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paper text:

Markham, Page 13: “His step had an unusual silence to it. It was late morning in October of the year 1968

and the warm, still air had turned heavy with moisture, causing others in the long

hallway to walk with a slow shuffle, a sort of somber march.” * * * Markham, Page 13:

“The boxy, sprawling Munitions Building which sat near the Washington Monument

and quietly served as I-Division’s base of operations

was a study in monotony. Endless corridors connecting to endless corridors. Walls a

shade of green common to bad cheese and fruit. Forests of oak desks separated down the
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middle by rows of tall columns, like concrete redwoods, each with a number designating a

particular

work space.” * * * Markham, Page 13: “Chase’s brown loafers

made a sudden soundless left turn into a heavily deserted wing. It was lined with

closed doors containing dim, opaque windows and empty name holders.”

* * * Markham, Page 14: “!Chase mused, as he

turned right into Room 32, a small office containing a massive black vault, the kind

found in exclusive Swiss banks. Reaching into the front pocket

of his gingham shirt,

he removed a small card. Then, standing in front of the thick round combination dial,

he began twisting it back and forth. Seconds later he yanked up the silver bolt and

slowly pushed open the heavy door, only to reveal another wall of steel behind it. This

time he removed a key from

a small compartment inside the heel of his left shoe

and turned it in the lock, swinging aside the second door to reveal an interior as bright

and cheery as

noonday sun.” * * * Markham, Page 14: “Yet somehow, at forty-eight years old, Virginia-born Brewster had spent his
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entire

adult life studying, practicing, defining the black arts of

espionage and counterintelligence. Six years earlier, during the autumn of 1962, Brewster

had been appointed the chief and sole employee of a secret new organization responsible

for

monitoring — ‘watchdogging,’ in the new president’s words — all of the other intelligence services: the CIA in

particular.” * * * Markham, Page 15: “He was a natural administrator; he absorbed written material at a glance and

never forgot anything. He knew the names and pseudonyms, the photographs, and the operative weakness of

every agent controlled by Americans everywhere in the world. Brewster rarely met with any of them, and few of

them knew he existed, but he designed their lives, forming them into a global subsociety that had become what it

was, and remained so, at his pleasure. He was outranked by only three men in the American intelligence

community.” * * * Markham, Page 15: “The

machine measured their breathing, the sweat on their palms, their blood pressure and

pulse, and it knew whether they had stolen money from the government, submitted to

homosexual advances, been doubled by the opposition, committed adultery. The test was called

the ‘flutter.’”

* * * Markham, Pages 15-16: “To Brewster, the heart attack machine was the ordeal of brotherhood. He believed

that those who went through it were cold in their minds, trained to observe and report but never to judge. They

looked for flaws in humanity and were never surprised to find them; the polygraph had taught Chase so much about

himself — taught him that guilt can be read on human skin with a meter.” * * * Markham, Pages 16-17: “His number

two agent wore large horn-rimmed eyeglasses, had dirty-blond hair that covered his forehead and the tops of his

ears, was broad-shouldered but slim, and very handsome. His eyes were a warm blue and he had the kind of

weather-beaten face that suggested years of outdoor activity. Chase almost had the look of an old-time matinee

idol, but there was a certain quirkiness, a wistfulness, a rueful irony to his face that left a different kind of emotional
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trademark. An almost dandified alienation. This, Brewster guessed, was what had endeared his number two man to

all those serious dark-haired women in Paris and Milan.” * * * Markham, Page 17: “Also, it was evident to Brewster

from the day he met Chase in Korea that he was the finest natural spy he had ever encountered. There was no

easy explanation for his talent. Perhaps the first reason for his excellence was his truculent refusal to believe in

anybody’s innocence. Chase treated all men and women as enemy agents at all times; they could be used, paid,

praised. They could be loved. But they could never be trusted. What might seem paranoia in another man was

shrewd intuition in Chase.” * * * Markham, P. 18:: “They’re reportedly responsible for the theft of those military

maps from Hanoi from the Pentagon last month. A well-protected Mafia don was murdered about a year ago in

Cuba. Zero Directorate supposedly supplied the hit man for that job.” * * * Markham, P. 20: “Some even thought he

operated outside the apparatus; in fact, he was implanted so deeply within it as to be more or less detached from

its rules.” * * * Markham, P. 20: “But what happens to the market if you can’t keep a secret, if you never know

which one of your people is going to be grabbed next and given a shot of something that makes him want to tell

everything he knows?” * * * Markham, P. 21-22: “It made him think of a warm autumn evening a year before the

shooting of John F. Kennedy when the president preempted regular television programming to give advance notice

of the possible erasure of the world. Chase had been walking down K Street when the neon was just coming on.

People were walking around in the usual way. Never had ordinary gestures — buying a newspaper, putting the key

in the lock, shoving a quarter across the counter at the luncheonette — seemed so submissive, so humiliated.

Even if a more precise hour were fixed for the great dissolution, the hand would continue in automaton fashion to

shove the coin across the counter.” * * * Markham, P. 22: “As Chase himself would say years later, when he knew

him better than anyone alive, the old man decided everything between his pelvis and his collarbone. Chase meant

this as a compliment: anyone could be an intellectual.” * * * Markham, P. 23: “!they called it that, never the

‘Soviet intelligence service’ or ‘the KGB,’ because in Brewster’s opinion there as no such thing as the Soviet Union,

only the Russian empire operating under an assumed name.” * * * Markham, P. 23: “The victims were doing the

Russians no harm, and even if the opposite had been true, it is seldom good practice for an intelligence service to

kill an enemy it knows, because the victim will only be replaced by one that it does not know!” * * * Markham, P.

24: “He spoke fluent Arabic and English and was an expert in small arms, explosives, and small-scale guerrilla

operations. ‘The strange thing about the operation,’ Brewster had noted at the time, ‘is that all of Lazarus’s shooters

and all the supporting cast are bourgeois European leftists and students.” * * * Markham, P. 25:: “Black images of

hundreds of small rectangles were scattered all over the torso and legs. ‘Who took this?’ ‘We did, in Milan, while he

was waiting for his bags. Those are two-ounce gold ingots, two hundred and twenty!” * * * Markham, P. 25:

“Lazarus’s mission had been to create an asylum full of lunatics, and then unlock the doors and let them go. He

was going to give them twenty-eight pounds of gold and a million dollars in currency, tell them they could kill

anyone they wanted to kill anyone!” * * * Markham, P. 26: “Brewster gazed at Chase for several seconds in great
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seriousness — taking a quiet amount of pride in his creation. Then he threw back his head and laughed. ‘I was

right, by golly,’ Brewster said.” * * * Markham, P. 26: “An odd nickname for the elegant, tall, and very efficient and

liberated young lady with a taste for cocktail dresses and thigh-high boots. After a slightly shaky start, Chase and

Frankie had become close friends and what she liked to call ‘occasional lovers.’” * * * Markham, P. 26: “In the past,

he had often found himself bored by the earnest young men who inhabited the workshops and testing areas of G

Branch, but the times were changing. Within a week of her arrival, Frnakie had become the target of many

seductive attempts by unmarried officers of all ages. Chase had noticed her, and heard the reports. Word was the

colder side of Frankie’s personality was uppermost in her off-duty hours.” * * * Markham, P. 27: “This consisted of a

leather suitcase together with a similarly designed, steel-strengthened briefcase. Both items contained cunningly

devised compartments, secret and well-nigh undetectable, built to house a whole range of electronic!.” * * *

Markham, P. 28: “The large, circular smoked glass table which formed a focal point at the center of the room

seemed to sink into the carpet, and from there came the sound of splashing water as it gleamed with light to

become a small pond with a fountain playing at its center.” * * * Markham, P. 28: “Then he saw her, behind the

fountain, a small light dim but growing to illuminate her as she stood naked but for a thin, translucent nightdress;

her hair undone and falling to her waist — hair and the thin material moving and blowing as though caught in a silent

zephyr.” * * * Markham, P. 29:: “They made love with a disturbing wildness, as though time was running out for both

of them. The draining of their bodies left the agile Frankie exhausted. She fell asleep almost immediately after their

last long and tender kiss. Chase, however, stayed wide awake, thinking back to Korea!” * * * Markham, P. 32:

“Certainly, they’d seen changes in each other in the fifteen years since then, but the changes were physical. Their

minds were as they had always been. Brewster believed in intellect as a force in the world and understood that it

could be used only in secret. Chase

knew, because he had spent his life doing it, that it was possible to break open the

human experience and find the dry truth hidden at its center. Their work had taught them

both that the truth, once discovered, was usually of little use;

men denied what they had done, forgot what they had believed, and made the same

mistakes over and over again.

Brewster and Chase were valuable because they
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4had learned how to predict and use the mistakes of others.”

* * * Markham, P. 32: “They fought as they did, caring nothing about dying, because it seemed obvious to them

that dying was the natural consequence of charging an American machine-gun position. Their bravery was an alien

form of intelligence, dazzling but incomprehensible.” * * * Markham, P. 33: “Chase had never for a moment been

blessed with the illusion that he was dead. He had known, touching the muzzle of the Bren with his swollen tongue,

that he had not pulled the trigger. He realized, at the moment in which he felt the pain of the blow, that a Korean

soldier had crept up!” * * * Markham, P. 34: “He had a facial twitch; his cheek moved, causing the right eye to

open like a caged owl’s. Chase had never seen an Asian with such an affection.” * * * Markham, P. 34: “Only the

table lamp, fitted with a brilliant photographic bulb, was burning. Colonel Zhao stood behind the lamp in the

shadows. He removed a large hypodermic syringe from a leather case, and holding his hands in the light, filled it

with an ampoule of yellow liquid.” * * * Markham, P. 34-35: “Chase sat with one flaccid leg wrapped around the

other; his body shook and he wedged his hands between his crossed legs. ‘I want you to understand your situation.

It’s possible for you to remain in this room indefinitely. Conditions will not change, except to get worse. No one will

find you.’ Chase stopped trying to control his shivering. ‘They’ll find me,’ he said, ‘and when they do, you

bastards!’”

 


