be there.” It, meaning Jed Moody’s body. Lamb started the engine. “Let’s find out.”

			The others watched Lamb and Cartwright disappear between the trees.

			Louisa said, “Bastard.”

			Catherine Standish said, “He told us we’re useless because he wants us to prove him wrong.” 

			“No he didn’t. He’s covering his arse, that’s all.”

			“But supposing he wasn’t?” said Catherine. 

			“What difference would that make?”

			“It would mean he wants us to prove him wrong.” 

			“I’m not desperate for his approval.”

			“Hassan Ahmed might appreciate it, though.”

			Min said, “Everyone in the country’s been looking for Hassan Ahmed for two days. How are we supposed to find him?”

			“We know where he was not long ago. Anyway, we’re not looking for him,” Catherine said. “We’re looking for the people who took him.”

			“There’s a difference?”

			“You’re Alan Black,” she said. “That’s what he was saying before Cartwright interrupted. So, we’re Alan Black. What would we have done?”

			Louisa said, “You’re right. It gives us an edge.” 

			Ho said, “You think?”

			“Why not?”

			He shrugged. “I don’t remember ever having a conversation with him.”

			“So how come you didn’t like him?” 

			“He used to open windows.”

			Catherine said drily, “I can see how upsetting that must have been for you.”

			Ho removed the dongle from his laptop and powered down. “Anyway, we can’t stay here. It’s cold and damp. Where’s that caff?”

			“Old Street.” 

			“Come on, then.” 

			“All of us?”

			“Someone has to come. I didn’t bring any money. They have wi-fi, you notice?”

			Louisa looked at Min, then back at Ho. “You want to try looking for Hassan?”

			Ho shrugged. “Whatever.”

			“Don’t tell me you want Lamb’s approval.” 

			“Approval?” Ho said. “Fuck, no. I just want to prove the prick wrong.”

			The car came to a halt, and Hassan’s body was bounced against the boot lid. He barely noticed. Further bruising seemed immaterial.

			There was, after all, worse to come.

		

	



		
			 

			Lamb pulled up by the bus stop opposite Slough House. One of Moody’s checkpoints, River recalled; constantly monitored for loiterers. He said, “So. What we doing?”

			“See any lights?” 

			“Third floor.”

			“Did you leave that on?” 

			“I don’t remember.” 

			“Think.”

			River thought. It didn’t help. “I don’t remember. You were there too. Why is it my fault the light was left on?”

			“Because I’ve better things to worry about.”

			At the windows no shapes appeared; no other lights went on. The cleaners might be inside, removing Jed Moody. Or might have been and gone, and left the light on; or might not have been there at all.

			And might turn up in the next few minutes.

			Reading River’s thoughts, Lamb said, “Only one way to find out.”

			“We’re going in?”

			“You are,” Lamb told him. “No point us both running the risk.”

			“And supposing I don’t get caught? What am I supposed to do?”

			Lamb told him.

			“So we what, try to work out what we’d do in their position?” 

			“We work out what Black’s back-up plan would have been. If the safe house was blown.”

			“But Black was the one planning to blow the safe house.” 

			“Yes,” said Catherine patiently. “But given that he probably didn’t tell them that in advance, they might have wanted to know if there was a back-up plan.”

			“They killed Black because they discovered he was a spook,” Louisa said. “They’re hardly likely to trust his plans now.”

			“True,” Min Harper put in. “But on the other hand, they’re a bunch of morons.”

			“How do we know that?”

			“Well, they joined a group called Voice of Albion. You want a definition of moron . . .”

			“They sussed out Black.”

			“Yeah, well, he wasn’t James Bond.”

			“This is getting us nowhere,” Catherine said.

			They were in a café on Old Street: long and narrow with a counter along the window, and tables against a mirrored wall. Coffee had arrived, and breakfasts been ordered. Ho’s laptop was open, and that familiar expression was capturing him; the one where the world on his screen became more real, less irritating, than the one around him.

			He said, “They might have offed him already. Why stick to the deadline now?”

			“For the sake of the exercise,” Catherine said, “let’s pretend there’s a chance of saving his life. Otherwise we might as well go back to bed.”

			Louisa said, “What about CCTV? I thought the UK had blanket coverage. Especially on the roads.”

			Ho offered her a pained look. “All other objections aside, we don’t know what they’re driving.”

			“So how do we find out?” 

			They fell silent.

			“He’s not likely to have used his credit card,” Min said at last. 

			“But there’ll be a paper trail.” 

			“A footprint.”

			“In a black op?”

			“Black ops cost. Unless Taverner’s funded it out of her own pocket, there’ll be—”

			“A footprint,” Ho repeated. “Not a paper trail.” 

			“Whatever.”

			“This isn’t a black op,” Catherine said. “It’s off the books. Different animal entirely.” 

			“What’s the difference?”

			“A black op’s officially deniable. One that’s off the books never happened.”

			“So how’s the funding work when it’s off the books?”

			Catherine thought for a moment. “I once heard about an op where a safe house was kitted out. In Walsall, I think. All the utilities, council tax, everything was on standing order. But the house didn’t exist. The money went from Budgeting into a property account, which then funded the op.”

			“Tracking that,” Ho said, “would take forever.”

			“No, but,” Louisa said. She turned to Catherine. “That safe house never existed. But we know one that does, don’t we?”

			“Roupell Street,” Min said. 

			They looked at Ho.

			“I’m on it.”

			Curly said, “We need to get out of the city.”

			“We should dump the car. Walk away,” Larry said.

			He’d been bottling this up, Curly could tell. Until the words felt like a winning argument: This is what we should do, because I just said it was.

			“We killed a spook,” he said. 

			“You killed him.”

			“He’s dead, you were there. You want to argue details?” 

			“In a court of law—“ 

			“You what? You fucking what?” 

			“Because—”

			“You think We’ll end up in court, you’re more of a twat than those jeans make you look.”

			Larry said, “What’s wrong with them?”

			“We killed a spook. You think they’ll arrest us?” 

			“What you saying?”

			“They will shoot. Us. Dead. End of. No arrest, no trial, no weaselly words about how you only watched while I cut his head off.” Saying the words, he could feel the blood pulse through his cutting arm. It was like having an erection, right to his fingertips. “A pair of bullets each. Bam bam. Double tap.”

			Larry was shaking.

			“So don’t even think about court. We’re not going to court. Get it?”

			Larry gave no response. “Get it?”

			“I get it.”

			“Good.” And now he let Larry off the hook: “But it’s not gunna happen anyway. We’re not getting caught.”

			“We had a spy with us. You think—”

			“I know he was a spy. That doesn’t mean we’re gunna get caught. You think we’re alone in this? We’re not. The people are on our side. You think they’re gunna turn their backs on us?”

			Larry said, “Maybe not.”

			“Maybe not. Maybe not. If that’s all you believe, you should’ve just sat in the pub, complaining about the country being taken away from us. Another fucking whiner with no balls.”

			“I’m here. I’m not all noise. You know that.”

			“Yeah, right.” Curly wanted to say more, to explain to Larry what the future held: that they’d be heroes, outlaws, Robin Hoods. Symbols of the struggle against Islam. And when the war started, leaders of the people. But he didn’t, because Larry didn’t have it in him. Larry thought he was a soldier, but he was just another coward; happy to talk, scared to walk. No point talking to him about a future that was Curly’s alone.

			Which Larry didn’t know yet, but he’d find out soon.

			But the Roupell Street house led nowhere.

			“Civil Service property since the fifties,” Ho said, scanning records he’d pulled onscreen. “Treasury first, then something called ‘collateral purposes.’”

			“Safe house,” Catherine said. 

			“And now it’s listed under Sales.”

			“Which means exactly what it sounds like.” Catherine shook her head. “There’ll be no paper trail. Footprint, sorry. All Taverner had to do was check the sales portfolio for an empty property, and use that.”

			“So they were squatting,” Min said. 

			“Basically.”

			“They’d have had a shock if a potential buyer turned up.” 

			“In this climate?”

			“Okay, that takes us nowhere. So where are we?” Louisa said.

			“Twiddling thumbs,” Ho said. “The kid’s toast.” 

			“Shut up,” Catherine snapped.

			Ho eyed her warily.

			“Get this through your head. Until we know he’s dead, we keep looking. We’ve no idea what their plan is. They might want to keep to the original timetable because it’s, I don’t know, Hitler’s birthday or something. It might matter to them. We might still have time.”

			Ho opened his mouth as if to reveal when Hitler’s birthday was, but thought better of it.

			Louisa said, “None of us are giving up.”

			Their breakfasts arrived: three platefuls of the full English; one mushroom omelette. Ho shifted his laptop on to his knees, then scooped a forkful of beans into his mouth.

			“Were you taught to eat?” Louisa said. “Or is it still a learning process?” 

			Chewing rapidly Ho nodded at her, as if to indicate that a smart reply was but minutes away.

			Min said, “Okay, they got the house for free. They’d still need money. For transport if nothing else.”

			“They might have stolen it.”

			“With a kidnap victim? Too risky.”

			“They might have used their own wheels.” 

			“Black was a pro. He’d have wanted fresh.” Catherine agreed.

			“And paid with cash,” said Min. 

			“Most likely,” agreed Louisa.

			“And if they used cash, it’s history.”

			Catherine cut her omelette into uniform slices. The others watched, fascinated.

			When she’d finished, she ate two pieces in silence, then took a sip of coffee. She said, “Not necessarily. Black was using a fake name. When you’re establishing a cover, one of the first things you go for is a credit card. It’s easy to do. And once you’ve got it, why not use it? It adds verisimilitude.”

			“Adds what?” Ho said. 

			Catherine gave him a look

			Min said, “Sounds good, but where does it take us? We don’t know what name he was using.”

			“Didn’t Lamb check his pockets? For a wallet?”

			“I think he’d have said if he had. On account of it being, you know. A clue.”

			“Let’s step back,” Louisa suggested. “You’re running an op. What do you need?”

			“A legend,” Ho said.

			“With at least three back-ups.” 

			“Back-ups?”

			Catherine said: “Like a reference on a CV. At least two contact numbers, or addresses, where if anyone comes checking, they’ll find confirmation you’re who you say you are.”

			“And how’s that work when you’re off the books?” 

			“You go freelance.” 

			They thought about it. 

			“It’s getting expensive.” 

			“Slush fund,” Louisa said.

			“That’s all tight as hell since the Miro Weiss business.”

			Which was when a quarter of a billion pounds, slated for reconstruction work in Iraq, had gone walkabout.

			“Okay, how’d you do it on the cheap?” 

			“Friends.”

			“Nobody’s got friends that good,” Ho objected.

			“Not in your world,” Louisa agreed. “But there must be people owe Taverner a favour. And I mean, what are we talking? You get a phone call from some little England nut, asking if you can vouch for whatever Black was calling himself? Takes two minutes to say yes.”

			Catherine said, “No. You need a dedicated phone line, and you need to be in character when it rings, 24/7. On the books, this stuff is handled via the Queens. The system tells them, when they get a caller, who they’re supposed to be.” Min reminded himself that Catherine Standish had been Charles Partner’s Girl Friday. Partner had been before Min’s time, but he was pretty much a legend himself.

			He said, “Well—” but got no further. 

			“Oh fuck,” Catherine said.

			The first time any of them had heard her say that. 

			“I think I know what they did.”

			Curly said, “Thought we were heading out of the city.” 

			“I’m trying.”

			He didn’t seem to be. They’d passed another mosque, unless they were going in circles, and it was the same one.

			“How big’s this fucking place anyway?” 

			“London?” Larry said. “Pretty big.”

			Curly glanced across, but he wasn’t taking the piss. He looked like he was hanging on by his fingernails, frankly. Like someone a policeman would stop, to check he wasn’t going to stroke out at the wheel.

			“Thought you were following the signs.” 

			“I thought you were pointing them out to me.”

			“Is there a map anywhere?” Then answered his own question, pulling open the glovebox, finding nothing but hire-agreement papers and a couple of manuals.

			“There’s that,” Larry said. “What?”

			“That.” He pointed. 

			The penny dropped.

			Curly said, “Okay. Now we’re getting somewhere.”

			Letting himself through the door, River paused. A dim glow from the third floor reached him like a ghostly presence, but he heard nothing. Which might mean he was alone. Or that anyone else in the building was being very quiet.

			Well, he could hang by the back door wondering. Or go up and find out.

			He took the first set of stairs slowly, part wary, part weary. His body was feeling the hours it had put in: surges of adrenalin; shocking sights. It took it out of you. It’s not whether you can cope with the things that happen. The O.B.’s words. It’s whether you cope afterwards, once they’ve happened. Once they’re over.

			But this wasn’t over. And he experienced another rush at the thought of what Taverner had done to him.

			The second flight came easier; by the time he was on the third he was almost hoping there’d be someone here—one of the cleaners; one of the Dogs. A few hours ago, he’d gone quietly. This time he wouldn’t.

			But there was nobody there but Jed Moody, cold and dead on the landing.

			Passing him, River went up to Lamb’s office. A shoebox sat on the desk, as Lamb had promised. River did as instructed, then carried the box downstairs.

			Back on Moody’s landing, he knelt by the body. He supposed he ought to care that the man was dead, but what he mostly felt was the strangeness of it; that Moody, like River, had been a counter in a board game played by other people. Only for Moody, the game was over. Snakes and ladders were one thing. A staircase was deadlier.

			He’d had a gun, though, and needn’t have been the one removed from the board. If he’d been prepared to use it, maybe River would be crouching next to a dead Min Harper or Louisa Guy, and Moody would have been in the wind, Lamb’s flight fund in his pocket.

			But Moody hadn’t wanted to shoot them, so maybe there was loyalty between slow horses after all. They weren’t friends, or hadn’t been friendly, before this long night started. But Moody hadn’t been able to bring himself to shoot them.

			Shoot another one, anyway. Though shooting Sid had been an accident.

			For one reason or the other, River allowed Moody another second’s peace.

			Then he stripped the corpse.

			“Legends never die,” Catherine said. “They wouldn’t be legends otherwise. When a joe’s deep cover, long-term, they get the works. Passport, birth certificate, everything. Credit cards, library cards, all the stuff you fill your wallet with.”

			“Sure.”

			“We know that.” 

			“And it costs.”

			Ho rolled his eyes. He’d been involved in more conversation this morning than the past two months, and it was already sounding familiar. “We established that. Your point?”

			“They do it on the cheap.”

			“Thank you, superbrain. So they what, picked up some knock-off ID down the market? Maybe Oxfam—”

			“Shut up, Ho.”

			“Yeah, shut up, Ho. How do you mean on the cheap, Catherine?” 

			She said, “They use one that already exists. Did Black ever go undercover?”

			This was more like it. Now they had guidance. 

			“Turn left in one hundred yards.”

			Larry said, “She’s that posh bird.” 

			“They’re all posh birds.”

			“You know the one I mean.”

			“You know something? I don’t. I really don’t. And I really don’t care.”

			It was five, which meant they’d been lost for an hour, and there was no noise from the boot. Curly wondered if the Paki had fallen asleep, or died: from a heart attack or something. Like cheating the hangman. He wondered what difference it would make if they had to do it with him already dead, and decided: not so much. Moe had been dead, and taking his head off had been a serious business. The world would sit up and take notice, either way.

			He laughed, a sudden sharp bark that startled Larry, who veered and nearly clipped a car on the verge . . . Little things mattered. Clip a car, trigger an alarm, get stopped by a policeman up the road: step out of the vehicle, sir, and what’s that on the back seat?

			And what’s that banging from the boot?

			But Larry recovered, and there was no sideswipe, no alarm.

			“What’s so funny?”

			Curly had forgotten. But the insight remained; that it only took a moment for things to unravel. One mistake could spoil everything.

			So forget the deadline. Find somewhere safe, and just do it.

			Do it, film it, fade away.

			Ho pulled Black’s personnel files, which had been downgraded since he quit, but remained live—in direct opposition to Black’s current status, though Ho didn’t say this aloud. He hadn’t liked Black, but still: they were all slow horses, which seemed to count for something this morning.

			“Is it really that simple to check our records?” 

			“Can you see ours that easily?”

			“No,” he replied to the first question, and “Yes” to the second. If it was that easy, anyone could do it. But for Ho himself, yes, it was a piece of cake.

			“I thought they switched the settings regularly.” 

			“They do.”

			But since Ho had hacked the security settings rather than the database itself, and left himself a trapdoor, it didn’t matter how often they changed the codes. It was like they fitted new locks every month, but left the door hanging open.

			He said: “Alan Black. Here we go. He worked embassy surveillance mostly.”

			“Cushy gig.”

			“Any undercover?” 

			“Give me a sec!” 

			“Sorry.”

			“Take your time.”

			“It’s just, we got the impression you were hot shit.”

			Ho glanced up from his laptop to find three pairs of eyes sharing a joke. He said, “Yeah, well. Kind of fuck off, all right?”

			But it felt sort of cool, all the same. Almost as if they’d called him Clint.

			Catherine said, “As long as you’re there. How did he end up in Slough House?”

			Ho said, “He shagged the Venezuelan ambassador’s wife.”

			“It says that?”

			“It jazzes up the language a bit.”

			Catherine thought back to Alan Black, who’d lasted six months at Slough House. She didn’t have too clear a memory of him, beyond his slow-burn frustration at having been dead-ended, but that was true of all of them, except maybe Struan Loy. And herself, of course. He’d been overweight, average height, average looks—average personality, really. She couldn’t picture him as a successful adulterer. On the other hand, he hadn’t actually jacked it in; he’d been recruited by Taverner for her deep-cover op. So he’d obviously had something going for him.

			Not that it had worked out happily in the end.

			“Okay, here it is.” Ho looked up. “He was holding paper on the name Dermot Radcliffe. Full-dress cover.”

			“If he was working surveillance, why’d he need false ID?”

			“Surveillance can be up close and personal,” Catherine said.

			“Yeah, tell that to the Venezuelan ambassador.”

			Catherine ignored that. “And working the embassy crowd, you’d be expected to have papers. You’re on foreign soil, after all.”

			“Best not to use your own name when you’re on the job.” 

			“Are you two going to giggle about this all morning?” 

			“Sorry.”

			Ho said, “Okay, we have plastic. We have an account number.”

			“But are they still live?”

			Catherine said, “Like I say, legends don’t die. They don’t get wiped off the books. If he had any nous, he’d have kept the plastic and all the rest when he left the Park. As a failsafe.”

			“In case he ever needed to be somebody else, you mean.” 

			“Or needed to remember what it was like being him,” Catherine said.

			“Let’s check out Mr. Radcliffe’s credit rating, shall we?” Ho said, his fingers busy on his keyboard.

			Hassan?

			The voice sliced through the dark.

			Hassan! 

			He knew whose it was. He just didn’t believe it.

			Open your eyes, darling.

			He didn’t want to.

			Hassan was emptying out. The open mic slot in his head had closed down; its spotlight faded to grey. In its place was darkness, and engine noise, and the vibrations of this metal coffin he’d been folded into.

			Hassan—open your eyes!

			He wasn’t sure he could. Choices were made by other people. Hassan Ahmed no longer had will or ability, and was growing smaller by the minute. Soon there’d be nothing of him left. It would be a relief.

			But like it or not, he was being dragged back into the light.

			Hassan! Open your eyes! Now!

			He didn’t. He couldn’t. He resisted.

			But from deep in his darkness, he wondered: Why is Joanna Lumley talking to me? 

		

	



		
			 

			There was something different about Catherine Standish. This was what Louisa Guy decided as she watched Ho swing through the virtual jungle, a Second Life Tarzan. There was something different about all of them, probably, but it was Catherine who’d assumed the leader’s role. She’d been the Slough House ghost; shifting papers, tutting about mess, always there but virtually absent. A recovering alcoholic, because this was somehow common knowledge. Something about her spoke of loss; of an element missing. A blown bulb. But it had never before occurred to Louisa to wonder what Catherine must have been like at full wattage. She’d been Charles Partner’s PA, hadn’t she? Christ, that made her Miss Moneypenny.

			Louisa should keep her mind on the job, though. Lamb thought they were useless. If they were, Hassan would die. If they weren’t, he might die anyway. The odds weren’t good.

			But watching Ho, Louisa realized that he wasn’t useless, anyway; that he might be a dick, but he knew his way round a keyboard. And as he pilfered information from the ether, then peered up at the three of them through the thick black frames of his glasses, it occurred to Louisa Guy that she wouldn’t want him turning his hacker’s gaze on to the private corners of her own life and career.

			Though of course, he probably already had.

			Regent’s Park—the building—was lit up: blue spotlights at ground level cast huge ovals across its façade, drawing attention to the fact that important stuff took place inside. Once upon a time, not many people knew what that was. These days, you could download job application forms from a website adorned with its picture.

			Jackson Lamb parked the stolen SUV half on the pavement outside, and waited.

			It didn’t take long. The vehicle was surrounded inside quarter of a minute.

			“Could you step out of the car, please, sir?”

			There were no weapons in evidence. There didn’t need to be.

			“Sir?”

			Lamb wound the window down. He was looking at a youngish man who evidently knew his way around a gym: taut muscles under a charcoal grey suit. A white cord coiled from his left ear to the suit’s lapel.

			“Step out of the car, sir,” he repeated.

			“Fetch your boss, sonny,” Lamb said pleasantly, and wound the window back up.

			“He hired a car,” Ho said.

			“You have got to be kidding.”

			“Straight up. Triple-D Car Hire. Leeds address.” 

			“He’s in the field? And he hired a car?” 

			Catherine said, “No. It makes sense.”

			It was a measure of their changing relationship that they waited for her thoughts.

			“He’s in the field, sure. But let’s not forget, this wasn’t an op with a future. The boy was going to be rescued. Black didn’t have to worry about covering his tracks.”

			“So hiring a car was the simplest thing to do.” 

			“Quite.”

			“Anyone got a phone?” Ho asked. 

			“Lamb made us trash them.”

			“There’s a payphone by the loos,” Catherine said. “What’s the number?” 

			She scribbled it down as he read it off the screen; was heading for the phone a moment later.

			“It’s barely dawn. A car hire place’ll be open?”

			“Triple-D gives twenty-four-hour breakdown relief,” Ho quoted.

			“A kid with a van and a spanner,” Min reckoned. 

			“Tenner says she blows it.”

			“I’ll take that,” Louisa said. 

			“Me too,” Min added.

			Ho looked alarmed. “What happened since yesterday? Everyone’s acting strange.”

			“Slough House went live,” Min told him. “She’ll come back with something we can use.”

			“The lady’s got game,” Louisa said.

			James Webb, whose futile mission in life was to dissuade everyone from calling him Spider, was in his office. After Jackson Lamb had dumped him and Nick Duffy on the pavement—after he’d recovered from the shock of having a middle-aged woman point a gun at him: I’ll put a bullet through your foot. That’ll wipe the smirk off your face—they’d made their way back, Duffy barely speaking. Hey, Webb had wanted to tell him. It wasn’t my fault. But here he was anyway, back in his hutch, Duffy having no further use for him.

			But then, Webb wasn’t one of Duffy’s Dogs. He’d come through the graduate channel; done his two years’ rotation; attended the seminars, taken the exams. Spent nights on various godforsaken moors, in with harsh weather, and undergone assessment exercises, staging posts on the fast track: arresting a putative suicide bomber outside Tate Modern, and acting as control when River Cartwright had spectacularly failed an exercise of his own. Along the way, he’d been taken under Taverner’s wing; which was why he, not Cartwright, was still in Regent’s Park.

			And unlike River, he’d never wanted to be a field agent. Joes were pieces on the board; Webb’s ambition was to be a player at the table. His current role, interviewing graduates—HR, River had scoffed—was a step on the road to being the keeper of secrets, and if there was less glam to it than the streetwork, there was also less weather, less chance of finding out how well those interrogation-resistance lessons stood up in the field, and, theoretically, fewer opportunities for middle-aged women to point a gun at him. Suits and joes was an age-old opposition, but the game had changed in the last ten years, and intelligence was a business like any other. There would always be battlegrounds where things got bloody, but at boardroom level, today’s intelligence wars were fought the way Coke battled Pepsi. And that was a war Webb felt comfortable waging.

			But right now River seemed to be at the centre of events, because it was the slow horses that had everyone uptight tonight. Sid Baker was under the surgeon’s knife; somebody else was dead; and there were rumours that Jackson Lamb had orchestrated the kidnapping of that internet kid. Whatever the truth, there was a general air that shit was about to hit the fan. But it was all internal. There was no ministerial presence. Spider would have noticed: when the Minister was in the building, the ripples spread outwards. 

			But suit or not, Webb felt sidelined. Taverner didn’t like him showing up on the hub uninvited—this was the flip side of being under her wing: she didn’t want anyone knowing about it—but he couldn’t sit here under the unwavering gaze of files and folders much longer without starting to feel like he, and not River, had failed an important test.

			He didn’t think he could, anyway. But after reflecting for a moment on whether he minded pissing Lady Di off, he decided he might manage it a little longer.

			“How did you do?”

			Catherine Standish said, “Dermot Radcliffe hired a Volvo three weeks ago. Family holiday, he said. He wanted plenty of boot space.” 

			Taking this detail in, Louisa felt her heart pound her chest.

			“And they just told you that?”

			“Why wouldn’t they? I’m his sister, desperately trying to reach him. Our mother’s in hospital.” Catherine sat and picked up her coffee cup. It was cold to the touch. She put it down and recited from memory the car’s number plate.

			“Of course, we don’t know they’re using it now.”

			“They left Roupell Street in a hurry,” Min Harper said. “So they either took that car or stole another one. In which case, that car’s still nearby, and their new one’ll be reported missing soon.”

			“Can’t drive anywhere through London without showing up on CCTV.”

			“Which would be great if we were at the Trocadero,” said Ho. He meant the nerve centre of the city’s surveillance systems, with its massed ranks of monitors covering every inch of the capital. “But I’ve only got a laptop.”

			“Still,” said Catherine. “That might do the trick.” 

			Three pairs of eyes turned her way.

			“Triple-D cars come fitted with sat nav,” she said.

			Joanna Lumley was the saviour of the Gurkhas, who’d been shabbily treated by a succession of British Governments. Joanna Lumley was a formidable woman. The Gurkhas had been denied the right to live in the country they’d served in the war, and Joanna Lumley had deplored this state of affairs. So Joanna Lumley, in one of those quintessentially English turns of event, had turned a Government on its head and bent it to her will. Forcibly charmed, the Government bestowed upon the Gurkhas rights of residence. In return, the Gurkhas worshipped Joanna Lumley as they might a god.

			So how was Hassan supposed to ignore her commands?

			Hassan. Open your eyes, darling. There’s a good boy.

			He didn’t want to open his eyes.

			I’m not going to ask you again. 

			He opened his eyes.

			There was nothing to see, of course. But at least this nothing was actually there, as opposed to the huge un-existing blankness through which he’d been falling a short while ago.

			Things hadn’t changed. He was still folded into the boot of a car, still hooded, gagged and bound. He was still being thrown about like a pea in a whistle. And he could still hear Joanna Lumley, though she was no longer talking to him; she seemed, rather, to be offering directions to somebody else. Straight ahead for two hundred yards. It came to Hassan that he was hearing a sat nav system, programmed with Joanna Lumley’s voice. More expensive than the regular version, but there were those who found it worth it.

			Joanna Lumley hadn’t been talking to Hassan at all.

			On the other hand, for the moment at least, Hassan was back in the land of the living.

			Nick Duffy said, “Is this a joke?”

			“I’m returning your car. I was worried they’d take it out your wages.”

			“You pulled a gun on me.”

			“No, I delegated that. And she didn’t pull it on you, she pulled it on your boy.” Jackson Lamb, who was still in the driving seat, placed a meaty elbow on the rim of its open window, and mock-whispered: “The gun’s in my pocket. Case you thought I was getting excited.”

			“Out of the car.”

			“You’re not having me shot, are you?” 

			“Not out here, no.”

			“Good. Only I was wanting a word with Lady Di.”

			He sat back, and pressed the button that closed the window.

			Duffy opened the door, and held a hand out.

			Panting with the effort—a piece of drama Duffy wasn’t falling for—Lamb levered himself on to the pavement, then produced the weapon from his coat pocket. 

			For a brief moment, everyone within sight tensed.

			Lamb put the gun in Duffy’s outstretched hand, then farted loudly. “Sausage sandwich,” he said. “I’ll be doing that all morning.”

			Behind him, the taut young man in the charcoal suit slipped behind the wheel of the SUV. So smoothly it might have been choreographed, he swung the car back into the road and drove it round the corner, where it would disappear down the ramp and into one small part of the subterranean world of Regent’s Park.

			“So,” Lamb said, once this was taken care of. “I could murder a coffee. Shall we pop inside?”

			“Turn here.” 

			“Here?”

			“Am I talking to myself?”

			Larry took the exit road. Joanna Lumley objected. 

			“Change of plan, darling,” Curly said, and switched the sat nav off.

			“To what?” Larry said.

			The turn-off took them on to one of the minor roads skirting Epping Forest. If they’d headed directly north they’d not be within miles of here, but getting lost had its advantages. Curly had never been here, but he knew the name. Everyone knew the name. It was a place of shallow graves; regularly name-checked on true-crime programmes. This was where your gangsters buried their enemies. Or sometimes didn’t even bother: just set fire to the car they’d shot them in, then whistled their way home to the concrete jungle. Place had probably seen more deaths than picnics. Plenty of room for another. Two, if necessary.

			This road was thickly lined by trees, and the sky disappeared behind a canopy of branches. An approaching car dipped its headlights. Flashing past, its noise reached Curly’s ears like something happening under water.

			“We’re gunna cut to the chase,” he said. 

			A bubble welled inside him, and escaped as a brief giggle.

			Larry cast him a sideways glance, but didn’t dare open his mouth.

			Pissing off Lady Di was not a good career move, and Spider Webb’s choices were largely dictated by such demands. But he didn’t have to go on to the hub. He could wander downstairs instead. Regent’s Park was like any other office block: the guys on the desk were the first to know what was up. So like any suit with an eye to the edge, Spider made a point of being friendly to the guys on the desk.

			Leaving his office, he walked down the corridor, through the fire door, and into the stairwell. Here he paused a moment, distracted by movement through the window. Two storeys below, a black SUV was coming down the concrete ramp into the car park beneath the building. One SUV was much like the next, but still: Webb wondered if this was the same one Lamb had hijacked earlier. If it was, Lamb had either been picked up again, or turned himself in. Spider hoped the former, and hoped it had happened roughly. The woman, too. I’ll put a bullet through your foot. He wasn’t forgetting that in a hurry. Mostly for the absolute sincerity of the woman’s tone.

			The car was gone. No way of seeing from here who’d been driving, which left open the possibility that it had been Lamb himself. Without Park clearance, Lamb shouldn’t have made it through the barriers, but Webb had heard myths about Jackson Lamb. Clearance might be something required by other people. In which case, Lamb might be loose in the belly of the building.

			It wasn’t likely, but it gave Webb all the excuse he needed to go and find out what was happening.

			As Catherine Standish watched Roderick Ho perform more virtual acrobatics, another shock of excitement fired through her body. Nothing to do with Ho. Catherine didn’t especially admire technological ability; it was useful when other people had it, because this rendered it unnecessary to have any herself, but she no more regarded it as an aspect of character than she would ownership of a particular make of car.

			No: the excitement had been born earlier that morning, when she’d lifted Lamb’s gun from her bag, and pointed it at the young man next to her. I’ll put a bullet through your foot if I need to. That’ll wipe the smirk off your face. Sometimes the scary moments happened to other people.

			Min Harper had spoken, unless it had been Louisa Guy. She said, “Sorry. I was miles away.”

			Harper said, “You think We’ll trace him in time?”

			This was new too. They were looking to her, as if she had answers, or opinions worth listening to. Below the tabletop her right hand curled, as if it were once more wrapped around the handle of a gun. “I think we act as if we’re saving his life, not finding his body,” she said.

			He shared a look with Louisa that she couldn’t interpret. 

			It was growing lighter, and traffic was building outside. There was a flow of custom inside, too; people collecting takeaway coffee and breakfast rolls, or grabbing supper on their way home from the nightshift. Catherine was an early riser, a poor sleeper; none of this was unfamiliar to her. But she was seeing through new eyes this morning. She unclenched her hand. Fighting her addictions had taught her about their power, and she knew she was clinging to an unhealthy memory. But right now it felt good, and she could only hope those shocks of excitement weren’t visible to the others.

			Ho said, “Now we wait.”

			Louisa said, “You’ve got the sat nav system?”

			“Sure. They use RoadWise. It’s just a matter of hacking the system.”

			“And how does waiting help?”

			“Because I’ve reached out for someone who’s done it already. Quicker than doing it myself.” He bent to his laptop again, until his colleagues” silence broke through his self-absorption. “What?”

			“Care to elaborate?”

			He sighed, but overdid it. “Hacking, there’s a community, you know?”

			“Like stamp collectors.” 

			“Or trainspotters.”

			“Or poets.”

			“A bit,” Ho agreed, to general surprise. “Only way more cool. Hackers hack systems for one reason only. They’re there. Some people do crosswords or sudoku.” His expression made it clear what he thought of that. “We hack. And we share.”

			“So someone will have hacked, what did you call it? RoadWise?”

			“RoadWise. Yeah, sure, if it’s there, it’s been hacked. And anyone cool enough to hack it’ll be in the community.” He nodded at his laptop, as if it held global masses. “And they’ll be getting back to me any moment.” Perhaps he saw doubt in their expressions. “We never sleep,” he said.

			Catherine said, “There’s something I don’t get.” 

			Ho waited.

			“You’re telling us you’ve got friends?”

			“The best kind,” Ho said. “The ones you never meet.” 

			His laptop bleeped.

			“My ride’s here.”

			Catherine watched as he bent to work. We act as if we’re saving Hassan’s life, not finding his body. It was the only approach they could take.

			It would be good, though, if they could hurry up a little. 

			Time was not on Hassan’s side.

			The car stopped, and the engine cut out.

			For a moment, the silence and stillness were worse than the noise and the motion. Hassan’s heart pounded, struggling for release. He wasn’t ready, he thought—wasn’t ready to put an escape plan into operation, because he didn’t have one. And wasn’t ready because, well, he wasn’t ready. Wasn’t ready to be poured out of the boot and told he was going to die. He wasn’t ready.

			Eyes clamped shut, he tried to summon up Joanna Lumley, but she wouldn’t appear. He was on his own.

			And then he wasn’t, because the boot was opening, and rough hands were hauling him out, dropping him like a sack of vegetables on to cold ground.

			Instinctively, the first thing he did he was pull the hood from his head; a clumsy operation with his hands bound, but he managed it. With his head free, Hassan saw the world for what felt like the first time. He was in a forest. The car had come to a halt on a dirt track, and all around stretched trees, with mossed-over stumps lurking like goblins in the hollows. The ground was hard-packed mud, with a covering of dead leaves and twigs. The air tasted like early morning. Light was starting to make its presence felt; etching a fine tracery of bare branches overhead.

			His two remaining kidnappers stood over him, so his first view was of their boots. That seemed appropriate. He guessed their boots saw more action than their brains ever did. And this thought liberated Hassan a little. He was cold and bruised and filthy and stank, but he was not in a cellar. And he was not these bastards’ dog, ready to roll over on their word. In every way that mattered, he was better than the pair of them.

			Then one of the boots was on his shoulder, pressing him down on to the earth. It belonged to the one Hassan called Curly. Way up above his boot, Curly was showing him a thin, cruel smile.

			“End of the line,” he said.

			Taverner said, “I’m glad you’ve seen sense.”

			Lamb ignored her, surveying her team instead, who were at their own or each other’s workstations, and engrossed in their current tasks, and studying every move he made. Soft light rained on them, and there was a slight buzzing in the air, white noise, which seemed to act as an aural curtain. Even without the glass wall, he doubted whether anyone could have heard their conversation.

			Nick Duffy was a different matter, of course. Nick Duffy was with them in Taverner’s office. Nick Duffy could hear every word.

			If there’d ever been any doubt that Diana Taverner could read minds, she put it to rest then and there. She said, “It’s okay, Nick. You can leave us.”

			He didn’t like it, but he went.

			“Three sugars, there’s a love,” Lamb said to his departing back.

			Taverner said: “You want the bottom line?” 

			“Oh, I’m gagging for it, darling.”

			“Black’s body’s been found. He used to be one of yours. It’s clear he was involved in the kidnapping of Hassan Ahmed. You were seen meeting with him in the early summer, long after he’d quit Slough House. Two of your crew have signed statements to that effect. You want me to continue?”

			“It’s the only thing keeping me going,” Lamb assured her. “These statements. Loy and White, right?”

			“They make credible witnesses, and they put Black and you together. That, plus Moody’s homicidal outing last night, puts Slough House in a very messy frame. If you want it to go away, we can manage that. But you’re going to have to cooperate.”

			Lamb said, “Homicidal?”

			For the briefest of moments, a shadow crossed Taverner’s face. She said, “I’m sorry. You hadn’t heard.”

			He smiled, but it wasn’t a real smile; just a tightening of the flesh across the face. “Well. That’s another loose end clipped off, isn’t it?”

			“That’s how you see your team? ‘Loose ends’?”

			“But Baker was never on my team, was she? You assigned her to Slough House, but not because she’d slept with the wrong boss. She was a plant. She was watching River Cartwright.” 

			“Your evidence being?” 

			“Her own words.”

			“Which she won’t be repeating any time soon.” Taverner’s gaze was steady. She said, “I’ll make you an offer, Jackson. Something clean we can all walk away from. Co-sign Loy and White’s statements, and that’ll be the end of it.”

			“I don’t do subtle. You’re going to have to explain why I’d want to do that.”

			“You’re old school, Jackson, and not in a good way. You’re out of the loop. I go to Limitations with a sacrificial victim, and outcomes will matter more than proofs. That’s how things are done now. If there’s a quiet out available, Limitations will sign off on it. They’ll even call it a retirement. It’s not like you’ll lose your pension fund.”

			Jackson Lamb reached inside his coat, and had the satisfaction of seeing her flinch. Her expression turned to distaste as he scratched his armpit. “Think I might have been bitten at the canal.”

			She didn’t reply.

			He withdrew his hand and sniffed his fingers. Then put his hand in his pocket. “So your plan is, I cough to your sins? Or else what?”

			“It gets messy.” 

			“It’s already messy.

			She said, “I’m trying to find a way out that causes the least damage for all of us. Like it or not, Slough House is in the firing line, Jackson. Appearances count. You’ll all come under scrutiny. All of you.”

			He said, “This about Standish again?” 

			“Did you think I’d forgotten?”

			“You know me. Always hoping for the best.”

			“Charles Partner implicated her in everything. He left an itemized statement of his treachery in which he named her as an accomplice. She was lucky not to be arrested.”

			Lamb said, “She’s a drunk.” 

			“That’s not an excuse for treason.” 

			“It wasn’t meant to be. It’s what made Partner think he could get away with it. Why he kept her on after her breakdown. A dried-out drunk is still a drunk. She was loyal to him so he used her, tried to make out she helped him sell secrets. But no one who saw his, what did you call it?—itemized statement, believed it for a second. That was his last-ditch attempt to spread the blame, and it was pure fiction.”

			“And swiftly covered up.”

			“Of course it bloody was. Service had enough problems. Partner’s crimes were black-ribboned from the off, and half the chinless idiots on Limitations still don’t know about them. Drag all that up now, and things’ll get messy all right. You sure that’s a road you want to go down?”

			“Covering up treachery’s a crime in itself. This time round, they’ll do a full audit.” Of the two Diana Taverner was in better shape, and knew it. But then, Jackson Lamb could climb out of a sauna, wrap himself in brand-new threads, and still come off second best to her on her worst day. “You found her a safe berth once, else she’d have drunk herself to death in a bedsit by now. But you can’t save her twice. I’m offering to do that for you.” Her eyes shifted from Lamb to the hub behind him. Her team were making little pretence of not studying events in her glass-walled office. She deepened her voice slightly. It’s the tone she’d have used if she were trying, God help her, to seduce him. A tone that rarely failed. “Put your hands up to this. It was an honourable attempt to get a good result, and not your fault it went wrong. The public at large will never know. And between these walls, you’ll be a hero.”

			She stopped. She was good at reading people. Lamb was a tricky subject—had taught himself to be illegible—but still, Diana Taverner could see him weighing her words. His eyes suggested he was immersed in calculation; the consequences of a scorched-earth policy, as against the walk-away compromise on the table. And seeing this, she felt as a whaler must feel, watching the first harpoon strike flesh: a single wound, and far from mortal, but enough to guarantee the outcome. All that was left was the waiting. And she continued believing this until Jackson Lamb bent, scooped the metal waste-paper basket from beside her desk, and in a surprisingly graceful near-pirouette, hurled it at the glass wall behind him.

			“Got it.”

			“Got what?”

			“What are we looking for?” A flash of the familiar Roderick Ho; an expression of lofty contempt for the analog mind. “The car. Dermot Radcliffe’s Volvo.”

			Min Harper scraped his chair round the table, so he could see the laptop’s screen. For a moment he thought Ho was about to block his view; hook an arm around it like the class swot hiding his homework. But he restrained himself, even shifting the laptop slightly so Min could see it.

			If he’d been expecting a blinking red light on a stylized street map—which he partly was—Min was disappointed. Instead, he was looking at a slightly out-of-focus but recognizable photograph of the tops of a whole bunch of trees. “It’s under there?”

			“Yes,” Ho said. Then said, “Probably.”

			Catherine Standish said, “Care to elaborate on that?” 

			“That’s where the sat nav system registered to the car Dermot Radcliffe hired from Triple-D Cars three weeks ago was, roughly fifty seconds ago.” He looked across the table at Catherine. “There’s a slight time lag.”

			“Thank you.”

			“And they might have dumped the sat nav, of course. Might have tossed it out of the window hours ago.” 

			Louisa said, “Assuming Black was the brains, they probably wouldn’t have thought of that.”

			“Let’s not underestimate them,” Catherine said. “Black’s dead. They’re not. Where’s the sat nav now, Roddy?”

			Ho coloured slightly, and his finger stroked the keyboard’s touchpad. An OS map sprouted on to the screen. Two more taps, and it had magnified twice over.

			“Epping Forest,” he said.

			Curly moved his boot away. Hassan pulled the handkerchief from his mouth, and tossed it as far as he was able. Then lay on the ground, sucking mouthfuls of cold damp air. He hadn’t realized how empty his lungs were. How foul it had been in that boot, with only his own stink to survive on.

			He sat up, every part of his body protesting. Behind Curly stood Larry: taller than Curly, broader too, but somehow less substantial. He was holding what looked like a bundle of sticks. Hassan blinked. The world turned swimmy, then washed back into line. It was a tripod. And that matchbox in his other hand: that would be a camera.

			Curly was holding something altogether different.

			Hassan drew his knees up, leant forward, and pressed his hands to the cold earth. It felt reassuringly solid, and at the same time coldly alien. What did he know about the outdoors? He knew about city streets and supermarkets. He pushed himself unsteadily on to his feet. I wobble, he thought. I wobble. Here among these trees, which are so very big, I am small, and I hurt, and I wobble. But I’m alive.

			He looked at Curly, and said, “This it, is it?” His voice sounded strange, as if he were being played by an actor. Someone who’d never actually heard Hassan speak, but had worked out what he might sound like from a faded photograph.

			“Yeah,” Curly told him. “This is it.”

			The axe he was holding looked to Hassan like something from the Middle Ages. But then, it was something from the Middle Ages—a smoothly curved length of wood with a dull-grey metal head, sharpened to a killing edge. Used down the centuries, because it rarely went wrong. Sometimes the handle wore thin, and was replaced. Sometimes the blade grew blunt.

			Joanna Lumley was long gone. Hassan’s inner comedian had not returned to the stage. But when he spoke again his own voice had returned to him, and for the first time in an age, he uttered the precise words he was feeling.

			“You fucking coward.”

			Did Curly flinch? Was he not expecting that? 

			Curly said, “I’m a soldier.”

			“You? A soldier? You call this a battlefield? You’ve tied my hands, dragged me into a forest, and now you’re what? Gunna cut my head off? Some fucking soldier.”

			“It’s a holy war,” Curly said. “And your lot started it.” 

			“My lot? My lot sell soft furnishings.” A wind stirred the

			woods, making a noise like an appreciative audience. Hassan felt blood run through his veins; felt fear build into a bubble in his chest. It might burst at any moment. Or might just float him away. He looked at Larry. “And you, right? You’re just gunna stand there and let him do what he wants? Another fucking soldier, right?”

			“Shut up.”

			“Yeah, right. Or what? You’ll cut my head off? Fuck the pair of you. You want to film this? Film me now, saying this. You’re both cowards and the BN fucking P are a bunch of fucking losers.”

			“We’re not BNP,” Curly said.

			Hassan threw his head back and laughed. 

			“What’s so funny?”

			He said, “You think I care? You think I care who you are? BNP or English Defence League or any other kind of stupid fucking Nazi, you think I care? You’re nothing. You’re nobodies. You’ll spend the rest of your lives in prison, and you know what? You’ll still be nobodies.”

			Larry said, “Right. That’s it.”

			Duffy arrived full-tilt, of course. He’d never been far away. He found a waste-paper basket rolling harmlessly across the carpet, and a glass wall showing no sign that violence had been offered. But Taverner was white-faced, and judging by Jackson Lamb’s expression, that counted as a result. Lamb said, “A handler never burns his own joe. It’s the worst treachery of all. That’s what Partner was doing, using Standish as a shield. That’s what you’re doing now. Maybe I am old school. But I’m not watching that happen twice.”

			Nick Duffy said, “Partner?”

			“Enough,” Taverner said. Then: “He’s been running Slough House like a private army. He’s been running ops, for Christ’s sake. Take him downstairs.”

			While she was speaking Lamb had found a loose cigarette in his overcoat pocket, and was now trying to straighten it. His expression suggested this was currently his major problem.

			Duffy wasn’t armed. Didn’t need to be. He said, “Okay, Lamb. Put that down, and drop your coat on the floor.”

			“Okay.”

			Duffy couldn’t help it: he glanced at Taverner. She was glancing right back.

			“Something you should know first, mind.” 

			And now they both looked at Lamb.

			“The SUV your guy just drove under the building? There’s a bomb on the back seat. A big one.” 

			A second passed.

			Duffy said, “You’re kidding, right?”

			“Might not be.” Lamb shrugged, then stared at Taverner. “I told you. I don’t do subtle.”

			The desk guys weren’t as fond of Spider Webb as he thought, but everyone likes having information. Somebody had parked a Service car on the forecourt, and received the inevitable response: the security drones and a couple of Duffy‘s boys, not long back from various errands. They’d surrounded the car until Duffy himself appeared.

			“Who was it?” 

			“Jackson Lamb,” the older desk guy said. 

			“You sure?”

			“I’ve worked here twenty years. You get to know Jackson Lamb.”

			The word sonny was all the more eloquent for remaining unspoken.

			Lamb had come in under Duffy’s steam; was up on the hub. The desk guys’ monitors didn’t cover what happened there, but he hadn’t reappeared.

			Spider chewed his lip. Whatever Lamb was up to, it didn’t involve the madwoman with the gun; or River, either. He mumbled his thanks to the desk guys, and didn’t see the look they shared as he headed back upstairs. On the landing he stopped by the window. Nothing was happening on the street. He blinked. Something was happening on the street. A black van screeched to a halt, and almost before it had stopped moving the back was open, allowing three, four, five black-clad shadows to pour like smoke into the morning. Then they were gone, headed into the underground car park.

			The achievers, everyone called them. Spider Webb had always thought it a ridiculous name; a piece of jargon that shouldn’t have stuck, but had. They were the SWAT guys, who mostly did extractions and removals; he’d seen them in action, but only on drills. This hadn’t struck him as a drill.

			He wondered if the building were under attack. But if so, there’d be alarms, and a lot more activity.

			Through the window, the same nothing was happening again. Small disturbances only. A wind rearranged the trees over the road; a taxi passed. Nothing.

			Webb shook his head; an unnecessarily dramatic gesture, given there was nobody to witness it. Story of his life. The joke was, last time he’d been close to anyone, it had been River Cartwright. Some of the courses they’d been on, you couldn’t get through without forming alliances; what people called friendships. More than once, he’d assumed that their futures would run on parallel lines, but something had prevented that, which was Spider’s slow-dawning realization that River was better than him at most things; so much so, he didn’t have to make a big show of it. Which was the sort of moment on which alliances foundered.

			He carried on upstairs. Next flight up, he opened the door to his corridor, and one of the achievers stuck a gun to his temple.

			Larry said, “That’s it. I’m done. You want to do this, you’re on your own.”

			“You’re going?”

			“It’s all fucked up. You can’t see that? We were only meant to scare him. Film it. Show them we meant business.”

			“Scaring them’s not business.”

			“It’s enough for me. You killed a spook, man. I’m leaving. Get back to Leeds, maybe just . . .”

			Maybe hide under the bed. Maybe get home, and hope it would all go away. Close his eyes tight enough, and none of this would have happened.

			“No way,” Curly said. “No fucking way are you going anywhere.”

			Larry dropped the tripod and tossed him the digicam. It landed by Curly’s feet. “Still want to film it? Film it yourself.”

			“And how am I supposed to—” 

			“I don’t care.”

			Larry turned and started to pick his way along the track. 

			“Get back here!”

			He didn’t reply.

			“Larry! Get fucking back!”

			Hassan said, “Soldiers, right. You’re soldiers.” 

			“Shut up!”

			“Soldiers get shot for deserting, don’t they?” 

			“Shut your fucking hole!”

			“Or what?” Hassan asked. Inside him, the bubble burst. He’d soiled himself, wet himself, sweated and wept through days of fear. But now he’d come out the other side. He’d done the worst of dying: the knowing it was going to happen, the absolute shame of knowing he’d do anything to avoid it. And now he was watching his murderer’s plans crumble. “Show this on the internet, you fucking Nazi. Oh, right, you can’t, can you? You’ve only got one pair of hands.”

			In pure blind rage, Curly hit him with the axe.

			The four sat around the table, their plates now cleared away. Since Catherine had got back from the phone, and the other three had confirmed, in the way of small groups of people everywhere, what they all knew already—that she had called the police, explained who she was, what she knew, and how she knew what she knew—no one had spoken. But Ho had folded his laptop away, and Louisa was leaning forward, her hands cradling her chin, her teeth grinding. Min’s lips were pursed in a way that suggested deep thought. And every sudden noise attracted Catherine’s attention, as if every rattle of every cup, every dropped spoon, threatened disaster.

			Out on Old Street, cars whistled past in bursts dictated by the nearby traffic lights.

			Min cleared his throat as if about to speak, but thought better of it.

			Ho said, “You know something?” 

			They didn’t.

			“I’ve got my mobile in my pocket.” He took it out and placed it on the table, so they could see it for themselves. “All this time, Catherine’s trotting off to the call phone in the corner. And I’ve got my mobile in my pocket.”

			Catherine looked at Louisa. Louisa looked at Min. Min looked at Catherine. They all looked at Ho.

			Min said, “For a communications genius, that was kind of rubbish, wasn’t it?”

			Then they waited some more.

			A man in black—an achiever—appeared on the hub. Under his arm was a cardboard box, which he carried into Diana Taverner’s office and placed on her desk. It was ticking loudly.

			“I assume that’s not a bomb,” Taverner said.

			He shook his head, removed the box’s lid, and put Lamb’s office clock on Taverner’s blotter. Wooden, friendly faced, it was out of place in these hi-tech surroundings.

			Taverner said, “I didn’t think so.”

			Duffy and Lamb were still there. Out on the hub, the same crews were doing the same things they’d been doing before Lamb’s announcement had brought the achievers into play; or at least, were still pretending to do them, though with less plausibility. What was happening behind the glass wall was occupying all of their attention.

			Lamb said, “Technically—and I might be wrong about this, but I get a lot of email crap from HR—technically, you should still have evacuated the building.”

			“Which is what you wanted.”

			“I mean, if that was an actual bomb, you’d be in a shit-load of grief.” 

			Duffy said to Taverner, “If that thing had been ticking on the back seat when my guy drove into the car park, he’d have heard it.”

			The achiever was already leaving, talking into his throat-mic as he went.

			Taverner pointed at Lamb. “You didn’t want us out of the building at all. You brought somebody in.”

			Lamb said, “You still think a cover-up’s a possibility? Or is it all falling apart?”

			Spider Webb stumbled backwards into his office, tripped on the rug, and sprawled on the floor. River pulled Moody’s balaclava from his head and stuffed Moody’s gun into the back of his waistband. He thought about punching Spider in the head, but only for a moment. Climbing out of the SUV’s boot, putting Lamb’s fake bomb on the back seat and making his way up the stairs hadn’t taken long, but he didn’t have much time to play with. If Lamb had done his bit, the real achievers would be swarming the building soon.

			He said, “My assessment report.” 

			Spider said, “Cartwright?”

			“You kept a copy. Where is it?” 

			“That’s what this is about?” 

			“Where is it?”

			“Are you out of your fucking mind?”

			River bent and grabbed Spider by his shirt collar. “This is not a game.” He was armed, he was in Regent’s Park, more or less dressed as an achiever. If the real thing arrived, he’d be shot on sight. Thoughts that carried a certain amount of heft. He pulled out Moody’s gun again. “Let me put it this way. My assessment report. Where is it?”

			Spider said, “You’re not going to shoot me.”

			River slammed the handle of the gun into Spider’s jaw, and Spider yelped as a fragment of tooth flew free. “You sure?”

			“You bastard—”

			“Spider. I’ll keep hitting you till you give me what I want. Get it?”

			“I haven’t got your assessment report, why the hell would I?”

			“London rules, remember?” River said. “You said it yourself, the other day. You play London rules. You cover your arse.”

			Spider spat a mouthful of blood on the fawn-coloured carpet. “How long do you think you’ve got? Before your brains join my tooth on the floor there?”

			River hit him again. “You crashed King’s Cross, and we both know it. Blue shirt, white tee, whichever way round it was. It was Taverner put you up to that, because she wanted rid of me. You didn’t know why, did you? And didn’t care, so long as you got the nice office and meetings with the Minister and a bright shining career. But you knew enough to keep a copy of the report because you’re playing London rules, and the last person you trust is the one you just did a favour. So where is it?”

			Spider said, “Screw you.” 

			“I won’t ask again.”

			“Shoot me and you’ll be dead one minute later. Then you’ll never find it, will you?”

			“So we agree you’ve got it.”

			Footsteps sounded in the corridor, and Spider opened his bloodied mouth to shout. But River clubbed him again, and guaranteed his silence.

			Hassan must have blacked out. Who wouldn’t have done, struck with an axe? But it had been the blunt end Curly hit him with; a swift vicious jab with the handle, bang in the forehead. Perhaps half a minute ago. Long enough, anyway, for the scene to have shifted: Larry had stalked off down the track, and Curly had chased after him, caught him up; was shouting at him—words floated back on the cold, moss-flavoured air: stupid chicken bastard . . . 

			The axe hung limply in Curly’s hand. The pair of them, arguing—well, they were no longer the Three Stooges, obviously. They were Laurel and Hardy. Stan and Ollie. In another fine mess again.

			And here was a funny thing. Sometimes a blow to the head can clear away the cobwebs.

			This wasn’t true, but for a moment Hassan pretended it was, and wondered what he’d do if it were. He would stand up, he decided. So that’s what he did.

			There. That was better.

			Wobbly on his legs, he became aware of the enormous space everywhere. Space hemmed in by trees, but without walls, and with a sky overhead. He could see it now. Branches were growing into focus. Somewhere, there’d be a sun. Hassan couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen the sun.

			He started walking. 

			The ground was spongy and unfamiliar. Partly this was due to his condition, but mostly it was because he was in a wood. But still, Hassan could walk, he could shuffle; he could almost break into a run. The trick was to look down. To watch where he placed his feet. This sudden view of the ground gave him the illusion that he was moving much faster than he really was.

			If he looked back, he would see Curly and Larry breaking off their argument; come lolloping after him, Curly with axe in hand. So he remained focused on the ground instead, on how much space he was covering. He had no idea where he was going. Whether he was moving deeper into the forest, or would break into open land any moment . . . Which didn’t seem probable. Everything was too thick, too woody, to surrender itself so swiftly. But those were things Hassan had no control over, while he did, at last, control his own movements. So thinking, he tripped; thrust his hands out before hitting the ground, and couldn’t prevent a cry escaping him as a sharp pain seared outwards from his wrists. Which mattered much less than the noise he’d made.

			So now he did look round. He’d travelled much less farther than he’d thought; maybe half what he’d hoped. Curly and Larry were about the distance away that Hassan could have thrown a kitchen chair. Both were staring at him.

			Hassan could have sworn he heard the grin break out on Curly’s face.

			The footsteps passed Webb’s office in a rush, and River released the breath he’d been holding, along with his grip on Spider’s collar. Spider collapsed on to the carpet, incapable of further conversation.

			River waited, but there was no more noise. It occurred to him that if it had been the achievers, he’d not have heard a sound: there was more to them than dressing the part. And with that thought an idea occurred, which he wasted two minutes implementing before turning to his search. 

			The files and folders took up seven shelves, stretching the length of the far wall. There could easily be a hundred on each, and River had maybe three minutes to find the one he wanted, always supposing it was there rather than, say, locked in a desk drawer. So he tried the drawers first, most of which contained junk, and only one of which was locked. River retrieved the key from Spider’s pocket, but the locked drawer hid only bank statements and a passport in Spider’s name. Dropping the key, River headed for the shelves. A snapshot memory from last year told him he’d submitted his interim exercise report in a black plastic folder, but at least a third of the spines were that same glossy colour, the rest being orange, yellow, green. He pulled a black one at random, to find it labelled in the top right corner: Ennis. Assuming this was a surname, he checked the Cs; found a Cartwright who wasn’t him; then looked under R, but found no Rivers. Tried A for Assessment, and found a bunch of them, all black, but none of them his.

			He took a step back and assessed the wall as a whole. “Spider Spider Spider,” he murmured. “London rules . . .” Webb had said it himself: those were the rules he played by. So if Webb had burned River at King’s Cross, on Taverner’s instructions, he’d have kept evidence of it, to make sure he didn’t end up in the line of fire himself. Given Taverner’s expertise at throwing former allies to the Dogs, this was wise.

			“Spider Spider Spider . . .”

			London rules he’d said, but he’d also said something else. As River groped in his memory the door opened, and into the office slipped one of the achievers, a real one, his drawn pistol aimed directly at River’s head.

			It wasn’t a grin. Curly turned when he heard the yelp, and snarled when he saw the kid was on the move. He barked at Larry—a cross between a threat and a prediction—and took off. 

			Behind him, he knew, Larry would be rooted to the spot. Glad to be left behind; hoping he could vanish.

			I’m not doing this. I’m out of here.

			No balls. With soldiers like him, the war was lost. Hell, it wasn’t even fought. It was all hot air and history.

			But Curly was at war. If Larry didn’t know which side he was on, that was his lookout. The thing about an axe was, it didn’t need reloading.

			The Paki was showing his heels again. He ran like a girl, elbows tucked into his sides. Curly, though, was flying. Days of tension, of built-up excitement, and here was the moment at last.

			We’re gunna cut your head off.

			Call it a declaration of war.

			Then his right foot landed on something slippery and wet, and for half a beat he might have lost his balance and sprawled on his back, while the axe went flying freely through the air—but it didn’t happen, he didn’t fall; his body was finely in synch with the natural world, and his left foot firmly in place on solid ground; his hip twisting just enough that his centre of balance held, and now he was moving even faster, and the distance between himself and his prey was disappearing by the second.

			He wished the Paki had been looking back to see that. Get some idea of what he was dealing with.

			We’re gunna cut your head off and show it.

			But he was still making tracks, running like a girl. Scared as a mouse. Frightened as a rat.

			Curly slowed his pace. This was too good. This was too good to hurry. This was what they meant by thrill of the chase.

			We’re gunna cut your head off and show it on the web.

			Nick Duffy covered his phone with a hand and said, “They’ve got him.”

			“Where?” 

			“Webb’s office.” 

			Taverner glanced at Lamb, who shrugged. “If my guys were any good, they’d be your guys.”

			“Why Webb?” she asked. Then: “Never mind.” To Duffy, she said, “Tell them to take whoever it is downstairs. And tell Webb to get up here.”

			“He’s on his way.”

			“Thank you. Give me a minute, would you?” 

			Duffy left, talking into his phone.

			Taverner said, “Whatever just happened, that was your last chance. Hope you enjoyed your morning, Jackson, because it’s the last you’ll see for a week. And by the time you’re back upstairs, you’ll have signed a confession, and anything else I tell you to.”

			Lamb, sitting facing her, nodded thoughtfully. He seemed to be about to say something important, but all he could manage was, “Mind, your lad Spider doesn’t half like a colourful tie.”

			Behind her, the door opened.

			“Of course, my lad River can’t do a knot to save his life.” 

			The minutes spent swapping shirts with the unconscious Spider hadn’t been wasted after all. River Cartwright, wearing Webb’s jacket and tie, closed the door behind him, a black folder tucked under his arm.

			Hassan couldn’t look back. Could barely look forward. Had to look at the ground, scan it for roots and stones and unsuspected dips; for anything that might grab his ankle and bring him to a sudden end. For dangers at head-height, he trusted his luck.

			“Having fun yet, Paki?” 

			Curly, gaining on him. 

			“Playtime’s nearly over.”

			Hassan tried to speed up, but couldn’t. Everything he had to offer, he was already pouring into this one aim: to keep moving. To never stop. To run to the end of the wood, and then beyond; to always be one step ahead of this Nazi thug who wanted to kill him. With an axe. 

			The thought of the axe should have been a spur, but he had nothing left to give.

			A sudden dip in the ground almost threw him, but he survived. A root reached for his ankle, but missed him by an inch. Two escapes in as many seconds, and that was it: his luck ran out. A branch struck him in the face and Hassan staggered from the blow, ran into a tree without enough force to damage himself, but with more than enough to bring him to a halt. His legs didn’t quite buckle, nor his body quite fall, but there was nothing left. He couldn’t start the engine again. He held on to the tree a moment longer, then turned to face his murderer.

			Curly stood on the other side of the dip, panting lightly. A doglike smile was painted across his face, colouring every aspect but his eyes, and he was swinging the axe gently, as if to demonstrate his total control over it. There was no sign of Larry. No sign of the digicam, either; no tripod; nothing. Hassan, though, had the feeling that events were moving to a conclusion regardless. Curly’s need to film this horror was paling beside his need to commit it. The axe was all he required now. The axe, and Hassan’s participation.

			But even knowing that, Hassan had given all he had. He couldn’t move another step.

			Curly shook his head. “The trouble with you lot,” he explained, “is you’re just not at home in the woods.”

			And the trouble with your lot, thought Hassan . . . The trouble with your lot . . . But there was so much wrong with Curly’s lot that there was no smart phrase to do it justice. The trouble with Curly’s lot was that it contained Curly, and others like him. What more needed saying?

			Curly stepped forward, into the dip, and up the other side. He swapped the axe from one hand to the other; made a little lunge with it to tease his victim; then was neatly hooked round the ankle by the root Hassan had avoided, and hammered down flat on his face. Hassan watched, fascinated, as Curly took a mouthful of leaf and mud; was so engrossed by the spectacle that it took him a full second to register that the axe had just landed at his feet.

			But even with bound hands, it took him less than a full second to pick it up. 

			Mistake? I prefer to call it a fiasco.

			Spider Webb’s words, the other day. They were right up there with London rules as far as River was concerned. I prefer to call it a fiasco. Thank you, Spider. That would be a clue.

			The folder he held was neatly labelled Fiasco.

			“And this,” he said to Taverner, “is why you had Spider burn me.”

			“Burn you?”

			Lamb said, “He’s a kid. He gets carried away with the jargon.”

			“I’m calling Duffy back in.”

			“Be my guest,” Lamb told her. He was fiddling with his bent cigarette again, and seemed at least as interested in it as in whatever River’s folder held. But still: River waited until Lamb threw him a barely perceptible nod, before he went on.

			He said, “I did my upgrade assessment last winter.”

			“I remember,” Taverner said. “You crashed King’s Cross.” 

			“No, you did that. By getting Webb to feed me mis-information, sending me after a plant. A fake fake. Not the real one.”

			“And why would I do that?”

			“Because an earlier part of the assessment was compiling a profile on a public figure,” River said. “My designated target was a Shadow Cabinet Minister, but he had a stroke the night before, and was hospitalized. So I covered you instead. I thought that showed initiative, but you know what?” He opened the folder, and removed a pair of photographs he’d taken months ago, the day before the King’s Cross assignment. “It showed you in a coffee shop instead. Happy memories?” 

			He laid them on the desk where they could all see. The pictures had been taken from outside a Starbucks, and showed Diana Taverner at a window seat, drinking from a regular-sized mug. Next to her was a crew-cut man in a dark overcoat. In the first photograph he held a handkerchief to his nose, and could have been anyone. In the second he’d lowered his hand, and was Alan Black.

			“He must have been about to go undercover. Was that your last meet?”

			Taverner didn’t reply. Behind her eyes, Lamb and River could see calculations rolling once again; as if even here, in a glass room, she might still find a way out that neither of them had yet noticed.

			Lamb said, “When you found out what Cartwright had done, you took steps. The King’s Cross business should have meant game over, he should have been on the street. But because he had a legend in the family, the best you could manage was Slough House, and once the op was running, and the Voice of Albion was in play, you had Sid Baker assigned to us too, just to make sure Cartwright wasn’t getting any clever ideas. Which, given grandad, he’d likely be prone to, right?”

			On a train of her own, she said, “I told Webb to get rid of the file.”

			“He’s a quick learner too.” 

			“What do you want, Lamb?”

			Lamb said, “There’s a reason why handlers are always ex-joes. It’s because they know what they’re doing. You couldn’t have fucked this up worse if you were trying.”

			“You’ve made your point. What do you want?” 

			River said, “You know what I want?”

			She turned her gaze on him, and he understood a fundamental difference between suits and joes. When a joe looked at you, if he was any good, you’d never notice. But when a suit turned it on, you could feel their glare scorching holes in your intestinal tract.

			But still, he was the O.B.’s grandson. “If Hassan Ahmed dies,” he said, “there’s no hiding place. It all comes out. Not just here in the Park, but out there in the real world. If your idiot plan gets that kid killed, I will crucify you. Publicly.” 

			Taverner made a noise halfway between a snort and a laugh. She said to Lamb, “Are you going to tell him the facts of life, or shall I?”

			“You already screwed him,” Lamb told her. “Bit late for a theory lesson, I’d have thought. But I’ll tell you what I’ll do.”

			She waited.

			He said, “If Hassan Ahmed dies, I’ll watch Cartwright’s back while he does whatever he thinks necessary.”

			And River learned something else about suits and joes; that when a joe wants to be noticed, he is.

			After a while, Taverner said, “What if the boy’s rescued?” Lamb gave her his shark’s grin. “That happens, maybe We’ll keep it between ourselves. There’s bound to be favours we can do each other.”

			The grin made it clear in which direction the favours would flow.

			“We don’t know even where he is,” she said.

			“Well, my crew’s on it, so I’d call it sixty-forty he’s toast.” He looked at River. “What do you reckon?”

			River said, “I don’t think it’s a joking matter.”

			But he was thinking: fifty-fifty. Absolute tops, he’d give Hassan fifty-fifty of seeing lunchtime.

			Curly was moaning, a long low keening sound, and his foot was twisted at a peculiar angle. Perhaps, Hassan thought, it was broken. One broken ankle versus two bound hands—that made for a level playing field. Or would have done, except that Hassan now had an axe.

			On the whole, that gave him the edge.

			Placing one foot heavily on the fallen Curly’s hand, Hassan rested the blade on the fallen Curly’s head.

			“Give me a reason not to kill you,” he said.

			Whatever Curly answered was lost in a mouthful of earth and a whimper of pain. 

			“Give me a reason,” Hassan repeated, lifting the axe an inch.

			Curly turned his head aside and spat grit and leaf. “Foo’s ur.”

			“I’m supposed to understand that?” 

			He spat again. “My foot’s hurt.”

			Hassan lowered the axe once more, so the blade touched Curly’s temple. He pressed down, and watched Curly’s eyes close and his features tighten. He wondered if the fear Curly felt was the same fear he’d felt himself. Since it seemed to have departed him now, he suspected it probably was. And how’s that for a joke, he wondered? How would that work with an audience? That the same fear Curly had set loose in Hassan’s gut was now burying its snout in his own bowels? But maybe not everyone would get it. Maybe you had to be there.

			Another push on the axe loosed a trickle of blood down Curly’s face.

			“Did you say something?” 

			Curly had made a noise. 

			“Did you?”

			He made another one.

			Wrapping his bound hands tightly round the axe handle, Hassan dropped into a crouch. The blade pressed heavily on the side of Curly’s head. He said, “Did you have something to say?” and gave equal weight to each syllable.

			Curly said, “D—do it.”

			Or he might have said, “Don’t do it.”

			Hassan waited, his eyes six inches from Curly’s. He wished there were some way he could see inside Curly’s head; some way he could allow light into Curly’s brain in a way that didn’t involve brute surgery. But there wasn’t. He was sure there wasn’t. So he leant a little closer.

			“You know what?” Hassan said. “You make me ashamed I’m British.”

			Then he stood and walked away.

			He walked back to the car and then along the track that led to the distant road. He had no idea how far away it was. He didn’t care. He was thirsty, hungry and tired, which were all bad things; he was cold and filthy, and that was bad too. But his hands were no longer bound, because he had severed the cord with the blade of the axe; and fear was no longer chewing at his innards, because he’d left it behind in the woods. He was alive, and nobody had rescued him. He was alive because of who he was.

			And maybe because Joanna Lumley had come through, too.

			He saw no sign of Larry, and that didn’t matter. He saw no rabbits, either, nor heard any birds, and his sense of time had long deserted him, but before Hassan reached the road lights bloomed way ahead of him: flashing ovals which painted the trees blue and then blue and then blue. And soon people were rushing towards him in a fever of noise and motion.

			“Hassan Ahmed?”

			The axe was taken gently away, and arms were holding him up.

			“You’re Hassan Ahmed?”

			It was a simple enough question, and it didn’t take him long to find an answer.

			“Yes,” he told them. “Yes, I am.” 

			And then he added, “I’m alive.”

			They were very glad to hear it, he learned, as they carried him back to the world. 

		

	



		
			 

			The roadworks have eased on Aldersgate. Traffic flows freely once more. If our inquisitive bus passenger of earlier acquaintance were to gaze at Slough House today on her way past, she might find its passage too swift for concentrated study, though on a London bus there always remains the possibility of inexplicable delay. But that aside, a glimpse is all that the new dispensation permits; one brief view of a young Chinese man with heavy-framed spectacles behind a monitor, and Slough House is in the past. Whatever used to happen there presumably continues to do so. Whatever haunts its fading paintwork doubtless still abides.

			But fresh opportunities have arisen since our voyeur’s first journey. She can alight at the bus stop opposite, for instance, and take a seat, and gaze all day at the never-opening front door of Slough House, with no possibility that Jed Moody will emerge to encourage her departure. Such a vigil, though, would offer little in the way of entertainment, and besides, other views await: across the road, up the staircase at Barbican Station, over the pedestrian bridge, a brief sortie along a bricked-walkway, and—weather permitting—she’ll find a dry low wall on which to perch, and perhaps light a cigarette, and feast at her leisure on what she can see through the waiting windows. 

			Which is more than can be seen from bus-level, certainly. For instance, it is now clear that the wobbling ziggurat to one side of the young Chinese man’s desk is composed of pizza boxes, and the tin pyramid to the other of Coke cans; and clear, too, that he appears to have sole occupation of this office. There is another desk, but its surface is clear; almost antiseptically so. It’s as if a particularly conscientious cleaner has obliterated all traces of the desk’s erstwhile occupant; a sterilization which evidently leaves his former colleague undismayed, occupied as he is by whatever is unreeling on his screen.

			This thorough decluttering is in marked contrast to the state of the adjoining office, which looks to have been abandoned at a moment’s notice. The desktops here are still littered with the usual detritus: diaries open to future events, uncapped pens, an alarm clock, a radio, a small gonk. Stuff which, upon a desk-worker’s abrupt departure, would usually find itself swept into the nearest cardboard box and carted home. But here it all remains, suggesting that whichever pair recently shared this office found good reason not to return; being guilty, perhaps, of the kind of offence which has rendered them not only persona non grata but in danger of incurring active hostility from above.

			Onwards and upwards, though; onwards and upwards. From the Barbican perch, a view of the second floor is offered, and this is busier, or at any rate, more peopled. In one of the offices—for our watcher, the one to the left—a pair of workers sit at the same desk; or rather, one sits at the desk while her companion perches on its edge, both concentrating on a transistor radio. Meanwhile, in the next room—the one whose windows read W W Henderson, Solicitor and Commissioner For Oaths—a young man sits alone; a freshly barbered young man of average height; fair-haired, pale-skinned, grey-eyed; with a sharpish nose and a small mole on his upper lip. He sits unmoving, his gaze apparently focused on the desk in the other half of his room. This, like its counterpart in the occupied office downstairs, appears to have been swept clean of personal effects, leaving only the ubiquitous computer and keyboard, a telephone, and a battle-scarred blotter belonging to another era entirely. But closer inspection reveals something else on the desk’s surface; an object our watcher recognizes as a hair-slide, or barrette, though whether that word forms part of the young man’s vocabulary is open to question. And yet for the moment at least it demands his full attention: an abandoned barrette on a blotter on an unoccupied desk.

			So far, so pleasing, from our watcher’s point of view, but even from her current vantage point the topmost floor remains inaccessible; the blind drawn over its windows ensuring that whoever haunts this floor does so unobserved. That should be an end of it, then. Our watcher should move along, there being nothing more to see. And yet still she remains, as if she were in possession of some sophisticated piece of surveillance kit that allows her not only to study the people through the windows but to unpeel their actual thoughts, and thus learn that Roderick Ho’s constant trawling through the Service’s classified databases is a quest for the secret that ever eludes him, this being the nature of the sin for which he’s been banished to Slough House—for he is certain that he has committed no crimes that anyone is aware of. And he might be right about this, but the fact remains that he’s looking in the wrong place, since the reason for his exile lies not in his doings but simply in his being. For Roderick Ho is disliked by everyone he encounters, a direct result of his own palpable dislike for everyone else, and his expulsion from Regent’s Park was the administrative equivalent of the swatting of a fly. And if this explanation ever does occur to Ho, enlightenment will probably have its roots in that moment in the café on Old Street, when Catherine Standish called him Roddy.

			Meanwhile, on the next floor up, Min Harper and Louisa Guy share a desk. If Min retains a tendency to pat his pockets, to make sure he hasn’t lost anything, it’s a habit held in check for the time being; and if Louisa still grinds her teeth at moments of tension, either she is learning to control this, or is currently feeling no stress. And while there remains unfinished business between this pair, what commands their attention right now is the radio, which is informing them of the death of one Robert Hobden in a hit-and-run accident. Hobden, of course, was a fallen star, but that his passing is not un-newsworthy is evidenced by the contribution of Peter Judd, a politician as assuredly in the ascendant as Hobden was in decline. And what Judd has to say is this: that while Hobden’s attitudes and beliefs were, of course, utter hogwash, his career had not been without its highlights, and his tragic—yes, that was the word—Hobden’s tragic arc should serve as a warning of the inherent dangers of extremism, in whatever flag it draped itself. And as for his own ambitions, yes, since the question had been asked, Peter Judd would, actually, be prepared to, ah, leave his plough if so required and take up greater office for the common weal—an underused term, but one with historical and cultural resonance, if he might be pardoned the digression.

			Leaving unexamined the question of whether Guy and Harper are in a forgiving mood, our watcher’s attention shifts now to River Cartwright, alone in the office next door. And what River Cartwright is thinking is that rewriting history is the Service’s favourite game; a topic he might illustrate from a hundred of the O.B.’s late-night stories, but which is most immediately realized for him in the fact of Sidonie Baker’s absence—not merely from the office, but from the records of the hospital in which she supposedly died, which have been so thoroughly sanitized as to offer reassurance as to the hygiene standards of the NHS. Just as she is not here now, so she was never there then. Indeed, River’s own memories and those of his colleagues aside, his only absolute proof of her having existed resides in the barrette he found in his car, and which he has placed on her desk. As for proof of her having ceased to exist, he has none. Which allows him to speculate—or perhaps a better word might be pretend—that what he imagined happened to her did not. And he is also thinking that tonight he will catch a train to Tonbridge, and spend time with his grandfather; and perhaps even call his mother. And that tomorrow he will return to Slough House, where daily boredom is perhaps not so absolutely guaranteed as it once was, now that the Second Desk at Regent’s Park is effectively in Jackson Lamb’s pocket.

			And as for Lamb himself—as for Lamb, he remains the shape he ever was, and of much the same temper, and his current position is what it is most mornings: he is reclining in his chair to a degree that threatens its stability and studying his noticeboard, to the back of which is once more pinned the flight fund so briefly in the possession of Jed Moody. The flight fund’s existence, of course, is now known to River Cartwright, but Lamb has other secrets, and major among them is this: that all joes go to the well. River would balk at the information, but Lamb knows it to be true: all joes go to the well in the end, slyly whoring themselves for the coin of their choice. Among the late slow horses, for example, Sid Baker wanted to do her duty, Struan Loy and Kay White sought favour, and Jed Moody needed to be back among the action. Lamb has known greater treacheries. After all, Charles Partner—one-time head of Five—sold himself for money.

			There is movement behind him, and Catherine Standish enters, bearing a cup of tea. This she deposits on Lamb’s desk before departing again, no word having been spoken during the transaction. But Standish, though she doesn’t know it, occupies a place in what Lamb, when he’s forced to acknowledge it, thinks of as his conscience, for another lesson he has long absorbed, and one hardly limited to the Intelligence sphere, is that actions have consequences which harm and ensnare others. Once, in exchange for a service, Lamb revealed to Roderick Ho the sin that had left him in Slough House, and his story—that he had been responsible for an agent’s death—was, like all the best lies, true, though rendered harmless by the omission of details; that, for instance, it was Charles Partner’s death for which he had been responsible, an execution sanctioned by, among others, River Cartwright’s grandfather. For this act, Lamb’s reward was Slough House. Lamb, then, went to the well for peace and quiet, for a sanctuary in which to indulge his ironic self-disgust, and the killing of his former friend and mentor does not disturb his sleep. But the fact that it was, inevitably, Catherine Standish who found her boss’s body has been known to give him pause. Having found bodies in his time, Lamb is aware that such moments leave a scar. He has no intention of attempting to make amends for this, but if it lies within his power to do so, he will prevent further injury to her.

			For the time being, though, he is contemplating immediate options. The status quo is the most obvious of these: Slough House is Lamb’s kingdom, and recent events have done nothing to change that. And should the unexpected arise, he always has his flight fund. But a third way seems to be suggesting itself; and this is that perhaps he is not as weary as he thought of the world of Regent’s Park and its ever-diminishing loyalties. Perhaps he washed his hands of it too soon. Certainly he’s had few moments of late to match that in which he watched Diana Taverner realize that he’d outplayed her, and if he can outplay her, he can surely find more worthy enemies. So far, this is idle fancy; something to fill the space between this cup of tea and the next. But who knows? Who knows.

			Enough. Our watcher extinguishes, if she was smoking, her cigarette, and checks her watch, if she’s wearing one. Then stands and retraces her steps: along the bricked walkway, over the pedestrian bridge, down the staircase at Barbican Station, and on to Aldersgate. It is threatening rain again, which it always seems to do on this corner. And she has no umbrella. Never mind. If she walks fast enough, she can reach her destination without getting wet.

			If another one ever turns up, she might even step on to a bus.
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			Dead Lions

			A fuse had blown in Swindon, so the south-west network ground to a halt. In Paddington the monitors wiped departure times, flagging everything ‘Delayed,’ and stalled trains clogged the platforms; on the concourse luckless travellers clustered round suitcases, while seasoned commuters repaired to the pub, or rang home with cast-iron alibis before hooking up with their lovers back in the city. And thirty-six minutes outside London, a Worcester-bound HST crawled to a halt on a bare stretch of track with a view of the Thames. Lights from houseboats pooled on the river’s surface, illuminating a pair of canoes which whipped out of sight even as Dickie Bow registered them: two frail crafts built for speed, furrowing the water on a chilly March evening.

			All about, passengers were muttering, checking watches, making calls. Pulling himself into character, Dickie Bow made an exasperated tch! But he wore no watch, and had no calls to make. He didn’t know where he was headed, and didn’t have a ticket. 

			Three seats away the hood fiddled with his briefcase.

			The intercom fizzed.

			“This is your train manager speaking. I’m sorry to have to inform you we can’t go any farther due to trackside equipment failure outside Swindon. We’re currently—”

			A crackle of static and the voice died, though could faintly be heard continuing to broadcast in neighbouring carriages. Then it returned:

			“—reverse into Reading, where replacement buses will—”

			This was met with a communal groan of disgust, and not a little swearing, but most impressively to Dickie Bow, immediate readiness. The message hadn’t ended before coats were being pulled on and laptops folded; bags snapped shut and seats vacated. The train shunted, and then the river was flowing in the wrong direction, and Reading station was appearing once more.

			There was chaos as passengers disgorged onto crowded platforms, then realised they didn’t know where to go. Nor did Dickie Bow, but all he cared about was the hood, who had immediately disappeared in a sea of bodies. Dickie, though, was too old a hand to panic. It was all coming back to him. He might never have left the Spooks’ Zoo.

			Except in those days he’d have found a patch of wall and smoked a cigarette. Not possible here, which didn’t stop a nicotine pang twitching inside him, or a sudden wasp-sharp sting pricking his thigh, so real he gasped. He gripped the spot, his hand brushing first the corner of an oblivious briefcase, then an umbrella’s slick damp nastiness. Deadly weapons, he thought. Your nine-to-fivers carry deadly weapons.

			He was crowded onwards, like it or not, and suddenly everything was okay, because he’d secured visible contact once more: the hood, a hat shielding his bald head, his case tucked under an arm, stood near the escalator to the passenger bridge. So, corralled by weary travellers, Dickie shuffled past and up the moving stairs, at the top of which he sidled into a corner. The main exit from the station was across this bridge. He assumed that was the route everyone would take, once instructions about buses were issued.

			He closed his eyes. Today was not ordinary. Usually by this time, just after six thirty, all sharp edges would have been smoothed away: he’d have been up since twelve, after five hours’ stormy shut-eye. Black coffee and a fag in his room. A shower if needed. Then the Star, where a Guinness and whisky chaser would either set him right or serve him notice that solids were best avoided. His hardcore days were over. Back then, he’d had his unreliable moments: drunk, he’d mistaken nuns for whores and policemen for friends; sober, he’d made eye contact with ex-wives, no recognition on his side, and only relief on theirs. Bad times.

			But even then, he’d never had a gold-standard Moscow hood shimmy past without clocking him for what he was.

			Dickie became aware of action: an announcement about buses had been made, and everyone was trying to cross the bridge. He hung by the monitor long enough for the hood to pass, then allowed himself to be carried forward, three warm bodies behind. He shouldn’t be this close, but there was no accounting for the choreography of crowds.

			And this crowd was not happy. Having squeezed through the ticket barriers on the other side, it hassled the station staff, who placated, argued, and pointed at the exits. Outside was wet and dark, and there were no buses. The crowd swelled across the forecourt. Crushed in its embrace, Dickie Bow kept both eyes on the hood, who stood placidly, waiting.

			An interrupted journey, thought Dickie. You played the odds in this line of work—he had forgotten he was no longer in this line of work—and the hood would have finished processing them before getting off the train; he would go with the flow, make no fuss; continue on his way by whatever means presented. Where this might be, Dickie had no idea. The train had been Worcester-bound, but made plenty of stops before then. The hood could be getting off anywhere. All Dickie knew was, he’d be getting off there too.

			And now there were buses, three of them, pulling round the corner. The crowd tensed, pressed forward, and the hood sailed through the mass like an icebreaker carving an Arctic field, while Dickie slipped through spaces in his wake. Someone was calling instructions, but didn’t have the voice for it. Long before he’d finished, he was drowned out by the muttering of people who couldn’t hear.

			But the hood knew what was what. The hood was heading for the third bus, so Dickie sidled through chaos in his wake, and boarded it too. Nobody asked for a ticket. Dickie simply trotted on and headed for the rear, which boasted a view of the hood, two seats ahead. Settling back, Dickie allowed his eyes to close. In every operation came a lull. When it did, you shut your eyes and took inventory. He was miles from home, with about sixteen quid on him. He needed a drink, and wouldn’t get one in a hurry. But on the upside, he was here, it was now, and he hadn’t known how much he’d missed this: living life, instead of easing through it on the wet stuff.

			Which was what he’d been doing when he’d spotted the hood. Right there in the Star. A civilian’s jaw would have hit the table: What the hell? A pro, even a long-defunct pro, checked the clock, drained his Guinness, folded the Post and left. Loitered by the bookies two doors down, remembering the last time he’d seen that face, and in whose company. The hood was a bit player. The hood had held the bottle, poured its contents directly into Dickie’s clamped-wide mouth; strictly a non-speaking role. It wasn’t the hood who sent electric shivers down Dickie’s spine . . . Ten minutes later he emerged, and Dickie fell into step behind him: Dickie, who could follow a ferret through a wood let alone a leftover ghost. A blast from the past. An echo from the Spooks’ Zoo.

			(Berlin, if you insisted. The Spooks’ Zoo was Berlin, back when the cages had just been unlocked, and frightened thugs were pouring from the woodwork like beetles from an upturned log. At least twice a day, some sweating, would-be asset was at the door claiming to have the crown jewels in a cardboard suitcase: defence details, missile capability, toxic secrets . . . And yet, for all the flurry of activity, the writing was on the newly dismantled Wall: everyone’s past had been blown away, but so had Dickie Bow’s future. Thanks, old chap. Afraid there’s not much call for your, ah, skills any more . . . What pension? So naturally, he’d drifted back to London.)

			The driver called something Dickie didn’t catch. The door hissed shut and the horn was tapped twice; a farewell note to the lingering buses. Dickie rubbed his thigh where the edge of a briefcase or umbrella-tip had nipped him, and thought about luck, and the strange places it dragged you. Such as, from a Soho street into the tube and out the other end; into Paddington, onto a train, then onto this bus. He still didn’t know whether that luck was good or bad.

			When the lights went out the bus briefly became a travelling shadow. Then passengers switched overhead bulbs on, and blue screens gleamed upwards from laptops, and fists wrapped round iPhones grew spectrally white. Dickie fiddled his own phone from his pocket, but he had no messages. There were never any messages. Scrolling through his contact list, he was struck by how short it was. Two seats in front, the hood had rolled his newspaper into a baton, wedged it between his knees, and hung his hat upon it. He might be asleep.

			The bus left Reading behind. Through the window, dark countryside unfurled. Some distance off, an ascending sequence of red lights indicated the mast at Didcot, but the cooling towers were invisible. 

			In Dickie’s hand, the mobile was a grenade. Rubbing his thumb on its numberpad, he registered the tiny nipple on the middle button that allowed you to orient your fingers in the dark. But nobody was hanging on Dickie’s words. Dickie was a relic. The world had moved on, and what would his message be anyway? That he’d seen a face from the past, and was following it home? Who would have cared? The world had moved on. It had left him behind.

			Rejection came softer these days. Dickie heard occasional whispers on the Soho songlines, and these days even the useless were given a chance. The Service, like everyone else, was hamstrung by rules and regulations: sack the useless, and they took you to tribunal for discriminating against useless people. So the Service bunged the useless into some godforsaken annex and threw paperwork at them, an administrative harassment intended to make them hand in their cards. They called them the slow horses. The screw-ups. The losers. They called them the slow horses and they belonged to Jackson Lamb, whom Dickie had encountered, back in the Spooks’ Zoo. 

			His mobile gave a blip, but there was no message; only a warning that it was running out of power.

			Dickie knew how it felt. He had nothing to say. Attention wavered and refocused elsewhere. Laptops hummed and mobiles whispered, but Dickie had no voice. Had no movement, bar a feeble flexing of his fingers. The tiny nipple on the keypad’s middle button scratched beneath his thumb: scratch scratch.

			There was an important message to deliver, but Dickie did not know what it was, nor to whom it should be sent. For a few luminous moments he was aware of being part of a warm, humid community, breathing the same air, hearing the same tune. But the tune slipped out of earshot, and became beyond recall. Everything faded, save the scene through the window. The landscape continued unrolling one black fold after another, dotted with pinpricks of light, like sequins on a scarf. And then the lights blurred and dimmed and the darkness rolled over itself one final time, and then there was only the bus carrying its mortal cargo through the night, heading for Oxford, where it would deliver one soul fewer than it had gathered, back in the rain.
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