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Prsentation de I'diteur TSNOT THE END OF THE WORLD. BUT YOU CAN SEE IT FROM HERE. In
the near future, with physical augmentation gaining ground and nano-cybernetics only years away, the dawn
of limitless human evolution is just beyond the horizon, and a secret corporate cabal of ruthless men intends

to make sure that humankind stays under its control. But two people on opposite sides of the world are
starting to ask questions that could get them killed. Secret Service agent Anna Kelso has been suspended for
investigating the shooting that claimed her partners life. Anna suspects that the head of a bio-augmentation
firm was the real target, and against orders shes turned up afew leads concerning a covert paramilitary force
and a cadre of underground hackers. But the cover-up runs deep, and now theres atarget on her back.
Meanwhile, Ben Saxon, former SAS officer turned mercenary, joins a shadowy special ops outfit. They say
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theyre aforce for good, but Saxon quickly learns that the truth is not so clear-cut. So begins a dangerous
guest to uncover a deadly secret that will take him from Moscow to London, D.C. to Geneva, and to the dark
truthif he lives that long.The year is 2027; in aworld consumed by chaos and conspiracy, two people are set
on acollision course with the most powerful and dangerous organization in historyand the fate of humanity
hangs in the balance.From the Trade Paperback edition.ExtratONEMaison deBeers--Geneva--
SwitzerlandFrom the window of the great house it was possible to see the summit of Mont Blanc on a good
day, aclear day when the sky was a perfect shade of teal and unhindered by clouds. There still were days
like that, once in awhile. Those moments that were rare and becoming rarer still, when clouds gray as oil-
soaked wool graced Geneva's ornate streets with a moment of weak sunshine; but for the most part, the city
remained wintry and wet, as summers became something that were spoken of by parents and grandparents to
children with no experience of such things.The house was fifteenth century, and it stood witness to the
turning of the gray clouds above the city, just asit had to the republic of John Calvin, therise of the
Catholics, the fascist riots, and the gathering of nations. Like the blue sky, the house was arelic from an age
so far removed from the now, it seemed asif it were something drawn from mythology. It stood undimmed
by the acid rain that pitted and wormed into the bones of its fellows. The bricks and mortar of the building
resisted the march of time and the polluted atmosphere, protected by alayer of polymerized industrial
diamond a few moleculesin thickness.It pleased the man who lived here to toy with the idea that a thousand
years from now, this place might still be standing while the rest of the city had come to dust. In hismore
fanciful moments, he even imagined it might become some sort of monument. The owner of the house did
not consider this to be arrogance on his part. He ssmply thought it right, as he did about so many of the
choices he made.A trim man of solid stock, he resembled a captain of industry, a scion of blue bloods from
the old country, a man of mature wealth--and he was all those things. He had a patrician face, fatherly after a
fashion, but tainted by something that those who knew him well would call a sense of superiority. He walked
the halls of the great house in the same manner he did the halls of the world--asif he owned them.An
assistant--one of adozen at his beck and call, faceless and interchangeable--fell into step as he crossed the
reception hall. Her shoes were beetle black, matching the discreetly flattering cut of her business suit and the
cascade of her sharply fashioned hair. He registered her without aword, her footsteps clacking across the
mosaic flooring."Sir," she began, "all connections have been secured. The gallery isready for you."He
graced her with anod. He expected no less. The woman frowned dlightly. "In addition . . . Doctor Roman has
confirmed he will be arriving on schedule for your--""1 know why he's coming." The flash of irritation was
small, but any such sign from him was so forbidding that it sent his staff into silence.He resented the small,
unctuous physician and the minor indignities the man forced him to suffer each time he visited the house;
but age was not a kind companion and the advance of years was taking itstoll. If he were to remain at the
top of his game--and more important, maintain his leadership of the group--it would be necessary for him to
ensure his own fitness, and so these little moments of ignominy were his trade-off. He was no fool; all the
others, his protege in Paris first among them, watched like hawks for signs of weakness. Today would be no
different.As they reached the paneled doors of the gallery, he looked properly at the young woman for the
first time and smiled, forgiving her. "Thank you, my dear," he said, the softened vowels of his native
Southern drawl pushing through. "Y ou're dismissed." She nodded as the doors closed on her, and he heard
the gentle metallic click of hidden machinery inside the frame as it sealed closed. The gallery was decorated
with walls of smoky, dark wood that shone in the half-light through the arched windows. Works in
watercolor, oils, some portraits, others still life or landscape, hung in lines that ranged around the room.
Deep chairs of rich red leather were positioned about the floor, and he noted that a silver tray with cups and
acafetire of hisfavorite Saint Helena were waiting for him. He sat and poured a generous measure, savoring
the aroma of the coffee as the lamps above seven of the paintings flickered in unison.Panes of shimmering
color formed in front of each of the works, shifting and changing from interference patterns to something
approximating human faces. Presently, ghostly busts of five men and two women gained form and false
solidity, projected from conceal ed holographic emitters hidden in the brass lamps. He saluted them with his
cup and they nodded back to him, although he knew that none of them were seeing his real, unvarnished
image. The sensor that picked up his face used software to parse the virtual avatar the others saw, advanced
suites of pattern-matching programs that did away with tells and flattened vocal stressinflections; in this
way he showed them only the aspects of him that they needed to see.Data tags showed their locations in the
corner of each image; Hengsha, Paris, Dubai, Washington, Singapore, Hong Kong, New Y ork. Among them
he saw the protege, the politician, the thinker, and the businessman, the ones he distrusted and the ones he



trusted to lie. He enjoyed another purse-lipped sip of the rich Saint Helena and put down the cup. "Ladies
and gentlemen, welcome. Let's begin, shall we?'As he expected, his protege spoke first. "The current project
is proceeding as expected. I'm pleased to report that the issue we had with the Hyron materials has now been
dealt with.""Good," he murmured. "What about the deployments of our agent provocateurs for the active
phase?''|'ve staged the operativesin al the standby locations,” said the politician, hissing as sibilance
caught his words through the link from the American capital. "We're ahead of schedule.” The other man
cleared histhroat. "In addition, the distribution channels are now al in place."He looked toward the
businessman. "The media?' The man in Hong Kong nodded once. "Our control there remains firm. We're
already embedding liminal triggersin multiple information streams. | won't bore you with the details."He
nodded. The demonstrations and confrontations they had gently encouraged were aregular feature on the
global news cycle. He turned slightly in the chair and glanced at the feed from Hengsha. "What about
production?'The Asian woman's face tensed. "Testing has proven . . . problematic. I've gone asfar as| can,
but until 1 have updated schematics for the--"Before she could finish, the dry English accent of the scientist
issued from the Singaporean link. "We've been through this. Isit necessary for me to explain once again?
Thisisnot an exact science. | told you from the start there would be delays. The work is an iterative process.
In any event, | am about to acquire some new . . . resources that will speed things along."He held up a hand
to silence the woman before she could frame aretort. "We all understand the circumstances. But we also all
understand the importance of this project. I'm sure no one wants to be the participant who slows down the
hard work of everyone else.”" His eyes narrowed and he gave the scientist and the woman alevel 1ook.
"Solve whatever problems the two of you have and move forward. We've invested too much time and
resourcesin thisto lose ground at this late stage."" Of course,” said the woman. The scientist said nothing,
only nodded.He felt that something needed to be said, and so he stood. "My friends. My fellow
perfectibilists." He smiled again, amusing himself with the use of the archaic term. "None of us harbor any
illusions about the delicacy of our work. The burden of governance, the stewardship upon usis great,
perhaps at this moment in history greater than any of our group have ever had to shoulder. Humanity is
becoming malleable, and we see battle lines being drawn across our society . . . We alone see this where
others do not, and the great responsibility, as ever, fallsto us. And so we must have a unity of purpose,
yes?'A series of nods followed hiswords. They all knew what was at stake. The group was on the cusp of
the next great iteration, the placement of the next flagstone in the path that stretched from the day of first
foundation in old Ingolstadt, to that glittering human tomorrow athousand years hence. He felt atingle of
rare excitement in his fingertips; so much of what they did was slow, so gentle and subtle that it waslike a
breath of wind upon the sails of society. It shifted the path of humanity by degrees, an infinitely long game
that measured itsturnsin years, decades, generations.But once in awhile, apoint of criticality would
approach. A moment of importance that would act as a fulcrum for the future.The fall of Constantinople. A
sunny June morning in Sargjevo. The detonation of the first atomic bomb. The two burning towers. These
and all the others. For those with foresight and the will to act for the greater good, the elite who could lead
mankind through the darkness, these moments represented the rise of opportunity. The group's very
existence was predicated on times such as these--and if these critical incidents did not occur in the weave of
world events by a process of natural evolution, then it was only right that they create them.He nodded to
himself. They were the breath of wind on the sails, indeed. But they were also the hand upon the tiller.He
looked across at the face that ghosted before Turner's Scarlet Sunset, the other woman watching carefully
from the towers of Dubai. "The. . . impediments,” he began, with a sniff. "I'm sure we don't need to discuss
names and all. Specifics we can leave to you, yes?'The olive-skinned woman nodded. "I have it in hand,
Lucius," she said, showing her rank to the others with her casual use of hisfirst name. "The last pieces are
being placed upon the board as we speak." She smiled, and there was no warmth init. "The knightsare in
place to take the bishops and the rooks."None of them spoke for a moment, and he found his gaze drawn
away once more to the windows. Shafts of sunshine were making avaliant effort to pierce the dreary veils of
gray over Geneva, and perhaps if he had been a pious man, he might have thought it to be some sort of good
omen. He was long past the point of musing on what might happen to him, should he one day be called to
account by human agencies or spiritual ones for what he had done. In histime he had ordered the death of
men, the warring of nations, the ruination and the aggrandizement of individual lives, each in its way atool
toward a greater end. Thiswas simply the method at hand; it was how it had to be done, and today was no
different. They would make history happen according to their design, as they had for more than two and a
half centuries.Logan Circle--Washington, D.C.--United States of Americalt was cool inside the parking



levels of the Dornier Apartments, the heat of Washington's midday held back by thick concrete and air-con
units that labored day and night. The walls were a uniform stone-white, punctuated every few feet by Doric
columns that were more ornamental than practical. The sublevel smelled of machines; rubber, hydrocarbons,
and the metal tang of batteries.Anna Kelso glanced back over her shoulder toward the rectangle of light that
was the exit, eyeing the pizeopolymer barrier bollards that had yet to retract back into the floor. The agent
standing on the lip of the ramp that led up to Logan Circle gave her anod, which she returned. He had his
arms folded across hiswaist so his jacket stayed closed, hiding the butt of the Hurricane tactical machine
pistol nestled in afast-draw holster. The jacket was United States Secret Service issue, cut wide to hide the
bulges, but those things never seemed to hang right on Anna's spare, whipcord frame. She'd long since
decided to spring for the extra cash to get an Emile off-the-rack A-line modded by atailor out in Rosslyn;
still, there were days when she looked in the mirror and felt like a collection of angles cloaked in black
hound's-tooth. Her dark hair framed a face that masked doubts with severity.Annas own firearm, a compact
Mustang Arms automatic, sat high in a paddle holster in the small of her back along with two extraclips.
Aside from the gun, the only other thing about her that could be considered standard issue was the discreet
flag-and-eagle badge on her right lapel; the arfid chip inside today's identifier pin briefly communed with
those on the jackets of the men standing in front of the elevator bank. If Kelso had been wearing the wrong
pin, or if it squawked an out-of-date pass-code string, each of them would feel atap on the breast from the
tiny device to aert them to an intruder.She gave the same nod to the other agents. The tallest of the group
ran a hand through a buzzcut of steely hair and frowned. Agent-in-Charge Matt Ryan had a boxer's craggy
face and a perpetually stern, on-the-job expression."You're late, Anna," he said, without real heat. "She'll be
on her way down any second.""Then I'm not late, Matt," she replied, and was rewarded with a smirk from
one of the other agents. Kelso had a reputation to live up to.Ryan folded his arms. "In that case, you can
finish the recap for me.""We can just draw it from the comm pool, sir,” said Byrne, the youngest agent on
the detail. He tapped his temple as he spoke, where a discreet hexagonal implant module emerged from
beneath his hairline. "Data's all up there on the shared hub server."Ryan shook his head. "l like to hear
someone say it out loud. I'm old-school that way." He shot alook at Anna. "Go on." She shrugged. If the
senior agent was trying to catch her off guard, he'd have to do better than that. " Standard three-car detail,"
she began, gesturing toward the dark blue limousine idling at the curbside and the muscular sport-utility
vehicle parked behind it. The third vehicle--a nondescript town car--was already out on the street, waiting
for the go-code. "Our principal is one Senator Jane Skyler, and today's move is a short run out to a Cooke's
Row restaurant in Georgetown. The senator is going to take alunch meeting, then back to her officesfor a
bunch of briefings." She took a breath. "We're here because she's upset some of the wrong people."Revue de
presse'Overall the book was enjoyable; the world is easily imagined with Swallow's descriptions drawing
you into the cyberpunk future that has been imagined.’ --Libri Populus|f you miss quality cyberpunk tales
then thisbook isfor you, if you enjoy the Deus Ex games then this book is for you, if you enjoy fast paced
thrillers yep you guessed it, this book is for you.' --Blogomatic3000'l carus Effect works well, the paceis
fast, but not at the expense of either drawing out the characters of the two main protagonists or the provision
of awell-rounded supporting cast.' --Sci-Fi Online



