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Jack Reacher takes aim at the White House in the sixth novel in Lee Child’s New York

Times bestselling series. Skilled, cautious, and anonymous, Jack Reacher is perfect for the job:

to assassinate the vice president of the United States. Theoretically, of course. A female Secret

Service agent wants Reacher to find the holes in her system, and fast—because a covert

group already has the vice president in their sights. They’ve planned well. There’s just one

thing they didn’t plan on: Reacher.

“If Without Fail doesn’t hook you on Lee Child, I give up.”—The New York Times “Relentlessly

paced...and absolutely mesmerizing.”—Milwaukee Journal Sentinel “Everything falls into place

like a well-assembled time bomb.”—The Boston Globe “A stunner...The suspense becomes

nearly unbearable.”—Booklist“This is a knockout.”—Library Journal“[The] plot is ingenious…

This is a superior series.”—The Washington Post Book World“If you haven’t read a Reacher

story, do yourself an exciting and engrossing favor and pick one up. Grade A.”—Rocky

Mountain News About the AuthorLee Child is #1 New York Times bestsellling author of

the Jack Reacher thrillers and the complete Jack Reacher story collection, No Middle Name.

All his novels have been optioned for major motion pictures—including Jack Reacher (based

on One Shot) and Jack Reacher: Never Go Back. A native of England and a former television

director, Child lives in New York City.From Library JournalOnly Jack Reacher stands between

Vice President-elect Brook Armstrong and his would-be assassins. But that's enough, because

taking out bad guys is what highly skilled ex-military policeman Reacher does best. Recruited

by M.E. Froelich, new head of the Secret Service VP detail and former lover of Jack's late

brother Joe, Reacher enlists the aid of former U.S. Army master sergeant Frances Neagley,

who's as pretty as she is potentially deadly. But it is Reacher alone who finds significance in

the hyphen in a death threat and checks out the odd oil on a fingerprint as he puts together the

pieces and zeroes in on the killers who are after Armstrong. The political scene adds interest to

Child's trademark intricate plotting, and, in his sixth adventure (after Echo Burning), Reacher

becomes an even more rounded character, revealing some of his background as his

intelligence, intuition, and physical prowess all shine. Child's Jack Reacher thrillers get better

every time, and this is a knockout. Essential for popular fiction collections. [BOMC, Literary

Guild, Mystery Guild, and Doubleday Book Club selections.] Michele Leber, Fairfax Cty. P.L.,

V.Copyright 2002 Cahners Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.What better way to test the security surrounding a U.S. vice president-

elect than to hire someone skilled in the killing arts to penetrate his protection? Assassination

strategy, though, is only part of the assignment facing Jack Reacher in Without Fail. This

restive, blunt-edged ex-military cop must also determine whether recent threats against VP-to-

be Senator Brook Armstrong are legitimate or are primarily intended to embarrass the

perfectionist head of Armstrong's new Secret Service detail, M.E. Froelich, who happens to

have been a girlfriend of Reacher's late brother.If Without Fail lacks the emotional urgency of

Lee Child's previous novel, Echo Burning, it still barely lets the reader catch a decent breath

between plot crests. Jack and his fetching yet formidable colleague, Frances Neagley, must

figure out how warning letters to Armstrong are being delivered into the Secret Service

sanctum, whether the senator is at risk because of something political or personal, and who

staged the demonstration murders of two innocent men also named Armstrong, first initial B.



Unfortunately, a few twists (including the source of a thumbprint applied to the threats against

Armstrong) can be figured out in advance, and the story is light on character development. A

tiny breach in Reacher's reclusive carapace opens as Froelich transfers the love she once felt

for his brother toward him, and there are suggestions that Neagley may have depths of feeling

just waiting to be plumbed. However, other players are mere ciphers--the sacrificial victims of

an action-oriented yarn. --J. Kingston Pierce--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.From BooklistJack Reacher, former military police, is in Atlantic City running a little pro

bono interference for an elderly husband-wife lounge act worried they might be cheated by the

local Mob. Then he's contacted by M. E. Froelich, a Secret Service agent in charge of

protecting vice-president-elect Brook Armstrong, the one-time amour of Reacher's late brother,

Joe. Froelich hires an initially reluctant Reacher to test the security coverage around

Armstrong, and Jake compromises the system with ease, prompting Froelich to hire him to

develop a better system. Armstrong, it turns out, has been threatened, and it may be an inside

job. Reacher and an old military police crony run up one blind alley after another until Jake

finds a single clue in the vice president's background that leads him to believe the threat may

be personal rather than political. This sixth Reacher novel is a stunner, packed with

extraordinary detail regarding executive protection and overlaid with a genuine mystery that will

baffle even the most astute armchair crime buffs. The suspense becomes nearly unbearable

as Reacher closes in on his prey, leading to a brutal conclusion. Mix in a touching romance

between Reacher and Froelich, based mostly on their shared affection for the late Joe

Reacher, and one has a thriller of unequaled emotional depth. Wes LukowskyCopyright ©

American Library Association. All rights reserved --This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Table of

ContentsTitle PageCopyright PageDedication Chapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter

5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter

14Chapter 15Chapter 16Chapter 17Chapter 18“When the going gets tough, the tough reach

for Jack—Jack Reacher.”*Praise forWITHOUT FAIL“Lee Child is a pro at evoking a sense of

place . . . If you haven’t read a Reacher story, do yourself an exciting and engrossing favor and

pick one up. Grade A.”—Rocky Mountain News “Reacher is convincingly tough, clear-headed,

and street smart . . . everything falls into place like a well-assembled time bomb.” —The Boston

Globe “[The] fast-paced plot winds up to its exciting climax . . . Child’s novels are relentlessly

paced, intricately plotted, and absolutely mesmerizing. This is no exception.”—Milwaukee

Journal Sentinel “Jack Reacher is the best LTGG (loner-tough-good-guy) out there . . . self-

sufficient, strong and stimulating to the fairer sex.” —*Contra Costa Times “Lee Child has

inexorably pulled himself into the upper echelons of thriller writing with a series of tough, lean

and perfectly crafted novels featuring ex-US military cop Jack Reacher. Without Fail is the sixth

outing for the resourceful Reacher, and far from showing any signs of incipient fatigue, the

series just goes from strength to strength as Child hones his abilities.” —Yorkshire Post “The

sixth time’s a charm for thriller-meister Child, whose latest escapade starring ex-military cop

Jack Reacher is handily his most accomplished and most compelling to date . . . [A] suspense-

laden plot . . . this Child’s play will be a tough act to follow.” —Publishers Weekly“A satisfying

adventure . . . [a] burner pace . . . compelling.” —St. Petersburg Times “Nail-biting . . . [with] a

hero who’s as tough and rough and cool as they come.” —Belfast Telegraph “A stunner, packed

with extraordinary detail . . . the suspense becomes nearly unbearable . . . A thriller of un-

equaled emotional depth.” —Booklist “Child’s Jack Reacher thrillers get better every time, and

this is a knockout.” —Library Journal “In this sixth Reacher paperback, author Lee Child is as

good as he’s ever been—and he’s usually very good.”—Waikato Times (New



Zealand) “Superior . . . brilliant . . . Without Fail is worth a perusal and should satisfy those

people who enjoyed Child’s first novels, Killing Floor and Die Trying. But make sure you’ve got

time when you sit down to start reading it—you’ll be hooked.” —Evening Post (Bristol) “A good,

solid thriller that should bring Child more fans.”—Newcastle Herald (Australia)Praise for Lee

Child and his bestselling Jack Reacher novels“The best mystery I have read this year.” —The

Boston Globe “A story you can sink your teeth into. Lee Child is a master.”—The Denver

Post “Swift and brutal.” —The New York Times “Spectacular . . . Muscular, energetic prose and

pell-mell pacing.” —The Seattle Times “Bang-on suspense.” —Houston Chronicle “Page for

page, there’s probably more fisticuffs in a Lee Child thriller than anywhere else around.”—

Chicago Tribune “Tough, elegant, and thoughtful.”—Robert B. Parker “Combines high suspense

with almost nonstop action. Reacher is a wonderfully epic hero: tough, taciturn, yet vulnerable.

From its jolting opening scene to its fiery final confrontation, Killing Floor is irresistible.”—

People “This is such a brilliantly written first novel that [Child] must be channeling Dashiell

Hammett . . . Reacher handles the maze of clues and the criminal unfortunates with a flair that

would make Sam Spade proud.”—PlayboyTitles by Lee ChildWITHOUT FAILECHO

BURNINGRUNNING BLINDTRIPWIREDIE TRYINGKILLING FLOORIf you purchased this

book without a cover, you should be aware that this book is stolen property. It was reported as

“unsold and destroyed” to the publisher, and neither the author nor the publisher has received

any payment for this “stripped book.”This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and

incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any

resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is

entirely coincidental. WITHOUT FAIL A Jove Book / published by arrangementwith G. P.

Putnam’s Sons Copyright © 2002 by Lee Child All rights reserved.This book, or parts thereof,

may not be reproduced in any formwithout permission. The scanning, uploading, and

distribution of thisbook via the Internet or any other means without the permission ofthe

publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchaseonly authorized electronic editions,

and do not participate in orencourage electronic piracy of copyrighted materials.Your support of

the author’s rights is appreciated.For information address: G. P. Putnam’s Sonsa division of

Penguin Putnam Inc.,375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014. A JOVE BOOK®Jove

Books are published by The Berkley Publishing Group,a division of Penguin Putnam Inc.,375

Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014.JOVE and the “J” designare trademarks belonging

to Penguin Putnam Inc. This one is formy brother Richard in Gloucester, England;my brother

David in Brecon, Wales;my brother Andrew in Sheffield, England;and my friend Jack

Hutcheson in Penicuik, Scotland.1They found out about him in July and stayed angry all

through August. They tried to kill him in September. It was way too soon. They weren’t ready.

The attempt was a failure. It could have been a disaster, but it was actually a miracle. Because

nobody noticed.They used their usual method to get past security and set up a hundred feet

from where he was speaking. They used a silencer and missed him by an inch. The bullet must

have passed right over his head. Maybe even through his hair, because he immediately raised

his hand and patted it back into place as if a gust of wind had disturbed it. They saw it over and

over again, afterward, on television. He raised his hand and patted his hair. He did nothing else.

He just kept on with his speech, unaware, because by definition a silenced bullet is too fast to

see and too quiet to hear. So it missed him and flew on. It missed everybody standing behind

him. It struck no obstacles, hit no buildings. It flew on straight and true until its energy was

spent and gravity hauled it to earth in the far distance where there was nothing except empty

grassland. There was no response. No reaction. Nobody noticed. It was like the bullet had

never been fired at all. They didn’t fire again. They were too shaken up.So, a failure, but a



miracle. And a lesson. They spent October acting like the professionals they were, starting

over, calming down, thinking, learning, preparing for their second attempt. It would be a better

attempt, carefully planned and properly executed, built around technique and nuance and

sophistication, and enhanced by unholy fear. A worthy attempt. A creative attempt. Above all,

an attempt that wouldn’t fail.Then November came, and the rules changed

completely. Reacher’s cup was empty but still warm. He lifted it off the saucer and tilted it and

watched the sludge in the bottom flow toward him, slow and brown, like river silt.“When does it

need to be done?” he asked.“As soon as possible,” she said.He nodded. Slid out of the booth

and stood up.“I’ll call you in ten days,” he said.“With a decision?”He shook his head. “To tell you

how it went.”“I’ll know how it went.”“OK, to tell you where to send my money.”She closed her

eyes and smiled. He glanced down at her.“You thought I’d refuse?” he said.She opened her

eyes. “I thought you might be a little harder to persuade.”He shrugged. “Like Joe told you, I’m a

sucker for a challenge. Joe was usually right about things like that. He was usually right about a

lot of things.”“Now I don’t know what to say, except thank you.”He didn’t reply. Just started to

move away, but she stood up right next to him and kept him where he was. There was an

awkward pause. They stood for a second face-to-face, trapped by the table. She put out her

hand and he shook it. She held on a fraction too long, and then she stretched up tall and

kissed him on the cheek. Her lips were soft. Their touch burned him like a tiny voltage.“A

handshake isn’t enough,” she said. “You’re going to do it for us.” Then she paused. “And you

were nearly my brother-in-law.”He said nothing. Just nodded and shuffled out from behind the

table and glanced back once. Then he headed up the stairs and out to the street. Her perfume

was on his hand. He walked around to the cabaret lounge and left a note for his friends in their

dressing room. Then he headed out to the highway, with ten whole days to find a way to kill the

fourth-best-protected person on the planet. It had started eight hours earlier, like this: team

leader M. E. Froelich came to work on that Monday morning, thirteen days after the election, an

hour before the second strategy meeting, seven days after the word assassination had first

been used, and made her final decision. She set off in search of her immediate superior and

found him in the secretarial pen outside his office, clearly on his way to somewhere else,

clearly in a hurry. He had a file under his arm and a definite stay back expression on his face.

But she took a deep breath and made it clear that she needed to talk right then. Urgently. And

off the record and in private, obviously. So he paused a moment and turned abruptly and went

back inside his office. He let her step in after him and closed the door behind her, softly enough

to make the unscheduled meeting feel a little conspiratorial, but firmly enough that she was in

no doubt he was annoyed about the interruption to his routine. It was just the click of a door

latch, but it was also an unmistakable message, parsed exactly in the language of office

hierarchies everywhere: you better not be wasting my time with this.He was a twenty-five-year

veteran well into his final lap before retirement, well into his middle fifties, the last echo of the

old days. He was still tall, still fairly lean and athletic, but graying fast and softening in some of

the wrong places. His name was Stuyvesant. Like the last Director-General of New

Amsterdam, he would say when the spelling was questioned. Then, acknowledging the modern

world, he would say: like the cigarette. He wore Brooks Brothers every day of his life without

exception, but he was considered capable of flexibility in his tactics. Best of all, he had never

failed. Not ever, and he had been around a long time, with more than his fair share of

difficulties. But there had been no failures, and no bad luck, either. Therefore, in the merciless

calculus of organizations everywhere, he was considered a good guy to work for.“You look a

little nervous,” he said.“I am, a little,” Froelich said back.His office was small, and quiet, and

sparsely furnished, and very clean. The walls were painted bright white and lit with halogen.



There was a window, with white vertical blinds half closed against gray weather outside.“Why

are you nervous?” he asked.“I need to ask your permission.”“For what?”“For something I want

to try,” she said. She was twenty years younger than Stuyvesant, exactly thirty-five. Tall rather

than short, but not excessively. Maybe only an inch or two over the average for American

women of her generation, but the kind of intelligence and energy and vitality she radiated took

the word medium right out of the equation. She was halfway between lithe and muscular, with a

bright glow in her skin and her eyes that made her look like an athlete. Her hair was short and

fair and casually unkempt. She gave the impression of having hurriedly stepped into her street

clothes after showering quickly after winning a gold medal at the Olympics by playing a crucial

role in some kind of team sport. Like it was no big deal, like she wanted to get out of the

stadium before the television interviewers got through with her teammates and started in on

her. She looked like a very competent person, but a very modest one.“What kind of

something?” Stuyvesant asked. He turned and placed the file he was carrying on his desk. His

desk was large, topped with a slab of gray composite. High-end modern office furniture,

obsessively cleaned and polished like an antique. He was famous for always keeping his

desktop clear of paperwork and completely empty. The habit created an air of extreme

efficiency.“I want an outsider to do it,” Froelich said.Stuyvesant squared the file on the desk

corner and ran his fingers along the spine and the adjacent edge, like he was checking the

angle was exact.“You think that’s a good idea?” he asked.Froelich said nothing.“I suppose

you’ve got somebody in mind?” he asked.“An excellent prospect.”“Who?”Froelich shook her

head.“You should stay outside the loop,” she said. “Better that way.”“Was he

recommended?”“Or she.”Stuyvesant nodded again. The modern world.“Was the person you

have in mind recommended?”“Yes, by an excellent source.”“In-house?”“Yes,” Froelich said

again.“So we’re already in the loop.”“No, the source isn’t in-house anymore.”Stuyvesant turned

again and moved his file parallel to the long edge of the desk. Then back again parallel with the

short edge.“Let me play devil’s advocate,” he said. “I promoted you four months ago. Four

months is a long time. Choosing to bring in an outsider now might be seen to betray a certain

lack of self-confidence, mightn’t it? Wouldn’t you say?”“I can’t worry about that.”“Maybe you

should,” Stuyvesant said. “This could hurt you. There were six guys who wanted your job. So if

you do this and it leaks, then you’ve got real problems. You’ve got half a dozen vultures

muttering told you so the whole rest of your career. Because you started second-guessing your

own abilities.”“Thing like this, I need to second-guess myself. I think.”“You think?”“No, I know. I

don’t see an alternative.”Stuyvesant said nothing.“I’m not happy about it,” Froelich said. “Believe

me. But I think it’s got to be done. And that’s my judgment call.”The office went quiet.

Stuyvesant said nothing.“So will you authorize it?” Froelich asked.Stuyvesant shrugged. “You

shouldn’t be asking. You should have just gone ahead and done it regardless.”“Not my way,”

Froelich said.“So don’t tell anybody else. And don’t put anything on paper.”“I wouldn’t anyway. It

would compromise effectiveness.”Stuyvesant nodded vaguely. Then, like the good bureaucrat

he had become, he arrived at the most important question of all.“How much would this person

cost?” he asked.“Not much,” Froelich said. “Maybe nothing at all. Maybe expenses only. We’ve

got some history together. Theoretically. Of a sort.”“This could stall your career. No more

promotions.”“The alternative would finish my career.”“You were my choice,” Stuyvesant said. “I

picked you. Therefore anything that damages you damages me, too.”“I understand that, sir.”“So

take a deep breath and count to ten. Then tell me that it’s really necessary.”Froelich nodded,

and took a breath and kept quiet, ten or eleven seconds.“It’s really necessary,” she

said.Stuyvesant picked up his file.“OK, do it,” he said. She started immediately after the

strategy meeting, suddenly aware that doing it was the hard part. Asking for permission had



seemed like such a hurdle that she had characterized it in her mind as the most difficult stage

of the whole project. But now that felt like nothing at all compared with actually hunting down

her target. All she had was a last name and a sketchy biography that might or might not have

been accurate and up to date eight years ago. If she even remembered the details correctly.

They had been mentioned casually, playfully, late one night, by her lover, part of some drowsy

pillow talk. She couldn’t even be sure she had been paying full attention. So she decided not to

rely on the details. She would rely solely on the name itself.She wrote it in large capital letters

at the top of a sheet of yellow paper. It brought back a lot of memories. Some bad, most good.

She stared at it for a long moment, and then she crossed it out and wrote UNSUB instead.

That would help her concentration, because it made the whole thing impersonal. It put her

mind in a groove, took her right back to basic training. An unknown subject was somebody to

be identified and located. That was all, nothing more and nothing less.Her main operational

advantage was computer power. She had more access to more databases than the average

citizen gets. UNSUB was military, she knew that for sure, so she went to the National

Personnel Records Center’s database. It was compiled in St. Louis, Missouri, and listed literally

every man or woman who had served in a U.S. military uniform, anywhere, ever. She typed in

the last name and waited and the inquiry software came back with just three short responses.

One she eliminated immediately, by given name. I know for sure it’s not him, don’t I? Another

she eliminated by date of birth. A whole generation too old. So the third had to be UNSUB. No

other possibility. She stared at the full name for a second and copied the date of birth and the

Social Security number onto her yellow paper. Then she hit the icon for details and entered her

password. The screen redrew and came up with an abbreviated career summary.Bad news.

UNSUB wasn’t military anymore. The career summary dead-ended five whole years ago with

an honorable discharge after thirteen years of service. Final rank was major. There were

medals listed, including a Silver Star and a Purple Heart. She read the citations and wrote

down the details and drew a line across the yellow paper to signify the end of one era and the

start of another. Then she plowed on.Next logical step was to look at Social Security’s Master

Death Index. Basic training. No point trying to chase down somebody who was already dead.

She entered the number and realized she was holding her breath. But the inquiry came back

blank. UNSUB was still alive, as far as the government knew. Next step was to check in with

the National Crime Information Center. Basic training again. No point trying to sign up

somebody who was serving time in prison, for instance, not that she thought it was remotely

likely, not in UNSUB ’s case. But you never knew. There was a fine line, with some personality

types. The NCIC database was always slow, so she shoved drifts of accumulated paperwork

into drawers and then left her desk and refilled her coffee cup. Strolled back to find a negative

arrest-or-conviction record waiting on her screen. Plus a short note to say UNSUB had an FBI

file somewhere in their records. Interesting. She closed NCIC and went straight to the FBI’s

database. She found the file and couldn’t open it. But she knew enough about the Bureau’s

classification system to be able to decode the header flags. It was a simple narrative file,

inactive. Nothing more. UNSUB wasn’t a fugitive, wasn’t wanted for anything, wasn’t currently

in trouble.She wrote it all down, and then clicked her way into the nationwide DMV database.

Bad news again. UNSUB didn’t have a driver’s license. Which was very weird. And which was a

very big pain in the butt. Because no driver’s license meant no current photograph and no

current address listing. She clicked her way into the Veterans’ Administration computer in

Chicago. Searched by name, rank, and number. The inquiries came up blank. UNSUB wasn’t

receiving federal benefits and hadn’t offered a forwarding address. Why not? Where the hell

are you? She went back into Social Security and asked for contributions records. There weren’t



any. UNSUB hadn’t been employed since leaving the military, at least not legally. She tried the

IRS for confirmation. Same story. UNSUB hadn’t paid taxes in five years. Hadn’t even filed.OK,

so let’s get serious. She hitched straighter in her chair and quit the government sites and fired

up some illicit software that took her straight into the banking industry’s private world. Strictly

speaking she shouldn’t be using it for this purpose. Or for any purpose. It was an obvious

breach of official protocol. But she didn’t expect to get any comeback. And she did expect to

get a result. If UNSUB had even a single bank account anywhere in the fifty states, it would

show up. Even a humble little checking account. Even an empty or abandoned account. Plenty

of people got by without bank accounts, she knew that, but she felt in her gut UNSUB wouldn’t

be one of them. Not somebody who had been a U.S. Army major. With medals.She entered the

Social Security number twice, once in the SSN field and once in the taxpayer ID field. She

entered the name. She hit search. One hundred and eighty miles away, Jack Reacher

shivered. Atlantic City in the middle of November wasn’t the warmest spot on earth. Not by any

measure. The wind came in off the ocean carrying enough salt to keep everything permanently

damp and clammy. It whipped and gusted and blew trash around and flattened his pants

against his legs. Five days ago he had been in Los Angeles, and he was pretty sure he should

have stayed there. Now he was pretty sure he should go back. Southern California was a very

attractive place in November. The air was warm down there, and the ocean breezes were soft

balmy caresses instead of endless lashing fusillades of stinging salt cold. He should go back

there. He should go somewhere, that was for damn sure.Or maybe he should stick around like

he’d been asked to, and buy a coat.He had come back east with an old black woman and her

brother. He had been hitching rides east out of L.A. in order to take a one-day look at the

Mojave Desert. The old couple had picked him up in an ancient Buick Roadmaster. He saw a

microphone and a primitive PA system and a boxed Yamaha keyboard among the suitcases in

the load space and the old lady told him she was a singer heading for a short residency all the

way over in Atlantic City. Told him her brother accompanied her on the keyboard and drove the

car, but he wasn’t much of a talker anymore, and he wasn’t much of a driver anymore, and the

Roadmaster wasn’t much of a car anymore. It was all true. The old guy was completely silent

and they were all in mortal danger several times inside the first five miles. The old lady started

singing to calm herself. She gave it a few bars of Dawn Penn’s “You Don’t Love Me” and

Reacher immediately decided to go all the way east with her just to hear more. He offered to

take over the driving chores. She kept on singing. She had the kind of sweet smoky voice that

should have made her a blues superstar long ago, except she was probably in the wrong place

too many times and it had never happened for her. The old car had failed power steering to

wrestle with and all kinds of ticks and rattles and whines under the hammer-heavy V-8 beat,

and at about fifty miles an hour the noises all came together and sounded like a backing track.

The radio was weak and picked up an endless succession of local AM stations for about twenty

minutes each. The old woman sang along with them and the old guy kept completely quiet and

slept most of the way on the backseat. Reacher drove eighteen hours a day for three solid

days, and arrived in New Jersey feeling like he’d been on vacation.The residency was at a fifth-

rate lounge eight blocks from the boardwalk, and the manager wasn’t the kind of guy you

would necessarily trust to respect a contract. So Reacher made it his business to count the

customers and keep a running total of the cash that should show up in the pay envelope at the

end of the week. He made it very obvious and watched the manager grow more and more

resentful about it. The guy took to making short cryptic phone calls with his hand shielding the

receiver and his eyes locked on Reacher’s face. Reacher looked straight back at him with a

wintry smile and an unblinking gaze and stayed put. He sat through all three sets two weekend



nights running, but then he started to get restless. And cold. The Mamas and the Papas were

in his head: I’d be safe and warm, if I was in L.A. So on the Monday morning he was about to

change his mind and get back on the road when the old keyboard player walked him back from

breakfast and finally broke his silence.“I want to ask you to stick around,” he said. He

pronounced it wanna ax, and there was some kind of hope in the rheumy old eyes. Reacher

didn’t answer.“You don’t stick around, that manager’s going to stiff us for sure,” the old guy said,

like getting stiffed for money was something that just happened to musicians, like flat tires and

head colds. “But we get paid, we got gas money to head up to New York, maybe get us a gig

from B. B. King in Times Square, resurrect our careers. Guy like you could make a big

difference in that department, count on it.”Reacher said nothing.“Of course, I can see you

being worried,” the old guy said. “Management like that, bound to be some unsavory characters

lurking in the background.”Reacher smiled at the subtlety.“What are you, anyway?” the old guy

asked. “Some kind of a boxer?”“No,” Reacher said. “No kind of a boxer.”“Wrestler?” the old guy

asked. He said it wrassler. “Like on cable television?”“No.”“You’re big enough, that’s for damn

sure,” the old guy said. “Plenty big enough to help us out, if you wanted to.”He said it he’p. No

front teeth. Reacher said nothing.“What are you, anyway?” the old guy asked again.“I was a

military cop,” Reacher said. “In the Army, thirteen years.”“You quit?”“As near as makes no

difference.”“No jobs for you folks afterward?”“None that I want,” Reacher said.“You live in

L.A.?”“I don’t live anywhere,” Reacher said. “I move around.”“So road folk should stick together,”

the old guy said. “Simple as that. Help each other. Keep it a mutual thing.”He’p each other.“It’s

very cold here,” Reacher said.“That’s for damn sure,” the old guy said. “But you could buy a

coat.”So he was on a windswept corner with the sea gale flattening his pants against his legs,

making a final decision. The highway, or a coat store? He ran a brief fantasy through his head,

La Jolla maybe, a cheap room, warm nights, bright stars, cold beer. Then: the old woman at B.

B. King’s new club in New York, some retro-obsessed young A&R man stops by, gives her a

contract, she makes a CD, she gets a national tour, a sidebar in Rolling Stone, fame, money, a

new house. A new car. He turned his back on the highway and hunched against the wind and

walked east in search of a clothing store.On that particular Monday there were nearly twelve

thousand FDIC-insured banking organizations licensed and operating inside the United States

and between them they carried over a thousand million separate accounts, but only one of

them was listed against UNSUB’s name and Social Security number. It was a simple checking

account held at a branch of a regional bank in Arlington, Virginia. M. E. Froelich stared at the

branch’s business address in surprise. That’s less than four miles from where I’m sitting right

now. She copied the details onto her yellow paper. Picked up her phone and called a senior

colleague on the other side of the organization and asked him to contact the bank in question

for all the details he could get. Especially a home address. She asked him to be absolutely as

fast as possible, but discreet, too. And completely off the record. Then she hung up and waited,

anxious and frustrated about being temporarily hands-off. Problem was, the other side of the

organization could ask banks discreet questions quite easily, whereas for Froelich to do so

herself would be regarded as very odd indeed. Reacher found a discount store three blocks

nearer the ocean and ducked inside. It was narrow but ran back into the building a couple of

hundred feet. There were fluorescent tubes all over the ceiling and racks of garments

stretching as far as the eye could see. Seemed to be women’s stuff on the left, children’s in the

center, and men’s on the right. He started in the far back corner and worked forward.There

were all kinds of coats commercially available, that was for damn sure. The first two rails had

short padded jackets. No good. He went by something an old Army buddy had told him: a good

coat is like a good lawyer. It covers your ass. The third rail was more promising. It had neutral-



colored thigh-length canvas coats made bulky by thick flannel linings. Maybe there was some

wool in there. Maybe some other stuff, too. They certainly felt heavy enough.“Can I help

you?”He turned around and saw a young woman standing right behind him.“Are these coats

good for the weather up here?” he asked.“They’re perfect,” the woman said. She was very

animated. She told him all about some kind of special stuff sprayed on the canvas to repel

moisture. She told him all about the insulation inside. She promised it would keep him warm

right down to a subzero temperature. He ran his hand down the rail and pulled out a dark olive

XXL.“OK, I’ll take this one,” he said.“You don’t want to try it on?”He paused and then shrugged

into it. It fit pretty well. Nearly. Maybe it was a little tight across the shoulders. The sleeves were

maybe an inch too short.“You need the 3XLT,” the woman said. “What are you, a fifty?”“A fifty

what?”“Chest.”“No idea. I never measured it.”“Height about six-five?”“I guess,” he

said.“Weight?”“Two-forty,” he said. “Maybe two-fifty.”“So you definitely need the big-and-tall

fitting,” she said. “Try the 3XLT.”The 3XLT she handed him was the same dull color as the XXL

he had picked. It fit much better. A little roomy, which he liked. And the sleeves were right.“You

OK for pants?” the woman called. She had ducked away to another rail and was flicking

through heavy canvas work pants, glancing at his waist and the length of his legs. She came

out with a pair that matched one of the colors in the flannel lining inside the coat. “And try these

shirts,” she said. She jumped over to another rail and showed him a rainbow of flannel shirts.

“Put a T-shirt underneath it and you’re all set. Which color do you like?”“Something dull,” he

said.She laid everything out on top of one of the rails. The coat, the pants, the shirt, a T-shirt.

They looked pretty good together, muddy olives and khakis.“OK?” she said brightly.“OK,” he

said. “You got underwear too?”“Over here,” she said.He rooted through a bin of reject-quality

boxers and selected a pair in white. Then a pair of socks, mostly cotton, flecked with all kinds of

organic colors.“OK?” the woman said again. He nodded and she led him to the register at the

front of the store and bleeped all the tags under the little red light.“One hundred and eighty-

nine dollars even,” she said.He stared at the red figures on the register’s display.“I thought this

was a discount store,” he said.“That’s incredibly reasonable, really,” she said. He shook his

head and dug into his pocket and came out with a wad of crumpled bills. Counted out a

hundred and ninety. The dollar change she gave him left him with four bucks in his hand. The

senior colleague from the other side of the organization called Froelich back within twenty-five

minutes.“You get a home address?” she asked him.“One hundred Washington Boulevard,” the

guy said. “Arlington, Virginia. Zip code is 20310-1500.”Froelich wrote it down. “OK, thanks. I

guess that’s all I need.”“I think you might need a little more.”“Why?”“You know Washington

Boulevard?”Froelich paused. “Runs up to the Memorial Bridge, right?”“It’s just a highway.”“No

buildings? Got to be buildings.”“There is one building. Pretty big one. Couple hundred yards off

the east shoulder.”“What?”“The Pentagon,” the guy said. “This is a phony address, Froelich.

One side of Washington Boulevard is Arlington Cemetery and the other side is the Pentagon.

That’s it. Nothing else. There’s no number one hundred. There are no private mailing

addresses at all. I checked with the Postal Service. And that zip code is the Department of the

Army, inside the Pentagon.”“Great,” Froelich said. “You tell the bank?”“Of course not. You told

me to be discreet.”“Thanks. But I’m back at square one.”“Maybe not. This is a bizarre account,

Froelich. Six-figure balance, but it’s all just stuck in checking, earning nothing. And the

customer accesses it via Western Union only. Never comes in. It’s a phone arrangement.

Customer calls in with a password, the bank wires cash through Western Union, wherever.”“No

ATM card?”“No cards at all. No checkbook was ever issued, either.”“Western Union only? I

never heard of that before. Are there any records?”“Geographically, all over the place, literally.

Forty states and counting in five years. Occasional deposits and plenty of nickel-and-dime



withdrawals, all of them to Western Union offices in the boonies, in the cities,

everywhere.”“Bizarre.”“Like I said.”“Anything you can do?”“Already done it. They’re going to call

me next time the customer calls them.”“And then you’re going to call me?”“I might.”“Is there a

frequency pattern?”“It varies. Maximum interval recently has been a few weeks. Sometimes it’s

every few days. Mondays are popular. Banks are closed on the weekend.”“So I could get lucky

today.”“Sure you could,” the guy said. “Question is, am I going to get lucky too?”“Not that lucky,”

Froelich said. The lounge manager watched Reacher step into his motel lobby. Then he

ducked back into a windy side street and fired up his cell phone. Cupped his hand around it

and spoke low and urgently, and convincingly, but respectfully, as was required.“Because he’s

dissing me,” he said, in answer to a question.“Today would be good,” he said, in answer to

another.“Two at least,” he said, in answer to the final question. “This is a big guy.” Reacher

changed one of his four dollars for quarters at the motel desk and headed for the pay phone.

Dialed his bank from memory and gave his password and arranged for five hundred bucks to

be wired to Western Union in Atlantic City by close of business. Then he went to his room and

bit off all the tags and put his new clothes on. Transferred all his pocket junk across and threw

his summer gear in the trash and looked himself over in the long mirror behind the closet door.

Grow a beard and get some sunglasses and I could walk all the way to the North Pole, he

thought. Froelich heard about the proposed wire transfer eleven minutes later. Closed her eyes

for a second and clenched her hands in triumph and then reached behind her and pulled a

map of the Eastern Seaboard off a shelf. Maybe three hours if the traffic cooperates. I might

just make it. She grabbed her jacket and her purse and ran down to the garage. Reacher

wasted an hour in his room and then went out to test the insulating properties of his new coat.

Field trial, they used to call it, way back when. He headed east toward the ocean, into the wind.

Felt rather than saw somebody behind him. Just a characteristic little burr down in the small of

his back. He slowed up and used a store window for a mirror. Caught a glimpse of movement

fifty yards back. Too far away for details.He walked on. The coat was pretty good, but he should

have bought a hat to go with it. That was clear. The same buddy with the opinion on coats used

to claim that half of total heat loss was through the top of the head, and that was certainly how

it felt. The cold was blowing through his hair and making his eyes water. A military-issue watch

cap would have been valuable, in November on the Jersey shore. He made a mental note to

keep an eye out for surplus stores on his way back from the Western Union office. In his

experience they often inhabited the same neighborhoods.He reached the boardwalk and

walked south, with the same itch still there in the small of his back. He turned suddenly and

saw nothing. Walked back north to where he had started. The boards under his feet were in

good shape. There was a notice claiming they were made from some special hardwood, the

hardest timber the world’s forests had to offer. The feeling was still there in the small of his

back. He turned and led his invisible shadows out onto the Central Pier. It was the original

structure, preserved. It looked like he guessed it must have way back when it was built. It was

deserted, which was no surprise considering the weather, and which added to the feeling of

unreality. It was like an architectural photograph from a history book. But some of the little

antique booths were open and selling things, including one selling modern coffee in plastic

cups. He bought a twenty-ounce black regular, which took all his remaining cash, but warmed

him through. He walked to the end of the pier as he drank it. Dropped the cup in the trash and

stood and watched the gray ocean for a spell. Then he turned back and headed for the shore

and saw two men walking toward him.They were useful-sized guys, short but wide, dressed

pretty much alike in blue peacoats and gray denim pants. They both had hats. Little knitted

watch caps made from gray wool, jammed down over meaty heads. Clearly they knew how to



dress for the climate. They had their hands in their pockets, so he couldn’t tell whether they had

gloves to match. Their pockets were high on their coats, so their elbows were forced outward.

They both wore heavy boots, the sort of things a steelworker or a stevedore might choose.

They were both a little bowlegged, or maybe they were just attempting an intimidating swagger.

They both had a little scar tissue around their brows. They looked like fairground scufflers or

dockyard bruisers from fifty years ago. Reacher glanced back and saw nobody behind him, all

the way to Ireland. So he just stopped walking. Didn’t worry about putting his back against the

rail.The two men walked on and stopped eight feet in front of him and faced him head-on.

Reacher flexed his fingers by his side, to test how cold they were. Eight feet was an interesting

choice of distance. It meant they were going to talk before they tangled. He flexed his toes and

ran some muscle tension up through his calves, his thighs, his back, his shoulders. Moved his

head side to side and then back a little, to loosen his neck. He breathed in through his nose.

The wind was on his back. The guy on the left took his hands out of his pockets. No gloves.

And either he had bad arthritis or he was holding rolls of quarters in both palms.“We got a

message for you,” he said.Reacher glanced at the pier rail and the ocean beyond. The sea was

gray and roiled. Probably freezing. Throwing them in would be close to homicide.“From that

club manager?” he asked.“From his people, yeah.”“He’s got people?”“This is Atlantic City,” the

guy said. “Stands to reason he’s got people.”Reacher nodded. “So let me guess. I’m supposed

to get out of town, skedaddle, beat it, get lost, never come back, never darken your door again,

forget I was ever here.”“You’re on the ball today.”“I can read minds,” Reacher said. “I used to

work a fairground booth. Right next to the bearded lady. Weren’t you guys there too? Three

booths along? The World’s Ugliest Twins?”The guy on the right took his hands out of his

pockets. He had the same neuralgic pain in his knuckles, or else a couple more rolls of

quarters. Reacher smiled. He liked rolls of quarters. Good old-fashioned technology. And they

implied the absence of firearms. Nobody clutches rolls of coins if they’ve got a gun in their

pocket.“We don’t want to hurt you,” the guy on the right said.“But you got to go,” the guy on the

left said. “We don’t need people interfering in this town’s economic procedures.”“So take the

easy way out,” the guy on the right said. “Let us walk you to the bus depot. Or the old folk could

wind up getting hurt, too. And not just financially.”Reacher heard an absurd voice in his head:

straight from his childhood, his mother saying please don’t fight when you’re wearing new

clothes. Then he heard a boot-camp unarmed-combat instructor saying hit them fast, hit them

hard, and hit them a lot. He flexed his shoulders inside his coat. Suddenly felt very grateful to

the woman in the store for making him take the bigger size. He gazed at the two guys, exactly

nothing in his eyes except a little amusement and a lot of absolute self-confidence. He moved a

little to his left, and they rotated with him. He moved a little closer to them, tightening the

triangle. He raised his hand and smoothed his hair where the wind was disturbing it.“Better just

to walk away now,” he said.They didn’t, like he knew they wouldn’t. They responded to the

challenge by crowding in toward him, imperceptibly, just a fractional muscle movement that

eased their body weight forward rather than backward. They need to be laid up for a week, he

thought. Cheekbones, probably. A sharp blow, depressed fractures, maybe temporary loss of

consciousness, bad headaches. Nothing too severe. He waited until the wind gusted again and

raised his right hand and swept his hair back behind his left ear. Then he kept his hand there,

with his elbow poised high, like a thought had just struck him.“Can you guys swim?” he asked.It

would have taken superhuman self-control not to glance at the ocean. They weren’t

superhuman. They turned their heads like robots. He clubbed the right-hand guy in the face

with his raised elbow and cocked it again and hit the left-hand guy as his head snapped back

toward the sound of his buddy’s bones breaking. They went down on the boards together and



their rolls of quarters split open and coins rolled everywhere and pirouetted small silver circles

and collided and fell over, heads and tails. Reacher coughed in the bitter cold and stood still

and replayed it in his head: two guys, two seconds, two blows, game over. You’ve still got the

good stuff. He breathed hard and wiped cold sweat from his forehead. Then he walked away.

Stepped off the pier onto the boardwalk and went looking for Western Union.He had looked at

the address in the motel phone book, but he didn’t need it. You could find a Western Union

office by feel. By intuition. It was a simple algorithm: stand on a street corner and ask yourself,

is it more likely to be left or right now? Then you turned left or right as appropriate, and pretty

soon you were in the right neighborhood, and pretty soon you found it. This one had a two-year-

old Chevy Suburban parked on a fireplug right outside the door. The truck was black with

smoked windows, and it was immaculately clean and shiny. It had three short UHF antennas

on the roof. There was a woman alone in the driver’s seat. He glanced at her once, and then

again. She was fair-haired and looked relaxed and alert all at the same time. Something about

the way her arm was resting against the window. And she was cute, no doubt about that. Some

kind of magnetism about her. He glanced away and went inside the office and claimed his

cash. Folded it into his pocket and came back out and found the woman on the sidewalk,

standing right in front of him, looking straight at him. At his face, like she was checking off

similarities and differences against a mental image. It was a process he recognized. He had

been looked at like that once or twice before.“Jack Reacher?” she said.He double-checked his

memory, because he didn’t want to be wrong, although he didn’t think he was. Short fair hair,

great eyes looking right at him, some kind of a quiet confidence in the way she held herself.

She had qualities he would remember. He was sure of that. But he didn’t remember them.

Therefore he had never seen her before.“You knew my brother,” he said.She looked surprised,

and a little gratified. And temporarily lost for words.“I could tell,” he said. “People look at me like

that, they’re thinking about how we look a lot alike, but also a lot different.”She said

nothing.“Been nice meeting you,” he said, and moved away.“Wait,” she called.He turned

back.“Can we talk?” she said. “I’ve been looking for you.”He nodded. “We could talk in the car.

I’m freezing my ass off out here.”She was still for a second longer, with her eyes locked on his

face. Then she moved suddenly and opened the passenger door.“Please,” she said. He

climbed in and she walked around the hood and climbed in on her side. Started the engine to

run the heater, but didn’t go anywhere.“I knew your brother very well,” she said. “We dated, Joe

and I. More than dated, really. We were pretty serious for a time. Before he died.”Reacher said

nothing. The woman flushed.“Well, obviously before he died,” she said. “Stupid thing to

say.”She went quiet.“When?” Reacher asked.“We were together two years. We broke up a year

before it happened.”Reacher nodded.“I’m M. E. Froelich,” she said.She left an unspoken

question hanging in the air: did he ever mention me? Reacher nodded again, trying to make it

like the name meant something. But it didn’t. Never heard of you, he thought. But maybe I wish

I had.“Emmy?” he said. “Like the television thing?”“M. E.,” she said. “I go by my initials.”“What

are they for?”“I won’t tell you that.”He paused a beat. “What did Joe call you?”“He called me

Froelich,” she said.He nodded. “Yes, he would.”“I still miss him,” she said.“Me too, I guess,”

Reacher said. “So is this about Joe, or is it about something else?”She was still again, for

another beat. Then she shook herself, a tiny subliminal quiver, and came back all

business.“Both,” she said. “Well, mainly something else, really.”“Want to tell me what?”“I want to

hire you for something,” she said. “On a kind of posthumous recommendation from Joe.

Because of what he used to say about you. He talked about you, time to time.”Reacher nodded.

“Hire me for what?”Froelich paused again and came up with a tentative smile.“I’ve rehearsed

this line,” she said. “Couple of times.”“So let me hear it.”“I want to hire you to assassinate the



Vice President of the United States.”2“Good line,” Reacher said. “Interesting

proposition.”“What’s your answer?” Froelich asked.“No,” he said. “Right now I think that’s

probably the safest all-around response.”She smiled the tentative smile again and picked up

her purse.“Let me show you some ID,” she said.He shook his head.“Don’t need it,” he said.

“You’re United States Secret Service.”She looked at him. “You’re pretty quick.”“It’s pretty clear,”

he said.“Is it?”He nodded. Touched his right elbow. It was bruised.“Joe worked for them,” he

said. “And knowing the way he was, he probably worked pretty hard, and he was a little shy, so

anybody he dated was probably in the office, otherwise he would never have met them. Plus,

who else except the government keeps two-year-old Suburbans this shiny? And parks next to

hydrants? And who else but the Secret Service could track me this efficiently through my

banking arrangements?”“You’re pretty quick,” she said again.“Thank you,” he said back. “But

Joe didn’t have anything to do with Vice Presidents. He was in Financial Crimes, not the White

House protection detail.”She nodded. “We all start out in Financial Crimes. We pay our dues as

anticounterfeiting grunts. And he ran anticounterfeiting. And you’re right, we met in the office.

But he wouldn’t date me then. He said it wasn’t appropriate. But I was planning on transferring

across to the protection detail as soon as I could anyway, and as soon as I did, we started

going out.”Then she went a little quiet again. Looked down at her purse.“And?” Reacher

said.She looked up. “Something he said one night. I was kind of keen and ambitious back then,

you know, starting a new job and all, and I was always trying to figure out if we were doing the

best we could, and Joe and I were goofing around, and he said the only real way for us to test

ourselves would be to hire some outsider to try to get to the target. To see if it was possible,

you know. A security audit, he called it. I asked him, like who? And he said, my little brother

would be the one. If anybody could do it, he could. He made you sound pretty scary.”Reacher

smiled. “That sounds like Joe. A typical hare-brained scheme.”“You think?”“For a smart guy,

Joe could be very dumb sometimes.”“Why is it dumb?”“Because if you hire some outsider, all

you need to do is watch for him coming. Makes it way too easy.”“No, his idea was the person

would come in anonymously and unannounced. Like now, absolutely nobody knows about you

except me.”Reacher nodded. “OK, maybe he wasn’t so dumb.”“He felt it was the only way. You

know, however hard we work, we’re always thinking inside the box. He felt we should be

prepared to test ourselves against some random challenge from the outside.”“And he

nominated me?”“He said you’d be ideal.”“So why wait so long to try it? Whenever this

conversation was, it had to be at least six years ago. Didn’t take you six years to find me.”“It

was eight years ago,” Froelich said. “Right at the start of our relationship, just after I got the

transfer. And it only took me one day to find you.”“So you’re pretty quick, too,” Reacher said.

“But why wait eight years?”--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From

AudioFileCharacters never sound middle-of-the-road in Dick Hill's narration. They're brimming

with personality, distinctive and vivid. All of that is especially true of Child's protagonist in this

gripping, incisive thriller about an attempt to kill the vice president. Jack Reacher, a former

military investigator, is cocksure and whip-smart, and Hill gives him swagger, wit, and passion.

Reacher is brought in by the Secret Service, first to see if an assassin could get to the vice

president and then to stop real assassins from doing just that. The book is a joyride for

listeners, full of false leads, dead ends, concussive bursts of action, and characters who are

fully realized and individual. This is as much fun as an audiobook performance can be. M.O.

Winner of AudioFile Earphones Award © AudioFile 2002, Portland, Maine-- Copyright ©

AudioFile, Portland, Maine --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From

Publishers WeeklyThe sixth time's a charm for thriller meister Child, whose latest escapade

starring ex-military cop Jack Reacher is handily his most accomplished and most compelling to



date. The suspense-laden plot kicks off with U.S. Secret Service agent M.E. Froelich telling

Reacher: "I want to hire you to assassinate the Vice President of the United States." V-p-elect

Brook Armstrong has received a series of anonymous death threats, and Froelich needs to

uncover their source and ascertain the effectiveness of Armstrong's security detail. Reacher

agrees to masquerade as an assassin because he can't resist a challenge and because

Froelich had loved his older brother, Joe, a Secret Service colleague killed in a botched

operation. As Reacher pieces together an increasingly frustrating puzzle, Child ratchets up the

excitement with several breathtaking set pieces, including a Thanksgiving dinner for D.C.'s

homeless that turns deadly, a jaw-dropping coup de th‚ƒtre and a slam-bang finale in

Wyoming's mountains. He even extracts tension from mundane events, as when Reacher

searches for clues on a security video of an office cleaning crew. The novel's detailed insider's

view of political skullduggery is certain to intrigue readers, and the various characters'

relationships, handled with careful restraint, provide an added layer the growing attachment

between Froelich and Reacher; both characters' recollections of Joe; Reacher's regard for

Frances Neagley, a former colleague whom he calls in for help. And then there's Reacher

himself, the stolid, flawed man's man who gives no quarter on any level. Indeed, the novel's

final line serves as a pr‚cis of this quietly fascinating character: "He headed west for the Port

Authority and a bus out of town." This Child's play will be a tough act to follow.Copyright 2002

Cahners Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read
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“When the going gets tough, the tough reach for Jack—Jack Reacher.”*Praise forWITHOUT

FAIL“Lee Child is a pro at evoking a sense of place . . . If you haven’t read a Reacher story, do

yourself an exciting and engrossing favor and pick one up. Grade A.”—Rocky Mountain

News“Reacher is convincingly tough, clear-headed, and street smart . . . everything falls into

place like a well-assembled time bomb.”—The Boston Globe“[The] fast-paced plot winds up to

its exciting climax . . . Child’s novels are relentlessly paced, intricately plotted, and absolutely

mesmerizing. This is no exception.”—Milwaukee Journal Sentinel“Jack Reacher is the best

LTGG (loner-tough-good-guy) out there . . . self-sufficient, strong and stimulating to the fairer

sex.”—*Contra Costa Times“Lee Child has inexorably pulled himself into the upper echelons of

thriller writing with a series of tough, lean and perfectly crafted novels featuring ex-US military

cop Jack Reacher. Without Fail is the sixth outing for the resourceful Reacher, and far from

showing any signs of incipient fatigue, the series just goes from strength to strength as Child

hones his abilities.”—Yorkshire Post“The sixth time’s a charm for thriller-meister Child, whose

latest escapade starring ex-military cop Jack Reacher is handily his most accomplished and

most compelling to date . . . [A] suspense-laden plot . . . this Child’s play will be a tough act to

follow.”—Publishers Weekly“A satisfying adventure . . . [a] burner pace . . . compelling.”—St.

Petersburg Times“Nail-biting . . . [with] a hero who’s as tough and rough and cool as they

come.”—Belfast Telegraph“A stunner, packed with extraordinary detail . . . the suspense

becomes nearly unbearable . . . A thriller of unequaled emotional depth.”—Booklist“Child’s Jack

Reacher thrillers get better every time, and this is a knockout.”—Library Journal“In this sixth

Reacher paperback, author Lee Child is as good as he’s ever been—and he’s usually very

good.”—Waikato Times (New Zealand)“Superior . . . brilliant . . . Without Fail is worth a perusal

and should satisfy those people who enjoyed Child’s first novels, Killing Floor and Die Trying.

But make sure you’ve got time when you sit down to start reading it—you’ll be hooked.”—

Evening Post (Bristol)“A good, solid thriller that should bring Child more fans.”—Newcastle

Herald (Australia)Praise for Lee Child and his bestselling Jack Reacher novels“The best

mystery I have read this year.”—The Boston Globe“A story you can sink your teeth into. Lee

Child is a master.”—The Denver Post“Swift and brutal.”—The New York Times“Spectacular . . .

Muscular, energetic prose and pell-mell pacing.”—The Seattle Times“Bang-on suspense.”—

Houston Chronicle“Page for page, there’s probably more fisticuffs in a Lee Child thriller than

anywhere else around.”—Chicago Tribune“Tough, elegant, and thoughtful.”—Robert B.
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The attempt was a failure. It could have been a disaster, but it was actually a miracle. Because

nobody noticed.They used their usual method to get past security and set up a hundred feet

from where he was speaking. They used a silencer and missed him by an inch. The bullet must

have passed right over his head. Maybe even through his hair, because he immediately raised

his hand and patted it back into place as if a gust of wind had disturbed it. They saw it over and

over again, afterward, on television. He raised his hand and patted his hair. He did nothing else.

He just kept on with his speech, unaware, because by definition a silenced bullet is too fast to

see and too quiet to hear. So it missed him and flew on. It missed everybody standing behind
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never been fired at all. They didn’t fire again. They were too shaken up.So, a failure, but a

miracle. And a lesson. They spent October acting like the professionals they were, starting

over, calming down, thinking, learning, preparing for their second attempt. It would be a better

attempt, carefully planned and properly executed, built around technique and nuance and

sophistication, and enhanced by unholy fear. A worthy attempt. A creative attempt. Above all,

an attempt that wouldn’t fail.Then November came, and the rules changed completely.• •

•Reacher’s cup was empty but still warm. He lifted it off the saucer and tilted it and watched the

sludge in the bottom flow toward him, slow and brown, like river silt.“When does it need to be

done?” he asked.“As soon as possible,” she said.He nodded. Slid out of the booth and stood

up.“I’ll call you in ten days,” he said.“With a decision?”He shook his head. “To tell you how it

went.”“I’ll know how it went.”“OK, to tell you where to send my money.”She closed her eyes and

smiled. He glanced down at her.“You thought I’d refuse?” he said.She opened her eyes. “I

thought you might be a little harder to persuade.”He shrugged. “Like Joe told you, I’m a sucker

for a challenge. Joe was usually right about things like that. He was usually right about a lot of

things.”“Now I don’t know what to say, except thank you.”He didn’t reply. Just started to move

away, but she stood up right next to him and kept him where he was. There was an awkward

pause. They stood for a second face-to-face, trapped by the table. She put out her hand and he

shook it. She held on a fraction too long, and then she stretched up tall and kissed him on the



cheek. Her lips were soft. Their touch burned him like a tiny voltage.“A handshake isn’t

enough,” she said. “You’re going to do it for us.” Then she paused. “And you were nearly my

brother-in-law.”He said nothing. Just nodded and shuffled out from behind the table and

glanced back once. Then he headed up the stairs and out to the street. Her perfume was on

his hand. He walked around to the cabaret lounge and left a note for his friends in their

dressing room. Then he headed out to the highway, with ten whole days to find a way to kill the

fourth-best-protected person on the planet.• • •It had started eight hours earlier, like this:

team leader M. E. Froelich came to work on that Monday morning, thirteen days after the

election, an hour before the second strategy meeting, seven days after the word assassination

had first been used, and made her final decision. She set off in search of her immediate

superior and found him in the secretarial pen outside his office, clearly on his way to

somewhere else, clearly in a hurry. He had a file under his arm and a definite stay back

expression on his face. But she took a deep breath and made it clear that she needed to talk

right then. Urgently. And off the record and in private, obviously. So he paused a moment and

turned abruptly and went back inside his office. He let her step in after him and closed the door

behind her, softly enough to make the unscheduled meeting feel a little conspiratorial, but

firmly enough that she was in no doubt he was annoyed about the interruption to his routine. It

was just the click of a door latch, but it was also an unmistakable message, parsed exactly in

the language of office hierarchies everywhere: you better not be wasting my time with this.He

was a twenty-five-year veteran well into his final lap before retirement, well into his middle

fifties, the last echo of the old days. He was still tall, still fairly lean and athletic, but graying fast

and softening in some of the wrong places. His name was Stuyvesant. Like the last Director-

General of New Amsterdam, he would say when the spelling was questioned. Then,

acknowledging the modern world, he would say: like the cigarette. He wore Brooks Brothers

every day of his life without exception, but he was considered capable of flexibility in his tactics.

Best of all, he had never failed. Not ever, and he had been around a long time, with more than

his fair share of difficulties. But there had been no failures, and no bad luck, either. Therefore,

in the merciless calculus of organizations everywhere, he was considered a good guy to work

for.“You look a little nervous,” he said.“I am, a little,” Froelich said back.His office was small, and

quiet, and sparsely furnished, and very clean. The walls were painted bright white and lit with

halogen. There was a window, with white vertical blinds half closed against gray weather

outside.“Why are you nervous?” he asked.“I need to ask your permission.”“For what?”“For

something I want to try,” she said. She was twenty years younger than Stuyvesant, exactly

thirty-five. Tall rather than short, but not excessively. Maybe only an inch or two over the

average for American women of her generation, but the kind of intelligence and energy and

vitality she radiated took the word medium right out of the equation. She was halfway between

lithe and muscular, with a bright glow in her skin and her eyes that made her look like an

athlete. Her hair was short and fair and casually unkempt. She gave the impression of having

hurriedly stepped into her street clothes after showering quickly after winning a gold medal at

the Olympics by playing a crucial role in some kind of team sport. Like it was no big deal, like

she wanted to get out of the stadium before the television interviewers got through with her

teammates and started in on her. She looked like a very competent person, but a very modest

one.“What kind of something?” Stuyvesant asked. He turned and placed the file he was

carrying on his desk. His desk was large, topped with a slab of gray composite. High-end

modern office furniture, obsessively cleaned and polished like an antique. He was famous for

always keeping his desktop clear of paperwork and completely empty. The habit created an air

of extreme efficiency.“I want an outsider to do it,” Froelich said.Stuyvesant squared the file on



the desk corner and ran his fingers along the spine and the adjacent edge, like he was

checking the angle was exact.“You think that’s a good idea?” he asked.Froelich said nothing.“I

suppose you’ve got somebody in mind?” he asked.“An excellent prospect.”“Who?”Froelich

shook her head.“You should stay outside the loop,” she said. “Better that way.”“Was he

recommended?”“Or she.”Stuyvesant nodded again. The modern world.“Was the person you

have in mind recommended?”“Yes, by an excellent source.”“In-house?”“Yes,” Froelich said

again.“So we’re already in the loop.”“No, the source isn’t in-house anymore.”Stuyvesant turned

again and moved his file parallel to the long edge of the desk. Then back again parallel with the

short edge.“Let me play devil’s advocate,” he said. “I promoted you four months ago. Four

months is a long time. Choosing to bring in an outsider now might be seen to betray a certain

lack of self-confidence, mightn’t it? Wouldn’t you say?”“I can’t worry about that.”“Maybe you

should,” Stuyvesant said. “This could hurt you. There were six guys who wanted your job. So if

you do this and it leaks, then you’ve got real problems. You’ve got half a dozen vultures

muttering told you so the whole rest of your career. Because you started second-guessing your

own abilities.”“Thing like this, I need to second-guess myself. I think.”“You think?”“No, I know. I

don’t see an alternative.”Stuyvesant said nothing.“I’m not happy about it,” Froelich said. “Believe

me. But I think it’s got to be done. And that’s my judgment call.”The office went quiet.

Stuyvesant said nothing.“So will you authorize it?” Froelich asked.Stuyvesant shrugged. “You

shouldn’t be asking. You should have just gone ahead and done it regardless.”“Not my way,”

Froelich said.“So don’t tell anybody else. And don’t put anything on paper.”“I wouldn’t anyway. It

would compromise effectiveness.”Stuyvesant nodded vaguely. Then, like the good bureaucrat

he had become, he arrived at the most important question of all.“How much would this person

cost?” he asked.“Not much,” Froelich said. “Maybe nothing at all. Maybe expenses only. We’ve

got some history together. Theoretically. Of a sort.”“This could stall your career. No more

promotions.”“The alternative would finish my career.”“You were my choice,” Stuyvesant said. “I

picked you. Therefore anything that damages you damages me, too.”“I understand that, sir.”“So

take a deep breath and count to ten. Then tell me that it’s really necessary.”Froelich nodded,

and took a breath and kept quiet, ten or eleven seconds.“It’s really necessary,” she

said.Stuyvesant picked up his file.“OK, do it,” he said.• • •She started immediately after the

strategy meeting, suddenly aware that doing it was the hard part. Asking for permission had

seemed like such a hurdle that she had characterized it in her mind as the most difficult stage

of the whole project. But now that felt like nothing at all compared with actually hunting down

her target. All she had was a last name and a sketchy biography that might or might not have

been accurate and up to date eight years ago. If she even remembered the details correctly.

They had been mentioned casually, playfully, late one night, by her lover, part of some drowsy

pillow talk. She couldn’t even be sure she had been paying full attention. So she decided not to

rely on the details. She would rely solely on the name itself.She wrote it in large capital letters

at the top of a sheet of yellow paper. It brought back a lot of memories. Some bad, most good.

She stared at it for a long moment, and then she crossed it out and wrote UNSUB instead.

That would help her concentration, because it made the whole thing impersonal. It put her

mind in a groove, took her right back to basic training. An unknown subject was somebody to

be identified and located. That was all, nothing more and nothing less.Her main operational

advantage was computer power. She had more access to more databases than the average

citizen gets. UNSUB was military, she knew that for sure, so she went to the National

Personnel Records Center’s database. It was compiled in St. Louis, Missouri, and listed literally

every man or woman who had served in a U.S. military uniform, anywhere, ever. She typed in

the last name and waited and the inquiry software came back with just three short responses.



One she eliminated immediately, by given name. I know for sure it’s not him, don’t I? Another

she eliminated by date of birth. A whole generation too old. So the third had to be UNSUB. No

other possibility. She stared at the full name for a second and copied the date of birth and the

Social Security number onto her yellow paper. Then she hit the icon for details and entered her

password. The screen redrew and came up with an abbreviated career summary.Bad news.

UNSUB wasn’t military anymore. The career summary dead-ended five whole years ago with

an honorable discharge after thirteen years of service. Final rank was major. There were

medals listed, including a Silver Star and a Purple Heart. She read the citations and wrote

down the details and drew a line across the yellow paper to signify the end of one era and the

start of another. Then she plowed on.Next logical step was to look at Social Security’s Master

Death Index. Basic training. No point trying to chase down somebody who was already dead.

She entered the number and realized she was holding her breath. But the inquiry came back

blank. UNSUB was still alive, as far as the government knew. Next step was to check in with

the National Crime Information Center. Basic training again. No point trying to sign up

somebody who was serving time in prison, for instance, not that she thought it was remotely

likely, not in UNSUB ’s case. But you never knew. There was a fine line, with some personality

types. The NCIC database was always slow, so she shoved drifts of accumulated paperwork

into drawers and then left her desk and refilled her coffee cup. Strolled back to find a negative

arrest-or-conviction record waiting on her screen. Plus a short note to say UNSUB had an FBI

file somewhere in their records. Interesting. She closed NCIC and went straight to the FBI’s

database. She found the file and couldn’t open it. But she knew enough about the Bureau’s

classification system to be able to decode the header flags. It was a simple narrative file,

inactive. Nothing more. UNSUB wasn’t a fugitive, wasn’t wanted for anything, wasn’t currently

in trouble.She wrote it all down, and then clicked her way into the nationwide DMV database.

Bad news again. UNSUB didn’t have a driver’s license. Which was very weird. And which was a

very big pain in the butt. Because no driver’s license meant no current photograph and no

current address listing. She clicked her way into the Veterans’ Administration computer in

Chicago. Searched by name, rank, and number. The inquiries came up blank. UNSUB wasn’t

receiving federal benefits and hadn’t offered a forwarding address. Why not? Where the hell

are you? She went back into Social Security and asked for contributions records. There weren’t

any. UNSUB hadn’t been employed since leaving the military, at least not legally. She tried the

IRS for confirmation. Same story. UNSUB hadn’t paid taxes in five years. Hadn’t even filed.OK,

so let’s get serious. She hitched straighter in her chair and quit the government sites and fired

up some illicit software that took her straight into the banking industry’s private world. Strictly

speaking she shouldn’t be using it for this purpose. Or for any purpose. It was an obvious

breach of official protocol. But she didn’t expect to get any comeback. And she did expect to

get a result. If UNSUB had even a single bank account anywhere in the fifty states, it would

show up. Even a humble little checking account. Even an empty or abandoned account. Plenty

of people got by without bank accounts, she knew that, but she felt in her gut UNSUB wouldn’t

be one of them. Not somebody who had been a U.S. Army major. With medals.She entered the

Social Security number twice, once in the SSN field and once in the taxpayer ID field. She

entered the name. She hit search.• • •One hundred and eighty miles away, Jack Reacher

shivered. Atlantic City in the middle of November wasn’t the warmest spot on earth. Not by any

measure. The wind came in off the ocean carrying enough salt to keep everything permanently

damp and clammy. It whipped and gusted and blew trash around and flattened his pants

against his legs. Five days ago he had been in Los Angeles, and he was pretty sure he should

have stayed there. Now he was pretty sure he should go back. Southern California was a very



attractive place in November. The air was warm down there, and the ocean breezes were soft

balmy caresses instead of endless lashing fusillades of stinging salt cold. He should go back

there. He should go somewhere, that was for damn sure.Or maybe he should stick around like

he’d been asked to, and buy a coat.He had come back east with an old black woman and her

brother. He had been hitching rides east out of L.A. in order to take a one-day look at the

Mojave Desert. The old couple had picked him up in an ancient Buick Roadmaster. He saw a

microphone and a primitive PA system and a boxed Yamaha keyboard among the suitcases in

the load space and the old lady told him she was a singer heading for a short residency all the

way over in Atlantic City. Told him her brother accompanied her on the keyboard and drove the

car, but he wasn’t much of a talker anymore, and he wasn’t much of a driver anymore, and the

Roadmaster wasn’t much of a car anymore. It was all true. The old guy was completely silent

and they were all in mortal danger several times inside the first five miles. The old lady started

singing to calm herself. She gave it a few bars of Dawn Penn’s “You Don’t Love Me” and

Reacher immediately decided to go all the way east with her just to hear more. He offered to

take over the driving chores. She kept on singing. She had the kind of sweet smoky voice that

should have made her a blues superstar long ago, except she was probably in the wrong place

too many times and it had never happened for her. The old car had failed power steering to

wrestle with and all kinds of ticks and rattles and whines under the hammer-heavy V-8 beat,

and at about fifty miles an hour the noises all came together and sounded like a backing track.

The radio was weak and picked up an endless succession of local AM stations for about twenty

minutes each. The old woman sang along with them and the old guy kept completely quiet and

slept most of the way on the backseat. Reacher drove eighteen hours a day for three solid

days, and arrived in New Jersey feeling like he’d been on vacation.The residency was at a fifth-

rate lounge eight blocks from the boardwalk, and the manager wasn’t the kind of guy you

would necessarily trust to respect a contract. So Reacher made it his business to count the

customers and keep a running total of the cash that should show up in the pay envelope at the

end of the week. He made it very obvious and watched the manager grow more and more

resentful about it. The guy took to making short cryptic phone calls with his hand shielding the

receiver and his eyes locked on Reacher’s face. Reacher looked straight back at him with a

wintry smile and an unblinking gaze and stayed put. He sat through all three sets two weekend

nights running, but then he started to get restless. And cold. The Mamas and the Papas were

in his head: I’d be safe and warm, if I was in L.A. So on the Monday morning he was about to

change his mind and get back on the road when the old keyboard player walked him back from

breakfast and finally broke his silence.“I want to ask you to stick around,” he said. He

pronounced it wanna ax, and there was some kind of hope in the rheumy old eyes. Reacher

didn’t answer.“You don’t stick around, that manager’s going to stiff us for sure,” the old guy said,

like getting stiffed for money was something that just happened to musicians, like flat tires and

head colds. “But we get paid, we got gas money to head up to New York, maybe get us a gig

from B. B. King in Times Square, resurrect our careers. Guy like you could make a big

difference in that department, count on it.”Reacher said nothing.“Of course, I can see you

being worried,” the old guy said. “Management like that, bound to be some unsavory characters

lurking in the background.”Reacher smiled at the subtlety.“What are you, anyway?” the old guy

asked. “Some kind of a boxer?”“No,” Reacher said. “No kind of a boxer.”“Wrestler?” the old guy

asked. He said it wrassler. “Like on cable television?”“No.”“You’re big enough, that’s for damn

sure,” the old guy said. “Plenty big enough to help us out, if you wanted to.”He said it he’p. No

front teeth. Reacher said nothing.“What are you, anyway?” the old guy asked again.“I was a

military cop,” Reacher said. “In the Army, thirteen years.”“You quit?”“As near as makes no



difference.”“No jobs for you folks afterward?”“None that I want,” Reacher said.“You live in

L.A.?”“I don’t live anywhere,” Reacher said. “I move around.”“So road folk should stick together,”

the old guy said. “Simple as that. Help each other. Keep it a mutual thing.”He’p each other.“It’s

very cold here,” Reacher said.“That’s for damn sure,” the old guy said. “But you could buy a

coat.”So he was on a windswept corner with the sea gale flattening his pants against his legs,

making a final decision. The highway, or a coat store? He ran a brief fantasy through his head,

La Jolla maybe, a cheap room, warm nights, bright stars, cold beer. Then: the old woman at B.

B. King’s new club in New York, some retro-obsessed young A&R man stops by, gives her a

contract, she makes a CD, she gets a national tour, a sidebar in Rolling Stone, fame, money, a

new house. A new car. He turned his back on the highway and hunched against the wind and

walked east in search of a clothing store.• • •On that particular Monday there were nearly

twelve thousand FDIC-insured banking organizations licensed and operating inside the United

States and between them they carried over a thousand million separate accounts, but only one

of them was listed against UNSUB’s name and Social Security number. It was a simple

checking account held at a branch of a regional bank in Arlington, Virginia. M. E. Froelich

stared at the branch’s business address in surprise. That’s less than four miles from where I’m

sitting right now. She copied the details onto her yellow paper. Picked up her phone and called

a senior colleague on the other side of the organization and asked him to contact the bank in

question for all the details he could get. Especially a home address. She asked him to be

absolutely as fast as possible, but discreet, too. And completely off the record. Then she hung

up and waited, anxious and frustrated about being temporarily hands-off. Problem was, the

other side of the organization could ask banks discreet questions quite easily, whereas for

Froelich to do so herself would be regarded as very odd indeed.• • •Reacher found a

discount store three blocks nearer the ocean and ducked inside. It was narrow but ran back

into the building a couple of hundred feet. There were fluorescent tubes all over the ceiling and

racks of garments stretching as far as the eye could see. Seemed to be women’s stuff on the

left, children’s in the center, and men’s on the right. He started in the far back corner and

worked forward.There were all kinds of coats commercially available, that was for damn sure.

The first two rails had short padded jackets. No good. He went by something an old Army

buddy had told him: a good coat is like a good lawyer. It covers your ass. The third rail was

more promising. It had neutral-colored thigh-length canvas coats made bulky by thick flannel

linings. Maybe there was some wool in there. Maybe some other stuff, too. They certainly felt

heavy enough.“Can I help you?”He turned around and saw a young woman standing right

behind him.“Are these coats good for the weather up here?” he asked.“They’re perfect,” the

woman said. She was very animated. She told him all about some kind of special stuff sprayed

on the canvas to repel moisture. She told him all about the insulation inside. She promised it

would keep him warm right down to a subzero temperature. He ran his hand down the rail and

pulled out a dark olive XXL.“OK, I’ll take this one,” he said.“You don’t want to try it on?”He

paused and then shrugged into it. It fit pretty well. Nearly. Maybe it was a little tight across the

shoulders. The sleeves were maybe an inch too short.“You need the 3XLT,” the woman said.

“What are you, a fifty?”“A fifty what?”“Chest.”“No idea. I never measured it.”“Height about six-

five?”“I guess,” he said.“Weight?”“Two-forty,” he said. “Maybe two-fifty.”“So you definitely need

the big-and-tall fitting,” she said. “Try the 3XLT.”The 3XLT she handed him was the same dull

color as the XXL he had picked. It fit much better. A little roomy, which he liked. And the sleeves

were right.“You OK for pants?” the woman called. She had ducked away to another rail and

was flicking through heavy canvas work pants, glancing at his waist and the length of his legs.

She came out with a pair that matched one of the colors in the flannel lining inside the coat.



“And try these shirts,” she said. She jumped over to another rail and showed him a rainbow of

flannel shirts. “Put a T-shirt underneath it and you’re all set. Which color do you

like?”“Something dull,” he said.She laid everything out on top of one of the rails. The coat, the

pants, the shirt, a T-shirt. They looked pretty good together, muddy olives and khakis.“OK?” she

said brightly.“OK,” he said. “You got underwear too?”“Over here,” she said.He rooted through a

bin of reject-quality boxers and selected a pair in white. Then a pair of socks, mostly cotton,

flecked with all kinds of organic colors.“OK?” the woman said again. He nodded and she led

him to the register at the front of the store and bleeped all the tags under the little red

light.“One hundred and eighty-nine dollars even,” she said.He stared at the red figures on the

register’s display.“I thought this was a discount store,” he said.“That’s incredibly reasonable,

really,” she said. He shook his head and dug into his pocket and came out with a wad of

crumpled bills. Counted out a hundred and ninety. The dollar change she gave him left him with

four bucks in his hand.• • •The senior colleague from the other side of the organization called

Froelich back within twenty-five minutes.“You get a home address?” she asked him.“One

hundred Washington Boulevard,” the guy said. “Arlington, Virginia. Zip code is

20310-1500.”Froelich wrote it down. “OK, thanks. I guess that’s all I need.”“I think you might

need a little more.”“Why?”“You know Washington Boulevard?”Froelich paused. “Runs up to the

Memorial Bridge, right?”“It’s just a highway.”“No buildings? Got to be buildings.”“There is one

building. Pretty big one. Couple hundred yards off the east shoulder.”“What?”“The Pentagon,”

the guy said. “This is a phony address, Froelich. One side of Washington Boulevard is Arlington

Cemetery and the other side is the Pentagon. That’s it. Nothing else. There’s no number one

hundred. There are no private mailing addresses at all. I checked with the Postal Service. And

that zip code is the Department of the Army, inside the Pentagon.”“Great,” Froelich said. “You

tell the bank?”“Of course not. You told me to be discreet.”“Thanks. But I’m back at square

one.”“Maybe not. This is a bizarre account, Froelich. Six-figure balance, but it’s all just stuck in

checking, earning nothing. And the customer accesses it via Western Union only. Never comes

in. It’s a phone arrangement. Customer calls in with a password, the bank wires cash through

Western Union, wherever.”“No ATM card?”“No cards at all. No checkbook was ever issued,

either.”“Western Union only? I never heard of that before. Are there any

records?”“Geographically, all over the place, literally. Forty states and counting in five years.

Occasional deposits and plenty of nickel-and-dime withdrawals, all of them to Western Union

offices in the boonies, in the cities, everywhere.”“Bizarre.”“Like I said.”“Anything you can

do?”“Already done it. They’re going to call me next time the customer calls them.”“And then

you’re going to call me?”“I might.”“Is there a frequency pattern?”“It varies. Maximum interval

recently has been a few weeks. Sometimes it’s every few days. Mondays are popular. Banks

are closed on the weekend.”“So I could get lucky today.”“Sure you could,” the guy said.

“Question is, am I going to get lucky too?”“Not that lucky,” Froelich said.• • •The lounge

manager watched Reacher step into his motel lobby. Then he ducked back into a windy side

street and fired up his cell phone. Cupped his hand around it and spoke low and urgently, and

convincingly, but respectfully, as was required.“Because he’s dissing me,” he said, in answer to

a question.“Today would be good,” he said, in answer to another.“Two at least,” he said, in

answer to the final question. “This is a big guy.”• • •Reacher changed one of his four dollars

for quarters at the motel desk and headed for the pay phone. Dialed his bank from memory

and gave his password and arranged for five hundred bucks to be wired to Western Union in

Atlantic City by close of business. Then he went to his room and bit off all the tags and put his

new clothes on. Transferred all his pocket junk across and threw his summer gear in the trash

and looked himself over in the long mirror behind the closet door. Grow a beard and get some



sunglasses and I could walk all the way to the North Pole, he thought.• • •Froelich heard

about the proposed wire transfer eleven minutes later. Closed her eyes for a second and

clenched her hands in triumph and then reached behind her and pulled a map of the Eastern

Seaboard off a shelf. Maybe three hours if the traffic cooperates. I might just make it. She

grabbed her jacket and her purse and ran down to the garage.• • •Reacher wasted an hour

in his room and then went out to test the insulating properties of his new coat. Field trial, they

used to call it, way back when. He headed east toward the ocean, into the wind. Felt rather

than saw somebody behind him. Just a characteristic little burr down in the small of his back.

He slowed up and used a store window for a mirror. Caught a glimpse of movement fifty yards

back. Too far away for details.He walked on. The coat was pretty good, but he should have

bought a hat to go with it. That was clear. The same buddy with the opinion on coats used to

claim that half of total heat loss was through the top of the head, and that was certainly how it

felt. The cold was blowing through his hair and making his eyes water. A military-issue watch

cap would have been valuable, in November on the Jersey shore. He made a mental note to

keep an eye out for surplus stores on his way back from the Western Union office. In his

experience they often inhabited the same neighborhoods.He reached the boardwalk and

walked south, with the same itch still there in the small of his back. He turned suddenly and

saw nothing. Walked back north to where he had started. The boards under his feet were in

good shape. There was a notice claiming they were made from some special hardwood, the

hardest timber the world’s forests had to offer. The feeling was still there in the small of his

back. He turned and led his invisible shadows out onto the Central Pier. It was the original

structure, preserved. It looked like he guessed it must have way back when it was built. It was

deserted, which was no surprise considering the weather, and which added to the feeling of

unreality. It was like an architectural photograph from a history book. But some of the little

antique booths were open and selling things, including one selling modern coffee in plastic

cups. He bought a twenty-ounce black regular, which took all his remaining cash, but warmed

him through. He walked to the end of the pier as he drank it. Dropped the cup in the trash and

stood and watched the gray ocean for a spell. Then he turned back and headed for the shore

and saw two men walking toward him.They were useful-sized guys, short but wide, dressed

pretty much alike in blue peacoats and gray denim pants. They both had hats. Little knitted

watch caps made from gray wool, jammed down over meaty heads. Clearly they knew how to

dress for the climate. They had their hands in their pockets, so he couldn’t tell whether they had

gloves to match. Their pockets were high on their coats, so their elbows were forced outward.

They both wore heavy boots, the sort of things a steelworker or a stevedore might choose.

They were both a little bowlegged, or maybe they were just attempting an intimidating swagger.

They both had a little scar tissue around their brows. They looked like fairground scufflers or

dockyard bruisers from fifty years ago. Reacher glanced back and saw nobody behind him, all

the way to Ireland. So he just stopped walking. Didn’t worry about putting his back against the

rail.The two men walked on and stopped eight feet in front of him and faced him head-on.

Reacher flexed his fingers by his side, to test how cold they were. Eight feet was an interesting

choice of distance. It meant they were going to talk before they tangled. He flexed his toes and

ran some muscle tension up through his calves, his thighs, his back, his shoulders. Moved his

head side to side and then back a little, to loosen his neck. He breathed in through his nose.

The wind was on his back. The guy on the left took his hands out of his pockets. No gloves.

And either he had bad arthritis or he was holding rolls of quarters in both palms.“We got a

message for you,” he said.Reacher glanced at the pier rail and the ocean beyond. The sea was

gray and roiled. Probably freezing. Throwing them in would be close to homicide.“From that



club manager?” he asked.“From his people, yeah.”“He’s got people?”“This is Atlantic City,” the

guy said. “Stands to reason he’s got people.”Reacher nodded. “So let me guess. I’m supposed

to get out of town, skedaddle, beat it, get lost, never come back, never darken your door again,

forget I was ever here.”“You’re on the ball today.”“I can read minds,” Reacher said. “I used to

work a fairground booth. Right next to the bearded lady. Weren’t you guys there too? Three

booths along? The World’s Ugliest Twins?”The guy on the right took his hands out of his

pockets. He had the same neuralgic pain in his knuckles, or else a couple more rolls of

quarters. Reacher smiled. He liked rolls of quarters. Good old-fashioned technology. And they

implied the absence of firearms. Nobody clutches rolls of coins if they’ve got a gun in their

pocket.“We don’t want to hurt you,” the guy on the right said.“But you got to go,” the guy on the

left said. “We don’t need people interfering in this town’s economic procedures.”“So take the

easy way out,” the guy on the right said. “Let us walk you to the bus depot. Or the old folk could

wind up getting hurt, too. And not just financially.”Reacher heard an absurd voice in his head:

straight from his childhood, his mother saying please don’t fight when you’re wearing new

clothes. Then he heard a boot-camp unarmed-combat instructor saying hit them fast, hit them

hard, and hit them a lot. He flexed his shoulders inside his coat. Suddenly felt very grateful to

the woman in the store for making him take the bigger size. He gazed at the two guys, exactly

nothing in his eyes except a little amusement and a lot of absolute self-confidence. He moved a

little to his left, and they rotated with him. He moved a little closer to them, tightening the

triangle. He raised his hand and smoothed his hair where the wind was disturbing it.“Better just

to walk away now,” he said.They didn’t, like he knew they wouldn’t. They responded to the

challenge by crowding in toward him, imperceptibly, just a fractional muscle movement that

eased their body weight forward rather than backward. They need to be laid up for a week, he

thought. Cheekbones, probably. A sharp blow, depressed fractures, maybe temporary loss of

consciousness, bad headaches. Nothing too severe. He waited until the wind gusted again and

raised his right hand and swept his hair back behind his left ear. Then he kept his hand there,

with his elbow poised high, like a thought had just struck him.“Can you guys swim?” he asked.It

would have taken superhuman self-control not to glance at the ocean. They weren’t

superhuman. They turned their heads like robots. He clubbed the right-hand guy in the face

with his raised elbow and cocked it again and hit the left-hand guy as his head snapped back

toward the sound of his buddy’s bones breaking. They went down on the boards together and

their rolls of quarters split open and coins rolled everywhere and pirouetted small silver circles

and collided and fell over, heads and tails. Reacher coughed in the bitter cold and stood still

and replayed it in his head: two guys, two seconds, two blows, game over. You’ve still got the

good stuff. He breathed hard and wiped cold sweat from his forehead. Then he walked away.

Stepped off the pier onto the boardwalk and went looking for Western Union.• • •He had

looked at the address in the motel phone book, but he didn’t need it. You could find a Western

Union office by feel. By intuition. It was a simple algorithm: stand on a street corner and ask

yourself, is it more likely to be left or right now? Then you turned left or right as appropriate,

and pretty soon you were in the right neighborhood, and pretty soon you found it. This one had

a two-year-old Chevy Suburban parked on a fireplug right outside the door. The truck was

black with smoked windows, and it was immaculately clean and shiny. It had three short UHF

antennas on the roof. There was a woman alone in the driver’s seat. He glanced at her once,

and then again. She was fair-haired and looked relaxed and alert all at the same time.

Something about the way her arm was resting against the window. And she was cute, no doubt

about that. Some kind of magnetism about her. He glanced away and went inside the office

and claimed his cash. Folded it into his pocket and came back out and found the woman on the



sidewalk, standing right in front of him, looking straight at him. At his face, like she was

checking off similarities and differences against a mental image. It was a process he

recognized. He had been looked at like that once or twice before.“Jack Reacher?” she said.He

double-checked his memory, because he didn’t want to be wrong, although he didn’t think he

was. Short fair hair, great eyes looking right at him, some kind of a quiet confidence in the way

she held herself. She had qualities he would remember. He was sure of that. But he didn’t

remember them. Therefore he had never seen her before.“You knew my brother,” he said.She

looked surprised, and a little gratified. And temporarily lost for words.“I could tell,” he said.

“People look at me like that, they’re thinking about how we look a lot alike, but also a lot

different.”She said nothing.“Been nice meeting you,” he said, and moved away.“Wait,” she

called.He turned back.“Can we talk?” she said. “I’ve been looking for you.”He nodded. “We

could talk in the car. I’m freezing my ass off out here.”She was still for a second longer, with her

eyes locked on his face. Then she moved suddenly and opened the passenger door.“Please,”

she said. He climbed in and she walked around the hood and climbed in on her side. Started

the engine to run the heater, but didn’t go anywhere.“I knew your brother very well,” she said.

“We dated, Joe and I. More than dated, really. We were pretty serious for a time. Before he

died.”Reacher said nothing. The woman flushed.“Well, obviously before he died,” she said.

“Stupid thing to say.”She went quiet.“When?” Reacher asked.“We were together two years. We

broke up a year before it happened.”Reacher nodded.“I’m M. E. Froelich,” she said.She left an

unspoken question hanging in the air: did he ever mention me? Reacher nodded again, trying

to make it like the name meant something. But it didn’t. Never heard of you, he thought. But

maybe I wish I had.“Emmy?” he said. “Like the television thing?”“M. E.,” she said. “I go by my

initials.”“What are they for?”“I won’t tell you that.”He paused a beat. “What did Joe call you?”“He

called me Froelich,” she said.He nodded. “Yes, he would.”“I still miss him,” she said.“Me too, I

guess,” Reacher said. “So is this about Joe, or is it about something else?”She was still again,

for another beat. Then she shook herself, a tiny subliminal quiver, and came back all

business.“Both,” she said. “Well, mainly something else, really.”“Want to tell me what?”“I want to

hire you for something,” she said. “On a kind of posthumous recommendation from Joe.

Because of what he used to say about you. He talked about you, time to time.”Reacher nodded.

“Hire me for what?”Froelich paused again and came up with a tentative smile.“I’ve rehearsed

this line,” she said. “Couple of times.”“So let me hear it.”“I want to hire you to assassinate the

Vice President of the United States.”2“Good line,” Reacher said. “Interesting

proposition.”“What’s your answer?” Froelich asked.“No,” he said. “Right now I think that’s

probably the safest all-around response.”She smiled the tentative smile again and picked up

her purse.“Let me show you some ID,” she said.He shook his head.“Don’t need it,” he said.

“You’re United States Secret Service.”She looked at him. “You’re pretty quick.”“It’s pretty clear,”

he said.“Is it?”He nodded. Touched his right elbow. It was bruised.“Joe worked for them,” he

said. “And knowing the way he was, he probably worked pretty hard, and he was a little shy, so

anybody he dated was probably in the office, otherwise he would never have met them. Plus,

who else except the government keeps two-year-old Suburbans this shiny? And parks next to

hydrants? And who else but the Secret Service could track me this efficiently through my

banking arrangements?”“You’re pretty quick,” she said again.“Thank you,” he said back. “But

Joe didn’t have anything to do with Vice Presidents. He was in Financial Crimes, not the White

House protection detail.”She nodded. “We all start out in Financial Crimes. We pay our dues as

anticounterfeiting grunts. And he ran anticounterfeiting. And you’re right, we met in the office.

But he wouldn’t date me then. He said it wasn’t appropriate. But I was planning on transferring

across to the protection detail as soon as I could anyway, and as soon as I did, we started



going out.”Then she went a little quiet again. Looked down at her purse.“And?” Reacher

said.She looked up. “Something he said one night. I was kind of keen and ambitious back then,

you know, starting a new job and all, and I was always trying to figure out if we were doing the

best we could, and Joe and I were goofing around, and he said the only real way for us to test

ourselves would be to hire some outsider to try to get to the target. To see if it was possible,

you know. A security audit, he called it. I asked him, like who? And he said, my little brother

would be the one. If anybody could do it, he could. He made you sound pretty scary.”Reacher

smiled. “That sounds like Joe. A typical hare-brained scheme.”“You think?”“For a smart guy,

Joe could be very dumb sometimes.”“Why is it dumb?”“Because if you hire some outsider, all

you need to do is watch for him coming. Makes it way too easy.”“No, his idea was the person

would come in anonymously and unannounced. Like now, absolutely nobody knows about you

except me.”Reacher nodded. “OK, maybe he wasn’t so dumb.”“He felt it was the only way. You

know, however hard we work, we’re always thinking inside the box. He felt we should be

prepared to test ourselves against some random challenge from the outside.”“And he

nominated me?”“He said you’d be ideal.”“So why wait so long to try it? Whenever this

conversation was, it had to be at least six years ago. Didn’t take you six years to find me.”“It

was eight years ago,” Froelich said. “Right at the start of our relationship, just after I got the

transfer. And it only took me one day to find you.”“So you’re pretty quick, too,” Reacher said.

“But why wait eight years?”“Because now I’m in charge. I was promoted head of the Vice

President’s detail four months ago. And I’m still keen and ambitious, and I still want to know

that we’re doing it right. So I decided to follow Joe’s advice, now that it’s my call. I decided to try

a security audit. And you were recommended, so to speak. All those years ago, by somebody I

trusted very much. So I’m here to ask you if you’ll do it.”“You want to get a cup of coffee?”She

looked surprised, like coffee wasn’t on the agenda.“This is urgent business,” she

said.“Nothing’s too urgent for coffee,” he said. “That’s been my experience. Drive me back to my

motel and I’ll take you to the downstairs lounge. Coffee’s OK, and it’s a very dark room. Just

right for a conversation like this.”• • •The government Suburban had a DVD-based navigation

system built into the dash, and Reacher watched her fire it up and pick the motel’s street

address off a long list of potential Atlantic City destinations.“I could have told you where it is,”

he said.“I’m used to this thing,” she said. “It talks to me.”“I wasn’t going to use hand signals,” he

said.She smiled again and pulled out into the traffic. There wasn’t much. Evening gloom was

falling. The wind was still blowing. The casinos might do OK, but the boardwalk and the piers

and the beaches weren’t going to see much business for the next six months. He sat still next

to her in the warmth from the heater and thought about her with his dead brother for a moment.

Then he just watched her drive. She was pretty good at it. She parked outside the motel door

and he led her inside and down a half-flight of stairs to the lounge. It smelled stale and sticky,

but it was warm and there was a flask of coffee on the machine behind the bar. He pointed at it,

and then at himself and Froelich, and the barman got busy. Then he walked to a corner booth

and slid in across the vinyl with his back to the wall and the whole room in sight. Old habits.

Froelich clearly had the same habits because she did the same thing, so they ended up close

together and side by side. Their shoulders were almost touching.“You’re very similar to him,”

she said.“In some ways,” he said. “Not in others. Like, I’m still alive.”“You weren’t at his

funeral.”“It came at an inopportune time.”“You sound just the same.”“Brothers often do.”The

barman brought the coffee, on a beer-stained cork tray. Two cups, black, little plastic pots of

fake milk, little paper packets of sugar. Two cheap little spoons, pressed out of stainless

steel.“People liked him,” Froelich said.“He was OK, I guess.”“Is that all?”“That’s a compliment,

one brother to another.”He lifted his cup and tipped the milk and the sugar and the spoon off



his saucer.“You drink it black,” Froelich said. “Just like Joe.”Reacher nodded. “Thing I can’t get

my head around is I was always the kid brother, but now I’m three years older than he ever got

to be.”Froelich looked away. “I know. He just stopped being there, but the world carried on

anyway. It should have changed, just a little bit.”She sipped her coffee. Black, no sugar. Just like

Joe.“Nobody ever think of doing it, apart from him?” Reacher asked. “Using an outsider for a

security audit?”“Nobody.”“Secret Service is a relatively old organization.”“So?”“So I’m going to

ask you an obvious question.”She nodded. “President Lincoln signed us into existence just

after lunch on April fourteenth, 1865. Then he went to the theater that same night and got

assassinated.”“Ironic.”“From our perspective, now. But back then we were only supposed to

protect the currency. Then McKinley was assassinated in 1901 and they figured they should

have somebody looking out for the President full-time, and we got the job.”“Because there was

no FBI until the 1930s.”She shook her head. “Actually there was an early incarnation called the

Office of the Chief Examiner, founded in 1908. It became the FBI in 1935.”“That sounds like the

sort of pedantic stuff Joe would know.”“I think it was him who told me.”“He would. He loved all

that historical stuff.”He saw her make an effort not to go quiet again.“So what was your obvious

question?” she said.“You use an outsider for the very first time in a hundred and one years, got

to be because of something more than you’re a perfectionist.”She started to answer, and then

she stopped. She paused a beat. He saw her decide to lie. He could sense it, in the angle of

her shoulder.“I’m under big pressure,” she said. “You know, professionally. There are a lot of

people waiting for me to screw up. I need to be sure.”He said nothing. Waited for the

embellishments. Liars always embellish.“I wasn’t an easy choice,” she said. “It’s still rare for a

woman to head up a team. There’s a gender thing going on, same as anywhere else, I guess,

same as always. Some of my colleagues are a little Neanderthal.”He nodded. Said nothing.“It’s

always on my mind,” she said. “I’ve got to slam-dunk the whole thing.”“Which Vice President?”

he asked. “The new one or the old one?”“The new one,” she said. “Brook Armstrong. The Vice

President-elect, strictly speaking. I was assigned to lead his team back when he joined the

ticket, and we want continuity, so it’s a little bit like an election for us, too. If our guy wins, we

stay on the job. If our guy loses, we’re back to being footsoldiers.”Reacher smiled. “So did you

vote for him?”She didn’t answer.“What did Joe say about me?” he asked.“He said you’d relish

the challenge. You’d beat your brains out to find a way of getting it done. He said you had a lot

of ingenuity and you’d find three or four ways of doing it and we’d learn a lot from you.”“And you

said?”“This was eight years ago, don’t forget. I was kind of full of myself, I guess. I said no way

would you even get close.”“And he said?”“He said plenty of people had made that same

mistake.”Reacher shrugged. “I was in the Army eight years ago. I was probably ten thousand

miles away, up to my eyes in bullshit.”She nodded. “Joe knew that. It was kind of theoretical.”He

looked at her. “But now it’s not theoretical, apparently. Eight years later you’re going ahead with

it. And I’m still wondering why.”“Like I said, now it’s my call. And I’m under big-time pressure to

perform well.”He said nothing.“Would you consider doing it?” Froelich asked.“I don’t know much

about Armstrong. Never heard much about him before.”She nodded. “Nobody has. He was a

surprise choice. Junior senator from North Dakota, standard-issue family man, wife, grown-up

daughter, cares long-distance for his sick old mother, never made any kind of national impact.

But he’s an OK guy, for a politician. Better than most. I like him a lot, so far.”Reacher nodded.

Said nothing.“We would pay you, obviously,” Froelich said. “That’s not a problem. You know, a

professional fee, as long as it’s reasonable.”“I’m not very interested in money,” Reacher said. “I

don’t need a job.”“You could volunteer.”“I was a soldier. Soldiers never volunteer for

anything.”“That’s not what Joe said about you. He said you did all kinds of stuff.”“I don’t like to

be employed.”“Well, if you want to do it for free we certainly wouldn’t object.”He was quiet for a



beat. “There would be expenses, probably, if a person did this sort of a thing properly.”“We’d

reimburse them, naturally. Whatever the person needed. All official and aboveboard,

afterward.”He looked down at the table. “Exactly what would you want the person to do?”“I want

you, not a person. Just to act the part of an assassin.To scrutinize things from an outside

perspective. Find the holes. Prove to me if he’s vulnerable, with times, dates, places. I could

start you off with some schedule information, if you want.”“You offer that to all assassins? If

you’re going to do this you should do it for real, don’t you think?”“OK,” she said.“You still think

nobody could get close?”She considered her answer carefully, maybe ten seconds. “On

balance, yes, I do. We work very hard. I think we’ve got everything covered.”“So you think Joe

was wrong back then?”She didn’t answer.“Why did you break up?” he asked.She glanced away

for a second and shook her head. “That’s private.”“How old are you?”“Thirty-five.”“So eight

years ago you were twenty-seven.”She smiled. “Joe was nearly thirty-six. An older man. I

celebrated his birthday with him. And his thirty-seventh.”Reacher moved sideways a little and

looked at her again. Joe had good taste, he thought. Close up, she looked good. Smelled good.

Perfect skin, great eyes, long lashes. Good cheekbones, a small straight nose. She looked lithe

and strong. She was attractive, no doubt about it. He wondered what it would be like to hold

her, kiss her. Go to bed with her. He pictured Joe wondering the same thing, the first time she

walked into the office he ran. And he eventually found out. Way to go, Joe.“I guess I forgot to

send a birthday card,” he said. “Either time.”“I don’t think he minded.”“We weren’t very close,” he

said. “I don’t really understand why not.”“He liked you,” she said. “He made that clear. Talked

about you, time to time. I think he was quite proud of you, in his own way.”Reacher said

nothing.“So will you help me out?” she asked.“What was he like? As a boss?”“He was terrific.

He was a superstar, professionally.”“What about as a boyfriend?”“He was pretty good at that,

too.”Reacher said nothing. There was a long silence.“Where have you been since you left the

service?” Froelich asked. “You haven’t left much of a paper trail.”“That was the plan,” Reacher

said. “I keep myself to myself.”Questions in her eyes.“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not

radioactive.”“I know,” she said. “Because I checked. But I’m kind of curious, now that I’ve met

you. You were just a name before.”He glanced down at the table, trying to look at himself as a

third party, described secondhand in occasional bits and pieces by a brother. It was an

interesting perspective.“Will you help me out?” she asked again.She unbuttoned her coat,

because of the warmth of the room. She was wearing a pure white blouse under the coat. She

moved a little closer, and half-turned to face him. They were as close as lovers on a lazy

afternoon.“I don’t know,” he said.“It’ll be dangerous,” she said. “I have to warn you that nobody

will know you’re out there except me. That’s a big problem if you’re spotted anywhere. Maybe

it’s a bad idea. Maybe I shouldn’t be asking.”“I wouldn’t be spotted anywhere,” Reacher

said.She smiled. “That’s exactly what Joe told me you’d say, eight years ago.”He said

nothing.“It’s very important,” she said. “And urgent.”“You want to tell me why it’s important?”“I’ve

already told you why.”“Want to tell me why it’s urgent?”She said nothing.“I don’t think this is

theoretical at all,” he said.She said nothing.“I think you’ve got a situation,” he said.She said

nothing.“I think you know somebody is out there,” he said. “An active threat.”She looked away. “I

can’t comment on that.”“I was in the Army,” he said. “I’ve heard answers like that before.”“It’s

just a security audit,” she said. “Will you do it for me?”He was quiet for a long time.“There would

be two conditions,” he said.She turned back and looked at him. “Which are?”“One, I get to work

somewhere cold.”“Why?”“Because I just spent a hundred and eighty-nine dollars on warm

clothes.”She smiled, briefly. “Everywhere he’s going should be cold enough for you in the

middle of November.”“OK,” he said. He dug in his pocket and slid her a match-book and pointed

to the name and address printed on it. “And there’s an old couple working a week in this



particular club and they’re worried about getting ripped off for their wages. Musicians. They

should be OK, but I need to be sure. I want you to talk to the cops here.”“Friends of

yours?”“Recent.”“When’s payday supposed to be?”“Friday night, after the last set. Midnight,

maybe. They need to pick up their money and get their stuff to their car. They’ll be heading to

New York.”“I’ll ask one of our agents to check in with them every day. Better than the cops, I

think. We’ve got a field office here. Big-time money laundering in Atlantic City. It’s the casinos.

So you’ll do it?”Reacher went quiet again and thought about his brother. He’s back to haunt

me, he thought. I knew he would be, one day. His coffee cup was empty but still warm. He lifted

it off the saucer and tilted it and watched the sludge in the bottom flow toward him, slow and

brown, like river silt.“When does it need to be done?” he asked.• • •At that exact moment

less than a hundred and thirty miles away in a warehouse behind Baltimore’s Inner Harbor

cash was finally exchanged for two weapons and matching ammunition. A lot of cash. Good

weapons. Special ammunition. The planning for the second attempt had started with an

objective analysis of the first attempt’s failure. As realistic professionals they were reluctant to

blame the whole debacle on inadequate hardware, but they agreed that better firepower

couldn’t hurt. So they had researched their needs and located a supplier. He had what they

wanted. The price was right. They negotiated a guarantee. It was their usual type of

arrangement. They told the guy that if there was a problem with the merchandise they would

come back and shoot him through the spinal cord, low down, put him in a wheelchair.Getting

their hands on the guns was the last preparatory step. Now they were ready to go fully

operational.• • •Vice President-elect Brook Armstrong had six main tasks in the ten weeks

between election and inauguration. Sixth and least important was the continuation of his duties

as junior senator from North Dakota until his term officially ended. There were nearly six

hundred and fifty thousand people in the state and any one of them might want attention at any

time, but Armstrong assumed they all understood they were in limbo until his successor took

over. Equally, Congress wasn’t doing much of anything until January. So his senatorial duties

didn’t occupy much of his attention.Fifth task was to ease his successor into place back home.

He had scheduled two rallies in the state so he could hand the new guy on to his own tame

media contacts. It had to be a visual thing, shoulder to shoulder, plenty of grip-and-grin for the

cameras, Armstrong taking a metaphoric step backward, the new guy taking a metaphoric step

forward. The first rally was planned for the twentieth of November, the other four days later.

Both would be irksome, but party loyalty demanded it.Fourth task was to learn some things. He

would be a member of the National Security Council, for instance. He would be exposed to

stuff a junior senator from North Dakota couldn’t be expected to know. A CIA staffer had been

assigned as his personal tutor, and there were Pentagon people coming in, and Foreign

Service people. It was all kept as fluid as possible, but there was a lot of work to be fitted

around everything else.And everything else was increasingly urgent. The third task was where

it started to get important. There were some tens of thousands of contributors who had

supported the campaign nationally. The really big donors would be taken care of in other ways,

but the individual thousand-dollar-and-up supporters needed to share the success, too. So the

party had scheduled a number of big receptions in D.C. where they could all mill around and

feel important and at the center of things. Their local committees would invite them to fly in and

dress up and rub shoulders. They would be told it wasn’t officially certain yet whether it would

be the new President or the new Vice President hosting them. In practice three-quarters of the

duty was already scheduled to fall to Armstrong.The second task was where it started to get

really important. Second task was to stroke Wall Street. A change of administration was a

sensitive thing, financially. No real reason why there should be anything but smooth continuity,



but temporary nerves and jitters could snowball fast, and market instability could cripple a new

presidency from the get-go. So a lot of effort went into investor reassurance. The President-

elect handled most of it himself, with the crucial players getting extensive personal face time in

D.C., but Armstrong was slated to handle the second-division people up in New York. There

were five separate trips planned during the ten-week period.But Armstrong’s first and most

important task of all was to run the transition team. A new administration needs a roster of

nearly eight thousand people, and about eight hundred of them need confirmation by the

Senate, of which about eighty are really key players. Armstrong’s job was to participate in their

selection, and then use his Senate connections to grease their way through the upcoming

confirmation process. The transition operation was based in the official space on G Street, but

it made sense for Armstrong to lead it from his old Senate office. All in all, it wasn’t fun. It was

grunt work, but that’s the difference between being first and second on the ticket.So the third

week after the election went like this: Armstrong spent the Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday

inside the Beltway, working with the transition team. His wife was taking a well-earned post-

election break at home in North Dakota, so he was temporarily living alone in his Georgetown

row house. Froelich packed his protection detail with her best agents and kept them all on high

alert.He had four agents camping out with him in the house and four Metro cops permanently

stationed outside in cars, two in front and two in the alley behind. A Secret Service limo picked

him up every morning and drove him to the Senate offices, with a second car following. The

gun car, it was called. There was the usual efficient transfer across the sidewalks at both ends.

Then three agents stayed with him throughout the day. His personal detail, three tall men, dark

suits, white shirts, quiet ties, sunglasses even in November. They kept him inside a tight

unobtrusive triangle of protection, always un-smiling, eyes always roving, physical placement

always subtly adjusting. Sometimes he could hear faint sounds from their radio earpieces. They

wore microphones on their wrists and carried automatic weapons under their jackets. He

thought the whole experience was impressive, but he knew he was in no real danger inside the

office building. There were D.C. cops outside, the Hill’s own security inside, permanent metal

detectors on all the street doors, and all the people he saw were either elected members or

their staffers, who had been security-cleared many times over.But Froelich wasn’t as sanguine

as Armstrong was. She watched for Reacher in Georgetown and on the Hill, and saw no sign

of him. He wasn’t there. Neither was anybody else worth worrying about. It should have relaxed

her, but it didn’t.The first scheduled reception for mid-level donors was held on the Thursday

evening, in the ballroom of a big chain hotel. The whole building was swept by dogs during the

afternoon, and key interior positions were occupied by Metro cops who would stay put until

Armstrong finally left many hours later. Froelich put two Secret Service agents on the door, six

in the lobby, and eight in the ballroom itself. Another four secured the loading dock, which is

where Armstrong would enter. Discreet video cameras covered the whole of the lobby and the

whole of the ballroom and each was connected to its own recorder. The recorders were all

slaved to a master timecode generator, so there would be a permanent real-time record of the

whole event.The guest list was a thousand people long. November weather meant they

couldn’t line up on the sidewalk and the tenor of the event meant security had to be pleasantly

unobtrusive, so the standard winter protocol applied, which was to get the guests in off the

street and into the lobby immediately through a temporary metal detector placed inside the

frame of the entrance door. Then they milled around inside the lobby and eventually made their

way to the ballroom door. Once there, their printed invitations were checked and they were

asked for photo ID. The invitations were laid facedown on a glass sheet for a moment, and then

handed back as souvenirs. Under the glass sheet was a video camera working to the same



timecode as the others, so names and faces were permanently tied together in the visual

record. Finally, they passed through a second metal detector and onward into the ballroom.

Froelich’s crew were serious but good-humored, and made it seem more like they were

protecting the guests themselves from some thrilling unspecified danger, rather than protecting

Armstrong from them.Froelich spent her time staring at the video monitors, looking for faces

that didn’t fit. She saw none, but she kept on worrying anyway. She saw no sign of Reacher.

She wasn’t sure whether to be relieved or annoyed about that. Was he doing it or not? She

thought about cheating and issuing his description to her team. Then she thought better of it.

Win or lose, I need to know, she thought.Armstrong’s two-car convoy entered the loading dock

a half hour later, by which time the guests had drunk a couple of glasses of cheap sparkling

wine and eaten as many soggy canapés as they wanted. His personal three-man detail

brought him in through a rear passageway and kept to a ten-foot radius for the duration. His

appearance was timed to last two hours, which gave him an average of a little over seven

seconds per guest. On a rope line seven seconds would be an eternity, but this situation was

different, primarily in the handshaking method. A campaigning politician learns very quickly to

fumble a handshake and grip the back of the recipient’s hand, not the palm. It creates a

breathless so-much-support-here-I’ve-got-to-be-quick type of drama, and better still it means

it’s strictly the pol’s choice when he lets go, not the supporter’s. But in an event of this nature,

Armstrong couldn’t use that tactic. So he had to shake properly and work fast to keep to seven

seconds each. Some guests were content with brevity and others hung on a little longer,

gushing their congratulations like maybe he hadn’t experienced any before. There were some

men who went for the two-handed forearm grip. Some put their arms around his shoulders for

private photographs. Some were disappointed that his wife wasn’t there. Some weren’t. There

was one woman in particular who took his hand in a firm grip and held on for ten or twelve

seconds, even pulling him nice and close and whispering something in his ear. She was

surprisingly strong and nearly pulled him off balance. He didn’t really hear what she whispered.

Maybe her room number. But she was slim and pretty, with dark hair and a great smile, so he

wasn’t too upset about it. He just smiled back gratefully and moved on. His Secret Service

detail didn’t bat an eye.He worked a complete circle around the room, eating nothing, drinking

nothing, and made it back out of the rear door after two hours and eleven minutes. His

personal detail put him back in his car and drove him home. The sidewalk crossing was

completely uneventful and another eight minutes later his house was locked down for the night

and secure. Back at the hotel the rest of the security detail withdrew unnoticed and the

thousand guests left over the next hour or so.• • •Froelich drove straight back to her office

and called Stuyvesant at home just before midnight. He answered right away and sounded like

he had been holding his breath and waiting for the phone to ring.“Secure,” she said.“OK,” he

replied. “Any problems?”“None that I saw.”“You should review the video anyway. Look for

faces.”“I plan to.”“Happy about tomorrow?”“I’m not happy about anything.”“Your outsider

working yet?”“Waste of time. Three full days and he’s nowhere to be seen.”“What did I tell you?

It wasn’t necessary.”• • •There was nothing to accomplish in D.C. on the Friday morning so

Armstrong stayed home and had his CIA guy come in for two hours’ teaching. Then his detail

rehearsed the full motorcade exfiltration. They used an armored Cadillac with two escort

Suburbans flanked by two cop cars and a motorcycle escort. They drove him to Andrews Air

Force Base for a midday flight to New York City. As a courtesy the defeated incumbents had

allowed him the use of Air Force Two, although technically it couldn’t use that call sign until it

had a real inaugurated Vice President in it, so for the moment it was just a comfortable private

airplane. It flew into La Guardia and three cars from the Secret Service’s New York Field Office



picked the party up and drove them south to Wall Street, with an NYPD motorcycle escort

riding ahead of them.Froelich was already in position inside the Stock Exchange. The New

York Field Office had plenty of experience working with the NYPD and she was comfortable

that the building was adequately secure. Armstrong’s reassurance meetings were held in a

back office and lasted two hours, so she relaxed until the photo call. The transition team’s

media handlers wanted news pictures on the sidewalk in front of the building’s pillars,

sometime after the closing bell. She had no chance whatsoever of persuading them otherwise,

because they desperately needed the positive exposure. But she was profoundly unhappy

about her guy standing still in the open air for any period of time. She had agents video the

photographers for the record and check their press credentials twice and search every camera

bag and every pocket of every vest. She checked in by radio with the local NYPD lieutenant

and confirmed that the perimeter was definitively secured to a thousand feet on the ground and

five hundred vertically. Then she allowed Armstrong out with the assorted brokers and bankers

and they posed for five whole agonizing minutes. The photographers crouched on the sidewalk

right at Armstrong’s feet so they could get group head-and-shoulders shots with the New York

Stock Exchange lintel inscription floating overhead. Too much proximity, Froelich thought.

Armstrong and the financial guys stared optimistically and resolutely into the middle distance,

endlessly. Then, mercifully, it was over. Armstrong gave his patented “I’d love to stay” wave and

backed away into the building. The financiers followed him and the photographers dispersed.

Froelich relaxed again. Next up was a routine road trip back to Air Force Two and a flight to

North Dakota for the first of Armstrong’s handover rallies the next day, which meant she had

maybe fourteen hours without major pressure.• • •Her cell phone rang in the car as they got

close to La Guardia. It was her senior colleague from the Treasury side of the organization, at

his desk in D.C.“That bank account we’re tracking?” he said. “The customer just called in again.

He’s wiring twenty grand to Western Union in Chicago.”“In cash?”“No, cashier’s check.”“A

Western Union cashier’s check? For twenty grand? He’s paying somebody for something.

Goods or services. Got to be.”Her colleague made no reply, and she clicked her phone off and

just held it in her hand for a second. Chicago? Armstrong wasn’t going anywhere near

Chicago.• • •Air Force Two landed in Bismarck and Armstrong went home to join his wife and

spend the night in his own bed in the family house in the lake country south of the city. It was a

big old place with an apartment above the garage block that the Secret Service took over as its

own. Froelich withdrew Mrs. Armstrong’s personal detail to give the couple some privacy. She

gave all the personal agents the rest of the night off and tasked four more to stake out the

house, two in front, two behind. State troopers made up the numbers, parked in cars on a three-

hundred-yard radius. She walked the whole area herself as a final check, and her cell phone

rang as she came back into the driveway.“Froelich?” Reacher said.“How did you get this

number?”“I was a military cop. I can get numbers.”“Where are you?”“Don’t forget those

musicians, OK? In Atlantic City? Tonight’s the night.”Then the phone went dead. She walked up

to the apartment above the garage and idled some time away. She called the Atlantic City

office at one in the morning and was told that the old couple had been paid the right money at

the right time and escorted to their car and all the way out to I-95, where they had turned north.

She clicked off her phone and sat for a spell in a window seat, just thinking. It was a quiet night,

very dark. Very lonely. Cold. Distant dogs barked occasionally. No moon, no stars. She hated

nights like this. The family-house situations were always the trickiest. Eventually anybody got

thoroughly sick of being guarded, and even though Armstrong was still amused by the novelty

she could tell he was ready for some down time. And certainly his wife was. So she had

nobody at all in the interior and was relying exclusively on perimeter defense. She knew she



should be doing more, but she had no real option, at least not until they explained the extent of

the present danger to Armstrong himself, which they hadn’t yet done, because the Secret

Service never does.• • •Saturday dawned bright and cold in North Dakota, and preparations

began immediately after breakfast. The rally was scheduled for one o’clock on the grounds of a

church community center on the south side of the city. Froelich had been surprised that it was

an outdoors event, but Armstrong had told her that it would be heavy overcoat weather, nothing

more. He told her that North Dakotans usually didn’t retreat indoors until well after

Thanksgiving. At which point she was almost overcome by an irrational desire to cancel the

whole event. But she knew the transition team would oppose her, and she didn’t want to fight

losing battles this early. So she said nothing. Then she almost proposed Armstrong wear a

Kevlar vest under his heavy overcoat, but eventually she decided against it. Poor guy’s got four

years of this, maybe eight, she thought. He’s not even inaugurated yet. Too early. Later, she

wished she’d gone with her first instinct.The church community center’s grounds were about

the size of a soccer field and were bordered to the north by the church itself, which was a

handsome white clapboard structure traditional in every way. The other three sides were well

fenced and two of them backed onto established housing subdivisions, with the third fronting

onto the street. There was a wide gateway that opened into a small parking lot. Froelich

banned parking for the day and put two agents and a local cop car on the gate, with twelve

more cops on foot on the grass just inside the perimeter. She put two cop cars in each of the

surrounding streets and had the church itself searched by the local police canine unit and then

closed and locked. She doubled the personal detail to six agents, because Armstrong’s wife

was accompanying him. She told the detail to stick close to the couple at all times. Armstrong

didn’t argue with that. Being seen in the center of a prowling pack of six tough guys looked very

high-level. His successor-designate would be happy about it, too. Some of that D.C. power-elite

status might rub off on him.The Armstrongs made it a rule never to eat at public events. It was

too easy to look like idiots, greasy fingers, trying to talk while chewing. So they had an early

lunch at home and drove up in convoy and got right to the business at hand. It was easy

enough. Even relaxing, in a way. Local politics was not Armstrong’s problem anymore. Wouldn’t

be much of a problem for his successor either, to be truthful. He had a handsome newly minted

plurality and was basking in a lot of reflected glow. So the afternoon turned out to be not much

more than a pleasant stroll around a pleasant piece of real estate. His wife was beautiful, his

successor stayed at his side throughout, there were no awkward questions from the press, all

four network affiliates and CNN were there, all the local papers had sent photographers, and

stringers from The Washington Post and The New York Times showed up, too. All in all it went

so well he began to wish they hadn’t bothered to schedule the follow-up event. It really wasn’t

necessary.Froelich watched the faces. She watched the perimeters. She watched the crowd,

straining to sense any alteration in the herd behavior that might indicate tension or uneasiness

or sudden panic. She saw nothing. Saw no sign of Reacher, either.Armstrong stayed thirty

minutes longer than anticipated, because the weak fall sun bathed the field in gold, and there

was no breeze, and he was having a good time, and there was nothing scheduled for the

evening except a quiet dinner with key members of the state legislature. So his wife was

escorted home and his personal detail herded him back toward the cars and drove him north

into the city of Bismarck itself. There was a hotel adjacent to the restaurant and Froelich had

arranged rooms for the dead time before the meal. Armstrong napped for an hour and then

showered and dressed. The meal was going well when his chief of staff fielded a call. The

outgoing President and Vice President were formally summoning the President-elect and the

Vice President-elect to a one-day transition conference at the Naval Support Facility in



Thurmont, starting early the next morning. It was a conventional invitation, because inevitably

there was business to discuss. And it was delivered in the traditional way, last-minute and

pompous, because the lame ducks wanted to push the world around one last time. But Froelich

was delighted, because the unofficial name for the Naval Support Facility in Thurmont is Camp

David, and there is no safer place in the world than that particular wooded clearing in the

Maryland mountains. She decided they should all fly back to Andrews immediately and take

Marine helicopters straight out to the compound. If they spent all night and all day there she

would be able to relax completely for twenty-four hours.• • •But late on the Sunday morning a

Navy steward found her at breakfast in the mess hall and plugged a telephone into a

baseboard socket near her chair. Nobody uses cordless or cellular phones at Camp David. Too

vulnerable to electronic eavesdropping.“Call transferred from your main office, ma’am,” the

steward said.There was empty silence for a second, and then a voice.“We should get together,”

Reacher said.“Why?”“Can’t tell you on the phone.”“Where have you been?”“Here and

there.”“Where are you now?”“In a room at the hotel you used for the reception Thursday.”“You

got something urgent for me?”“A conclusion.”“Already? It’s only been five days. You said

ten.”“Five was enough.”Froelich cupped the phone. “What’s the conclusion?”Then she found

herself holding her breath.“It’s impossible,” Reacher said.She breathed out and smiled. “Told

you so.”“No, your job is impossible. You should get over here, right now.”3She drove back to

D.C. in her Suburban and argued with herself the whole way. If the news is really bad, when do

I involve Stuyvesant? Now? Later? In the end she pulled over on Dupont Circle and called him

at home and asked him the question direct.“I’ll get involved when I need to,” he said. “Who did

you use?”“Joe Reacher’s brother.”“Our Joe Reacher? I didn’t know he had a brother.”“Well, he

did.”“What’s he like?”“Just like Joe, maybe a little rougher.”“Older or younger?”“Both,” Froelich

said. “He started out younger, and now he’s older.”Stuyvesant went quiet for a moment.“Is he

as smart as Joe?” he asked.“I don’t know yet,” Froelich said.Stuyvesant went quiet again. “So

call me when you need to. But sooner rather than later, OK? And don’t say anything to anybody

else.”She ended the call and threaded back into the Sunday traffic and drove the last mile and

parked outside the hotel. The desk was expecting her and sent her straight up to 1201, twelfth

floor. She followed a waiter through the door. He was carrying a tray with a pot of coffee and

two upside-down cups on saucers. No milk, no sugar, no spoons, and a single pink rose in a

narrow china vase. The room was standard-issue city hotel. Two queen beds, flowery prints at

the window, bland lithographs on the walls, a table, two chairs, a desk with a complicated

phone, a credenza with a television, a connecting door to the next room. Reacher was sitting

on the nearer bed. He was wearing a black nylon warm-up jacket with a black T-shirt and black

jeans and black shoes. He had an earpiece in his ear and a pretty good fake Secret Service

pin in the collar of the jacket. He was clean shaven and his hair had been cut very short and

was neatly combed.“What have you got for me?” she asked.“Later,” he said.The waiter put the

tray on the table and backed silently out of the room. Froelich watched the door click shut

behind him and turned back to Reacher. Paused a beat.“You look just like one of us,” she

said.“You owe me lots of money,” he said.“Twenty grand?”He smiled. “Most of that. They told

you about it?”She nodded. “But why a cashier’s check? That puzzled me.” “It won’t, soon.”He

stood up and stepped across to the table. Righted the cups and picked up the pot and poured

the coffee.“You timed the room service well,” she said.He smiled again. “I knew where you

were, I knew you’d be driving back. It’s Sunday, no traffic. Easy enough to derive an ETA.”“So

what have you got to tell me?”“That you’re good,” he said. “That you’re really, really good. That I

don’t think anybody else could do this better than you.”She went quiet. “But?”“But you’re not

good enough. You need to face that whoever it is out there could walk right in and get the job



done.”“I never said there’s anybody out there.”He said nothing.“Just give me the information,

Reacher.”“Three and a half,” he said.“Three and a half what? Out of ten?”“No, Armstrong’s

dead, three and a half times over.”She stared at him. “Already?”“That’s how I score it,” he

said.“What do you mean, a half?”“Three definites and one possible.”She stopped halfway to the

table and just stood there, bewildered.“In five days?” she said. “How? What aren’t we

doing?”“Have some coffee,” he said.She moved toward the table like an automaton. He handed

her a cup. She took it and backed away to the bed. The cup rattled in the saucer.“Two main

approaches,” Reacher said. “Like in the movies, John Malkovich or Edward Fox. You’ve seen

those movies?”She nodded blankly. “We have a guy monitoring the movies. In the Office of

Protection Research. He analyzes all the assassination movies. John Malkovich made In the

Line of Fire with Clint Eastwood.”“And Rene Russo,” Reacher said. “She was pretty

good.”“Edward Fox was in The Day of the Jackal, way back.”Reacher nodded. “John Malkovich

was looking to take out the President of the United States, and Edward Fox was looking to take

out the President of France. Two competent assassins, working solo. But there was a

fundamental difference between them. John Malkovich knew all along he wasn’t going to

survive the mission. He knew he’d die a second after the President. But Edward Fox aimed to

get away with it.”“He didn’t, though.”“It was a movie, Froelich. Had to end that way. He could

have gotten away with it, easy as anything.”“So?”“It gives us two strategies to consider. A close-

up suicide mission, or a clean long-distance job.”“We know all that. I told you, we have a person

working on it. We get transcripts, analyses, memos, position papers. We talk to the

screenwriters sometimes, if there’s new stuff. We want to know where they get their ideas

from.”“Learn anything?”She shrugged and sipped her coffee and he saw her trawl back through

her memory, like she had all the transcripts and all the memos and all the position papers

stashed away in a mental filing cabinet.“The Day of the Jackal impressed us, I think,” she said.

“Edward Fox played a pro shooter who had a rifle built so it could be disguised as a crutch for a

handicapped veteran. He used the disguise to get into a nearby building some hours before a

public appearance and planned a long-range head shot from a high-floor window. He was

using a silencer, so he could get away afterward. Could have worked, in theory. But the story

was set a long time ago. Before I was born. Early sixties, I think. General de Gaulle, after the

Algerian crisis, wasn’t it? We enforce far wider perimeters now. The movie was a factor in that,

I guess. Plus our own problems in the early sixties, of course.”“And In the Line of Fire?”

Reacher asked.
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1Sad Hubby, “I wish I was Jack Reacher.... I wish that I could have an exciting life like Jack

Reacher, how much better things would be. Instead, I am stuck living in the perpetual hell that

is my pattered existence. Lockdown consists of a nagging COVID fearing and cleaning

obsessed wife, who is constantly using Chlorox wipes to sanitize anything that’s not moving

including my keyboard while I was using it. Add that to the two basement dwellers AKA as my

sons, who only come out of their subterranean hiding place to stuff their mouths and take

mandatory weekly showers. The stench from the basement is a combination of raw sewage

and a sweat shop. The pile up of plates and take out containers looks like the garbage scenes

from WALL-E. Jack Reacher would not stand for this. I wish things were different does anyone

understand????”

Jamil Bhatti, “I’m going to die an old man in some lonely motel bed.. What’s nifty about this

story is that even though it’s the sixth book in the series it still ties in neatly with the first (Killing

Floor). Turns out Reacher’s brother had a job investigating financial crimes with a girlfriend in

the Secret Service, and now she’s come looking for Reacher to help diffuse an assassination

attempt upon the Vice President of the United States. Well, this book is 550 pages long, so it’s

not going to be as straightforward as the synopsis on the back cover makes it sound.Lee Child

is skilled at writing a modern thriller. It can’t just be his short, direct sentences that do it. He can

somehow imbue his stories with a sense of urgency and panic. Sometimes, I find myself

reading faster as if that will help Reacher get out of his current predicament. Whatever the

author is doing, he’s a master at it. These are hard books to take a break from, make sure you

go to bed early so you can have extra time to read before sleeping, or you’ll be sorry.”

R. Pendery, “Always a Great Story Line..... I truly enjoy this author's style and the Jack Reacher

series... I am now on book 7.... It's hard for me to put the book down once i get started... I

would suggest starting at book 1 and proceeding with his books in order.... Particularly the first

3 or 4 books as there are some characters that carry forward in these books. And book 1 is a

great intro as to who this Jack Reacher guy is... BTW, Tom Cruise playing Jack Reacher in the

movies just doesn't cut it for me... Jack... 6'5".... 250 pounds... Need I say more....”

RT, “Good Stories, Bad Info. I've read a number of Reacher books now, and I find them

enjoyable and engaging, for the same reasons the other reviewer have stated. My complaints

are the ridiculous lack of guy stuff knowledge. Gun knowledge in particular. I believe the author

lives in England, which not too hot on private gun ownership, but an he should make the effort

to present correct info on any items he adds to his story. In one book, he states that a 400 yard

head shot isn't that difficult, In The Dark! In another he states that a character releases the

safety on his Glock. Glocks don't have a safety. In this particular book, he has a stock rental

Tahoe bouncing all over a Wyoming prairie in a snow storm that doesn't get stuck for over 10

miles. This may seem picky, but all this faulty info detracts from the flow and believability of the

story.  Mr. Childs, spend more time on research.”

PamFabulous, “I'm on book 6. What else do you need to know?. If you are reading this review.

Stop. Start with Lee Child's first book "Killing Floor". This is his 6th book. Asked to rate the

writing and I marked Great because they didn't have Totally Awesome. Violence rating: I put

Some because a lot depends on how your imagination interprets what is written. He describes

some pretty terrible stuff in his books but I tend to read it like I would an autopsy report, without

a lot of emotion, just facts. Sexual content: Some, but like a PG rating. He says things like

"when they were done", or "they went into the bedroom". Fine by me because details won't



further the story line. Smart. Just keep it moving. His whole writing style is just a constant

movement. Very entertaining.”

J. M. Thomas, “A compulsive read.. While on an extended holiday I started reading the Jack

Reacher books. I am now close to finishing book 7. I have found all so far to be a great read

and very difficult to put down. The stories, apart from following the same "drifter" background,

are very different. I had read many Andy Mcnab & Chris Ryan books & wanted a change from

the repetitive story lines. I enjoyed reading the aforementioned but started to find they followed

a similar plot. I am pleased that there are 22 books in the Jack Reacher set so they should

keep me going for a little while yet.”

Matt Kent, “Without Fail. Its a book, its about some guy called Jack Reacher, its written by a

guy called Lee Child, it has women in it, it has nasty men in it, it has fast cars in it and it has

guns in it. Reacher does what Reacher does, kills the bad guys, has his wicked way with the

woman and makes a best friend with a dog called Fred (actually, I might have made that bit

up).Holiday reading...”

The book by Lee Child has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 12,608 people have provided feedback.
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