Jack Higgins- TheViolent Enemy
And thisonefor young Sean Patterson
CHAPTER ONE

ON the crest of ator where the moor lifted to meet the blue sky in asharply defined edge, Vanbrugh
paused to catch his breath, sat on a stone and took out an old briar pipe and a tobacco pouch.

Hewasatdl, heavily built man in hismiddleforties, hair greying alittle at the temples, shoulders solid
with muscle under the old tweed jacket, and carried about him that indefinable quality that only
twenty-five years as a policeman gives, amixture of strength and authority and a shrewdness that was
goparent in thelight blue eyes.

A few momentslater, Sergeant Dwyer joined him and dumped to the ground, chest heaving.

"Y ou should do this more often," Vanbrugh observed.

'‘Give me some leave and | will,' Dwyer said. 'I'd like to point out that |'ve been working a seventy-hour
week since February and my last day off was so long ago it's become afond memory.”

Vanbrugh grinned and put a match to his pipe. 'Y ou shouldn't have joined.’

Somewhere in the distance an explosion echoed flatly on the calm air, and Dwyer sat up quickly. 'What
wasthat?

"They'll be blagting up at the quarry.'

'Prison working party?

‘That'sright.’

Dwyer looked out across the moor, narrowing his eyesinto the distance, relaxed and at ease with
himsdf for the first time in months, the sharp, clear air driving the taste of London from his mouth. It was

ahappy chance that

the old man should have chosen to make this mysterious persond vist to the most notorious of Her
Magesty's prisons on such aglorious day, but one couldn't help feding curious.

On the other hand, one thing he had learned in histwo years with the Specia Branch wasthat Chief
Superintendent Dick Vanbmgh was very much alaw unto himself, as many on both sidesin the greet
game had discovered to their cost over the years.

'Wed better be moving,' Vanbrugh said.

Dwyer scrambled to hisfeet and caught sight of the skeleton of asheep impaed onagorsebushina
hollow to the lft.

'Death in life, even hereon aday likethis!



'No escaping it wherever you go.' Vanbrugh turned and looked across the moor again. 'Whenever the
mist cregpsin, this place becomes awaking nightmare. A man can wak al day and end where he began.'

'No one ever gets off the moor,' Dwyer said softly. 'lan't ‘that what they say?

‘Something like that. In the whole history of the place, there's only one recorded instance of aman
getting clean away and he's probably lying at the bottom of abog. Some of them could swallow a
three-ton truck.’

"Theright sort of place for aprison.’
"That's what they thought when they built it

Vanbrugh set off down the dope towards the car parked at the side of the narrow road below and
Dwyer followed, stumbling over the tussocks of rough grass and patches of marshy ground, water
seeping in through the laceholes of his smart town brogues.

When he reached the car, Vanbrugh was dready stting in the passenger seat and Dwyer climbed behind
the whesdl, pressed the starter and drove away.

Hewas hot and tired, hisfeet were wet and his swesat-soaked shirt clung to his back. A small spark of
temper flared insde him, but he pushed it away with adetei-mined effort.

'A one-hundred-and-seventy-mile drive, wet feet and the makings of agood sprainin my ankle. | hope
hesworthit, ar.’

Vanbrugh turned sharply and the blue eyes were very cold. 7 think so, Sergeant.’

Dwyer took a deep breath, aware that one of those violent storms for which Dick Vanbrugh was so
notorious was about to break over his head, but the moment passed. V anbrugh applied another match
to the bowl of his pipe and Dwyer concentrated on his driving and on the sheep and wild ponieswhich
frequently wandered across the unfenced road. Ten minutes later they came over adight rise and saw
the prison in the hollow below.

Themoorslifted in apurple swell fading amost imperceptibly into the horizon, and &t the head of the
quarry ared flag danced in the dight breeze.

The explosion, when it came, echoed into the distance, the sound of it besting againg the hillslike
thunder. Asagreat shoulder of rock cracked into athousand pieces, smoke drifted in awhite pal that
curled over the edge of the rock and across the moor like some living thing.

A whistle sounded, and as the convicts emerged from shelter alLLand-Rover came over the edge of the
escarpment, rolled down the dirt road and stopped.

The youth at the whed had very fair hair and blue eyes that somehow made him look even younger than
he was. His uniform was brand new and he was painfully conscious of that fact as he got out of the
Land-Rover and moved past agroup of convicts loading atruck.

Mulvaney, the Duty Officer, moved to meet him, ablack and tan Alsatian at his hed's. He grinned.
'Hello, Drake. Putting you to work aready, are they?



Drake nodded. Tve got a chit here for aman caled Rogan. The Governor wantsto see him.'

He produced adip of paper from his breast pocket. Mulvaney initidled it and waved towards asmall
hollow at the bottom of the dope.

‘That's Rogan down there. Y ou're welcome to him.’

The man indicated worked stripped to the waist and was at least Six foot three, the musclesin his broad
back rippling as he swung adedgehammer above his head and brought it down.

'God in heaven, the man'sagiant,' Drake said.

Mulvaney nodded. 'They don't come much bigger.. Brains and brawn, that's Sean Rogan. Pound for
pound, about the most dangerous man we've ever had in here.!’

"They didn't send anyone with me.'

'No need. He's expecting his discharge any day now. That'll be what the Governor wantsto see him
about. Hes hardly likely to make arun for it at this stage.”

Drake moved down the dope. Bronzed and fit, his body toughened by hard labour, Sean Rogan |ooked
athoroughly dangerous man and the ugly puckered scars of the old bullet woundsin the lft breast
seemed strangdly in keeping.

Drake paused ayard or two away and Rogan glanced up. The skin was stretched tightly over high
Celtic cheekbones, a stubble of beard covering the hollow cheeks and strong pointed chin. The eyes
were grey like water over astone or smoke through trees on an autumn day, calm and expressionless,
holding their own secrets. It was the face of asoldier, a scholar perhaps. Certainly thiswasno crimind.
'Scan Rogan? Drake said.

The big man nodded. 'That's me. What do you want?

There was no hint of subserviencein the soft Irish voice and Drake, for some unaccountable reason, felt
like ayoung recruit being interviewed by asenior officer.

"The Governor wants aword with you.'
Rogan picked up his shirt from anearby boulder, pulled it over his head and followed Drake up the
dope, the dedgehammer swinging easily in one hand. He dropped it beside the Duty Officer. 'A present

for you.'

Mulvaney grinned, took a battered silver case from his breast pocket and offered him acigarette. Tsit
likey a

al, Sean Rogan, that | might be seeing the back:of you?

Rogan'sface wasilluminated briefly by asmile of great natura charm. 'All things are possible, evenin
thisworgst' of al possible worlds. Y ou should know that, Patrick.'



Mulvaney touched him briefly on the shoulder. 'Go with God, Sean, he said softly in Irish.

Rogan turned and walked quickly towards the Land-Rover and Drake found himself trailing astep or
two behind. Asthey passed the group of convicts loading the truck, someone shouted, 'Good luck,
Irish!" Rogan raised ahand in reply and climbed into the passenger sedt.

Drake got behind the whed and drove away rapidly, feeling uncertain and ill-at-ease. It was asif Rogan
had taken charge, asif a any moment he might order him to take the next turning on the right instead of
keeping straight on to the prison.

The Irishman smoked his cigarette dowly from long habit, gazing out over the moor. Drake glanced
sSideways at him acouple of times and tried to make conversation.

‘They tell me you're hoping to get out soon?

'One can aways hope.'

'How long have you been here?

‘Seven years!'

The shock of it waslike ablow in the face and Drake winced, thinking of the long years, the wind across
the moor blowing rain, grey mornings, abrief summer passing quickly into autumn and theiron hand of
winter.

Heforced asmile. 'I've only been here a couple of days mysdlf.’

'Y our first posting?

'No, | was at Wakefield for awhile. Came out of the Guards last year. Didn't fancy another hitch and
then | saw this advert for prison officers. It looked a good number so | thought I'd try it.’

'Isthat afact now?

For some unaccountable reason Drake felt himsalf flushing. 'Somebody hasto do it,’ he said defensively.
"The pay could be worse and quarters and apension at

the end of it. Y ou can't grumble at that, can you?

'I'd rather be the devil/ Sean Rogan said with deep conviction. He half-turned, folding hisarms
ddiberatdly, and stared out across the moor, cutting off dl further attempts at conversation.

'It's certainly one hell of arecord,’ the Governor said, looking down at the file on his desk, 'but then |
don't need to tell you that, Superintendent. | was hoping we'd see the back of him thistime.'

'‘Sowas|, gr,' Vanbrugh said.

"There are days when | digtinctly welcomethefact that | retire in another ten months.” The Governor
pushed back his chair and stood up. 'Hell be here in about fifteen minutes. In the meantime, I've one or



two thingsto do. Y ou make yourselves comfortable in here and I'll have them send you in sometea.’

The door closed behind him and Dwyer moved from the window to the desk. I don't know a grest desl
about Rogan, gr. A bit before my time. Wasn't heabig maninthel.R.A.?

"That'sright. Sentenced to twelve yearsin "56 for organizing escapes from severa prisonsin England and
Ulgter. Remember the famous invasion of Peterhead in '55? They went over the wall under cover of
darkness like blasted commandos and brought out three men. Got clean away .

'He was behind that?

'Heled themin." Vanbrugh opened thefile. ‘It'sal here. He spent most of hisearly lifein France and
Germany. Hisfather wasin the lrish politica service. He was astudent a Trinity College, Dublin, when
he was wounded and caught during aweekend raid over the Ulster border. That would be just before
thewar.'

'What did he get?

'Seven years. He was released in 1941 at the request of the Specia Operations Executive because of his
fluency in French and German. That'swhen | first came across

him. I wasworking for them myself at the time. He was given the usud training and dropped into France
to organize the Maguisin the Vosges Mountains. He did damned well, saw the war out, told them what
to do with their medas and demobbed himself the moment it was over.’

'What did he do then?

'Got up to hisold tricks. Five years at Belfast in 1947. They let him off lightly because of hiswar record.
Not thal it made any difference. He escaped within ayear.' Vanbrugh grinned wryly. 'He made a habit of
that. Parkhurst in '56, but never got off the idand. Peterhead the following year. Three days on foot
across the moor, then the dogs ran him down.’

'Which explainswhy hewasfindly sent here?

"That'sit. Maximum security. No possibility of escape.’ Vanbrugh started to fill his pipe again. 'If you

examinethefileyoull find aconfidentia entry at the back. It refersto an incident the Commissioners

prefer to keep quiet about. In July 1960 Sean Rogan was picked up in the early hours of the morning
crossing thefield at the rear of the officers quarters.”

Dwyer frowned. 'lsn't that outside the wall?

Vanbrugh nodded. "'The principa officer had been playing cards late a another house. He had his
Alsatian with him and on the way home, it picked up Rogan's scent.’

'But how did he get out?

'Hewouldn't say. The Commissioners wanted it kept out of the press so the enquiry was very
hush-hush. It was findly decided that he must have hidden himsdlf in acar or truck onitsway out.'

‘At that timein the morning?



'Don't worry. No onereally accepted that one. They had him on maximum security for a couple of years
after that. When the Governor finally madethingsalittle easier for him, Rogan told him that it didn't
matter because he wasn't going to try again. He said that getting

out was easy. It was getting anywhere without help once you were out that was difficult. | think he
decided to swest out his sentence and hope for remission.’

'Which iswhat he'sjust applied for?

Vanbrugh nodded. When thel.R.A.. called off itsborder campaign in Ulster recently it just about went
into liquidation. Mogt of its members serving sentences in English gaols have since been released. In fact
the Home Office has been under considerable pressureto releasethem dl.!

'And what's the answer on Rogan?

"They're ill frightened to death of him. Now I've got to tell him hel's till got five yearsto serve!”

'Why you, Sr?

Vanbrugh shrugged. 'We worked together during the war. Since then, I've arrested him on three
Separate occasions. Y ou might say I'm the Y ard's Rogan expert.’

He walked to the window and stood |ooking out into the courtyard. 'England's the only country in the
civilized world that doesn't make specid provison for political offenders, did you know that, Sergeant?

'| hadn't redly given it much thought, Sir.’

"Y ou should do, Sergeant. Y ou should do.’

The door opened and the Governor camein quickly. They're bringing him up now.' He sat down behind
his desk and grinned tightly. T redlly don't have much stomach for this one, Superintendent. I'm glad
you're here!'

The door opened again and the Principa Officer camein. 'Hes here, ar.’

The Governor nodded. 'L et's get it over with, then.'

Outside, Drake stood beside the door waiting, and Rogan leaned againgt the wall, arms folded as he
stared through the window at the end of the corridor.

Lifewas, on the whole, an act of faith. Hed read that somewhere once, but twenty years of hard living,
of violence and the dark places had taught him to look only for the unexpected on the other side of each
new hill.

Everyonein the place, including the screws, expected his pardon to go through. To Rogan, that was
aufficient reason in itsdlf for something to go wrong. When the door opened and the Principa Officer
caled himin, hewas prepared for the worst.

The presence of Vanbrugh confirmed what was dready gpparent from the atmosphere in the office, and



he stood in front of the desk, hands behind his back and looked out of the window over the Governor's
head. He noticed that the trees on the hill beyond the wall were stripped quite bare of leaves now and
the untidy nests of the rookery were clearly exposed to view. He watched arook flap lazily through the
air from onetree to another and became aware that the Governor was speaking to him.

'Weve had acommunication from the Home Office, Rogan. Chief Superintendent Vanbrugh brought it
down with him specidly.’

Rogan turned dightly to face Vanbrugh, and the big policeman got to hisfeet, suddenly avkward. 'I'm
sorry, Sean. Damned sorry.'

"Then theré's nothing to be said, isthere?

The hard shell with which he had surrounded himsalf was something they could not penetrate. In the
heavy slence, the Governor glanced helplesdy at Vanbrugh, then sighed.

'l think you'd better come in from the quarry for awhile, Rogan.'
'Permanently, Sr? Rogan said camly.

The Governor swallowed hard. "Well see how you go on.'
Very wdl, sr."

Rogan turned and walked to the door without waiting for the Principa Officer's order. He stood in the
corridor, face expressionless, awvare of the murmur of voices as the door closed behind him.

"Y ou can go now, Drake," the Principa Officer said, then turned to Rogan and said briskly, All right,
Rogan.’

They went downstairs and crossed the courtyaid to one

of the blocks. Rogan stood waiting for the door to be unlocked, aware from the expression on the Duty
Officer'sface that he knew, which wasn't particularly surprising. Within another half hour every con,
every screw in the place would know.

The prison had been constructed in the reform era of the nineteenth century on asystem commonly
found in Her Mgesty's prisons. Half a dozen three-tiered cell blocks radiated like the spokes of awhedl
from acentrd hall which lifted ahundred feet into the gloom to an iron framed dome.

For reasons of safety each cell block was separated from the central hall by a curtain of stedd mesh. The
Principa Officer unlocked the gate into D block and motioned Rogan through.

They mounted an iron staircase to the top landing, boxed in with more steel mesh to prevent anyone who
fdt likeit from taking adive over therail. His cell was at the far end of the landing and he paused,
waiting for the Principa Officer to unlock the door.

Asit opened, Rogan took a step forward and the Principa Officer said, 'Don't try anything silly. Y ou've
everything to lose now.'



Rogan swung round, hisiron control sngpping for abrief moment so that the man recoiled from the
savage anger that blazed in the grey eyes. He dammed the door shut quickly, turning the key in the lock.

Rogan turned dowly. The cell was only six by ten with asmall barred window, and awashbasin and
fixed toilet had been added in an atempt a modernization. A single bed ran along each wall.

A manwas lying on one of them reading amagazine. He looked about sixty-five, with very white hair,
and eyesavivid bluein awrinkled humorousface.

'Hello, Jgger/ Rogan said.

In that Sngle moment, the smile died on Jigger Martin's face and he sivung hislegsto the floor. The
bastards,' he said. "The lousy rotten bastards.’

Rogan stood looking out through the small barred window and Martin produced a packet of cigarettes
from benesth his mattress and offered him one. 'What are you going to do now, Irish?

Rogan blew out acloud of smoke and laughed harshly. "What do you think, boyo? What do you think?

Asthe gates closed behind them, Dwyer was conscious of avery red relief. It was asif agreat weight
had been lifted from him, and he took out his cigarettes.

He offered one to Vanbrugh who was driving, hisface dark and sombre, but the big man shook his
head. When they reached the crest of the hill, he braked, turned and |ooked down at the prison.

Dwyer said softly, 'What do you think hell do, sr?

Vanbrugh swung round, al his pent-up frustration and anger boiling out of him. 'For God's sake, use
your intelligence. Y ou saw him, didn't you? There's only one thing aman like that can do.'

He moved into gear and drove away rapidly in acloud of dust.

CHAPTER TWO

DURING most of September it had been warm and clear, but on the last day the westher broke.
Clouds hung threateningly over the moor, rain dripped from the gutters and when Rogan went to the
window, brown leaves drifted across the courtyard from the trees in the Governor's garden.

Behind him Martin shuffled the cards on asmall stoal. ‘Another hand, Irish?

‘Not worth it," Rogan said. They'll be feeding us soon.' He stood at the window, adight frown on his
face, hiseyesfollowing the roof line of the next block to the hospital beyond, and Martin joined him.

'‘Can it be done, Irish?

Rogan nodded. ‘It can be done dl right. It took me just over two hourslast time." He turned and looked
down at Martin. 'Y ou'll never makeit, Jgger. You'd break your bloody neck hafway.'

Martin grinned. "What would | be wanting to crash out for? Nine monthsand | can spit in their eyes once
and for al. My old woman's got anice little boarding house going in Eastbourne. They won't see me



back here again.’
'l seem to have heard that one before,” Rogan said. 'Can you still work that trick of yours on the door?
'Always happy to oblige.’

Martin took an oidinary spoon from his bedside locker and went to the door. He listened for amoment,
then dropped to one knee.

Thelock was covered by astedl plate perhaps six inches square, and he quickly forced the handle of the
spoon between the edge of the plate and the jamb. He worked it around for several minutes and there
wasadight click. He pulled and the door opened dightly.

'Now that's one thing that always impresses me,’ Rogan said.

‘Theresthirty years hard graft there, Irish. The best screwsman in the business” Martin sighed. The
troubleis| got so good they could dwaystdl when it was me!’

He pushed the door gently into place and worked the spoon round again. There was another dight click
and he stood up.

"There have been timesin my lifewhen | could have used you," Rogan said.

'Y ou don't want to start consorting with criminals at your age, Irish." Martin grinned. '‘An old lag'strick.
Plenty of consin this place could do as much. Theseold

mortice deadlocks are a snip. One of these daysthey'll get wise and change them.’

He went back to his bed, pioduced a packet of cigarettes and tossed one acrossto Rogan. There's at
least Six other gatesto pass through between here and the yard and most of them are guarded,
remember. It'll take more than a spoon to get you out of this place.’

'Anything can be doneif you put your mind to it," Rogan said. ‘Come to the window and I'll show you.’
Martin held up a hand quickly and shook his head. 'Nothing doing. What | don't know can't hurt you.'
Rogan frowned. "Y ou're no grass, Jgger.’

The old man shrugged. 'We can al be pushed just so far in aplace likethis!'

There was arattle at the door and, turning quickly, Rogan was aware of an eye at the spyhole. The key
turned in thelock and the Principad Officer camein.

‘Outside, Rogan. Someone wantsto seeyou.’
Rogan frowned. 'Whoisit?

'A bloke called Soames. Lawyer from London. Something to do with an appedl. Seemsyou've got
friendsworking for you.'



As hewaited in the queue outside the visiting room, Rogan wondered about Soames, trying to decide
what could be behind hisvisit. Asfar as he was aware, there was no chance of an appedl against the
Home Secretary's decision for at least another year, and to his certain knowledge there was no one
working for him on the outside. Since the Organization had gone into voluntary liquidation the previous
year, hed become a dead |etter to most people.

When histurn came, the Duty Officer took himin and sat him in a cubicle. Rogan waited impetiently, the
conversation on either side ameaningless blur, and then the door opened and Soames camein.

Hewas smdl and dark with aneatly trimmed moustache and soft pink hands. He carried a bowler hat
and briefcase and wore anegt pin-striped suit.

He sat down and smiled through the wire mesh. 'Y ou won't know me, Mr. Rogan. My name's
Soames-Henry Soames.'

'So I've been told," Rogan said. 'Who sent you?

Soames glanced each way to make sure that no individual conversation could be overheard in the
genera hubbub, then leaned close.

‘Coluni-O'More!

A vivid picture jJumped into Rogan's mind at once, one of those queer tricksthat memory plays. He had
just volunteered to 'go active' asthey'd called it in the Organization in those days, acalow,
seventeen-year-old sudent. They'd taken him to ahouse outside Dublin for the find important interview
and had left him donein asmdl room to wait. And then the door had opened and a giant of aman had
entered, the mouth split in awide grin as he laughed back over his shoulder at someone outside, wearing
his strength and courage for al to seelike asuit of armour. Colum O'More-the Big Man.

'Areyou sureavicV hed said to Rogan. 'Y ou know what you're getting into?

Mother of God, who wouldn't be sure and face to face with such aman ?

'So Colum sent you? Rogan said.

‘Not directly.' Soames smiled faintly. 'l believe theré's something like half of aten-year sentence il
hanging over his head in this country. Heisin England at the moment, but we've only met persondly
once. Since then I've been working through an accommodation address.”

'If you're thinking of raising my case again with the Home Secretary, you're wasting your time!'

'l couldn't agree more." Soames smiled dightly. To be perfectly frank, Colum O'More was thinking of
adopting more unorthodox means!'

'Such as? Rogan said calmly.
'Assgting you to leave without the Home Secretary's permission.’

'And what makes you think | could?



a0

'A man called Pope,’ Soames said. 'l believe he shared acell with you for ayear? He was released six
months ago.’

'l dill havethe stink of him in my nostrils’ Rogan said contemptuoudy. ‘A cheap, two-a-penny tearaway.
The worst kind. Was a peder with the Metropolitan and got done for corruption. Hed sdll his own sister
on the dreetsif you madeit worth hiswhile!

'Hetdlsan interesting story, Mr. Rogan. He insststhat in 1960 you were caught in the early hours of the
morning outside the walls of this prison. That to this day the authorities have never been able to find out
how you got out.'

'He has abig mouth/ Rogan said. 'One day someone will be closing his eyes with pennies/

'Isit true? Soames said, and for the first time there was an urgency in hisvoice. 'Have you away out?
‘And if | had?

‘Then Colum O'More would be glad to seeyou.'

'And how could that be managed?

Soames leaned even closer. 'Y ou know the quarry and the hamlet between it and the river-Hexton?

'I've been working there for the past year.'

‘Below the quarry there€'s an iron footbridge. On the other side of theriver you'l find a cottage. Y ou
can't missit. It'scompletely isolated.’

‘Will Colum bethere?
'‘No, Pope.'
'Why him?

'He's proved very useful. HEll have clothes, acar, even an identity for you. Y ou could be clear of the
moor within haf an hour/

'‘And wheredo | go?

'Pope will have full ingtructions. They'll take you to Colum O'More. That'sasmuch as| can tdll you/
Rogan sat there, adight frown knitting his forehead, cons dering the Situation. He wasn't happy about
Pope, and Soames was a hollow man if ever hed seen one, but wasthereredly any choice? And if
Colum O'Morewas

behind the organization...

'‘Wdl? Soames said.



Rogan nodded. 'How soon can Pope be ready?

'He's ready now. 1'd heard you were a man who doesn't like to let grass grow under your feet.'

'It's Thursday today,' Rogan said. ‘Better makeit Sunday.’

'Any particular reason?

'It'sdark by six and we're locked up for the night at half past in my wing. From then on there's only one
duty screw who works from the centra hall checking blocks. If I'm not missed, and theré's no reason
why | should be, they won't find I'm gonetill they turn out the cells a seven on Monday morning.'

"Which sounds sensible.” Soames hesitated and then said carefully, "Y ou're certain you can get out?

‘Nothing's certain in thislife, Mr. Soames, I'd have thought you'd have found that out for yourself by
now.'

'How right you are, Mr. Rogan.' Soames picked up his bowler hat and briefcase and pushed back his
chair. 'l don't think there's anything moreto discuss. I'll ook forward to Monday's newspaper with
interest.’

'Sowill I," Rogan said.

He stood there watching as Soames walked to the door and waited. A few moments later, the Principa
Officer camefor him and they went back into the corridor.

Asthey went back across the courtyard, he said, '‘Any
joy?

Rogan shrugged. 'Y ou know what these lawyers are like. Big with their promises and fees, but short on
hope. | gave up counting my chickensalong time ago.’

"The best way of looking at things and the most sengble!’

When they reached the top landing, the bell was sounding for the midday meal and when Rogan went
back into hiscell, Martin dready had the plates ready on the smdll table. When the door closed, he
waited for amoment, then looked a Rogan questioningly.

'‘And what was all that about?

For amoment, Rogan was going to tell him and then he remembered the old man'swords earlier. That in
aplacelike thisaman could only be pushed so far. He was right, of course. If Sean Rogan had learned
onething from the thirteen years of hislife spent between four wals, it was that no one was ever
completely dependable.

He shrugged. 'Some friends of mine on the outside have clubbed together and dug up alawyer. He
wanted to meet me personadly before trying the Home Secretary again.’



Martin's face creased into the perpetual smile of hope of the long serving convict. 'Hell, Irish, maybe
things arelooking up.’

'Y ou can aways hope," Sean Rogan said and moved to the window.

It was il raining and adight mist curled across the top of the hill beyond the wallswherethe quarry lay.
If you listened carefully you could dmost hear the river; dark, peat-stained, splashing over great
boulders on itslong run down to the sea.

CHAPTER THREE

RAIN dashed againgt the window as Rogan peered into the darkness. After awhile, he went to the door
and stood listening, and from below the stedl gate clanged hollowly asthe Duty Officer closed it after
him.

Heturned and grinned tightly, his face shadowed inthe dim light. ‘A hdll of anight for it."

Martin was lying on his bed reading a book, and he pushed himself up on one elbow. 'For what?

Rogan crouched beside him and said calmly, 'I'm crashing out, Jgger. Whose Side are you on?

'Why, yours, Irish, you don't need to ask.' The old man's face was grey with excitement and he svung
hislegsto the floor. 'What do you want me to do?

'Open the door,’ Rogan said. 'Just that. When I've gone, you leave it unlocked, get back on your bed
and Stay theretill they turn out the cells at seven.’

Martin licked hislips nervoudy. 'What happens when they bring me up in front of the Governor?

"Tell him you got the shock of your life when | opened the door, that you lay there and minded your own
business.’ Rogan grinned coldly. 'After dl, that's just what he/d expect you to do. Any con who did
anything else under amilar circumstances wouldn't last twenty-four hours before the boys got to him. The
Governor knowsthat aswell asyou do.'

Thethreat wasimplicit and Martin got to hisfeet hadtily. 'Hell, Irish, | wouldn't do anything to bal things
up, you know that.’

Rogan turned over his mattress, did his hand through the seam at one side and pulled out acoil of nylon
rope and ading with snap links at the end, of the type used by climbers.

'Wherein the hell did you get those? Martin asked.

"They use them up at the quarry when they're placing chargesin the cliff face." Rogan took out a
narrow-handled screwdriver and apair of nine-inch wire cutters which he tucked into his belt.

"These came by way of the machine shop.’ He nodded towards the door. ‘Okay, Jigger, let's get moving.
I'm on atight schedule!

Martin took out the spoon and knelt in front of the door, his hands shaking alittle. For amoment he
seemed to be having some difficulty and then there was adight click. Heturned, hisface very pdeinthe



dim light, and nodded.
Rogan quickly arranged his pillow and some spare

clothing from hislocker into some semblance of a human form under the blankets on his bed. He moved
to the door.

'l just thought of something,’ Martin said. 'Y ou know how the duty screw pussyfoots around in carpet
dippers?

'Hell have alook through the spyhole, that's all/ Rogan said, 'and if he can tell that it isn't mein that bed
inthislight, he's got better eyesthan | have.

Suddenly, Martin seemed to undergo a change. It was asif ten years had dipped from hisworn
shoulders and he laughed softly. 'l can't wait to see the expression on that screw's face in the morning.'
He clapped Rogan on the shoulder. 'Go on, son, get to hell out of it and keegp on running.”

Thelanding was dimly lit and the wing was wrapped in quiet. Rogan stood in the shadow of thewall for
amoment, then moved quickly to the sairs a the far end.

The great central hal wasilluminated by asingle light, and above him itsroof and the dome were
shrouded in darkness. He climbed on to the rail and scrambled up the steel mesh curtain to the roof of
the cdll block. He hooked the snap links of hisding into the wire, securing himsdlf in place and took out
the wire cutters.

It didn't take him long, cutting in astraight line against the wall, to make an gperture perhaps three feet
long through which he pulled himsalf. Once on the other Sde, he again hooked himsdlf into place and
carefully closed up the links one by one so that only aclose inspection could reved his passage. His
previous escape had been made from B block on the opposite side of th™ hall and in three years no one
had discovered his route out from there.

Stedl supporting beamslifted into the darkness, each one supported on ablock of masonry which jutted
from the main fabric of thewall. He reached the first one with ease and wedged himself againgt thewall,
judging thefive foot gap to the next carefully. A quick breath, alegp into darkness and he was across.
He repested the performance

threetimes until he had completed the necessary half-circle which brought him to the beam closeto B
block.

A door clanged and he glanced down and saw the Duty Officer and the Chief walk through the pool of
light below to the desk. They were talking together in low tones, the voices drifting up asthe Duty
Officer made an entry in the night book. Therewas aburst of laughter and they crossed the hall,
unlocked the door leading to the guardroom and disappeared.

Rogan dipped the ding around the beam and hiswaist, snapped the links together and started to climb,
leaning wdl out.

Thedifficulty lay in the fact that the beam itself started to curve, following theline of thewal, leaving only
aninch or two for the ding. It was now that his perfect physical condition and massive strength stood
him in good stead. He gritted his teeth and heaved hisway up into the darkness dmost inch by inch and



the pool of light receded beneath him. A few momentslater, he reached his objective, alarge stedl
ventilation grille, perhapstwo and a hdf feet square.

It was held in place by two large screws on either side and he braced himsdlf against thewall, leaning
back in the ding, took out the screwdriver and set to work.

The screws were brass and came out easily, but he left one partly in position so that the grille swung
down, no longer obscuring the entrance, but still securely held.

He had now reached the most difficult moment. He carefully unhooked the spring links securing the ding
and pushed it into the shaft quickly, then forcing hisfingers behind the beam he walked up thewall and
pushed himsdlf feet firgt into the zinc-lined ventilating shaft. Clouds of dry dust arose, filling his nogtrils.
He choked back a cough and reached out and siwung the grille back into place. Very carefully he
pushed hisfingers through and replaced the screw he had removed, covering histracks completely.

On his previous attempt he'd had an electric torch,

something he hadn't managed to get hold of thistime, and from now on he had to work in darkness,
relying completely on memory.

He had worked out the route after afast ten minutes with amap of the prison's ventilation system
cardesdy |eft on abench in the machine shop by a heating engineer, but that had been three years ago
and there had been structurd aterations since then. He could only pray that the section he was using had
been |eft alone.

He moved backwards into darkness, the dust filling his eyes and throat, swest trickling down hisface,
and after awhile, cameto another opening. He went into it head first and did gently down ashallow
dope, dowing hisdescent by bracing his hands against the Sides.

At the bottom, he paused. It was completely dark, no chink of light anywhere. He was boxed in as
securdly asif he had been in his own coffin. He pushed the ideaaway from him and inched forward

again.

He cameto aside shaft and then another and paused. Six or wasit seven? No, six before he roped
down to thefirst level. He pushed forward again, counting until he reached the shaft on hisleft. Heran
his hand dong the right side and found at once the supporting bracket he had forced from thewall asa
support on that other occasion. He pushed forward, then eased himsalf backwards into the hole. He
supported himsdlf with hisarms, uncoiled the nylon rope, looped it into arunning line around the bracket
he had forced out from the wall, then lowered himself carefully down the shaft. Thirty feet below, it
curved into astraight line and he moved into it backwards on hisbelly, pulling the rope down after him.
He coiled it carefully and inched backwards.

Light showed through in several places and he paused at agrille and peered down into the main
kitchens. There was alight on, but they were quite deserted and he moved on, emerging into adightly
larger shaft. He twisted round and went forward on his hands and knees.

Hewas now at the far end of the central block and

perhaps forty minutes had € gpsed since heleft his cell. He moved on quickly and came out into the
bottom of awide shaft that lifted vertically above his head, bands of yelow light cutting into it from grilles



=t at severd levels.

The zinclining of the shaft was held in place by anetwork of sted stayswhich provided excdllent
footholds and he started to climb quickly. His objective was a side shaft at the very top which ran
through the roof and out across the courtyard to the hospita on the other side.

He became conscious of astrong current of air and alow, humming sound, and frowned. Thiswas
something new and the heart moved ingde him. A few moments later he reached the top of the shaft and
hisworst fears were confirmed. Where there had previoudy been only the entrance to the link with the
hospital, there was now ametal grille protecting an el ectric extractor fan. He stayed there for amoment,
tracing the edge of the grille with hisfree hand, knowing it was hopeless, then started down.

Thefirst grille he cameto was only afoot square and he moved on down to the next. Thiswas perhaps
two feet square, atight squeeze certainly, but possible. He could seeinto aquiet corridor, dimly lit and
remembered that these would be the bachel or quarters for unmarried officers.

He hesitated for only amoment, wedged there in the narrow shaft, then took out the screwdriver and
pushed hishand asfar between the bars of the grille asit would go, holding the screwdriver by the shaft.
Hefdlt for the head of the left hand screw and to hisrdlief it started to move at once. A moment later,
the screw fdl to the floor and he forced the grille down with dl his strength.

He went back up the shaft alittle way so that he was able to lower himsdf through the grille feet firdt.
There wasn't much room, and for amoment he seemed to stick and then went through in arush, shirt
tearing, landing six feet below in the corridor.

He picked himsdf up quickly, turned and forced the grille back into position, then moved adong the
corridor. He could hear aradio playing and there was a quick burst of laughter, strangely muted and far
away. At the end of the corridor, he came to the stairhead and looked over the banisters. Three floors
below he could see the entrance hdl quiet and till in the light from asingle yellow bulb. He went down
quickly, keeping to thewall.

At the bottom he paused in the shadows, then crossed quickly to the door, then opened it and hesitated
inthe porch. A lamp jutted from the wall, casting apool of light to the path below, and he went down
the steps quickly and moved into the darkness at the front of the walls.

Therain wasfdling heavily now, bouncing from the cobbled courtyard like stedl rods and he glanced up
at the ventilating shaft high above his head stretching acrossto the hospital. 1t had originaly given him
access to the hospita roof, now he had to find another route.

He kept to the shadows of thewall, working his way round the courtyard until he reached the hospital
and moved round to one side. It was then that he remembered the fire escape. He found it amoment
later and started quickly, head lowered againgt the driving rain.

Thefina landing was outside adoor directly under the eaves of the roof and he climbed on to therall,
reached up to the gutter and tested it quickly. It seemed reasonably secure and he took aquick breath
and heaved himsdlf up and over.

He scrambled up on to the ridge of the building and moved aong it, afoot on either side, hands braced
againg thetiles. It took him agood five minutes of careful work to reach the end of the building and the
chimney stack of theincinerator.



No more than fifty feet away from him through the darkness was the spiked edge of the outer wall of the
prison, and benesth him an iron drainage pipe cut

through space to meet it. Rogan uncoiled his nylon rope, flung one end round the chimney stack and
went straight over the edge gripping the double strand tightly.

Hisfeet dipped on wet brickwork and he sivung wildly, skinning his knuckles and bruising his shoulder
painfully and then hislegs banged againgt the pipe.

Hesat onit, legs astride, and pulled the rope down, coiling it again, then he started across. The narrow
pipe cut into his crotch and he moved painfully on, pushing away the thought of the cobblesforty feet
bel ow, concentrating on the task in hand. Wasit now, or wasit three years previously? There was no
way of telling and life seemed acircle turning upon itself endlessy. Hisfingerstouched sone and he
looked up to see the darker line of thewall against the sky.

He carefully stood up, reached for the rusty spikes and pulled himsdlf on top. With hardly a pause, he
uncoiled the rope, looped it around a couple of spikes and went over the edge, using the same double
strand technique asin descending from the hospita roof. A few moments later he dropped ten feet into
wet grass at thefoot of thewall, pulling the rope down after him.

He was soaked to the skin and for amoment he lay there, hisface in the coolness of the wet grassand
then he scrambled to hisfeet. He coiled the nylon rope quickly, hooked it over his head, turned and
moved quickly away through the darkness.

Remembering his previous experience, he gave the married quarters awide berth, striking up the hillsde
to the open moor and the quarry.

Darkness was hisfriend and five minutes later he reached the crest of the valey and paused to look
back. Below in the hollow the prison lay like some primeval monster crouching in the darkness,
shapeless, without form, ayelow light gleaming here and there and at its feet the houses crouched.

Rogan was suddenly filled with afierce exhilaration. He laughed out loud, turned and started to run
across

the moor. It took him fifteen minutes to reach the quarry and beyond it, the river, swollen by rain,
tumbled over bouldersin the darkness.

Hafway across the iron footbridge, he paused and tossed the rope, screwdriver and wiiecuttersinto the

foam. Somehow there was afindity about the act. Thistime there would be no going back. lie ran acioss
the bridge and moved dong the bank, and afew moments later the lights of the cottage gleamed through

the dark trees of the wood.

CHAPTER FOUR

I'T was cold in the stone-flagged kitchen and Jack Pope shivered involuntarily as he piled logsinto the
crook of one arm. He moved back aong the passage and went into the living room of the smdll cottage.

Flames flickered across the oak-beamed celling, casting fantastic shadows that writhed and twisted
convulsively and he piled morelogs on to the dready largefire.



He went to the dresser, took down a bottle of whisky and hdf filled aglass.

Outside the wind moaned, driving the rain against the window with the force of lead shot and he
shivered, remembering the place on the other sde of the hill beyond the river where he had spent five
yearsof hislife. He emptied the glass quickly, coughing asthe raw spirit burned itsway down histhrodt,
and reached for the bottle again.

There was no sound, and yet asmall cold wind touched him gently on the right cheek. He turned dowly,
the hair risng on the ngpe of his neck.

Rogan stood in the doorway, shirt and pants plastered to his body, moulding his superb physique, rain
mingling with the dust from the ventilating shafts, washing over himin apatinaof filth.

And Jack Pope knew fear, real primeval fear that loosened the very bowelsin him so that in the
presence of this strange, dark man he was like a frightened child, completely dominated by some
elementd force he couldn't even comprehend.

He moistened hisdry lips and forced aghastly smile. 'Y ou madeit, Irish. Good for you.'

Rogan crossed the room, soundlessly, took the glass from Pope's hand and poured the whisky down in
one quick swallow. He closed his eyes, took along breath and opened them again.

'Whét timeisit?

Pope glanced at hiswatch. 'Just after half past eight.’

'‘Good,' Rogan said. 'l want to be out of here by nine. Isthere abath?
Pope nodded eagerly. 'I've had the water heating all afternoon.’
'Clothes?

‘Laid out in the bedroom. What about something to eat?

Rogan shook his head. ‘'Notime. If you've got avacuum flask fill it with coffee and make afew
sandwiches. | can eat them on theway.'

'Okay, Irish, anything you say. The bath's at the end of the passage.’

Rogan turned abruptly and went out, and immediately the forced smile was wiped from Pope's face.
'Who the hell does hethink heis, the big stinking Mick. God, how | wish | could turn himin.'

He went into the kitchen, put the kettle on the stove, then he rummaged in adrawer till he found a
bread-knife, took down aloaf and started vicioudy to cut it into dices.

The bathroom was arecent extension to the rear of the cottage and the bath itself was small. Not that it
mattered. Rogan filled it with hot water, stripped off hiswet clothes and climbed in. Forabrief moment
only he sat there enjoying the warmth, then he started to wash the filth from his body. Five minutes|ater,
he stepped out, dried himsdlf quickly, then went along the passage to the bedroom, atowel about his



wad.

Hefound everything he needed laid out neetly across the bed. Underclothing, shirts, even the shoeswere
the right size and the two-piece suit in Glencarrick thorn-proof looked asif it had been madeto

measure. There was a so a battered rain hat and an old trenchcoat. A nice touch that, he had to admit,
however grudgingly. He took them with him when he returned to the living room.

Pope followed him in from the kitchen carrying alarge vacuum flask and atin biscuit box. 'Sandwiches
areingde; itll save you having to stop.’

'And just where am | supposed to be going?
'‘O'More wants to see you.'
'Wheredo | find him?

Pope shrugged. ‘God knows. I've been working through an accommodation addressin Kendal. Do you
know where that is?

"The Lake District, isn't it? Westmorland?

That'sright. You'rein for along drive. It'sal of three hundred and fifty milesfrom here and you've got
to be there by seven in the morning.'

Which was the precise moment at which they would be turning out the cells at the prison and Rogan
amiled dightly. They were hardly likely to belooking for himin aplacelike Kendd. It would take them
at least three daysto redlize that he'd got off the moor and even then they wouldn't be sure.

'Why seven?

'Because that's the time you're being picked up. Y ou drive into the car park of the Wool pack Inn-that's
in Stricklandgate-and wait.'

‘Who for?

'l honestly don't know. As| said, I've been writing to an accommodation addressin Kenda. Maybeit's
just ajumping off placeto somewhereelse."

Rogan shook his head. 'Not good enough, Pope. Y ou wouldn't go into anything blindfold.’

'It'sthe truth, Irish, as God's my judge. I'll admit | opened my mouth about that escape of yourswhen |
got out and the word must have got around among the boys. Y ou know how thesethings are.’

'What about Soarnes, the lawyer.’
'Been disharred for the past five years. A villain down to the soles of hisfeet. He cameto seemea
couple of weeks ago. Said aclient of his had heard this rumour about you having away out and they'd

traced it to me. It didn't take him long to get down to brass tacks. Hesadowny bird.'

'And what's your cut?



'For setting thislittlelot up? A couple of centuries and my expenses!’

Rogan helped himself to a cigarette from a packet on the table and lit it, an abstracted frown on hisface.
Onthefaceof it, it didn't make sense-not any of it. And yet Colum was as cunning as afox. It would be
like him to cover histracks again, making any direct route to him difficult to find.

'All right, for the moment, I'll buy it," he said. 'How do | get to Kenda?

Pope produced asmall white folder and grinned. 'Nothing like being efficient, so | went to the top. Got
you an A A. route guide. It Starts at Exeter and takes you straight through to Kenda '

Hewent over it quickly, indicating the route on the excellent sketch maps provided. At Exeter Rogan
would pick up the A38 and follow it through Bristol and Gloucester. From there, the newM.
motorway would take him north past Worcester and Birmingham, joining the M6 for the long run up
through Lancashireto the Lake

Didrict.

'Y ou'll find some sections of the motorways are till under construction,’ Pope said, 'but on the whole,
you should have a pretty clear run.'

'What kind of car have you got for me?

‘Nothing specia. A Ford brake, two years old but the engine's perfect. I've had it checked. You'll find a
few samples of animal feed in the back. Y ou're supposed to be a sdesman for an agriculturd firm.' He
picked up abriefcase and produced various documents. 'Here's a couple of printed business cardsin the
name of Jack Mann and adriving licence. Hope you can till remember how.'

Rogan shrugged. 'I'll get by

There were insurance papers and log book, al in the same name. Even an Automobile Association
membership card. Rogan tucked them al into hisinside breast pocket.

'Y ou seem to have thought of everything.'

'We am to please.' Pope took out aworn leather wallet and passed it across. 'Y ou'll find forty quid in
there. No sensein carrying more. If you were stopped and searched it would only excite suspicion.’

"The police mind,' Rogan said. "Y ou can never get away from it, can you?

Pope flushed, but managed to force asmile. That's about it.' He glanced at hiswatch. 'Almost nine.
Y ou'd better be on your way.'

Rogan pulled on the trenchcoat, belted it around hiswaist and picked up his hat. They went out through
the kitchen and Pope flicked on an outside light, opened the door and led the way acrossthe small
courtyard to an old barn. He opened alarge door, and two cars were reveaed.

One of them was alarge dark shooting brake, the other a green saloon. Rogan paused in the entrance,
looking a them.



"Two? hesaid.
'Wdl how in the hell do you think I'm going to get out

of hereat thistime of night? Pope said. "It was bad enough having to walk five milesto the nearest bus
stop yesterday after driving out herein the Ford. | picked up the sdloon in Plymouth this morning.’

Which was agood story had it not been for the fact that the whedl's of both vehicles were still damp and
muddy from the day'srain.

Rogan let it pass. 'I'd better be on my -way.'
Pope nodded. '‘Make sure it's the right one. No detours to Holyhead for the Irish boat.”
Rogan turned very dowly, hisface quite expressonless. 'And what would you be meaning by that?

Pope forced aamile. 'Nothing, Irish, nothing. It'sjust that the Big Man'sinvested alot of money in you.
He's entitled to see some return.’

The next moment, a hand had him by the throat, pulling him close and the rush of blood seemed to be
forcing out hiseyebdls.

'When | do athing, it's because | want to," Rogan said softly. 'Always remember that, Pope. Nobody
crowds Sean Rogan.'

Pope went staggering back againgt the whitewashed wall and Sumped to the ground. He crouched
there, sobbing for breath, aware of the Ford starting up and moving out across the yard, the engine
fading into the distance.

A footstep scraped on stone and avoice said camly, 'Friend Rogan plays rough. A dangerous man to
Cross.’

Pope looked up at Henry Soames and cursed savagelyi 'l hope you know what you're doing.' He
groaned, swaying alittle ashe got to hisfeet. 'If 1'd any sense I'd pull out of this now.’

'And lose out on dl that lovely money? Soames patted him on the shoulder. 'Let'sgo back ingdeand I'll
go over it again. | think you'll seethingsmy way.'

Round the bend of the road, Rogan parked the car by afive-barred gate and walked back the way he
had come. There were severd reasons for such acourse. Inthefirst

place hedidn't like Pope, in the second, he didn't trust him. And there was the intriguing fact that the
tyres of both cars had been wet athough the brake had supposedly been under cover since the previous

day.

Nearing the cottage, he | eft the road, pushed hisway through a plantation of damp fir trees and crossed
theyard at therear. A curtain was drawn across the window, but when he bent down he could see most
of the living room through a narrow crack.



Henry Soames and Pope were Sitting at the table engaged in earnest conversation, the whisky bottle
between them. Rogan stayed there for only a moment, then turned and retraced his steps.

So-the plot thickened. Most puzzling thing of al, how did Colum O'More come to be mixed up with
such people? There was no answer, could be nonetill he reached Kendal. He leaned back in his seat
and concentrated on the road ahead.

CHAPTERHVE

AFTER midnight Rogan had the road pretty much to himself, athough from Brigtol to Birmingham and
north into Lancashire he came across plenty of heavy transport working the dl-night routes.

Just after two am. he stopped at asmall garage near Stoketo fill up, staying in the shadows of the car
S0 that the attendant didn't get a clear look at hisface.

He made good time, aways keeping within any indicated speed limits, and dawn found him moving north
along the M6 motorway east of Lancaster.

Themorning was grey and sombre with heavy rain

clouds drifting across his path, and to the west the dark waters of Morecambe Bay were being whipped
into whitecaps. He opened the side window and thewind carried the taste of good sdt air and he
inhaed deeply, feding suddenly divefor thefirg timein years.

He stopped the car, took out the vacuum flask and stood at the side of the road looking out at the
distant seawhile he finished the coffee. It was difficult to believe, but he Avas out. For a brief moment,
the strange, illogical thought crossed his mind that perhaps this was only some dark, hopeless dream
from which therattle of the key in thelock of his cell door would awaken him at any moment, and then a
gull cried harshly in the sky and rain started to fall in asudden heavy rush. He stood there for amoment
longer, hisface turned up to it, and then got back into the car and drove away.

Hearrived in Kenda just after seven and found the place, like most country market towns at that timein
the morning, dready gtirring. He located the Wool pack 1nn in Stricklandgate without any trouble, pulled
inthe car park and switched off the engine.

It was a strange feding waiting there in the car, like the old days working with the Maguisin France, and
he lemembered that morning in Amiens with the rain bouncing from the cobbles and the contact man
who turned out to be an Abwehr agent. But then you never could be certain of anything in thislife, from
the womb to the grave.

He opened the packet of cigarettes Pope had given him, found it empty and crushed it in hishand. A
quiet voice sad, ‘A fine morning, Mr. Rogan.'

She was perhaps twenty years old, certainly no more. She wore an old trenchcoat belted around her
waist and, in spite of her headscarf, rain beaded the fringe of dark hair which had escaped at the front
and drifted across her brow.

She walked round to the other side, opened the door and sat on the bench seat beside him. Her face was

smoothly rounded with aflawless cream complexion, the eyebrows and hair coal black and her red lips



had an extra fullness that suggested sensudity. It wasthe sort of face he had seen often on the west
coast of Irdland, particularly around Galway where there had been aplentiful infusion of Spanish blood
over the centuries.

'How could you be sure? he said.

She shrugged. 'l had the number of the car and Colum showed me a photograph. Y ou've changed.’
'Haven't we al? he said. 'Where do you fit in?

"Youll find out. If you'l let me get at that whedl, welll move out.

He eased himsdlf across the seat. She did past him. For amoment he was acutely conscious of her asa
woman, ahint of perfumein the cold morning air, the edge of the coat riding above her knees. She
pulled it down with acomplete lack of self-consciousness and started the engine.

'I'd like to stop for some cigarettes,” Rogan said.

Shetook a packet from her left pocket and tossed them across. 'No need. I've got plenty.’
'Have we far to go?

‘About forty miles!'

She was perfectly cam, her hands steady on the whedl as she took the brake with real skill through the
narrow streets and the early morning traffic, and he watched her for awhile, leaning back in the corner.

A fine, lovey girl thisone, but one who had been used by life and not kindly. The story wastherein the
shadow that lurked behind the grey-green eyes. Hurt, but not broken-the courage showed in thetilt of
the chin, the sureness of those competent hands. The pity of it was that she would never |et anyone get
closeto her again and that wasthe red tragedy.

Her voice cut sharply into hismusing. 'Y ou'll know me next time?

'And would that be abad thing? he grinned lightly. ' Liverpool-Irish ?

'Isit that obvious?

'No accent like it in thisworld or out of it."

She amiled in spite of hersdlf. Y ou needn't think you sound like any English gentleman yoursdf.'

'‘And why would | be wanting to?

Y ouwereamgor in their army, weren't you?

'Y ou seem to know.'

'l should do. At onetime, | used to get the great Sean Rogan for breakfast, dinner and supper and
preciouslittieelse!



They were now on the outskirts of the town and she pulled in beside alow stone wall topped by iron
raillings. A little farther along there was an open iron gate and a sign which readChurch of the Immaculate
Heart with the times of Mass and Confession in faded gold | etters benegth.

'Do you mind? shesaid. 'l don't get in very often.’

'Suit yourself.'

He watched her pass through the gate, asmall girl with aripe peasant figure and hipsthat weretoo large
by English standards. So, she il kept to the Faith? Now that was interesting, and proved she wasn't an
active member of the|.R.A. which carried automatic excommunication.

On impulse he opened the door and followed her along the flagged path. 1t was warm inside and very
quiet. For alittle while he stood there listening intently and then he sat down in apew at the back of the
church.

Shewas on her knees by the dltar. As he looked down towards the winking candles it seemed to grow
darker. He leaned forward and rested his head on astone pillar. All the strain and excitement of the past
twelve hours catching up on him. In some strange way it was asif he were listening for something.

He pushed the thought away from him and sat back and watched as she got to her feet and walked back
along the aide. She became aware of him there in the half darkness and paused abruptly.

"That wasfoolish of you. Y ou could have been seen.’

He shrugged, stood up and took her arm as they went to the door. 'If you think like that you act
suspicioudy; if you act suspicioudy, you get caught. I'm an old hand at being on the run.’

They stood on the step and the wind blew afine drizzle of rain into the porch as she looked up a him
search-ingly. She smiled and it was asif alamp had been turned oninside.

'Hannah Costello, Mr. Rogan,’ she said and held out her hand.

Hetook it and grinned. ‘A fresh start makes old friends of bad ones/ he said. ‘A proverb my
grandmother was fond of. Would it be too much to ask where you're taking me?

"The other side of the lakes. On the coast, near a place called Whitbeck.'
'Is Colum O'Morethere?
'Waiting for you."

'Inthe name of God, let us go then. Therésafarm in Kerry my father's growing too old to cope with.
It'stimel was home again.’

The smile vanished from her face and she gazed up at him searchingly. She seemed about to speak, but
obvioudy thought better of it and turned and led the way back to the car.

Dick Vanbrugh wastired, damned tired, and the heavy rain driving againgt the bathroom window wasn't



cdculated to improve the way he felt. He finished shaving and was towelling his face tenderly when the
door opened and hiswife looked in. 'Phone, darling. The Assistant Commissioner.’

Vanbrugh stared at her, adeep frown creasing hisforehead. Y ou're joking, of course.’

'I'm afraid not. I'll get your breskfast on the stove now. From the sound of him, you'll be moving off ina
hurry.’

Vanbrugh pulled ashirt over hishead, tucking it into

his trousers as he went downgtairs. His tiredness had vanished completely. Whatever thiswas, it was
something big. Y ou didn't get the Assistlant Commissioner on the phone at seven thirty in the morning just
because somebody's warehouse had been turned over.

He picked up the phone from the hall stand and leaned againgt the wall. 'Vanbrugh here, sir!

'Morning, Dick. I'm afraid I'm going to put you off your breskfast."

‘Not thefirst time, Vanbrugh said.

'Rogan's out.'

Vanbrugh suddenly felt alittle light-headed. He took a deep breath, closing his eyes and then opened
them again.

'When?

‘Some time during the night. They found him missing at seven o'clock turn-out. The Governor's just been
onthelineto the Old Man.'

'How did he get out?

'Nobody seemsto know. They may come up with something later, but the first quick check disclosed
nothing.'

Vanbrugh laughed gently. 'In the Maquis, they caled him the Ghogt, did you know that, Sir?

The Assistant Commissioner ignored the remark. 'Y ou'rein charge, Dick.'

Vanbrugh took a deep breath and stood up straight. 'I'd rather not-not thistime.'

'Hewon't take no for an answer, Dick. After dl, you know Rogan better than anyone e se.'
‘That'sthetrouble, sir.’

‘Therésafadt train for the West Country at nine from Paddington. Take Dwyer with you. I'll seethat the
locd congtabulary give you every co-operation. The longer he's out, the worse it will be. The newsboys

will start digging up hiswar record and so on and before you know where you are, well beinit right up
to our necks.



'Would that be such abad thing, sir? Vanbrugh said.
[t might make the Home Secretary think again if nothing else’

'Respond to thiskind of emotiona blackmail ?'Y ou must be mad.' The Assistant Commissioner snorted.
'For God's sake try to remember you're a copper and get moving.'

Vanbrugh replaced the recaiver, stood there thinking for amoment, then put through aquick call to
Detective Sergeant Dwyer a his home. When he was finished, he went into the kitchen. Hiswife turned
from the stove, afrying pan in her hand, and he shook his head.

‘Just coffee, love. I've got to get moving.'

Shefilled his cup, placed it on the table before him, then ran her fingers through hisgreying hair.
Twenty-five years, Dick. | should know you by now. What's gone wrong?

'It's Sean/ he said. 'Sean Rogan. He's on the loose. The Old Man wants me to go down to the West
Country to take charge of the hunt persondly.'

'Oh, no, Dick." A spasm of pain crossed her face and she sank into the opposite chair. ‘Haven't you
done enough?

'I'm apoliceman, Néell, he said. "Y ou knew it when you married me. Sean knew.'
‘But, Dick, he saved your life!
'God in Heaven, do you think | don't know that? he demanded.

When she put out her hand and gently touched his face there were tearsin her eyes. He turned the hand
and brushed hislips againgt the pam.

'I'd better get moving, love. | haven't got much time.’
He got to hisfeset, turned and went out dowly.

It was dill raining when Rogan and the girl reached Bowness and took the ferry across Lake
Windermere. The boat was deserted and they stood at the stern rail taking in the beauty.

'What do you think of it? she said.
'It's certainly spectacular.’

"The most beautiful place in England. In the summer these roads are crowded with holidaymakers. At
thistime of the year, you won't seeasoul. That'swhen | likeit best.’

There was aglow to her cheeks and she wiped moisture away from her brow carelesdy and looked
across a Belle Ide. Rogan watched her, aware of beauty and gladdened by it.

On the other side, they took the road to Hawkshead. then turned down the far side of Coniston Water
to Broughton-in-Furness and Whicham. From there, the) turned north aong the coast road and amile



beyond Whitbeck Station they came to asignpost carrying the legend, Marsh-End. She turned off the
road and bumped over arutted track towards the sea.

They followed the course of awinding creek that twisted like a snake, losing itsdf in acountry of rough
grass marshes and mud flats where wild ducks nested in the reeds and fog drifted in from the sea, dulling
the edges of things so that they lacked definition, formless asin adream.

The brake turned into another track which led through a clump of fir trees, and on the other sde alondly
farmhouse stood at the head of a creek.

It stood in aclump of beech trees at the water's edge, an ancient grey-stone building with agood barn
and awalled yard. It was only asthey approached that Rogan became aware of the decay that hung
over everything, of the broken fences, pedling paintwork.

Grass grew between the cobbles, and asthe car rolled to ahat Hannah Costello switched off the engine
and grimaced.

'Not much of aplace. Over the years, the tides have eroded dl the pasture. No one could make aliving
here except by wildfowling and fishing. The agentswere glad to lease it for ayear.’

Hefrowned. 'A long time.'

'Anything less would have looked suspicious:’

She hesitated and then went on, 'How long isit since you last saw Colum O'More?
‘Tenyears!

Y oull find him changed. Try not to show it. | think his pride meansalot to him.'

Before Rogan could reply, the door behind him opened and he turned quickly. The man who stood there
leaned heavily on agtick, head dightly forward from great hunched shoulders.

'Sean,’ he said in ahoarse whisper. 'Sean Rogan, by dl that's holy.'

The shock was like aphysical blow and Rogan swallowed hard and moved to meet him, hand
outstretched. 'Colum, you old devil. A long time!'

For amoment in their handclasp there was atouch of the old strength he remembered, but only for a
moment and Colum O'More laughed harshly. They say Time changesdl things, Sean. Me, he decided
to kick straight in the teeth. I'm glad he's dedlt better by you.'

He turned and limped aong the whitewashed corridor and Rogan followed him, aware of the clothes
hanging in folds upon the skeleton of the man he had once known.

The living room was smply furnished with atable, a couple of easy chairs by the fire on the open hearth
and rush matting on the floor. Colum O'More sank into one of the chairs and looked a Hannah.

"Theré's a bottle on the sdeboard, girl, and glasses, and don't betelling me | shouldn't. I'm past caring.’



Rogan unbelted his coat, took it off and sat in the other chair. "What happened, Colum?

The old man shrugged. The hard life I'veled, past sins catching up on me. Doesit matter? He shook his
head. 'I've never seen aman look better from seven yearsin an English gaol.’

Rogan shrugged. 'Remember what Tom Clarke wrote? Never give in. Keep fighting and hang on to your
sef-icgpect?

O'More nodded. 'And didn't he do just that for fifteen years?

Hannah poured whisky into two glasses and brought them across and the old man dipped an am
around her waist. 'Lucky for her I'm not thirty years younger, Sean. A hundred per cent thisone.' He
smiled up at her. 'Make him some breskfast, girl, whilewetalk.'

She looked once at Rogan, an unspoken message in her eyes, and went out. O'More drank some of his
whisky and sighed with pleasure. He took out a pipe and started to fill it from aworn leather pouch.

"Y ou've just been on the news. By now they'll be running round in circles blocking every road off that
damned moor and here you are, three hundred and fifty miles awvay where they'd least expect to find
you. Theremust beasmdl laugh in that, surely.’

Rogan toasted him briefly. Thanksto the Big Man.'

"The Organization looks after its own,' Colum O'More said. 'Thetime weve taken, I'll admit, but that
was no fault of mine!’

Therewas asmadl silence and Rogan said carefully, 'And what would be the quickest way to Kerry from
here, Colum?

"Well, now, Sean, wasn't it that | wanted to discuss with you?

There was something deep here, something he as yet didn't understand, that had been under the surface
of things since Soames had made his visit to the prison ahundred years ago. Rogan took out a cigarette
and lit it with aburning splinter from thefire.

'It's been along time, Colum, too long for awkwardness between us. Say what you haveto say.’

The old man shrugged. 'It'ssmply told. We have ajob for you.'

'We?

"The Organization.’

'l understood it had folded when they called off the border war.’

Colum O'More chuckled. 'A tdefor fools and old women, but times have been difficult, Sean. We're
reorganizing on abig scale, we need money.’

'And where would we be finding that?

The old man turned to the table, opened the drawer and took out amap which he unfolded on the floor.



It showed the Lake Didtrict in detail and he used his stick as apointer.

"The Glasgow to London mail train comes down through Carlise and Penrith. Notice that it doesn't
touch Kendd. That's served by alocd line. It joinsthe main line at Rigg Station eight miles south of
Kendd.'

'So?

'Every Friday, the Centra Banks Association sends an armoured van from Penrith. 1t does a sort of
circle through the Lakes and down the coast, caling at Kes-wick, Whitehaven, Seascale and so on.
From Broughton, which you'll have passed through on your way here, it goes up to Ambleside, then
down through Windermere to Kendd. It arrives at Rigg Station at three in the afternoon where it meets
up with the London Express.'

'What kind of stuff do they carry?

"The usua weekend cash surplus, mainly old notes for re-pulping. Y ou know what the banks are like.
They dont likeit lying around these country branches. Usualy around aquarter of amillion.'

‘A useful sum.”
"It would be to the Organization.'

Rogan laughed harshly. 'God save us dl, but here's madness for you!" He paced across to the window,
then swung round angrily. 'Wasit for thisyou helped me out after seven years, Colum O'More?

'Y ou're the best brain we ever had,' O'More said camly, ‘the best organizer. We needed you.'

'And if you hadn't, where would | be now, Colum O'More?

‘It took alot to get you out, lad, and not only in hard cash. I'm depending on you.'

"Then you'll be disappointed.’ Rogan shook his head and moved back to thefireside. Tve had it up to

here, Colum, can't you see that? Forty years old and I've spent twelve of them in gaol. Asfar asI'm
concerned, the game's played out. The Organization must find another way to get what it wants. I've had

my bdlyful.'
The old man nodded. 'And what will you be doing?

‘Thereésafarm in Kerry waiting for me now, you know that aswell as| do. My father's been running it
since heretired from the political serviceten years ago. He's getting old, Colum, andsoam 1.

‘Aren't we dl? The old man sighed. 'So beit. North of here there's a place on the coast called
Ravenglass. I'll give you the name of aman | know. Hell see you across the water for ahundred
pounds." He opened the drawer again, took out a packet of banknotes and tossed them on the table.
'Good luck to ye, Sean Rogan.'

Rogan picked up the notes, weighing them in his hand, afrown on hisface. '‘And you?

'‘God save us, lad, I've ajob to do and men waiting ready for it back there in those mountains. I'll see



thisthing through on my own.’

Rogan stood staring at him for amoment, then he turned without aword, flung open the door and
moved outside.

CHAPTER SIX

THE tidewas drifting in, gurgling in crab holes, stippled water covering the mud-flats with an expanse of
shining silver that moved among sea asters, and somewhere a curlew cried, lonely in asombre world.

Rogan crossed a narrow stone causeway and followed a path through rough marsh grass and reeds that
were head high. On impulse he took an even narrower path to the right and, pushing hisway through the
undergrowth, emerged at the side of anarrow creek and found a motor launch moored to the bank.

Therewas no sign of life and he jumped down on to the deck and moved into the whedlhouse. Although
the boat was obvioudy old, it wasin good condition and the interior had recently been swept. The brass
compass mounting and engine controls were brightly polished. There was a movement out on the deck
behind him and he turned to see Hannah Costello standing watching him.

He moved out to join her and she tossed his trenchcoat across. T thought you might need this!'
He pulled it on, turning up the collar against the rain, and lit another cigarette. 'Isthis Colum's?
She nodded. 'He sailed it down from Ravenglass himself.'

'His quick exit when the job's done? She nodded and he shook his head. "Well not me, I'm moving out
now.'

'No one's stopping you.'

With a sudden rush the rain increased into a solid downpour and he stared out across the marsh. ‘A
strange place this, like nowhere I've ever been. Y ou'd swear there were eyes watching you from every
thicket.

'Spirits of the dead,’ she said. Thisisan ancient place. Ravenglasswas a port even in Roman times.
They cdled it Glannaventa. Not much more than a hundred years ago they found alongboat aground on
the mud-flats a dawn half-filled with blood and a dozen revenuers with their throats cut. The
free-traders used the farmhouse as their headquarters.”

'Nothing changes" he said.

She nodded. 'The hardest lesson to learn. All my life I've been trying to change things, change me even. |
always end up back at base.'

'How do youfit into dl this?

‘That'san easy one. | livewith my uncle, Paddy Cos-tello, at aplace caled Scardale, in the fells north of
Ambleside. He has an excuse for a sheep farm up there that's just about onitslast legs. He and my
father were members of the Big Man's Organization in the North of England during the war. He found
out about this bank van six months ago and got in touch with Colum.’



"Why should he do that?

‘Because drunk or sober-which isn't often-he livesin adream world of action and passion and God
Savelreland, cried the heroes. He sees himsdlf il one of them carrying on the gallant struggle.”

'And isthat such abad thing?

'It'safoolish dream,’ she said, ‘which isworse. An echo of something that's gone for ever. Theworld's
changed and it doesn't need men like my uncle any longer.'

‘Or me?

If the cap fits. Are you going to take that boat out of Ravenglass?

'I'dbeafool if | didn't.'

Sheleaned againgt therail and stared back into the past. 'When | wasakid in Liverpoal, dl | ever got
was Sean Rogan-the great Sean Rogan. My old man was by way of being atan of yours. At least that's
what he said loudly across every bar counter on the waterfront. But that's asfar asit ever went. After
my mother died, thedrinking redly got ahold on him.’

'I've seen it happen,’ Rogan said. A bad thing.'

Tunny how someone can destroy themsdlvesin front of you,’ she said. 'Even your lovefor them. | didn't
end up hating him, | just didn't care. When he started mistaking my bedroom for his when he staggered
in, | thought it was time to move on. He died the following year.'

'What did you do?

'What every girl in my position does-went to London.'

'How old were you?

'Sixteen, but that turned out to be adistinct advantage. Girls of that age have astrong apped for some
men.

'S0 I've heard/ he said gravely.

'l got ajob asawaitress, but that wouldn't kegp me in room and board. Then one of the customers
offered meajobin hisclub. | was dwaysagood dancer.' She smiled camly. 'They're right when they
go on about the importance of the little sns-the Church, I mean. It'samazing how quickly you can
become what you never thought you would.'

'It sounds like abad plot.’

'It gets even better. The police moved in and it turned out the boss had been squeezing some of the more
respectable customers dry on the side. He dragged three of us down with him.’

'What did you get?



'Sx months. When | got out, | wrote to Uncle Paddy. Hiswife had died and he needed awoman round
the place. He's got a son, Brendan, aged seventeen. Had meningitis when he was akid.' She touched
her head. 'Needs|ooking after.’

'And now you're up to your earsin thislot? Why don't you just pack your bags and get out?

She shrugged, and watched the mist cregping in from the sea. "Why does anybody do anything? Y ou
becomeinvolved, | suppose, just like afish in anet. Choose which way you twigt, there's no way out.'
Shelooked up a him, her face quite calm. That's how I've been dl my life, Mr. Rogan, trapped in an
invisble net with no way out.’

There was a tillness about her, astrange, brooding cam, and the green eyesheld his steadily. It was as
if shewanted him to say something, perhaps offer some solution, but there was nothing of value he could

sy.
'I've been trying to crash out of something al my lifeand I'm forty yearsold.
She nodded dowly. 'l think you are aman held too easly by old loyalties.’

Which was aremarkably shrewd observation and Rogan lit another cigarette and changed the subject.
'What kind of a set-up has Colum got back there in the mountains?

'At Scardale? Nothing very complicated. He's recruited a couple of tearaways from Manchester.
Professional crooks, they've been there aweek now.'

'What arethey like?

‘Smash their way in, smash their way out and God help anyone who getsin the way. Y ou know the type.
Only one of them isreally dangerous. That's Morgan-Harry Morgan. He's got brains of asort. Fletcher's
just ablunt ingrument.’

‘Nice people Colum O'More's got himself mixed up with.'

She shrugged. Tor thiskind of ajob, you need experts and Morgan and Fletcher are that al right.’

'How did he get in touch with them?

'l think Soamesfound them for him."

'Have you ever met him?

She shook her head. 'Colum has, but only once. That wasin Liverpool. Since then, weve used an
accommodation address-a back-street newsagent'sin Kenda. 1've usualy collected the | etters by hand.”

'So Soames doesn't know about this place?

'Marsh-End? She shook her head. 'Even my uncle hasn't been here. Morgan'stried following me afew
times, but I've dways given him the dip.’



"There was a man called Pope-Jack Pope. He was waiting for mewhen | got out. Where does hefit in?

'Asfar as| know, hewas paid to do a particular job and that was an end to it. Soames handled all the
negotiations at that end.’

'How much was Soames paid?

'Five hundred and his expenses.’

Rogan shook his head. 'Not enough. Hiskind live under stones. HEll want more!'
She frowned. 'How could he get it?

'l don't know, but he and Pope are up to something and whatever it is, it isn't going to do Colum any
good.' Heflipped his cigarette down into the water. ‘Come on, let's get back.'

She caught his deeve and held him amoment. 'What are you going to do?

'God knows, but he'san old man. | can't let him put his head on the block without doing something
about it, now can 1?7

Heturned, scrambled over therail and pushed hisway through the wet undergrowth back towards the
farmhouse.

Colum O'More st at thetable, alarge scale map of the Lake Digtrict in front of him. When the door
clicked open behind him, he didn't bother to move and Rogan sat on the edge of the table.

Helooked down at the map, adight frown on hisface. ‘Onething | don't understand, Colum?Why
you? Where are the young and active ones? Safe in their beds?

The old man shrugged. 'l first heard about this bank van through an old comrade, Paddy Costello.
Hannah'suncle'

'She told me about him.'

'I put the idea before the headquarters staff in Water-ford. They said it couldn't be done. That it wastoo
risky.' He chuckled harshly. 'l thought I'd show them there waslife in the old dog yet.'

‘The money that got me out,' Rogan said. 'Where did that come from?

'Doesit matter?

It might.’

Colum O'More shrugged. 'l had some savings. That and amortgage on my housein Lismore.'
Rogan shook his head. 'No foal like an old one.’

'Oh, don't be worrying about me. I'll get my expenses paid out of the proceeds of this one.’



Rogan shook his head. 'It won't work, Colum. You're

too old.’

The old man went very white, eyeslike hot coals. The stick swung up asif hewould strike Rogan across
the face with it and then a spasm of pain racked hisface. He clapped a hand to his mouth too late and a

quantity of brown vomit erupted, spilling across the stone floor.

There was a quick exclamation from the doorway and when Rogan turned, Hannah was standing there.
'A cloth, he said, 'and some water. Quickly now.'

He held the old man's head up until the girl came back. She gently swabbed away the vomit with adamp
cloth and Rogan took hisarm and pulled him up.

'HEll be better lying down.’

The bedroom was on the ground floor &t the rear, and he sat the old man on the edge of the bed, took
off hisjacket and loosened his collar. Colum O'More lay back with asigh and Rogan laised hisfeet and
threw acoverlet over him.

Hewaked with the girl to the door. 'Have you seen him like this before?

She nodded. ‘Once. It was exactly the same. Hewas all right again within haf an hour.'

There was a ghostly chuckle from the bed and when Rogan turned, O'More was looking a him through
half open eyes. 'l received my sentence from the finest physician in Dublin three months ago, lad. A
couple of yeais, maybe three and there'san end of it.'

Rogan stood at the side of the bed looking down at him. 'Will you be dl right?

Tine. Right asatrivet in hdf an hour. I've had these attacks before."

'‘Good,' Rogan said. 'Just take it easy then and don't worry about a thing.'

When he closed the door, the girl was standing in the passage, a puzzled frown on her face. "Why-I
don't understand?

He could have talked to her of old loyalties, of what he owed to aman whose proud boast had been
that he had

never let afriend down in hislife come hell 01 high water. But the thing went deeper than that.

From the moment he had dropped over the wall back there on the moor, he had been caught in a cunent
from which there was no escaping until hei cached the pre-01 dained end.

That wasthe Celt in him speaking and till apooi i eason.
'Make him acup of teaand lace it with whisky. I'll St with him for awnhile.’

He pushed her dong the passage, opened the bedroom door and went back inside. He sat on the edge



of the bed, took out his cigarettes and lit one dowly.
‘All right," he said to O'Moie. '| want the lot. Places, names, who does what and when.’
'Youll doit, Sean? the old man said eegerly. "Y ou'll handle it for me?

I'll look into it, Rogan said. 'I'll go to Costello's place and I'll take alook at the set-up. More than that |
won't promise.’

Colum O'Moré's breath was exhded in along sigh. ‘And that's good enough for me.'
CHAPTER SEVEN

HARRY MORGAN came awake and stared up at the stained and pedling ceiling. Looked at long
enough, it became a pretty fair map of London, and he recaled with nogtalgiaalittle bar off Dean Street
in Soho that had been afavourite haunt of hisin the old days, and the Greek girl who ran it. Now there
was awoman...

Histhroat was dry and his mouth tasted bad. He

pushed himself up on one elbow and groped under the bed until he located a bottle. It was empty and he
dropped it to the floor and stood up, alean dark man with red hair, black eyes and amouth that curled
sardonicaly at the corners.

He pulled an old sweater over his head and moved to the door outside; then there was ahowl of rage.
As Morgan opened the door and moved into the whitewashed passage, Costello's haf-witted son, his
mouth gaping in fear, sumbled into him, Hetcher hard on hishedls.

Hetcher, agreat ox of aman, grabbed for the boy and Morgan barred his way with an outstretched
arm. 'Now what?

"The bloodly little swine's pinched al my fags. There were three packets under my pillow. They'veadl
gone!'

'Y ou lost them to me at brag last night,’ Morgan said. 'Y ou were too damned drunk to remember.’
'Y ou can stick thet for atale.'

Fletcher pushed him roughly to one side and grabbed at the boy, who ran to the end of the passage and
pulled open the door. What happened next was so quick and confusing, that afterwards Fletcher had
difficulty in recdling theincident clearly.

One moment he was reaching for the scruff of the boy's neck, the next he was stumbling headlong to the
cobbles of the yard. He started to turn and afoot pushed down haid across histhroat. Fletcher began to
choke and then the pressure was relieved. When he managed to control his breathing again, he found
himself looking up into ahard, implacable face.

Jesse Fletcher had never been afraid of anything or anybody in hisentirelife and he felt no fear now,
only the naturd wariness of aborn fighting man who sensesthe same quaitiesin another.



'Get up!" Sean Rogan said.

Behind him, Hannah Costello stood by the brake, an arm around the boy's shoulders and Morgan
laughed

gently from the doorway. 'A touching scene. He came forward as FHetcher scrambled to hisfeet. 'I'm
Harry Morgan, Mr. Rogan, and thisrelic of amore primevd timeis Jesse Fletcher. Youll haveto
excuse hislack of manners. They weren't handing out brains the day he was born.’

'One of thesedays 'l fill that big mouth of yoursfull of dirt," FHetcher said vicioudy and turned and went
ingde

'Where's my uncle? Hannah demanded.

'He went into Ambleside in the truck for supplies. I'll be surprised if we see him back before the pubs
close!’

He stood to one sde with adight, mocking grin and Rogan moved past him into the house. When he
went into the large, stone nagged living room, Fletcher was sitting in achair by the window, abottlein
one hand, aglassin the other.

Rogan ignored him and turned as Hannah and Morgan followed him in. Wheresthe boy?

‘Taken himsdlf off into the hills,' she said. 'He won't be back till dark. He often doesthat.’

'What about beds?

‘There are two rooms upgtairs. 1've got one, my uncle and Brendan share another.’

‘Jesse and | are across the passage,’ Morgan said.

Fletcher snorted. 'Maybe he'd like us to move out?

Rogan looked at him camly. 'When | do, I'll let you know.'

He brushed past Morgan and followed Hannah aong to the kitchen. Fletcher swallowed hiswhisky with
acurse. The great Sean Rogan-what alaugh. Just abig Irish bogtrotter. One belt in the right place and
held split clear down the middle!’

'Why don't you tell him that, Jesse?

'‘Maybe I'll do just that.'

Morgan chuckled. ‘Let me know when, I'd like to be there.’

In the kitchen, Rogan sat on the edge of the table and

lit acigarette, and Hannah took off her coat and hung it behind the door. 'Ham and eggs al right?

'Fine,' he said and walked to the window.



The wind rushed through the old beech trees which encircled the place, plucking most of the remaining
leaves from the brandies and lifting them high over theroof top, and his eyeslifted to the
heather-covered hillside and the mountains beyond.

'Quite a place. Anyone ever come here?

'Only afew fel wakersor climbers and we see them mostly during spring and summer. The road peters
out aquarter of amilefrom heie. A hundred and fifty years ago they mined for lead up theretill the vein
ran out. Y ou can sill seethe old workings. Brendan can tell you dl about that.'

'He seemed anice enough kid.'

She nodded. 'A bit dower than other people, that's al. Uncle Paddy treats him like adog, that's alot of
thetrouble.’

‘A sweet bunch Colum's surrounded himsdf with.'
'What did you think of the two in there?

'Fletcher'sjust a second rate tearaway. A good man in aclinch with aniron bar or at putting in the boot.
Morgan's adifferent proposition. For onething he'sgot brains!'

'Don't let that fool you," she said. 'Fletcher | can understand. He's too ignorant to be anything else, but
Morgan's bad because he wantsto be. Y ou'll have to watch him. His favourite occupation seemsto be
dtirring up trouble, then standing back to watch the fun.’

"The best way | know to burn your fingers/ Rogan said. 'Someone should tell him.'

She placed ham and eggs before him and a plate piled high with fresh bread and butter and sat on the
other side of the table, acup of teain her hands, and watched him eat.

"Y ou needed that, she observed when he finally pushed the empty plate away with asigh.

He smiled dightly. '‘And not because | was hungry. I'm the great one for symbolic actions. Not that they
fed ustoo badly in there. It'sjust that it tastes different on the outside.’

They lit cigarettes and sat there smoking in acompanionable silence, rain tapping lightly againgt the
window, and after awhile Morgan came in and found them there. He took a cup, helped himsdlf to tea
from the pot and sat on the edge of the dresser. 'How was O'More? 'In good shape," Rogan said.

Morgan laughed harshly. 'No need to keep that up with me, big man. When Jesseand | met himin
Manchester a couple of weeks back it wastaking him al histimeto stay on hisfeet.' 'So?

‘Theway | seeit he'son the way ouit. It takes agood man to run athing like this, astrong man.’
T know," Rogan said softly. "That'swhy I'm here." "'Who the hdll says s0? Jesse Fletcher filled the

doorway, the ugly scarred face flushed in anger. "'Who says we even need you? Maybe Morgan and me
got our own plans!'



'‘O'More told me you were working for wages," Rogan said. 'Five grand apiece. Right? That's what the
contract says.'

‘Then tell the hired help here to shut hisbig mouth.' Hetcher took a convulsive step forward and Morgan
said sharply, 'Hold your fire, Jesse, fighting among ourselves won't get us anywhere.' He turned to
Rogan and shrugged. 'Jesse gets annoyed easily. It's understandable. Since that one meeting in
Manchester we haven't clapped eyes on O'More. Hannah isthe only link we've got with him. Even her
uncle doesn't know where he's staying.'

‘Caution's his second name,' Rogan said. ‘'No harm in that. Y ou'll see him at theright time." He stood up.
'What about this plan of yours?

'I've got amap in the sitting room," Morgan said. 'Let's

go through.'

Outside therain had stopped and the sky had cleared alittle over the mountains as evening fell. It was
dark intheliving room, shadows gathering in the corners, and Hannah lit an oil lamp and placed it inthe
centre of the old mahogany table. Morgan took alarge scale map of the areafrom adrawer and

unfolded it.

'Heré's Scardde," he said. 'Five miles north of Amble-side below Scardale Fell. Amblesideto
Windermere, five miles, then sraight into Kendd. Rigg Station's five miles south.’

'About twenty-five milesinal.

"That'sit. Rigg'sonly away station. The sort of place that has a stationmaster-cum-porter. Busy during
the season when al the holiday trains pass through to thej Lake Didtrict. Like agrave at thistime of
theyear.' t!""What about this Friday afternoon mail train? Can a

passenger board it at Rigg?

Morgan shook hishead. ‘It isn't a scheduled stop any more. Therailways have been doing alot of
reorganization during the past couple of years and Rigg Station's just the sort of place where the axe has
fdlen. In fact the stationmeadter, if you can call him that, ismore of acaretaker than anything else. He
doesn't even live on the premises any more. Comes out from Kenda each day.’

'What about the armoured van? From what Colum said, it sounds like atough nut to crack.’

"Just abloody great stedl box on whedls, the sort of thing the Central Banks are using dl thetime these

days, and they've got aradio telephone hook-up to County Police Headquarters. They call in every haf
hour.'

'Where'sthe weak link, Rigg Station?"

Morgan shook his head. "The van never arrives more than five minutes before the train. Thereésan
unloading ramp at the side of the station and they back up to it and git tight till the train comes!'

'Y ou're sure about that?



'‘Ask Hannah. She sat outside in the car the other

Friday and the week before that, Fletcher and | saw everything through glasses from awood on the
hillsde. H you're thinking about taking them there, forget it. There wouldn't be time and the train'sgot a
radio telephone aswell. They al have since someone took them for a couple of million the other year.'

‘A tough one.’

Morgan nodded. 'The old man seemed to think we could smply ambush the van on a quiet stretch of the
road between Rigg and Kenda which shows you how much he's behind the times'”

'And you have a better idea?
Fletcher laughed harshly. The best thing you ever heard of, Jack. Go on, tdl him, Harry.'

'Weve got an old Morrisvan out in the barn," Morgan said. ‘Now theway | seeit, only one thing would
tempt those two guards to break the rules and get out of their van-a bad road accident.’

'And you intend to provide one?

‘That'sit. Thereésagood place about two miles out of Rigg Station. We've checked it haf adozen times.
Only the occasiond farm truck usesthe road. At the right moment, we heave the old van over onits
sde, spill alittle petrol and set it on fire. Even better, one of usliesin the road with blood on hisface.
They're bound to stop for that. No man on earth would go driving by.'

'Which iswhen therest movein?
Morgan nodded. 'Simple, isn't it?
‘Toosmple'

Rogan glanced across at Hannah, who returned his gaze calmly, no expression on her face and Fletcher
said, 'Y ou've got something better, | suppose?

'Not yet/ Rogan said, 'but one thing's certain. It couldn't be any worse." Morgan's lips tightened in anger,
but Rogan carried on, There aretwo king-size flaws. In - thefirst place the moment they come across
the crash, the van guards will contact County Police Headquarters. They're bound to do that every time
something out of

the ordinary happens. Y ou'd have acar on itsway from Kendal within five minutes, and they'd expect
another message from the armoured van, the moment the crash had been investigated. If they didn't get
one, they'd turn the county out.’

What he had said was so obvioudy true that Fletcher and Morgan weie reduced to silence, but Rogan
carried relentlesdy on. 'Even if we assume that I'm completely wrong, that the van guards are so upset at
the sight of the crash, that they don't bother contacting police headquarters, you sill have the Situation at
Rigg Station to consider. What happens when the van failsto show? Y ou said yourself that al mail trains
carry radio telephones now. Thefirst thing the guard will do will be to contact the proper authoritiesto
notify them that the van hasn't shown up. Within minutes, the whole county would be buzzing like ahive
of bees. They'll have amaster plan ready for this sort of thing-they dwaysdo.’



Hannah laughed somewhere deep down in her throat and Fletcher turned angrily. "Y ou keep your mouth
shut!

Morgan put ahand on hisarm and shook his head. 'No, he'sright, Jesse. Every damned thing he says
makes sense.’ He looked across at Rogan, his eyes dark shadows in the lamplight. "Y ou've got
something better?

"Theres dways something better if only you canfind it,’ Rogan said. 'I'll look the Situation over in the
morning.

At that moment, an old, high-sided cattle truck turned in through the gate, one battered wing scraping the
stone post, and bumped across the cobblestones. It halted afoot from the wall of the house, the door
swung open and an old man amostfell out.

Hewalked past the window, swaying from side to sde and Morgan shook hishead in disgust. 'In and
out of every boozer in Ambleside shooting off hisbig mouth and spending money like water.’

'And no affair of yoursif he does," Hannah said, an angry red spot in each cheek.

The outer door opened and arich, fruity voice broke into song:

God save Ireland, cried the heroes,

God save Ireland, cry weall,

Whether on the scaffold high or the battlefield we die,

Sure no matter when for Ireland dear wefall.

He paused in the doorway, a stupid grin on his blotched whisky face. ‘God save dl here.'

Therewas adight pregnant silence and then Rogan said camly, ‘God save you kindly.'

The mouth gaped in the old man's face and he stared fixedly a Rogan. 'Holy Mother of God,' hesaid in
awhisper. He staggered across the room and seized Rogan's hand. 'The great day thisisfor me, Mr.

Rogan. The grest day."

He blinked hisrheumy eyes severd times and Rogan wrinkled hisnosein disgust a the sae, beery smell
that surrounded him.

'Y ou've been into Ambleside? he said.
'l haveindeed, Mr. Rogan. A little matter of business connected with the farm.”
'Did you hear anything about me?

The old man took afolded evening newspaper from his pocket and passed it across. 'Therésan item at
the bottom of the second page.’



It was no more than half adozen lines. A brief mention of his escape and the fact that every exit from the
moor had been blocked. There was no photo.

Rogan tossed the paper on to the table and turned back to Costello. 'Y ou don't go into Ambleside
again, or anywhere esefor that matter unless| give you permisson. Understand?

'Oh, | do, Mr. Rogan. | do indeed.’
'And that goesfor the rest of you.'

He left the room, went along the passage and stood by the cattle truck |ooking across the yard and
down the

valey towards Ambleside. Lake Windermere was adistant flash of silver in the dusk, and on ether hand
the mountains lifted steeply. There was the scrape of a shoe behind and he turned to see FHetcher and
Morgan in the doorway.

"The girl tellsme the road peters out aquarter of amile up the valey?

Morgan nodded. 'There's afew broken-down cottages up there and an old lead mine. The sort of place
that gives you the cregps. I've only been up there once.’

Rogan looked down the valey again at the dirt road white in the gloaming. ‘Oneway in and one way
out. That doesn't sound too healthy.'

'You'retelling us/ FHetcher said. 'Half a dozen scuffers down there with a couple of cars across the road
and we've had it. Christ knowswhy O'More had to pick aplacelikethis.'

'Because anywhere e se, you two would have stuck out like a couple of sore thumbs/ Rogan said and
walked away acrossthe yard to the gate.

The two men watched him turn into the road and climb the dope towards the head of the valley and
Fletcher spat vicioudy. ‘God, how I'd like to cut that bastard down to size.!’

‘Never mind that/ Morgan said. 'We've got more important thingsto think of .

They went back into the living room and found Cos-tdllo in achair by thefire, aglass of whisky in his
hand. 'Where'sthe girl? Morgan demanded.

'Making me asandwich in the kitchen/
'Did you see Pope?

The old man nodded. 'He's staying at asmall hotel just outside Ambleside-The White Grange. | told him
you'd ring him some time tomorrow/

‘And how inthe hdl do | do that?

"Therésapublic call box at the bottom of the valley where the track joins the main road/



Morgan sat on the edge of the table, afrown on his
face, then turned and looked down at the map. 'I'd like to know what Rogan intends to do.’
'Hewon't know that himsdlf till he'slooked things over/ FHetcher said.

Morgan shook his head. 'l wouldn't be too sure. HeE's got it up here, that one.' He tapped his forehead.
'He's thought of something aready, | could tell.’

"Then sooner or later, hesgot to tell uswhat it is,' Costello said. 'He can't pull thejob on hisown.’

He laughed foolishly, whisky dribbling from the corner of his mouth and Morgan grabbed him by thetie,
pulling him up from hischair. 'Y ou'd better lay off that stuff, Dad. Y ou're beginning to make me nervous.
Just remember you'rein thiswith the rest of usright up to your chin, and Rogan's no fool. The dightest
dip from any of usand hell smdl aking-szed rat and aminimum of fifty thousand quid each istoo much
to lose because an old soak like you can't keep off the booze!'

A draught touched him lightly on the face and he turned and saw Hannah standing in the doorway, atray
in her hands. She moved in, her face expressionless and placed the tray on the table.

'Y ou keep on sneaking around as quietly asthat and well haveto put abell on youw Morgan said.

Sheignored him and spoke to her uncle. 'Coffee and sandwiches. If you want any more you'll haveto
get them yoursdlf.

She left the room, and amoment later they saw her pass the window and crossthe yard to the gate. ‘Do
you think she heard anything? Fetcher said.

Morgan frowned. 'Onething's for sure. Well have to keep an eye on her. | don't like the way she looks
at that big Mick.'

'Do me afavour/ Fletcher said. 'He'stwice her age/

Morgan shook his head pityingly. "Y ou know, there are times when you amaze me, Jesse, you redly do/
He turned, dapped the old man's hand as he reached for a sandwich and started to eat them himsdlf.

On the dope above the farm, Rogan sat on astone and lit acigarette. In the far distance, Lake
Windermere cut into the heart of the hills, black with depth near the centre, purple and grey at the edges.

In the desolate light of gloaming, the tops of the mountains were streaked with orange.

The beauty of it was too much for aman and he breathed deeply on the sweetness of the heather, damp
from the day'srain, filled with pleasant nogtagia

It'squiteaview, isn't it? Hannah Costello said.

He turned and found her standing afew yards away, watching him. 'l didn't hear athing," he said. 'l must
be getting old.’

Hetook out his cigarettes and offered her one, and when she bent her face to the match which flared in



his cupped hands her eyes were fathomless, so degp aman might drown in them.

She sat on thetilted dab of stone beside him and blew out aplume of smoke. There's something going
on down there."

‘Between Morgan and Fletcher?
'My uncle, too. They were arguing together. | heard them from the passage. Something about this man
Pope, the one who was waiting for you when you got out. He'sin Ambleside now.' Rogan nodded and

she frowned. "Y ou don't seem surprised?

I'm not." He told her about Jack Pope and Soames and of how he had seen them together on hisreturn
to the cottage on the moor. 'What else did they say?

'Morgan's phoning him tomorrow from the call box on the main road. | suppose helll wait to hear your
verdict on thejob.’

"That's about the size of it.'

'Another thing. He was talking about fifty thousand pound shares. | thought they were supposed to be
getting five thousand each?

'It looks as though Morgan intends to cut the cake differently.’

'Y ou till don't look worried.'

'It'll work out, you'll see." He smiled warmly. 'It's nice to know someone's on my Sde, anyway.'

She flushed perceptibly and he looked over the valey into the dark arch of the Sky where asingle star
shone. For saverd minutesthey sat therein silence and then she said softly, "'What are you thinking
about?

'Kerry, he said. 'lI've afarm there, or rather my father has.'

'‘And you'd like to go back?

'It's quite a place. Sea and mountains, green grass, Soft rain, fuchsia growing on the dusty hedges,
glowing in the evening.Deorini Dei -the Tears of God, they cdl it." He laughed softly. "And the prettiest
girlsintheworld. | was amost forgetting.’

He turned and found her looking at him, something that was very close to pain upon her face.
Ingtinctively, he reached out and took her hand. "Y ou'd fit into the scenery admirably.'

She gazed at him searchingly, the strange, orange light playing upon her face and then her smile seemed
to deepen, to become luminous, and he pulled her to her feet and kissed her gently on the parted mouth.

Her lips were soft and fresh and quite suddenly, he was trembling dightly, his ssomach hollow with
excitement. It was asif she werethefirgt, asif thishad never happened before. She turned her faceinto
his coat, holding him tightly and above them, asingle cloud of red fire burned itslf out, leaving them
wordlessin the night.



CHAPTEREIGHT

THE morning was cold with no rain, and atrace of mist hung over the fields behind the house as Rogan
leaned againgt the fence, smoking a cigarette, and looked up at Scarda e Fell, shrouded by low cloud.

He had spent the night on a camp bed in the old harness room above the barn and had eaten breakfast
with Hannah and young Brendan, the others being till abed. Now, fedling relaxed and strangely content,
he waited for the girl to bring the car from the barn.

Behind him, the house door opened and Paddy Cos-tello shouted angrily, 'Get out of it, you usdless
lump. Up on the fellside with you and don't come back without those sheep.'

Y oung Brendan dodged a kick and ran acrossthe yard, his patched jacket flying behind him. Ashe
passed Rogan, helooked at him quickly, the dark eyesin the thin face like those of some hunted animal
and Rogan was aware of an instant sympathy.

The boy ran away aong the road and Costello came towards Rogan. His eyes were tinged with yellow,
the veins swollen with blood and the pouched and folded skin of hisface looked somehow unclean.

'HEll be the death of me, that lad, Mr. Rogan. The death of me." He pushed the tail of hisshirt into his
waistband. The early start you're getting.'

'I've plenty to do,’ Rogan said. 'Are Morgan and Fletcher till in bed?
The old man nodded. "What € se wouldyou expect from a couple of low-lifeslike them two, Mr. Rogan.'

In the barn, an engine coughed into life and the shooting brake emerged, Hannah at the whed. She
stopped and Rogan opened the door and got into the

passenger seat beside her. He wound down the window and looked out at her uncle.

'If you'rethinking of taking atrip in the cattle truck or the Morris, forget it. I've taken the keys. Tdll
Morgan I'll be back some time this afternoon.’

Asthe old man's face dipped, Rogan wound up the window and nodded to Hannah who released the
handbrake and took the brake out through the gateway and down the dirt road into the mit.

She was wearing dim-fitting navy-blue ski pants, aheavy sheegpskin jacket and asilk scarf was bound
around her head, and again, he was conscious of that same restless excitement he had known on the
hillsde the previous evening.

Asif awarethat he was watching her she coloured dightly, her eyes never leaving the road as she
negotiated a dangerous bend around a shoulder of the mountain.

"Y our uncle chased the boy off up thefellside," he said. 'Something about some sheep.’

She nodded. 'He's been sdlling them off in half dozen lotslately. He has apowerful thirst. They spend
most of their time up there on the dopes. Finding them can be difficult.



‘Shouldn't the boy have a sheepdog?

'Hedid. A collie named Thrasher, thejoy of hislife. Hefdl into one of the old mine shaftslast month and
broke his back. Some of them are a couple of hundred feet deep.’

Rogan sat there thinking about it. At breskfast, the boy hadn't had a greet deal to say for himself, and
when he did speak it was obvious that he ssammered badly. Probably only psychological and not
surprisng with afather like Paddy Cogtello.

'Y ou don't like my uncle, do you? she said.

He laughed shortly. 'The understatement of the age. I've met too many of hisbreed. A big man with the
drink taken and words pouring out of him by the hundred. | can see him now in front of apolice
ingpector with aface

like whey, the cap twisting in his hands while he spills out his unclean guts. God knows how Colum
O'More could have been taken in by him.’

'But he wasn't. My uncle contacted him through an old comrade in Liverpool and Colum smply turned
up at the farm amonth later. He didn't like what he found. He squeezed my uncle dry with the help ot a
bottle of pot-distilled whiskey that put him on hisback in two hours, then turned his attention to me.’

'Had you ever met before?

'Never, but he seemed to take to me. He said that he always liked to work from a distance through a
go-between. He offered me the job.’

'‘And you accepted.’

'Remember what you said yesterday about wanting to crash out of something? Well, Colum O'More
offered me the chance to do just that. Two thousand pounds and a passage to Ireland with him at the
end and he promised to take Brendan with us.'

'And that was important to you?

She shrugged. 'l couldn't walk out and leave him. Uncle Paddy won't last much longer, not at therate
he's drinking and what would happen to Brendan then? An ingtitution?

'So you're the only one who knows where Colum's staying? Y our uncle wouldn't like that.'

She chuckled. 'He's tried following me atime or two and so has Morgan, but it didn't get them
anywhere.’

"Y ou sound asif you've been enjoying yourself?

'l suppose | have.' Shefrowned asif trying to explain it to herself and concentrated on theroad. ‘In a
strange way, I've been in asort of limbo, drifting aimlesdy ever since | was released from prison and
cameto Scarddeto live. A year of days passng, therain faling, snow on the mountains, and
somewhere eseaworld that | had cut mysdlf out of .



'Surgery isaways painful,’ he said. 'Some people never get over it.'

She smiled tightly. ‘Anyway, like| said yesterday, what else could | have done? There was nowhere else
to go. | wasin thisthing up to my neck whether | liked it or not.'

From Ambleside, they followed the lake to Winder-mere, then took the road through Staveley to
Kendd. There was very littletraffic about and the migt, if anything, wasalittle heavier. In Kendd itsdlf, it
was raining heavily and they passed through athin scatteiing of traffic and drove out of the town again.

She pointed out the Ste of the Roman fort of Alavnaas solemnly asif he had been any ordinary tourist.
"The Romans never landed in Ireland, did they?

"They knew better,' Rogan said and awide grin split across hisface.

She glanced at him briefly, asudden light in her eyes. That'sthefirst time you've laughed properly since
I've met you. | was beginning to think you didn't know how.'

He amiled again. 'Give metime, Hannah. That'sdl | need.’

For abrief moment, the intimacy between them was amost physical and they were both aware of the
fact. He groped for theright words, but before he could find them, they topped asmdll rise of the
narrow country road and he saw Rigg Station in the hollow below.

She stopped the shooting brake on the edge of a small parking space covered with gravel and Rogan lit
acigarette and wound down the window. The small, single-storeyed building had aroof of red tilesand
was congtructed of large square blocks of granite. There was an arched entrance, alarge clock above it
and a scale map of the district was displayed in aglass case pinned to the wall. At the other end wasthe
loading bay, double-doors giving access to the station.

‘Let'stake acloser look," Rogan said.

They got out of the brake and crossed the patch of gravel to the entrance. Insde, there was anarrow
hall, abarrier and aticket window which was closed by a

wooden shutter. The door to the platform stood open and they could hear cheerful whistling. When
Rogan peered cautioudy round, he could see an oldish white-haired man sweeping the platform at the
far end.

'Keep him talking,' Rogan said to Hannah. "Ask him if you can till catch the London train from here,
anything you like, but keep him on the platform. I'll take alook round.'

She nodded briefly and moved out through the door. The old man didn't see her until she was dmost
upon him and he leaned on the broom and smiled. Asthe murmur of their voices started to echo through
the quiet station, Rogan moved quickly to the door markedStationmaster and opened it.

Inside he found the usud cluttered office. There was adesk, a couple of wooden filing cabinets and two
or three yellowing calendars on the walls. There were two other doors. One gave accessto asmall
washroom, the other to anarrow arched baggage hall which cut through the building from front to rear
linking the platform with the loading bay. He moved out on to the concrete bay, jumped to the ground
and went back to the car.



When Hannah returned five minutes later, he was smoking a cigarette, hands thrust deep into his
pockets, a curioudy withdrawn look on hisface. She did behind the whedl and closed the door.

'l thought | was never going to get away. Did you see everything you wanted?
He nodded. 'What did the old man have to say?

She smiled. 'His name's Briggs, and he retires next month. He's got two daughters and six grandchildren
and hiswife died two years ago. He also told me | couldn't get the London train from here, but that was
only incidentd.

'He didn't leave much out.'

'l could have been talking to him yet. | don't suppose he has much to do in aplacelikethis. It must get
pretty boring. Apparently heisn't heredl thetime. They just

send anyone who's available from Kendd '

Rogan looked out at the station building again, adight frown on hisface. 'Where were you last Friday
when the van arrived?

'On the other side of the road under that tree,’ she said. 'l brought Brendan with me. We had apicnic.'
'Did you get acloselook at the driver and the guard when they got out of the van?

'Close enough.’

'What kind of uniform do they wear?

‘That'seasy. | sat next to one of them in atransport cafein Kendal last month. A double-breasted blue
serge suit with black plastic buttons-the sort of thing Naval Petty Officerswear. The cap wasthe only
elaborate thing about him. Shiny black peak edged with gold and afancy badge.”

'And the bags the money was in-you saw them, too?

'Asthey pulled them out on to the ramp. They werejust the usud G.P.O. mailbags. Isit important?

‘It could be.'

Hetook alarge-scale map of the area from the glove compartment and unfolded it across his knees.
After awnhile, he nodded. ‘Let's get moving. Take the road back to Kenda then out towards Staveley.
About forty milesan hour. No fagter. I'll tell you when to stop.’

She drove back into Kendal and took the Windermere road to Staveley. Just before the junction with
the Bow-nessroad and perhaps ten minutes after leaving Rigg Station, Rogan nodded and she dowed to
ahdt. A few yards away, afive-barred gate gave access to a track which disappeared into a plantation

of fir trees. Rogan got out of the brake, walked acrossto the gate and fumbled with the rusty chain that
fastened it to an old stone post. The gate swung open and he returned to the car and got in.



'Follow the track and take it easy. According to the map there should be some flooded gravel pitsa
couple of hundred yardsin.'

The track was soggy with rain and overgrown with
grass from long disuse. Hannah stayed in alow gear and took the brake forward cautioudy. Thefir trees
closed in on either side, dark and sombre, and then they went over asmall rise and dropped down into a

clearing.

Therewas an old barn constructed of heavy grey stone, itsroof gaping to the sky and, beyond it, water
gleamed through the undergrowth.

Hannah cut the engine and Rogan got out and walked across. He looked up at the crumbling wallsfor a
moment, then continued across the clearing and paused at the far edge. A mass of undergrowth
sprawled in a confusion of twisted branchesto spill over thelip of afifty-foot cliff thet lifted from the
dark waters of the gravel pit below.

Rogan stood there looking down, the dight frown still on hisface. After awhile he nodded his head asiif
in confirmation of some secret, hidden decision, turned and found Hannah standing a couple of yards
away watching him.

‘Can it be done, Sean Rogan?

|He flicked his cigarette down into the water and smiled

camly. 'l think it'stime | had another word with Colum O'More.’

Hetook her arm, and together they walked back to the brake.

CHAPTER NINE

VANBRUGH cursed as he sank into a patch of bog, cold water dopping over the tops of his rubber
boots. The Sergeant and constable of the county constabulary who accompanied him pulled him back
onto firm ground

with impassive faces and they continued up the dope.

On the cret of thetor, cloud dashed cold rain in the face and mist hung in adamp grey curtain that
reduced visihility to no more than fifty yards.

Vanbrugh turned to the Sergeant. ‘How long can aman last in conditions like this?

'Y ou'd be surprised, sir. We've had them on the run for aweek many atime. The classic case wasthe
bloke who got out during the winter about five years back. He was on the loose for afortnight.”

'How did he manage that?
'Holed up in aholiday cottage no more than three miles from the prison. That's one of the difficulties.

There arelots of placeslikethat al over the moor. They're dways empty at thistime of the year and we
can't keep them all under constant surveillance. We haven't got enough men.'



'I know, Sergeant. | know.'

Vanbrugh turned and went back down the hill towards his car and police Land-Rover parked besideit.
Hewas cold and tired and thinking about Sean Rogan somewhere out there in the mist, running likea
hunted animal, didn't make him fed any better.

As he neared the two vehicles, another Land-Rover appeared from the mist and pulled in at the side of
the road. Sergeant Dwyer got out and moved to meet him.

'Any luck at the other end? Vanbrugh said.

Dwyer shook hishead. 'Not asmell of him so far. The Chief Constable seemsto think a house-to-house
search should be the next step in case he's holed up somewhere. Apparently there are lots of holiday
bungal ows and cottages scattered across the moor that are mostly empty out of season.’

'No guarantee he wouldn't pick on one that's aready been searched,’ Vanbrugh said. 'Did you get that
list from the prison?

Dwyer took atypewritten sheet from his pocket and unfolded it. 'Here you are, Sir. They couldn't list his
close

friends over the past few years because he hasn't had any, but there are at least half a dozen men here
who've shared cdlswith him since he came out of solitary confinement.’

Vanbrugh examined thelist quickly. 'Somered villainshere. At least one of 'em's back indgdeto my
knowledge.' He frowned and an expression of distaste appeared on hisface. 'So he shared acell with
Jack Pope?

Y ou know him, Sr?

'l should do. He was a sergeant in the uniformed branch at West End Centra. Got sent down for
corruption ten or twelve years ago and he's been back insde since for fraud. Vanbrugh shook his head
and said grimly, 'l can't stand a crooked copper.' He handed the list back to Dwyer. 'Anything else?

‘There was amessage from the Y ard about that lawyer you wanted them to contact, the one who visited
Rogan. He doesn't ssemto exi<.'

Vanbrugh swore softly. "'Then Rogan didn't just take off into the blue. The whole thing was arranged.
Why e sewould aphoney lawyer visit him only a couple of weeks before the event?

"Which means that Soames must have known that Rogan had away out, sir, and not many peopledid. It
was kept pretty dark and Rogan doesn't sound the sort of man who'd open hismouth if it didn't suit him.’

'It'samazing what men find out about each other when they shareacell, Sergeant. Asfar asI'm
concerned, any one of those men on that list of yours could have taken the information out with them
when they wererdleased.’

Therain suddenly increased in force and they climbed into the rear of the Land-Rover. Vanbrugh took a
large vacuum flask from abasket under the seat and poured coffeeinto two plastic cups.



As he handed one to Dwyer, the Sergeant said, 'If what you surmiseistrue, Sir, Rogan could be dmost
anywhere by now, perhaps even acrossto Ireland.’

Vanbrugh shook his head. 'Wed have been the first to know, believe me. He's something of alegend in
his own time, remember. His homecoming would hardly pass unnoticed."

He started to fill his pipe. Dwyer hesitated and then said, 'Do you think welll get him, sir?

'l hope not, Sergeant. | hope not.' Vanbrugh looked up with adight smile, the pipejutting from the
corner of hismouth. That surprisesyou?

It mightn't if you explained why, S’

It'sredly quite smple." Vanbrugh put amatch to his pipe and puffed out blue smoke. 'Sean Rogan's no
criminal. He'sapolitical offender. That doesn't mean | think he'sright, but it doesn't mean that | haveto
agree with a system which condemns him to the same treatment asacrimind. In any case, asthel.R.A.

has now officidly caled off its underground campaign, | don't see how any useful purpose can be served
by compelling Rogan and men like him to work out their sentencesto the bitter end.’

'I must admit it doesn't make senseto me, Sir.!

Vanbrugh nodded. 'Which doesn't mean that I'm not going to do my damnedest to run him down and
find the men who helped him out.’

'He must be quiteaman.’

'And then some." Vanbrugh nicked the match into the rain and stared into the past. T wasworking on
specid assgnment in France back in 43 and Rogan was running the loca underground. Someone
opened their mouth and | was picked up by German Military Intelligence.’

"Things must have looked pretty grim.’

‘Therewas atroop train passing through on its way to the Ruhr and they arranged for it to stop at atiny
local station called Bloisto pick me up. | was escorted there by two tanks and a company of infantry.
They weren't taking any chances on the Maguisinterfering.’

'What happened?

'When we reached Blois, the main escort stayed outside

and | was marched into asmal waiting room between two Intelligence officerswho'd even taken the
precaution of handcuffing themsalvesto me. Ingde, we found Rogan in the uniform of acolond of
infantry and half adozen of his men. They knocked my escort senseless and released me,'

"Then what?

"They had an unconscious man on astretcher, some local collaborator. Rogan took him out on the

platform when the train arrived and handed him over in my place and | scrambled into aspare uniform
they'd brought me. We then walked out of the waiting room past my escort, climbed into a couple of



officid carsand drove away. The whole thing couldn't have lasted more than five minutes!'
'By God, it must have taken nerve.’

'And brains. The kind of intelligence that can dways find asolution to even the most hopeless Stuation.’
He looked out into the driving rain. That's Sean Rogan for you.'

There was along silence before Dwyer said, 'So you think we might be wasting our time here, Sir?

"We could be,' Vanbrugh said. 'Tell you what you do. Go back to London and see what you can find
out about Soames. Try the Law Society for a start. Men who pose as solicitors have usualy practised at
sometimein the past. Have alook through their list of members who've been disbarred during the past
few years'!

‘And what about the other list, Sr?

'Rogan's old cdll-mates? Vanbrugh nodded. 'Have each one run down and checked. Probably nothing
there, but you never can tdl a thisgame!'

Very well, Sr.’

As Dwyer got out of the Land-Rover and walked to his car through the rain, Vanbrugh leaned out and
shouted, '‘And Dwyer!'

The Sergeant turned. 'Yes, Sir?
"Top priority. We haven't got much time.'
For amoment Dwyer hesitated. It was quite obvious* that he intended to say something, but thought

better of it and he turned and walked to his car. As he drove away, Vanbrugh leaned back in his seat
and took out his matches again, adight frown on hisface.

Now what on earth had made him say that? Time fos what? But there was no answer, just that strange
sixth sense, product of twenty-five years as a policeman that told him that there was moreto dl thisthan
any of them redlized. Much more.

CHAPTERTEN

RAIN hammered lightly againgt the window and Colum O'More turned to look outside. ‘Morerain. It
never seemsto do anything else’

Hewas gtting in hisarmchair by thefire, his stick beside him and Rogan sat in the opposite chair
drinking coffee. He was shocked &t the obvious deterioration in the old man's condition. The face was
grey, the skin hanging from the great jaw in loose, yellow folds and atwo-day growth of beard didn't
improve matters.

'When did you last see adoctor?

O'More shifted uncomfortably in his chair and made an impatient gesture. 'Don't start worrying about
me. | look adamned sight worse than | am. We've got something more important to discuss.’



'Suit yourself.' Rogan took out a cigarette and lit it with asplinter of wood from thefire. "What do you
think?

'Of the plan? O'More chuckled. 'It hasjust about the right mixture of smplicity and cold nerve | might
have

expected from you.'

'Y ou think it could work?

'| can't seehow it could fail, not if you get your timing right.’
'What about flaws?

The old man stuffed tobacco into his pipe, adight frown on hisface. Therédsagoodstrain duein a Rigg
half an hour after the mail train. Unloadsthingslike cattle fodder and heavy machinery for loca farmers.

Rogan shrugged. 'That would still give usamargin of twenty-five minutesto get away.'

'But you couldn't get across herein that time and once the newsis out, the whole areawill be buzzing
with peders. There aren't many roads through these mountains, remember. They'll have no troublein
cdosingthem.’

'Aslong aswe can make it back to Costello'sfarm at Scardale I'll be satisfied. WEIl come here on
Saturday.'

OMorefrowned. They'll be stopping everything in sight.’

'I've got an ideathat should take care of that." Hannah camein from the kitchen with fresh coffee and he
held out his cup. The worst thing you can do in that sort of Situation isto get hold of afast car. | proved
that time and time again in the old days with the Resistance in France. A battered old van or truck that
had al on to do twenty miles an hour with aload of hay or turnips or a couple of pigsin the back was
the best bet. The important thing isto look asif you belong, asif you're just going about your norma
busness'

'Whichislogica enough. What have you in mind?

Rogan turned to Hannah. 'Y ou said your uncle had been sdlling off his sheep lately? Where exactly?
‘Sometimes to some wholesale butchersin Kendal, sometimes at cattle auctions on market days.”
'Isthere amarket anywhere on this side on a Saturday?

She nodded. 'Millom. That's about five or sx miles south of here.'

'‘Good enough/ Rogan said. ‘Well drive over in Paddy Costdlo's old cattle truck with adozen or fifteen
sheep in the back. | don't think the police will give us much trouble.’

"Therell be plenty of other farmers on the same road,' Hannah said.



"That's settled then.'

Colum O'More nodded, adight frown on hisface. Ther€'s just one thing I'm not happy about. From
what | know of the way this security van firm works generdly, the driver will contact County Police
Headquarters on the radio telephone twice. Onceto signal hisarrival a Rigg, and then again to let them
know that the job's complete. How are you going to get over that second cal? If the police don't get it,
they'll send out alocal car to check straight away, just as amatter of routine.’

'l thought of that one, too,' Rogan said. 'There's only one way out. Well haveto get them to phonein for
usfrom themail train. Tell them the set's gone dead in the van or theie's been an accident or something.
It's reasonable enough. That sort of thing must happen occasiondly.’

They sat therein slence for several moments and then the old man dapped hisknee. 'By God, | think it'll
go, Sean.' He turned to the girl. 'What do you say, Hannah?

'Y ou're the experts.’ She picked up the tray. ‘I'll make something to eat.’
She returned to the kitchen and O'More laughed.
'Y ou've taken ten years off me already.’

'Don't speak too soon.' Rogan walked to the window and looked out at the rain. 'Soames and Jack
Pope, how much are they mixed up in thisthing?

"They aren't/ Colum said. 'They were paid in advance for their part. Asfar as|1'm concerned, they don't
even know where we are or what we're doing. 1've seen Soames in person once. Pope | only know
from a photograph. Since then I've used the Kenda accommodation addressin the name of Charles
Grant. I've covered my tracks

every step of theway. That'swhy | decided to use Hannah as a go-between. Even her uncle doesn't
know about this place.’

'I didn't like the way Pope was playing things. The night | crashed out, after | |eft, | parked the car down
the road and went back on foot. He and Soames had their heads together in the living room of the
cottage.'

The old man frowned. 'So what?

‘Jack Pope'sin Ambleside now. He's already been in contact with Morgan. Hannah overheard him and
Fletcher talking about it. From what she said, her unclesin it up to the tide mark on hisdirty neck.’

"The lousy bastards," the old man said. 'They've sold me out.’

'Y ou let Soames recruit them for you. The link was there from the start. How much have Morgan and
Fletcher had already?

'Five hundred each. Therest to be paid out two weeks after the job's finished, through aman | know in
Liverpool.’



Rogan shook his head. 'Not enough, Colum. These men are professionals. When they work for wages
they expect haf in advance, hdf after the job'sfinished. Y ou should have smdt arat the minute they said
they werewilling to accept such asmdl advance.’

'‘And how would | be knowing that? Colum O'More demanded angrily. 'When have | needed to work
with riffraff like this before?

'No cause for darm.' Rogan held up ahand and smiled coldly. Thisthing is beginning to interest me!'
'‘And me, too, by God.'

The old man leaned across to the table, opened a diawer and produced a heavy Colt automatic of the
type used by American officers during the war. He tossed it across.

Rogan caught it deftly, extracted the magazine, checked it, then rammed it back into the butt. ‘A long
time since| handled one of these.'

'I'm not suggesting you leave any corpses around when you've finished, but it might comein handy,' the
old man said. 'When do you think they'll make their move?

'At the farm &fter the job'sfinished. If they tried anything earlier, they might really messthings up. | don't
think Morgan'sthat stupid.’

Colum cursed and dammed his hand hard against his> bad leg. 'l haveto sit here, crippled and usdess
and you aone.' -

"Theré's dways Hannah. At least | can rely on her." Rogan got to hisfeet. 'Don't worry, Colum, ther€'s
aways acertain strength in knowing the opposition for whet it is

Hannah came in from the kitchen, belting her raincoat. 'Are you ready?

'Asever was. Rogan punched the old man heavily on the shoulder. 'Every tinker to hisown trade,
Colum, and thisismine. The onething | had atalent for.’

Hewent outside. It was raining heavily and he ran across the yard, scrambled into the shooting brake
and switched on theradio. It was amogt half past the hour and afew moments later, the news headlines
came on. As he was listening, Hannah opened the other door and got behind the whed .

There was apoalitica crisisin the Far East, car workers were on strike again and the Opposition
serioudy disagreed with the Government's policy towardsimmigration. Thefina item was abrief mention
of the fact that Rogan was il at large, that the moor was being combed thoroughly and that the Chief
Congtable confidently expected his early recapture.

Rogan switched off and turned with adight smile. 'So far, so good Let's get back to the farm.’

She moved into gear and took the brake back along the rutted track towards the main road.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

I'LL goover it again,’ Rogan said.



He leaned acrossthe table, the map spread before him and they crowded around, Fletcher amost
knocking over the oil lamp in his eagerness.

'Paddy leaves herefirgt in the cattle truck and parksit at the gravel pitsthis sde of Kendal. Wefollow
five minutes later in the Morris van, Hannah at the whedl, the rest of usin the back with the dummy
sacks. We pick Paddy up on the way.' He glanced at Morgan, 'Y ou and Fletcher will bein uniform as
I've described.'

"The post of honour,' Morgan said mockingly.

"Thereisn't one. We get to Rigg no more than five minutes before the armoured van. | go in with Paddy,
handle the stationmaster. Hannah backs up to the loading bay and you two get those sacksinside on the
double. Then Hannah takes off and waits a the gravel pits.’

Hannah nodded calmly and Rogan went on, 'Paddy getsinto the stationmaster's uniform and startsto
sweep the platform. We wait for the armoured van.’

"They don't get out till hetdllsthem the train's coming,’ Morgan said. That doesn't leave much time!’

'Well haveto work fast, that's all. The moment they drag thefirst couple of sacks off the loading bay
into the baggage hdl, you smack them down good and hard. We aren't playing paity fingers.'

"Then what?

'Y ou and Fletcher put on their caps. That's the one part of the uniform we can't duplicate.’

'What if they don't fit?

'Make them fit. Wear them a an angle-anything. Then open the door and out with the dummy sacks.’
‘How many?

'‘God knows. Well take six. If theré's more, they'll have to have some money back. That kind of a sack
stuffed with notes can weigh as much as a hundredweight. We don't have time to mess about.’

'What happens on the platform?

"You play it by ear. According to Colum, the duty men on the train change as often as the van crews so
nobody should question you. Therell be aclearance chit. Get it signed, crack ajoke and that'sit."

"What about the stationmaster? How do we know they'll accept Paddy in his place?

‘No trouble there. They don't have aregular station-master at Rigg. They send out anyone available from
Kendd.'

There was asmal silence and Fletcher glanced at Morgan. "What do you think?

'Looks good to me." He turned to Rogan. "What about mailbags? They're not easy to come by, notina
placelikethis!



'l was hoping you might be able to suggest something.’
'l know a bloke in Manchester who's good at that sort of thing.'

'Fine,’ Rogan said. 'Y ou and Fetcher can take arun down in the brake in the morning. Y ou could pick
yourself up acouple of uniforms at one of those war surplus places.'

'Suitsme," Morgan said. I could do with alook at the big city again.'

'No hanging around/ Rogan said. 'l want you back here by dark, and lay off that stuff,’ he told Fletcher,
who was pouring whisky into atumbler a the sdeboard. 'Y ou'll need al your wits about you on Friday.'

"Y ou mind your business, Jack, I'll mind mine," Fletcher said and moved out into the passage.

Morgan lit acigarette and flicked the match into the fire. 'Just one thing bothers me-what happens when
we get back here?

'We st tight till Saturday, then go our separate ways.

"When do we dice up the cake?

'We don't. Y ou get what's coming to you from O'More's agent in Liverpool afortnight later as agreed.’
'Why not here on the great day?

'Y ou disappoint me, Morgan. | thought you had brains." Rogan shook hishead. 'Well stick to the
contract.'

‘All right for you," Morgan said. "Y ou've got your line of retreat worked out, but -what about FHetcher
and me? Therelll be more scuffers than hikers on these roads be foreyou know where you are.”

"Then lie up herefor aweek or two. Move out when the fuss dies down.’

Morgan nodded. 'Maybe you've got something there." He yawned. 'Think I'll take awalk before turning
in.

'You do that.'

When he had gone, Paddy Costello laughed nervously and clapped his hands together. 'God save us,
but it'sthe great day, Mr. Rogan, and mefedling like ayoung 'un again. I'll just take aweewak aong to
the kitchen and see what damage Fletcher's done to that bottle of mine.'

He went out and Hannah got up from the chair where she had sat in silence throughout the whole
proceedings. 'What about Morgan? Do you think he's gone to phone Pope?

‘That'swhat | intend to find out. Y ou hold thefort heie. | won't be long.'

He hurried along the passage, took down athree-quarter length oilskin coat from a peg and opened the
door. Rain drummed down against the roof, bouncing from the cobbles, silver in the broad band of



yelow light that streamed from the window of the living room. She stood in the window watching him,
curioudy 4ill, her face grave and, for some unaccountable reason, agreat tenderness moved insde him
s0 that he wanted to reach out, to touch her face gently, tell her that he cared. But there was no time,
probably never would be.

He hurried along the track in the darkness, keeping to

the grass shoulder, for half amile until he reached the main road. He saw Morgan at once, standing in
the lighted tel ephone box a hundred yards down the road. Rogan moved towards the box, keeping in
the shadows, and paused in the shelter of the bush no more than ten yards away.

Morgan was speaking into the receiver and, after awhile, he put it down. He opened the door, |ooked
out a the heavy rain and lit acigarette.

Rogan waited, rain soaking his head, streaming across hisface. Once atruck passed going down
towards Amble-side, but otherwise, Morgan in the lighted telephone box might have been the only
inhabitant of adark world.

It was perhaps twenty minutes after Morgan had made his telephone call that Rogan heard the sound of
an enginefaintly through the rain from the direction of Ambleside. A moment later, amini-car braked to
ahat and Jack Pope leaned out of the window.

Morgan got in beside him and they started to talk. It wasimpossible for Rogan to hear anything of their
conversation at al. He watched for amoment or two more, then withdrew into the darkness and started
back aong theroad to the farm.

Whatever it was they intended, they meant business, so much was certain. But where was Soames and
what was he doing? That was the important thing. Or perhaps he was smply the man behind the scenes?
God knows, held hardly looked like the active type.

The rain seemed to increase in force and Rogan bent his head and pushed on. As he rounded the
shoulder of the hill, the valey faling awvay steeply on hisright, he could see the farm nestling in ahollow
of darkness, the yellow light reaching out into the night, and Hannah screamed his name doud.

He was running, splashing in puddles of water and not caring, astrange sense of unredlity to everything
and saw her, silhouetted in the doorway, her hands clawing at Fletcher's face as he towered above her.

Brendan was on hiskneesin a pool of water, dazed and shaken, blood on hisface, and Rogan ran
forward lightly, aterrible, cold anger surging through him. The girl's dresswastorn to the waist and as
Fletcher laughed drunkenly and bent to kiss her, shejerked her head away so that Rogan got aclear
picture of her face. There was nothing of fear there, only rage and humiliation and disgust. He grabbed
Hetcher by the collar and pulled him away in one easy movement.

Fletcher staggered backwards, lost his balance and fell to one knee. He stayed there for amoment,
looking up a Rogan, an expiession of bewilderment on his brutal face, then gave acry of anger and flung
himsdlf forward, hands reaching out to rend flesh and muscle.

Rogan swayed to one side and dashed him across the kidneys with the edge of his hand asthe big man
ran headlong past. Fletcher screamed and hit thewall. As he turned, Rogan punched him with
tremendous force beneath the breastbone, the sound of the blow like a mallet striking wood. Fletcher



did down on hisknees, the breath coming out of himin along sigh.

Rogan moved in close and incredibly, one gnarled hand grabbed for hisankle and pulled hard, jerking
him off balance so that he fell heavily to the cobbles. Fletcher's great hand clawed across his body,
reaching for the throat. Rogan grabbed at hiswrists and they rolled over intherain.

They cannoned into the wall beside the horse trough and Rogan, with a supreme effort, threw him to one
Sde and got to hisfeet. Fetcher reached for the edge of the trough and pulled himself up. Ashereached
hisfull height, Rogan moved in fast and kicked him in the ssomach. Fetcher doubled over and aknee
likeiron lifted into hisface sending him back over the edge of the water trough.

He sprawled there, head under the surface and Rogan |eaned on the edge to get his breath. After a
while, he grabbed the big man by the shirt front and hauled him

out. He dropped him on the cobbles and turned to find Hannah and M organ watching him.

When he spoke, his voice seemed to be the voice of astranger and the blood pounded in hisears. Y ou
tell him next time | seehimwith abottle, I'll bresk it over his skull." He pushed Morgan violently out of
the way and lurched across the yard towards the house.

Hewas itting in the chair beside the kitchen table, he was aware of that, and Hannah was wiping the
blood from hisface with atowe and warm water, tears pouring down her cheeks, and then shewasin
hisarms and hislipswere againgt the coal flesh and it was asif this had dways been.

Outsdein therain, Morgan crouched beside Fletcher who was moaning in pain, eyes half open. 'What
wasit you caled him, Jesse? Just abig Irish bogtrotter? Hit him in the right place and held split clean
down themiddle’

He started to laugh, turned and walked to the house and | eft Fetcher lying there donein the heavy rain.
CHAPTER TWELVE

MORGAN and Hetcher left for Manchester straight after breakfast the following morning, Fletcher
sullen and angry, his eyes smouldering with hate whenever he looked at Rogan.

Rogan stood at the gate and watched the brake move away down the dirt road. He turned and looked
up at the mountains, feding relaxed and at peace. The morning was bright and clean, the moor purple
with heather and the haze of autumn was on the land.

He turned and found Hannah watching him, adight smile on her face. 'A fine morning.

'With those two goneit'slike being rid of abad tastein your mouth.' He took a deep breath asasmadl
wind lifted from the stream in the valey bringing with it the dank, wet smdll of rotting leaves.

'My favourite season, autumn,’ Hannah said. 'Always something alittle sad about it. Old dreamslike
smokein theair, lingering on for amoment before fading for ever.’

Therewas a poignancy in her voice that touched something deep inside him and he reached out and
caressed her face gently with the back of his hand. She turned and kissed his palm, her face flushed and
beatiful.



'What would you like to do? he said. Theway | seeit, we've got the day to ourselves!'

She turned, shading her eyes, and looked up at thefells. 'I'd like to go up there, | think. It would be nice
to be above the world for an hour or two. | could make some sandwiches!'

'Sounds fineto me," Rogan said. "What about your uncle?

'Slill deeping it off. Brendan went up the valey haf an hour ago. Well probably see him up there”

They returned to the house. Hannah went into the kitchen and Rogan had a shave. When he had
finished, he helped himsdf to the oil skin jacket he had used the night before and an old tweed cap from a
peg behind the door, and waited outside.

Hannah joined him afew minutes later. She was wearing leather knee-length boots and jeans and her
sheepskin jacket. A scarf was knotted around her head and she carried an old army knapsack.

'I'll take that,' Rogan said and he dipped his arms through the straps.

Over the mountains, the sky was grey and threatening and the sun had amost disappeared, but the
prospect of more rain didn't seem to matter. They turned out

through the gate and started up the valley.

The surface of the old road had amost disappeared under a cregping carpet of moss and rank grass that
grew profusely from every crack and it followed the Sde of the hill, risng steeply. Beyond ashoulder
they paused and saw in a hollow benesth them the ruins of the old mining village.

Asthey moved down, rain descended in agreat rush, splashing into the interiors of the roofless cottages,
giving the place a setting that was somehow strangely appropriate.

It must have been quite aplace,’ Rogan said.

Hannah nodded. 'l looked it up in the library in Ambleside once. There were two or three hundred
peopleliving here a onetime. They mined for lead during the Napoleonic Wars.!'

"What happened?

‘The vein ran out during the elghteen twenties." She sighed. ‘It's rather sad when you cometo think of it.
This place was once dive and throbbing with love and laughter and children and chape on Sundaysand
then theveinran out.’

"That's life/ Rogan said gently. "'The vein aways seemsto run out when you least expect it.'

Sheturned, ashadow in her eyes. "It isn't redlly fair, isit? It doesn't seem to give people much. You
work and hope and then get kicked in the teeth.’

'God lets no man suffer too long.' Rogan smiled. 'A saying my grandmother wasfond of '

'Doyou bdievethat?



He shrugged. 'l bdlieve in hope, Hannah. Hope above dl things. Without it, life would be pretty
pointless!

They paused outsde the little church and Rogan examined the dab above the door with the faded | etters,
mass-grown: Scardale Primitive Methodist Chapel 1805.

‘Theyear of Trafdgar, hesaid. 'A long time ago.’

'Another British victory?

He grinned. 'There were more than fifty American

citizensin the crew of Nelson'sVictory and twice as many Irishmen. A way the British had with them.’
'Welearn something new every day.'

They moved on, following the dope of the main street and came to a sizeable dam constructed of large
blocks of granite stone, dippery and green with the years where moisture leaked through, the stream
issuing from astone duice a the bottom.

Onthe far Sde of the dam higher up the valley were the actua mineworkings. A dozen or fifteen sheep
were penned together in an old sone enclosine. A few yaids away, Brendan Costello sat on alarge
boulder throwing pebblesinto the water. Hannah called to him and he turned quickly, eyesvery dark in

thewhiteface.

He came towards them and nodded to Rogan, smiling shyly. Hannah ruffled his hair with obvious
affection. "'What have you been doing?

He spokein short, rather clipped sentences, an obvious attempt to defeet his sSsammer by missing out
those words which gave him mogt difficulty.

'He w-wants m-more sheep bringing down.'

Hannah nodded. "We're having our dinner up here today. Would you like to come with us?

He looked swiftly at Rogan and his face crimsoned with pleasure. 'C-can 1?7

'If youlike'

'l c-could show you the Long C-cut, Mr. Rogan. Y-you'd like that.'

Rogan turned to Hannah. The Long Cut?

She pointed to the western end of the dam where it ran into atangled mass of bushes at the face of a
steep dliff. 'Well take alook if you like. Y ou can't see the entrance from here, but they ran atunnel
under the shoulder of the mountain into the next valey. It carriesacand. They used to take the ore out

that way.'

They moved round the edge of the dam into a clump of trees, and beyond them a crumbling landing



stage jutted into the water and the mouth of the tunnel gaped

darkly. There was very little headroom and when Rogan squatted down and looked inside, he could see
atiny circle of light at the other end.

'How long isit?
'Six or seven hundred yards!'
Hewhistled softly. It must have taken some doing.'

‘Therewas anatura cave system. | think they just linked it up. Of course there wouldn't be any water in
it until they built the dam.’

'Quite an achievement al the same.'
'We can go through if you like!'

She pointed, and when Rogan turned he saw the boy moving out of the undergrowth at the side of the
dam hauling on alength of rope, to which was attached a heavy, high-sided punt of the type used by
wildfowlers. There was a couple of inches of water in the bottom.

Rogan grinned. ‘Areyou sureit's safe?

Hannah dropped into it and sat on one of the narrow wooden seats. "Y ou couldn't get any wetter than
you are.’

Rogan joined her in aworld of cold, clammy darkness, of walls that oozed moisture where water
congtantly dripped so low that Rogan actualy had to bend his head, and when he looked over his
shoulder he saw that the boy waslying on his back and propelling the punt along by walking hisfeet
aong theroof.

They passed into alarge echoing cavern with avaulted roof, crossed it and entered the tunnel again.
They passed through two smilar caves and then moved into the fina stretch, and the opening at the other
end seemed to increase in Size quite suddenly.

They drifted out into another smilar dam and bumped againgt the Sde of astone landing stage. Brendan
scrambled up and fastened the lineto arusting iron ring. Rogan followed him and turned to give Hannah
ahand up.

They walked through agrove of trees past severd ruined buildings. One of them, astable, had a
corrugated

iron roof, and stout wooden doors of recent origin were secured with a padlock and chain. 'What'sin
here? Rogan asked.

Brendan ran forward, dipped his hand under aflat stone beside the door and produced akey. He
quickly unlocked the padlock, pulled away die chain and swung back the door.

An old jeep was parked iitsde. It had been fitted with a battered duminium body in place of the old



canvastilt and the origind olive green paintwork was chipped and scraped.

Rogau took off his knapsack and got behind the whed. 'A long time since | drove one of these. It must
be all of twenty yeaisold." He pulled out the choke and pressed the starter and the engine turned over at
once. 'Who ownsit?

'Mogt of thisvalley isone big sheep ranch run by asyndicate, Hannah said. That's the way farming
seem;, to be going these days. They always keep ajeep or aLand-Rover up here fuelled and ready for
action. They're particularly good in bad westher on the fellside. The shepherds use them asthey used to
use ahorse or apony inthe old days.'

Rogan got out of the jeep and they moved back outside. Brendan locked the door and replaced the key
under the stone. Below them in therain, the valley dropped down towards a shining expanse of water.
'What'sthat? Rogan said.

‘Rydad Water. If you move down the dope alittle further you'll seethe beginning of Grasmere to the west
of it

He took an Ordnance Survey Map of the areafrom the pocket of hisjacket and opened it, dropping to
one knee. 'L et's suppose something had gone wrong with my origina plan and | wanted to get from here
to Marsh-End, how would | set about it?

She examined the map with adight frown. 'Thereisaback road. | found it by accident one day when
Unde

Paddy triedto follow me. | think | can show you if we move further down the dope.’

They went down the track for perhaps a hundred yards. From that point, it was possible to see not only
Rydd Water, but most of Grasmere aswell.

'Can you see the stream linking the two lakes? Hannah asked. Theres agate and asmal bridge and
beyond it atrack goes asfar as Elterwater. From there, theré's aroad, mainly unfenced, that takes you
through Wrynose Pass between the mountains. About six miles from there, the road branches. If you
take the one which follows the valey of the Duddon River through Seathwaite and Ulpha, you cometo
the Whicham road about ten miles further on.'

'‘And how far is Whicham from theie? 'Nine or ten miles!'

'‘And Marsh-End is only a couple of milesfrom theie up the coast." He nodded and folded the map. ‘A
lonely sort of road, would you say?

'Y ou probably wouldn't see a soul during the entire run. Not at thistime of the year. Mind you, it could
be hard going in bad weather over Wrynose. Y ou'd need agood vehicle, especidly if you had aload on.
Uncle Paddy's old cattle truck would never makeit.’

'l wouldn't be using it, not in the sort of Stuation I've been going over in my mind.' Helit acigarette and
put one foot on a boulder, resting an elbow on his knee. 'Scardale would be one hell of aplaceto be
caught in with that one road out. It ssemsto me that in an emergency Brendan's Long Cut would
provide avery adequate back door and that jeep would be more than handy.'



'Are you thinking of dropping the idea of using the cattle truck?
He shook his head. 'Not unless | have to. Does your ' uncle know about the Long Cut?
She nodded. 'He's never been through, though. Asfar as| know, he doesn't think it's possible.’

'So Morgan and Fletcher don't know about it either? Rogan nodded, adight smile on hisface. "Well
keep it that way. What happens now?

Hannah looked up through the rain at the top of Scardale Fell, low cloud and mist draped acrossit. 'We
could climb up to the top. There'saclimbers hut we could est in. Brendan could take the boat back
through the tunnel and climb up the other Sde to meet us!'

The boy nodded eagerly, turned and ran back through the trees towards the old landing stage, and
Rogan and the girl took awinding track that danted up the side of the fell between rain-soaked,
decaying bracken.

After awhile, the track narrowed and Hannah went in front to lead the way. Rogan watched her as she
bent to the dope of the hill, and when she paused and smiled back at him over her shoulder redized with
asense of wonder that she was beautiful. 'How are you doing?

'Never mind about me/ he said. 'We've athousand feet or moreto go yet.'

He plodded on through the heavy rain and as the mountain lifted before him he wasfilled with astrange
feding that dl this had happened before. What was it the psychologists called it-dgld vu7Previoudy
seen? And then in one quick moment of complete recal he remembered.

September 1943. Out of France through the Pyrenees into Spain with papersthat had to bein Gibratar
within aweek. It had rained like hell and to make matters worse, a company of German mountain troops
had got their scent.

He remembered how it had been on just such ahillsde asthis, hisguide, a brown-skinned Basque
mountaineer, acouple of yardsin front. And then therifle shat, flat, curioudy muffled by therain. The
man had spun round, a dark hole between his eyes, surprise on hisface and Rogan had jumped into the
bracken and runfor hislife.

He came back to the present with agtart, redlizing that Hannah was calling to him. When helooked up,
she was standing beside alow hut constructed of great dabs of stone and concrete about fifty feet above
him on the edge of asmdl plateau.

'Any sign of Brendan? he said as he joined her.

She shook her head. 'It'll take him another twenty minutes at least. Harder going on that side of the
mountain.’

Inside the hut there were wooden bendies, atable and kindling for afire. They sat at the table and
Rogan took off the knapsack. Hannah produced severa packets of sandwiches, somefruit and alarge
vacuum flask. 'Shall we start or do you want to wait for Brendan?

'‘Well have a coffee and wait.'



Helit acigarette and they sat there in companionable silence. After awhile, she said hesitatingly, 'Isit
going to work, Sean?'

He nodded and there was acalm certainty in hisvoice. 'Itll work dl right.’

'And then what?"

Til go home," he said. 'Back to Kerry and that farm | wastelling you about.’

'And agood woman?

He touched her gently on the face. 'I'm twenty yearstoo old for you, have you considered that?

'Y ou've been in prison along time,' she said, and asmall devil looked out of her eye at him. "Working
that off should keep me going for quite atime.’

Laughter erupted from histhroat and he reached across, tugging at her hair. The most dangerous remark
you ever madein your life, my girl.’

She held on to hishand, her laughter matching his, and then it faded and she turned her face and kissed
his palm. He went round the table in two quick steps, the bench going over with a clatter and pulled her
into hisarms. There were tears on her face and her whole body was trembling. He held her at arm's
length and raised

her chin with one hand.

‘Thisisone hdll of aplaceto be putting aquestion like thisto you, but did anyone ever ask you to marry
him before?

He could not have gtilled her more completely with adap acrosstheface. Shestared at himin
incredulous wonder, eyes wide and staring and then she stumbled into hisarms, her head againgt his
chest.

When she looked up, her eyeswere shining. 'Nothing matters now. Nothing.'

'l know, Hannah. | know.'

There \vasthe rattle of stones on the hillsde above thelittle plateau, she pulled away from him quickly
and wiped her eyes. She turned to the table and started to unpack the sandwiches as Brendan appeared

in the doorway.

He came forward shyly and Rogan patted him on the shoulder. 'Sit down, son, we've been waiting for
you.'

Brendan took the sandwich Hannah offered him, bit into it and sghed with pleasure. The strange thing
was that when he spoke there was no trace of astammer at dl. 'I| wish thisday could go on for ever,
Mr. Rogan. Do you ever fed like that?

Rogan looked across at Hannah, knowing what she must be thinking and shook his head. ‘'Nothing lasts



for ever, son, that's one of thethingswe al haveto learn.’

Hannah's eyes clouded for amoment, her face became ablank mask again. Rogan sighed, got to hisfeet
and moved to the door. The rain was falling harder than ever and he looked out at it morosely.
Whichever way you looked at it, life was neither abeginning nor an ending, but a constant state that
covered every action aman had taken, good or bad, during his entire existence.

He wasinvolved with thisgirl just as he wasinvolved with Colum O'More and Harry Morgan, because
every singlething he had donein hislife had led him to this point. There was no point in regretting
anything. Subtract any part of the whole and it no longer existed,

which was an interesting thought. He sighed heavily and went back insde.

In the late afternoon as the shadows drifted in across the mountains they moved down the track towards
the farm. Asthey rounded the shoulder of die hill, the shooting brake was turning through the gate into
the yard. The two men got out, Fletcher went straight inside, but Morgan stood waiting for them.

‘A hell of aday for awak on the mountain,' he said, the characteristic sardonic smile tugging at the
corner of hismouth.

'Any trouble? Rogan said.

Morgan shook his head. He moved to the rear of the brake, opened the door and lifted arug to disclose
four mailbags nestly folded and a couple of brown paper parcels containing the uniforms.

Tour wasdl you could get?

Morgan nodded. 'He had these in stock, so to speak. He could have got us more this evening, but |
decided you wouldn't want us to hang around.'

Hannah and Brendan had gone into the house and the two men stood there alonein the heavy rain.
‘That'sit then," Rogan said. 'All we can do now iswait.'

That'sal/ Morgan said and there was a dight, mocking edge to hisvoice.

Rogan looked at him steadily for along moment. Only when Morgan flushed and |ooked away did he
turn and walk to the house.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

I'T wasjust before noon on Thursday when Vanbrugh arrived at Paddington. Dwyer was waiting for him
at the ticket barrier. They went into the station restaurant, ordered coffee and sat in acorner.

Vanbrugh looked tired and lit a cigarette, an unusua thing for him. 'Any sign of Popeyet?

'I've managed to trace him to another address, since | wired you the photos of him and those other two
prospects yesterday. Not far from here as amatter of fact. Hislandlady says he moved out aweek ago
with no forwarding address. I've got some men onit, but it's pretty difficult. Y ou know what the
manpower positionisinthe C.I1.D. a the moment.’



'Y ou don't need to tell me." Vanbrugh ran ahand over hisface. 'Asit happens, you can stop looking.
Pope's been out of town.'

You'vefound him, Sr?

Vanbrugh shook hishead. 'All | cantell you isthat he hired acar in Taunton last weekend. The manager
of the place recognized him at once from the photo you sent.’

"Hiring acar's hardly acrimina offence, ar.'
'Perhaps, but being in the area of the prison when his old cell-mate breaks out very probably is!
'S0 you think Rogan's no longer in the vicinity of the prison?

Vanbrugh chuckled. 'What isit they say? No one ever gets off the moor? Well Rogan did and very
probably within an hour of getting over thewall, from the way things are beginning to shape up.’

"Then hemust bein Irdland by now, sir. Thisisthe fourth day, remember.’

Vanbrugh shook his head. 'If hed landed in Ireland, we'd have known about it, take my word for that.
No, he'sgtill in England, I'm certain of that. But why, that's the question.’

He stared down into his cup, adight frown on hisface. "What about Soames?

'I've got Scott on thefina trace now. | think it'sthe right man. Real name Bertram Greaves. Hewas
disbarred by the Law Society for ma practice ten years ago. Since then hel's been mixed up in dl sorts of
things under various aiases. Soames must only be the latest of adozen or more!’

'Any form?

'Six months for false pretencesin 1958. That was unusua. He's the sort who usualy manage to skate on
pretty thinicewithout fdlingin.'

'Let's hope Scott comes up with something then. In the meantime, 1'd like to see Pope'slandlady. Were
probably wasting our time, but you never can tell.’

Dwyer had asquad car waiting and they pulled up outsde a narrow brownstone house in a mean street
within ten minutes of leaving the station. The woman who opened the door to them was cold and hard, a
cigarette dangling from one corner of her narrow mouth. Benegath the cheap sk scarf, her head wasa
meass of tightly rolled curlers.

'For Chrig's sake, you again? she said pleasantly when she saw Dwyer.

‘Lessof that, he told her. "Chief Superintendent V anbrugh would like aword with you.'

Something close to respect appeared on her face and she opened the door wide. 'Y ou'd better come
ingde!

There was a stadle smell compounded of urine and cooking odours, and an unwashed child, naked from
thewaist down, stood by the kitchen door and looked at them with wide eyes, agrimy finger inits



mouth.

The woman took them up the stairs and opened a door at one side. 'He lived here for aweek. I've got a
Jamaican

moving in Monday. A bloody sight cleaner than some of the bastards we get,' she added defensively.

The room was quite bare except for an old-fashioned wardrobe, a brass bedstead and a strip of
linoleum. They went back downgtairs and she led the way into the cluttered kitchen.

She stood with her back to the fire, one hand on the mantelpiece. 'l told your man heredl | knew, Mr.
Van-brugh. | wish I knew where he was, honest | do. He owed me for hisweek's rent.’

"There's nothing you can remember? Nothing a al? Vanbrugh said. 'A word, aname, anything?
She shook her head stubbornly. 'Nothing.'

'No visitors, even?

'If you mean birds, | don't run that sort of place.’

Vanbrugh sighed. 'What you're saying isthat during the time he lived here, Jack Pope didn't have any
kind of contact with anyone. Not even aletter.'

"That's right." She nodded vigoroudy and Vanbrugh turned towards the door. 'Of course he did get a
postcard one day. Last week | think it was.'

Vanbrugh's tiredness vanished at once. ‘A postcard? Where from?
'For Chrigt's sake, Mr. Vanbrugh, how would | know?
'Wasit from a seaside place? Dwyer suggested.

She shook her head. 'No, nowhere like that. | remember being a bit surprised.’ Her face brightened.
'Winder-mere-that was it. Lake Windermere!'

Dwyer looked blankly at VVanbrugh. 'She must be joking, sir. Who in creation would Pope know in the
Lake Didrict?

Vanbrugh turned to the landlady. 'Y ou've been very helpful. Perhaps more than you redlize!

She shrugged. 'l know which side my bread's buttered on, Mr. Vanbrugh. If you do see that sod, you
tell him | want my rent.’

The child started to cry and as she moved towards it with a curse, Vanbrugh and Dwyer |eft hurriedly.
Asthey

went down the steps towards the car, the driver leaned out of the window. 'H.Q. on theradio, gir.
They've got amessage for you. Top priority.'



Vanbrugh nodded to Dwyer. 'Y ou take it. Let's hope it's something good.'

Dwyer leaned in the window and Vanbrugh lit another cigarette, adight frown knitting hisbrow. The
Lake Didtrict. Now thatwas a turn-up for the book. Hardly the sort of place one would expect to hear
about from aman like Pope or the sort of people he associated with.

Dwyer turned, excitement on hisface. 'That was Scott, sir. HE's traced Soamesto an addressin
Hendon. He told the landlady he was going away for aweek on business. That waslast Saturday. She
hasn't seen him since!’

'Let'sget moving,' Vanbrugh said. Thisis beginning to get interesting.

They moved into acamer, more ordered, world of respectable semi-detached houses with neat hedges
and, in spite of the season, well-kept gardens. There waslittle doubt that whatever else Soames and
Pope had in common, it certainly wasn't asimilar standard of living.

They found Scott waiting in his car outside a small detached house at one end of aquiet cul-de-sac. He
wasatal, quiet young man with a clipped moustache that gave him rather amilitary air.

‘Anything doing? V anbrugh demanded.

Scott shook his head. 'He moved out last Saturday. Told her he'd be away for aweek on business. She
hasn't heard of him since!’

Vanbrugh nodded. 'Y ou stay here. Well go in. What's her name?

'Mrs. Jones, sir. A widow lady and very upset about this, | might add.’

She had opened the door as soon as they had ascended the steps, a sure sign that she had been
watching from behind the curtains. She was arather fussy, pouchy-faced woman, with pale blue eyes
and wearing agreen dress.

'Mrs. Jones? I'm Chief Superintendent Vanbrugh and

thisis Detective Sergeant Dwyer. I'd like to ask you afew questions about aman caled Soames. |
believe he's been staying here.!’

'Redlly, Superintendent, | told the young man who caled here earlier everything | know.’

"There may have been apoint or two he missed,' Vanbrugh said patiently. 'Perhaps we could see Mr.
Soames room?

Sheled theway upgtairs, talking incessantly. 'What my other guests are going to think of al this| redly
don't know and Mr. Soames seemed a most respectable gentleman. A solicitor, hetold me. Somewhere
inthe City."

'How long has he been staying here?

‘Since early May of thisyear. Just Sx months'’



She opened the door at the end of alengthy passage and led the way in. The room was neat and
comfortable. There was a modern washbasin in one corner, two fitted wardrobes and a neat single bed.
At the other end, beyond aroom divider crammed with books, was afireplace, adesk, acouple of easy
chairs and afrench window leading on to asmdl ba cony which overlooked the garden.

'Scott told me held been through everything, sir,’ Dwyer said. 'Couldn't find anything inwriting at dl.’

Vanbrugh moved to the desk and opened the drawers one after another in quick succession. They were
all quite empty. 'A cautious bird, our Mr. Soames," he commented.

Dwyer went through the two wardrobes quickly and draped various items across the bed. Therewasa
dressing gown, two suits and severa shirts on hangers. Vanbrugh joined him and they went through the
pockets.

There were one or two old bustickets and the odd coin, but nothing else of value, and the drawers of
the dressing table contained only underwear, socks and towels.

Mrs. Jones had been watching them with amixture of uncertainty and horror on her face. At any
moment,

Vanbrugh expected her to ask to see the search warrant he didn't have and he moved in to the attack
without any further waste of time.

'Y ou told Constable Scott that Soames left on Saturday, Mrs. Jones?

‘That's right, Superintendent. It was just before lunch. | remember it particularly because he asked if he
could have something to eat alittle earlier than usual. He said he had atrain to catch.’

'Did hetake ataxi? Dwyer said hopefully.

‘Theré's an Underground station at the end of the road. It's quicker than ataxi these days, traffic being
whatitis'

'‘And Soames gave you no hint a all asto hisdestination?

She shook her head. 'Just said he was taking alittle businesstrip. That held probably be avay for a
week or ten days.'

'Has he done this sort of thing before?
'Oh, yes, often.’
'And he never leaves you aforwarding address for urgent mail and so on?

'l 'asked him about that once, but he said there was no point, that he would be on the move the whole
time'

'What about his socid life? Did he have many cdlers?

‘None at al. He once told me that he preferred to keep hisbusiness and private life completely separate.



Hewas aquiet, well-mannered person who kept himself to himsdlf. Most evenings, he took awalk
down to the George on the corner for adrink, but he never stayed for more than haf an hour. Hewas
fond of televison and he looked after the garden for me. He was very good with flowers!’

'What about mail? Did he get much?

She shrugged. 'Two or three letters aday, mostly circulars and so on.'

'Anything particularly interesting?

She bridled a once. Tve better thingsto do, Super-

intendent, than to go through my guests mal.'

'l wasn't suggesting that you had been snooping, Mrs. Jones,' Vanbrugh said patiently. ‘But quite
obvioudy, you must sort the mail every morning after it's been delivered. It would be only natura for an
intelligent person to notice anything unusua, any change in the pattern.’

She responded immediately, almost as areflex action. 'It's funny you should say that. Nearly al Mr.
Soames |etters used to come from the London area, but during the past few weeks they've been coming
from all over the place.’

‘Can you remember where?

'He had a couple from Manchester and several from the Lake Didtrict. The day he left, he had one from
Taunton. That'sin the West Country,' she added. 'l spent my holidays near there last year.'

Dwyer had taken asudden, involuntary step forward, but VVanbrugh stilled him with aquick gesture from
one hand. 'These letters from the Lake Didtrict, Mrs. Jones, can you remember where they were from?

'Oh, yes,' she said, 'because he always replied within aday or two. Sometimes | posted the letters for
him. Ren-dal, that was the place. He used to writeto aMr. Grant at Kendal.'

'‘And you can't remember the address?

She shook her head. 'I'm afraid not. It was addressed care of somebody else, | do know that. | aways
assumed it was aboarding house or something smilar.' She patted her hair impatiently. "Y ou know
thereésreally nothing more | can tell you, Superintendent.’

Vanbrugh gave her hismost charming smile. 'My dear Mrs. Jones, you've hel ped us more than you'll
ever know. | don't think well need to trouble you again.’

He went down the stairs quickly, Dwyer at his hedls, opened the front door and went down the path.
Scott waswaiting for them. 'Any luck, Sir?

"Y ou could say that.' Vanbrugh turned to Dwyer. 'An
interesting coincidence, isn' it, Soames and Pope being in touch with someone in the Lake Didtrict.’

'But what on earth would they be doing there, Sr? Dwyer said. 'It doesn't make sense.’



'Oh, | don't know,' Vanbrugh said. 'It's remote, secluded and they'll pretty well have the placeto
themsalves a thistime of the year."

'If theyarethere, Sr,' Dwyer reminded him.

Vanbrugh grinned. "When you've been a thisgame aslong as | have, Sergeant, you'll learn an interesting
fact. That policework ismainly ameatter of rather tedious routine, of question and answer, of Sitting
back, assessing the facts and looking for a pattern.’

'l know that much already, sr.'

‘But that'snot adl,’ Vanbrugh went on. 'Asthe years pass you'll find you develop asort of extrafaculty,
an ingtinct that tellsyou athing's so, even when you can't actualy proveit. It'sagood copper's most
vauable asst.' He took out his pipe and gripped it firmly between his teeth. 'Soames and Pope are
ether in Kendal or somewhere near,' he said. 'l've never been so sure of anything in my life!

'And Rogan, Sir?

Vanbrugh shook his head and some of the excitement died in him. 'Now there you have me. Thetrouble
is, it doesn't make any kind of sense. Neither doesthe fact that he's mixed up with a couple of villains
like Soames and Pope. They'rejust not his style.’

'What's the next move, sir?

'Straight to the Yard. I'll seethe Assistant Commissioner and make arrangements for usto leavefor the
Lake Didrict at once. I'll get him to fix up full co-operation for uswith the County Constabulary.’

'Wewon't reach Kenda before nine or ten tonight, sir,’ Dwyer pointed out. "'We wouldn't do much till
tomorrow."

'Y ou said Soames was nicked in 1958, didn't you? Vanbrugh demanded. 'The least you can do is get
his picture from records and wire it to Kenda together with

that one of Pope. The sooner we get the local men looking out for them, the better. And well need the
County Congtabulary in on this, too.'

Asthe car moved away, he sank back against the padded seet, no longer tired, a hollow ache of
excitement in the pit of his somach. He was as certain as he had ever been about anything, that the
answer to thiswhole affair lay in thelast place in the country he would ever have thought of looking.

At that precise moment, Soames was crouched in aclump of bushes at the sde of the coast road afew
yards away from the sgnpost indicating the way to Marsh-End.

The small green sdoon he had hired from a garage in Broughton-in-Furness was parked in aclearing to
therear. Thefact that he was here at al was purely accidental. He had been waiting at the side of the
Ambleside road for Pope who had gone up the valley on foot to keep a prearranged appointment with
Morgan, when the shooting brake containing Rogan and Hannah Costello had come down from
Scardde. Soames, his cunning mind working overtime, had smply seized the opportunity.



Rogan was not expecting to be followed. His decision to make alast visit to Colum O'More had been
taken at amoment's notice, mainly because he had wanted to be alone with Hannah and in any case, he
carried the keys of the cattle truck and the Morris van in his pocket.

They chose the long way round through Hawkshead, Coniston and Broughton and there was afair
amount of traffic on the road, which was greetly to Soames advantage.

Cautious by nature, he was anything but a violent man and he knew just when it paid to take a chance
and when it did not. When the shooting brake took the turning for Marsh-End he drove by, then turned
and quickly found somewhere to park. Then he moved cautioudy through the trees until he came upon
the farm and the brake parked in the yard. He returned to the main road a once

and took up his position in the shelter of some bushes.

Therain continued to fall steadily during the hours that he waited, but finaly the brake reappeared and
he drew back into the bushes until the sound of its engine faded into the distance.

He left his car where it was and moved back through the trees towards the farm. There was no sign of
life anywhere and he Stood at the edge of the yard examining the windows for amoment, then crossed
to the door.

It opened to histouch and he walked softly aong the whitewashed passage. The living room door was
dightly gjar and someone coughed. He pushed the door open and stepped in.

Colum O'More was sitting by thefirein the act of applying amatch to the bowl of his pipe. He stared at
Soames asif he had seen aghost and aquick anger kindled in his eyes.

'What the devil are you doing here?
'l thought it wastime we had alittle chat, Mr. O'More.'
Soames moved forward, shook the rain from his hat and placed it carefully on the table.

'I've nothing to say to you/ O'More said. Y ou've been paid for what you've done, well paid and there's
anendtoit.

'l haveafriend in Dublin, Mr. OMore, did you know that? Soames held his hands out to thefire. 'He's
been making afew enquiries for me. Among the right people, you understand.' He smiled gently. 'The
headquarters of your movement in Dublin, or what's |ft of it, don't seem to have heard from you in five
years or moie.' He shook his head reprovingly. 'Y ou've not been telling the truth, Mr. OMore. | wonder
what Sean Rogan would say to that?

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

A COLD wind danting across the square drove rain against the window with the force of lead shot as
Vanbrugh stared morosdly into the street. Already half-convinced that he was wrong, an abortive
morning spent visiting every hotel in Kenda without finding atrace of eithei Soames or Pope, hadn't
improved histemper. He wondered impatiently what was kegping Dwyer.

There was aknock on the door and a young constable entered with a cup of tea. As heturned to leave,



Dwyer camein.
'Y ou can make that two.' He shook rain from his hat and unbuttoned his coat. 'What aclimate.’
'Any luck? Vanbrugh demanded.

Dwyer shook his head. 'Weve visited every guest-house and boarding house in Kendd without atrace.
I've told the men to get some lunch and report back in an hour.'

'l didn't do any better at the hotels.'

The young constable brought in another cup of teaand Dwyer sipped it gratefully. 'Of course, there must
bealot of peoplein aplacelike thiswho takein paying guests, especialy in the season.’

"Too many,' Vanbrugh said. 'It would take a house-to-house search to find them al. We smply haven't
the men or thetime.’

'It would explain the bit about this bloke Grant's address being care-of-someone e se.'
'I've been in touch with the local Postmaster about that,' Vanbrugh said. ‘I know it'salong shot that a

postman might remember something like that. | know from past experience that most of these fellows get
to know their round very well.'

'Any joy?
no

‘Not yet. Mogt of the men are ill due-in from the lunchtime ddlivery. HE's going to seethem al before
they go off duty and give mearing.' He glanced at hiswatch. Two o'clock. That gives ushaf an hour.’

‘There'sapub just round the corner,’ Dwyer said. 'We could probably get some sandwiches or a pork
pie or something.'

‘Something like apint, you mean?

'It's been ahard morning, sir.’

Vanbrugh grinned and took down his coat from behind the door. "Well, if you're paying, Sergeart...."
Looking over Hannah's shoul ders through the flooded windscreen, Rogan could see Paddy Costello
severd hundred yards ahead, standing at the side of the road. The small man clambered into the
passenger seat and closed the door with a curse.

'Christ Jesus, but I'm soaked to the bloody skin. It cutsinto you like razor blades, that stuff.’
'Everything go off dl right? Rogan said.

'| parked it at the back of that ruined barn. Sure and there won't be a soul about on aday likethis.!

Rogan eased back against the side of the van and lit a cigarette. He tossed the packet across to Fletcher



who sat opposite, strangely forma in his navy blue uniform. The big man extracted a cigarette with hands
that shook dightly.

'What's wrong with you? Morgan demanded. 'Wetting yourself?

'Why don't you get stuffed? Fetcher leaned back and blew out a cloud of smoke with evident
satisfaction. 'It'sgoing to bedl right, | cantell.’

'What did you do, write to Gypsy Rose? Morgan asked sarcastically.

Fletcher turned, one gnarled fist balling and Rogan cut in sharply, 'Knock it off. Y ou can cut pieces out
of each other from tomorrow on asfar as1'm concerned. Until then, I'm in charge.’

A few minutes later, they started to move through Kenda and he glanced at hiswatch. ‘A quarter of an
hour.'

He could see beads of swest lining the folds of skin that draped over the back of Costello's collar and
the old man pulled down his cap with ahand that shook dightly. FHetcher showed no apparent emotion
and Morgan grinned.

‘Nothing quite likeit, isthere?

Rogan didn't reply, but he knew exactly what the man was getting at. The hollownessin the somach, the
tightnessin the chegt, the difficulty in breathing properly. It wasn't fear exactly, but something rather more
subtle. A strange mixture of excitement and gpprehension. A feding he had known many times before
that lasted until the exact moment that you made your first decisve move. After that, there was never
timeto think of anything but thejob in hand.

The van moved aong the narrow lane between high hedges and then, quite suddenly, they were turning
into the parking space outside Rigg Station. Hannah braked to a halt, and reversed in one smooth
motion until the back of the van was no more than afoot from the loading bay. Rogan opened the door,
stepped out and moved into the booking hall.

A silk scarf was dready knotted at the back of hisneck and he pulled it over the lower haf of hisface
and jerked down the peak of his old tweed cap. He opened the door of the stationmaster's office and

stepped inside.

Briggs stood at the fireplace, one hand icaching for the kettle, a pint pot in the other. He started to turn
and Rogan took the Colt automatic from his pocket.

The old man's face was a study in bewilderment. He opened his mouth asif to speak and hisjaw went
dack asthe shock of what was happening hit him with the force of aphysical blow.

Paddy Costello moved inside quickly, opened the other door and passed into the baggage hall. As
Rogan heard

the outer doors open, he said to Briggs, ‘Do asyou're told and you won't get hurt. Take off your cap,
jacket and waistcoat and put them on the desk.’

The old man stood there staring at him, frozen by fear, his mouth open. Rogan stepped forward in one



quick movement and touched him between the eyes with the cold barrdl of the automatic.

‘Now, not tomorrow.'

His action had exactly the psychologicd effect that he had hoped. Briggs put his pint pot on the
mantelpiece and hurriedly took off hisjacket. When Costello came back into the office, Briggswas
standing by thefireplace, his shirt deevesrolled above the elbow, one arm only half the thickness of the
other, badly disfigured by the jagged distinctive scars of old shrapnel wounds.

'Where did you pick that lot up? Rogan asked.

Briggs seemed to cometo life alittle and his head went back. 'The Somme, 1916.'

‘It you got through that bloody lot, you'll survive anything. Lie on thefloor and close your eyes!’

He nodded to Costello who moved forward quickly, acoil of ropein hishands. Rogan went into the
baggage hall. Outside, the wheds of the old Morris van skidded on the loose gravel as Hannah drove
away. Fletcher dragged in the fourth mailbag and M organ closed the door.

He turned to Rogan, the skin drawn tightly across his cheekbones, eyes very bright. 'Everything okay?
Rogan nodded and glanced at hiswatch. 'Five minutes, maybe sooner.’

Cogtello had knotted a scarf around the old man's eyes and gagged him with a piece of sticking plaster.
Hewastying hiswrists behind him as Rogan went back into the office and the Irishman nudged him with
the toe of his shoe.

'I'll finish that, you get changed."

As Cogtello hurriedly took off hisraincoat and pulled on the uniform waistcoat, Rogan dropped to one
knee

and lashed the old man's wrists together, securdly, but not too tightly.

He patted Briggs on the shoulder. 'I'm putting you out of harm'sway for alittle while. Don't try anything
dlly and you'll bedl right. Understand?

The old man nodded and Rogan opened the door to the washroom, picked him up and carried him
insde. He laid him on the floor, went back into the office and closed the door.

Cogtedllo buttoned his jacket and put on the cap. He examined himsdlf in the cracked mirror over thefire,
turned and laughed nervoudy. 'Will | do?

'Perfect.” Rogan said. ‘'Now get out on that platform and ook busy.’

He stood at the narrow window watching Costello go to work with his broom, then went back into the
baggage hall. Morgan had one of the double doors open dightly and waslooking outsde. He made a
sudden, cutting gesture with one hand as Fletcher started to spesk and, through the heavy rain, they
heard the sound of an engine gpproaching.



Rogan moved beside him. As he peered through the narrow crack, the van turned off the road on to the
parking space. It seemed strangdly ordinary, its coachwork painted dark blue with no distinguishing
characteristics except for the circular aerid on the roof.

It rolled to ahdt afew yards away, giving him aclear view of the two occupants. The driver looked like
an ex-Guards N.C.O., dark moustache bristling benegath the gold-rimmed peaked cap. The guard was a
younger man with ahard, bony face and a scar bisecting one cheek.

Rogan saw him yawn and pick up the radio telephone receiver. A moment later he started to speak. He
replaced the recelver, put acigarette in his mouth and reached across to the watch held out to him by the
driver.

The door leading to the platform opened and Costello hurried in.

'It'scoming.’

'All right. Get outside and give them anod,’ Rogan said.

Cogelo hestated and Morgan kicked him vicioudy on theleg. 'Get moving, damn you!'

Cogtello opened the door, leaned out and raised ahand. The driver of the van nodded, turned ina
half-circle and started to reverse.

Rogan could hear the train beginning to dow on the run in to the station and he gave Costello ashove
across the baggage hall. 'On the platform and stay by the door." Rogan stepped back into the office
leaving the other two waiting in the baggage hall. Morgan stood in one corner by the double doors,
Fletcher in the other, each of them with arubber truncheon ready in hisright hand.

Then everything seemed to be happening a once. Asthe noise of thetrain filled the building, the double
doors were pushed open, hiding FHetcher and Morgan from view. The driver cameinfirst, areceipt
book in one hand, dragging amailbag behind him. The guard followed with another, cigarette il
dangling from one corner of his mouth.

The doors swung back and Morgan and Hetcher moved in together, truncheonsflailing down expertly.
The driver dropped like a sack, unconscious from the first devastating blow. The younger man managed
to turn, dropping his mailbag and reached for his own truncheon. His mouth opened in a soundless cry,
drowned by the noise of the engine and Fletcher dashed him across the edge of the neck.

Rogan moved in fast, grabbed the driver'sfeet and dragged him into the office. As he dropped him
behind the desk out of sight from the window, Fletcher followed with the other guard.

Rogan moved back into the baggage hall and Morgan
camein from the ramp, the driver's gold peaked cap
danting across hiseyes. "The bloody van's empty. Only
the two bags!'

So Colum O'More had been wrong for once, but there



was no time to worry about that now. Rogan was aready on one knee beside the two mailbags, apair
of pliersin his hand. Each bag was fastened by heavy wire, an official lead sedl inscribed with severa
code words and a number. He snipped the wire and quickly laced it through the metal eyelet holes of
one of the dummy bags which Fletcher dragged forward. He joined the broken ends of thewire as
neetly as possible, twisting them together, then pushed the join out of Sight through one of the eyelet
holesin the mouth of the bag.

As he repeated the operation on the other, Morgan dropped to one knee beside him. ‘Let's hope they
don't check those too carefully.

'Why should they? Rogan said calmly and got to hisfeet. 'Out you go.'

Theyoung guard's cap was asize too smdl for Fletcher, but hetilted it forward over hiseyes and lifted
up amailbag. Morgan picked up the receipt book and the other bag and moved to the end of the
baggage hall. He hesitated, opened the door and moved out. Rogan held his bresth and waited.

It was strangdly quiet on the platform, the muffled rumble of the diesd engines the only sound. Paddy
Gos-tdlo leaned on his broom by the door, making agreat show of examining hiswatch, and the diding
door of the mail van stood open.

Morgan moved forward and an attendant leaned out and grinned. ‘Aren't you beggars ever late?

'Don't ask me,' Morgan said. 'First time we've done thisrun.'

He heaved his mailbag into the van and Fletcher followed suit. The attendant produced a pen and held
out hishand. 'Let'shaveit.'

Morgan opened the receipt book and handed it to him. The attendant signed the top copy, tore it off and
handed the book back. ‘That'sit then.'

He started to draw back and Morgan said, 'Christ, | was forgetting. Do me afavour, mate. | gave the
radioa

bit of abash getting out of the cab and it's on the blink. Give 'em aring a headquarters, will you, and tell
‘em we're on our way in?

'Anything to oblige’

It was as Smple asthat. The diding door closed and Costello raised a hand to the guard who leaned out
of hiswindow at therear of the train. A whistle sounded faintly and, in amoment, the great diesdl
engines picked up and thetrain did away.

Astherear of thetrain disgppeared into the heavy rain, the three men crowded into the baggage hall
excitedly. 'We madeit, by Christ! We madeit!" Fetcher said.

‘A long way to go yet,' Rogan told him. 'Get those two mailbags into the van and don't forget the
dummies. Don't leave them anything they might be ableto trace’ He turned to Morgan. 'Y ou help mein
here



The van driver and hisguard il lay unconscious by the desk and Rogan examined them. Therewasa
trickle of blood at the back of the driver's ear and he looked up a Morgan grimly.

"Y ou don't pull your punches.’
Morgan shrugged. 'l could never seethe point.’

Rogan produced a couple of lengths of thin cord from his pocket and they quickly tied the wrists of the
two unconscious men behind them.

‘Right, into the van and get that engine started,’ Rogan said. 'I'll be out in aminute.’

He opened the washroom door and dropped to one knee beside Briggs. The old man was breathing
heavily through the nose and Rogan pulled the sticking plaster away from his mouth. Briggs sucked ina
lungful of air gratefully and Rogan patted him on the shoulder.

"Youll bedl right, Dad. That goodstrain should arrive in exactly twenty-five minutes.”

The old man turned his head blindly towards him. ‘God help you, lad, because you'll never get away with
this'

'Y ou take a chance every day of your life." Rogan hurried out through the baggage hall. The rear door of
the van stood open, Costello peering out. Rogan stepped inside and closed the door and Morgan turned
from the small armoured glass window and gunned the motor.

Asthe van moved at high speed dong the narrow lane between the hedges, Rogan flicked the switch of
the intercommunication system.

"Takeit easy, especidly on theway through Kendd. We've dl thetimein theworld.'

'What kind of asteamer do you think | am? Morgan said angrily, al the tension of the past ten minutes
burgting out of him.

Rogan flicked the switch and sat down. Paddy Costello was dumped on the bench seat opposite, his
face shining with sweet, hands grasped tightly together.

'It'sgoing to befine, Rogan said. 'Everything'sgoing to be dl right.’

The old man nodded, lips compressed together asif he couldn't trust himself to speak. In Kendal, traffic
was light and Morgan had to stop only twice &t traffic lights. Once through the town and on to the
Windermere road, he increased speed and turned into the plantation of fir exactly eight minutes after
leaving Rigg Station.

Asthe van braked to a halt, Rogan opened the door and jumped out. Hannah was standing beside the
cattle truck and she came forward anxioudy.

'Everything dl right?

Rogan nodded. 'Couldn't have gone better. What about the Morris?



'Parked at the back of the barn.’

Cogtello and Fletcher were dready transferring the mailbags from the armoured van to the cattle truck
and Morgan leaned out of the driver's window and watched. Fletcher gave him a shout and Morgan
released the handbrake and took the van towards the rim of the flooded gravel pits, where he jJumped
clear. A second later, the van plunged over the edge. By the time Rogan

and Hannah had joined him, it had already disappeared.

'‘Now the Morris," Rogan said. 'Wed better shove her over alittle further up.’

They ran thelittle van along the track which followed the edge of the pits and, asit dipped over the
crown of asmall rise, Rogan gave the whed atwist and jumped back. The van, running on down the
dope, veered sharply to the left and vanished over the edge.

Costello was dready behind the whedl ocethe cattle truck, Hannah beside him in the cab. Asthe engine
roared into life, Rogan and Morgan joined Fletcher in the back. The truck dipped over the rutted surface
of thetrack, paused for amoment outside the gate while Hannah closed it, then turned into the main
road and moved rapidly towards Windermere.

'How are we off for time? Morgan demanded.

Rogan checked hiswatch. 'That goodstrainisduein at Rigg in exactly twelve minutesif it'sontime.’
'Which they never are.’

'It'l take the crew at least five minutes to sort out what's happened and get in touch with the authorities,
another ten for the police to get any kind of an dert out. That gives us at least twenty-seven minutes!'

'And Ambleside's only ten miles away.' Morgan laughed harshly. 'Were home and dry.’

Fletcher, sitting against one side of the truck, nudged a mailbag with the toe of his shoe. 'My God, but
I'd like to know what's inside those two babies!’

'l should be ableto tell you," Morgan said. 'l haven't had timeto look before.’

He took the receipt book from the pocket of his uniform and opened it quickly. 'It's headed
"Consgnment for pulping™.

‘That meansit'sdl old suff,' Fletcher said. 'Just the job.'

'Bag Rs3, forty-five thousand in one pound notes, twenty-five thousand in fivers. Bag R9/j, fifty thousand
in one pound notes, twenty in fivers'

'Chrigt Jesus,' Fletcher whispered. 'That's a hundred and forty thousand quid in old notes!’

‘Not bad,” Morgan said. 'Split three ways, that's better than forty grand apiece.’ He grinned. 'An
interesting thought."

'‘Comeon, let's have alook, Fletcher said excitedly and reached for one of the bags. Rogan dammed



the hedl of his shoe across the back of the outstretched hand.

Fletcher scrambled to one knee, snarling like an anima and found himself looking into the barrel of the
Colt automatic. 'Colum O'More opens those bags, no one else." Rogan reached forward and touched
Fletcher between the eyes with the barrel. 'Another play likethat and I'll kill you. That'sapromise.’
CHAPTER FIFTEEN

THE parking space outside Rigg Station was more crowded than it had probably ever beeniniits
previous existence, and as VVanbrugh moved to the edge of the ramp another patrol car rolled to a halt.

A couple of ambulance attendants came out of the baggage hall carrying the driver of the armoured van
on asgtretcher and two more followed with the guard. Vanbrugh opened his tobacco pouch and filled his
pipe as he watched them place the injured men in the ambulance and drive away.

By sheer chance, he and Dwyer had been in conference with a Superintendent Gregory of the County
Congtabulary at Kenda police headquarters, discussing their abortive vigt to the G.P.O., when the
aam had come through from Rigg. Vanbrugh, drawn by amore than

1SO

professiona interest, had accompanied Gregory at once.

As he gpplied amatch to his pipe, Dwyer moved out of the baggage hdll. 'It took nerve. Y ou've got to
givethem that. Of dl the bloody cheek. Imagine getting the train to phonein for them.’

‘A touch of genius" Vanbrugh said.
Dwyer appeared to hesitate and then continued, 'It'safamiliar pattern, somehow, don't you think so, sir?

Vanbrugh sighed heavily. 'Strange that | should have told you about that business in France during the
war only the other day. This affair's been amost a carbon copy/

Gregory joined them, atdl, spare man in abeautifully tailored uniform. 'I've been thinking, sir/ he said to
Vanbrugh. This has been abig city job, no doubt about that. Any chance of your man Rogan being
involved?

'Every chance, I'm afraid,’ Vanbrugh said. 'Mind if | have aword with the stationmaster?

'Help yoursdf.'

They went into the office where old Briggs sat at his desk, a cup of teaheld in both hands. A constable
stood at the door and a sergeant sat on the edge of the desk, taking Briggs statement. He stood to one
sde and Gregory smiled down at the old man.

'Feding alittle better, Mr. Briggs?

'Nothing wrong with me that a couple of rumswon't cure/ the old man said.

Thisis Chief Superintendent VVanbrugh of Scotland Yaid. Hed like to ask you afew questions.’



Vanbrugh was reading quickly through the Sergeant's notebook and he nodded and looked up. 'Y ou say
here that you never got alook at the face of the man with the gun?

'Couldn’t do. He was wearing a scarf.'

'Hewas abig man?

‘A giant, leastways, that's the way he looked to me.’
Vanbrugh nodded. 'What about his voice?
"Well-spoken, an educated bloke.'

'Could he have been Irish?!

'It'spossible. Irish or Scots, | wouldn't like to say which. To tell you the truth, he wasn't such abad
bloke!

'What makes you say that?

The old man held up his crippled arm. 'He asked me how | got that. When | told him the Somme, he
laughed and said if | could get through thet lot, | could survive anything. Another thing, hetook thetime
to come back to the washroom afterwaids to pull off my gag. | was near choking.'

Vanbrugh turned and nodded to Gregory. '‘Rogan, without adoubt.' They moved out through the
baggage hal to the ramp and he dammed afist into the palm of his other hand. 'But why? It just isn'tin
character. I've known Sean Rogan for years. Heisn't the type.'

'He'sbeeninsde along time, sir/ Dwyer said gently, 'People change.”

Before VVanbrugh could reply, a police constable leaned out of the window of a patrol car and called,
‘Superintendent Gregory. Message from Kenda .'

Gregory jumped to the ground and walked briskly to the car. He leaned in the window and Vanbrugh
watched him take the receiver the constable offered him. A moment later, he straightened excitedly.

"That accommodation address you wanted,” he called to Vanbrugh. 'They've traced a postman who
thinks he knowsit. He's been off duty for a couple of dayswith a sprained ankle. That'swhy they didn't
come up with him earlier.’

Vanbrugh jumped to the ground and moved forward quickly. "Y ou know what this could mean?

'Don't | just.' Gregory smiled coolly. 'I'm afraid someone may bein for arather nasty surprise.”

The addresswas that of asmall back-street newsagent in Kendal and a patrol car was waiting when
Gregory and the two Scotland Y ard men arrived. The postman, a man named Harvey, was Sitting in the
back, awalking stick between his knees, chatting to the patrol car crew.

When Gregory leaned in the window, the two constables got out of the car a once. 'Mr. Harvey-I'm



Superintendent Gregory, County Constabulary. Y ou're sure about this?

'About the letters addressed to Charles Grant, care of Tomlinson's? Oh, yes, Sir. | remember kidding
him about it and him saying how trade was bad and who was he to turn down ten bob aweek just to
accept delivery of afew letters!

Gregory straightened and turned to the two constables. 'Have you been in?

‘Not yet, Sr.’

He nodded to Vanbrugh. 'After you.'

Tomlinson was a middle-aged man with greying hair and horn-rimmed spectacles that had been badly
repaired with eectrician'stape. When they went in he was standing behind the counter, leaning forward
to seewhat al the fuss was about.

'Mr. Tomlinson? Gregory said. 'I'm Superintendent Gregory, County Congtabulary. Thisis Chief
Superintendent Vanbrugh and Sergeant Dwyer of Scotland Y ard. We understand you might be ableto
help usin an investigation we're conducting.’

Tomlinson looked completely bewildered. 'l don't even know what you're talking about.”

'Y ou've been alowing this address to be used by aMr. Charles Grant, isn't that so0?

Tomlinson nodded, adight frown knitting his brow. ‘Nothing wrong in that, isthere?

'Wethink Mr. Grant may be aman we're looking for. Have you any idea asto his present whereabouts?

'Not aclue Tomlinson said. 'I've only ever seen him once, that wasthe firg time he camein. He was
pretty old, walked with astick. Irish, | think, which surprised me, him having a Scots name!’

'Have many letters come for him?

Tomlinson nodded. "Three or four aweek, 1'd say. They've been picked up by ayoung woman asarule.
She'susudly looked in most afternoons!’

'Do you know her name?

Tomlinson shook his head. 'No, but I've seen her at Ambleside Market a couple of times. She was with
an old fella called Costello-Paddy Costello. Runs an excuse for a sheep farm up Scardale way. Big
boozer and gambler. HEsknown in every pub in the digtrict.’

Gregory was aready moving outside. He leaned in the window of his car and said to the driver, 'Get

through to H.Q. at once. Tell them to phone the Station Sergeant at Ambleside. Ask him what he knows
about aman caled Paddy Costello who keeps afarm somewhere Scardale way. And tell them thisis

top priority.’

Heturned and took out a silver case as Vanbrugh and Dwyer joined him. 'From the sound of things, this
could beit.'



He offered Vanbrugh a cigarette and they stood there smoking nervoudy, neither man speaking. Within
an incredibly short space of time, Gregory's driver leaned out of the window.

'On Cogtdlo, sr. Station Sergeant at Ambleside knowshimwell. A list of drunk and disorderly charges
aslong asyour arm. Kegps afarm at the top end of Scarda e below the old mine workings.'

'‘Doeshelivedone?

'He has ason and his niece has been living with him for the past ten months. Hannah Maria Cogtello. She
has arecord, Sr. Sx months at Holloway on avice chargelast year.'

Gregory turned to Vanbrugh. 'Rather more than promising, I'd say."

The driver interrupted. 'One more thing, Sir. This man Soamesthat Chief Superintendent Vanbrugh
wanted to see, they've picked him up in Broughton. They want to know what to do with him.'

"Weve more important businessin hand/ Vanbrugh said. 'Tell them to run him up to Kendd. I'll seehim
later." He turned to Gregory, hisface expressionless. 'I'd

say we could do with a couple of dozen good men.”

‘Don't worry, Sir." Gregory smiled gently. "We breed them on the large side up here. Y our pal Rogan
may bein for something of a shock.'

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

WHEN they reached Scardale, Costello drove the truck straight into the barn and parked it behind the
shooting brake. When he cut the engine, Rogan jumped to the ground and nodded to Morgan and
Fletcher.

'Inside, you two, and stay there.’

As Hannah and Costello came round from the cab, Fletcher said, "What the hell do you mean, insde?
I've just about had enough of you and your bleeding orders.’

He came forward with arush. Rogan waited till he was close, then pulled out his automatic and struck
him heavily acrosstheface.

Asthe steel sight on the end of the barrel diced across his cheek, Fletcher gave acry of agony, hands
going to hisface as blood spurted.

'Y ou wait, you bastard,’ he said through clenched teeth. 'I'll fix you. I'll fix you good.’
Rogan looked at Morgan coldly. 'Any questions?
Morgan shrugged. 'Y ou're the boss.'

Fletcher stumbled out of the barn and Morgan followed him. Rogan held out his hand to Cogtello.



Til takethetruck keys.'

Cogtdlo handed them over hastily. 'Do you want me insde with the others?

'For thetime being.'

The old man went across the yard and Hannah pulled

off her scarf and shook her hair free. "Y ou're harder than | ever thought you could be.’

'With scum like that, it pays." He took her hand and pulled her close for amoment. 'How do you feel ?
'How am | supposed to fed? She shrugged. ‘Tired, washed out. | could deep for aweek.'

'What you need isa cup of teawith adrop of theright stuff in it and something to eat.’

She smiled wanly. 'Maybe you're right. What about you?

'I'll bein later. Something | want to do herefirst.’

He pulled her into hisarms and kissed her briefly and fine straw dust drifted down through the cracksin
the loft above. When they looked up, they saw Brendan peering over the edge.

He dropped to the ground and scrambled to his feet, white with excitement. He tried to speak, his mouth
opening and closing, but nothing emerged and Hannah put her hands on his shoulders.

"Takeyour time. Just take your time!'

The boy breathed in deeply and the words came out of him in agreet rush. There'saman at the house.
He came up the valey road just after you'd gone.’

‘A big man with black hair?

That'sright.’

‘Jack Pope,' Rogan told Hannah.

'l think he wastrying to find me," the boy said. 'He looked everywhere, but | hid under the hay in theloft.’
Hannah looked a Rogan anxioudy. 'What do you think they're up to?

'l should have thought that was obvious. He stood thinking, adight frown on hisface, then nodded.

"You go in and prepare amedl.' She opened her mouth to protest and he gave her asmall push. 'Don't

worry. | know what I'm doing."

Fletcher sat on the edge of the kitchen table, cursing as Morgan fixed another large Strip of sticking
plaster across his cheek.

'Anybody'd think he had it in for you, Jesse,’ Morgan said with agrin.



Fletcher cursed and snatched the tumbler into which Costello had just poured a generous measure of
whisky. Til fix that swineyet.'

‘That'll be the day,’ Morgan jeered.

He left them there and went a ong the passage to his bedroom. Rogan was tough al right and hed be a
hard nut to crack. But whatever happened, Morgan hadn't the dightest intention of allowing ahundred
and forty thousand poundsto dip through hisfingers without trying to do something about it.

He opened the bedroom door, turned to close it and found Jack Pope standing in the corner, arevolver
in hisright hand. The tension oozed out of Pope in along sigh and he wiped sweat from hisforehead.

'l thought it might be Rogan.’
'He's il inthe barn, Morgan said. 'Did yon have any trouble getting in?
'No, but I couldn't find the lad anywhere.’

'Not to worry. That kid wanders around al over the place. Morgan pulled the revolver from Pope's
grasp. 'Where did you get the shooter?

'Soames picked it up in the Smoke. Thought it might tomein useful.’

'Any spare dugs?

'Half adozen, that's all." Pope handed them over. 'What was the take?

‘A hundred and forty thousand. Not as good as expected. There were only two mailbags.
'And Rogan's got them?

‘That'sit. Says heintends to hand them over to OMoreintact.’

'l had aphone call from Soames last night,' Pope said. 'He's managed to trace O'More to afarm called
Marsh-End. It'sjust off the coast road near Whitbeck.'

'Which meansthe old devil's probably got aboat al ready and waiting for aquick exit acrossthe Irish
Sea’

"That'sright. What's our next move?

Morgan went to the door, opened it and called to Fletcher and Costello. They came in amoment later,
Fletcher carrying the bottle of whisky in one hand and atumbler in the other.

'So you got here? he growled at Pope. ‘A fat lot of bloody good it'll do you, the way thingslook at the
moment.

'l wouldn't betoo sure. Morgan held out the revolver in the pam of hishand. Thismight just even things
up alittle’



'Saints preserve us,' Paddy Costello said.

'Have you il got that spare ignition key for the cattle truck? Morgan demanded.

The old man produced it from one of hiswaistcoat pockets and handed it over. Morgan moved to the
window, staying behind the curtains as Hannah came out of the barn and crossed to the front door. They
heard it open and she,passed along the passage to the kitchen. He moved to the door, listened for a
second, then returned to the window. Brendan emerged from the barn pushing a hand cart loaded with
severd bulging sacks.

'What's the kid up to?" he demanded. 'l didn't even seehim gointhere!’

Paddy Cogtdllo joined him at the window. 'Never mind him. He cregps around like aflaming ghost.'

Brendan pushed the cart out through the main gate and turned up the (.rack towards the mine workings.
'Wheie's he taking that littlelot? Fletcher said.

"Welve got some sheep penned in the enclosure up at the village. The ones I'm supposed to drivein to
Millom market tomorrow. Hell be taking them somefeed.’

Rogan came out of the barn, amailbag over each shoulder. He stood looking after the boy for a
moment, then walked across to the house.

‘Let'stake him now on hisway in,' Pope said.

Morgan shook his head, weighing the revolver in one hand. 'He's had alot of shooting experience. |
wouldn't

like' to be the oneto try anything from the front. Well bide our time." He turned to Pope. 'Y ou stay here.
Y ou two come with me.’

When Rogan camein they werein the living room, Morgan and FHetcher sitting on either Side of thefire,
Cogtello at thetable.

The Irishman stood in the doorway, a mailbag in each hand, and looked at them camly. Morgan could
fed therevolver in his pocket and fought againg the suicidal impulseto pull it out. There was a strange
magnetism about Rogan, asort of invulnerability that seemed to say that no one could ever touch him.

His ascendancy over the three of them was dmost tangible as he tossed the two mailbags into a corner
by the dpor and unbuttoned hisraincoat.

"That kid of yoursis beginning to give methe creegps,’ he said to Costello. 'He was playing around in the
hayloft back therein the barn. HEll never know how close he cameto getting abullet in him.'

It'ssorry | amto hear it, Mr. Rogan,’ Costello said hastily. 'I'll boot the behind off him when he getsin.'

Hannah cdled from the kitchen and Rogan sniffed. 'Bacon frying or | missmy guess. Nothing likeajob
of work well doneto give you an appetite. We'd better goin.’

'Not me," Fletcher said and reached for the whisky bottle.



Rogan took a single pace forward and pulled the bottle from his hand. He put it down on the sideboard
and turned, hisface quite calm.

'l saidweeat.’
Fletcher sat there glaring and Morgan dapped him on the shoulder. ‘Come on, Jesse!'

Paddy Costello was aready on hisway and Fletcher followed. In the doorway, M organ paused and
turned. 'Sometimes you can push people just alittle too hard. Ever thought of that?

'Y ou're agood talker,” Rogan said. 'Keep it up long
enough and you might convince yoursdlf you could do something about me.'
Morgan'sface turned very paleand dl light died in hiseyes. 'l did two yearsin a Chinese prison campin

Korea, Rogan, did you know that? When they released me, | had a double hernia from the number of
times the guards had booted me in the crotch and T.B. in onelung.'

'S0? Rogan said.

'When | got home, | found that nobody gave adamn. They didn't seem to know awar had been going
on.'

'What's that supposed to prove-that you had an excuse?

Morgan laughed harshly. I haven't needed one since the day | was old enough to work out the oddsin
thislousy world for myself. I'll tell you onething, friend. If | could survive those Chinese bagtards, | can
survive you. Just think about that.'

He went along the passage and Rogan smiled softly. Nothing like an open declaration of war to let you
know where you stood. He hung his raincoat behind the door, took the Colt automatic from his pocket
and pushed it down into hiswaistband at the rear so that it was covered by thetail of hisjacket, the butt
hard againgt the small of his back. He buttoned his jacket at the front and went along to the kitchen.

It was an uncomfortable med and eaten in complete silence. Hannah moved from one to the other,
refilling cups with fresh tea and bringing more bread from the dresser. On the occasions that she
managed to catch Rogan's eye, her face was strained and anxious.

Findly, he pushed back his chair and said camly, That'll do me for now. Let's go back to theliving
room.’

Fletcher looked angrily & Morgan who made adight gesture with his head and stood up. Fletcher
followedhim. out of the door, Cogtdlo trailing after them.

Hannah moved across to Rogan quickly. Theré's going to betrouble, Sean. | fed it.'
'Don't worry,' He smiled. T know what I'm doing. Y ou

say here!



When he went into the living room, no one said aword. He picked up the bottle of whisky and atumbler
from the sideboard and sat on the edge of the table.

Tunny how you remember things. Thelast time | robbed atrain wasin Francein '44. Wehad it dl lad
on to knock off one that was carrying amonth's pay for a German Panzer Division. It would have been
quiteahaul.

'What went wrong? Morgan said.

'We never redlly found out. Theimportant thing was that instead of the payrall, thetrain carried a
company of German paratroops armed to the teeth and spoiling for action and let nobody kid you, those
boyswere good.'

‘Somebody grassed? Fletcher said, interested in spite of himself.

'One of three possihilities, Rogan said. Thefirst was aloca farmer whose place weld been using as
headquartersfor awhile. He wet himself every time anivy leaf tapped on the window:.'

Cogdlo flushed and looked away hurriedly and Rogan went on, Then there was alovely specimen
who'd been insdefor just about every crimein the book. A big man at beating hell out of the prostitutes
on the Marsailles waterfront when they objected to handing over haf their takings.'

Fletcher's hand shook with rage as he raised his glass of whisky to his mouth and drained it and Morgan
sad camly, 'What about the third?

'He was the most dangerous of the lot. HEd even done three yearsin a Jesuit seminary training for the
priesthood." Rogan tapped hisforehead. 'A hoodlum with brains. The worst kind thereis. Pure evil.!

‘Lucifer, Prince of Darkness. Thefdlen angd, Morgan said. 'Now that, | find interesting. What
happened?

'Wetook them out into the forest, what was | eft of us, and shot them.’

‘All threg?

'Nothing else to do under the circumstances.’

'Holy Mother/ Paddy Costello whispered in horror.

Rogan stuck acigarettein the corner of his mouth and leaned down to light it with asplinter from thefire.
In the brief moment that his back was turned, M organ seized his chance, pulled out the revolver and
extended hisarm.

'l could blow your head off right now. Make awrong move and | will.

Rogan turned dowly, hands held well away from his body and Morgan caled, Tope, get out here fagt!*

There was aquick movement in the passage and Pope appeared in the doorway. "What's going on?



'Hello, Jack,' Rogan said. 'Fancy meeting you here?
'Get agrip on those two mailbags,’ Morgan said, 'and don't let them out of your sight. Jesse, get hisgun.’

Fetcher cameforward dowly, hisugly face splitting into a delighted grin. He stood looking at Rogan for.
along moment and then quickly searched him. He frowned and turned.

'Hehasn't got it on him.'

"That doesn't make sense/ Morgan said, suddenly wary. 'Look again, but watch him. He'safoxy
bastard.’

'We can soon take care of that/ Fletcher said.

He turned back to Rogan and hisfist swung in ashort arc, catching the Irishman on theright cheek.
Rogan rode the punch, alowing himsdlf to stagger back. He went over the armchair, landing on his
shoulders and pulled the automatic free at the same moment. He loosed off one quick shot that chipped
splintersfrom the table and Morgan gave acry of darm.

'Get out of it, quick!

Hefired hastily and Rogan rolled for the shelter of the old horsehair sofathat sood against thewall. As
he reached it, Morgan pushed Fletcher and Popeinto the passage.

Rogan fired through the door, the bullet tearing itsway through the flimsy woodwork and ricocheting be-
tween the sone walls of the passage.

Cogtello gave acry of darm, ran to the front door and wrenched it open and Pope went after him, the
mailbags banging againgt hisknees.

Morgan gave FHetcher ashove. 'Get after them, Jesse. Well haveto makearun for it in the truck.'
Hefired through the door into the living room, keeping his back flat againgt the wall, then turned and ran
after Fetcher. The big man was hafway across the yard and Pope and Costello were dready vanishing
through the open double doors into the half darkness.

AsMorgan started to run achair came through the window behind him. He turned and fired awild shot
that chipped stone from the wall ten feet off target, then ran, zig-zagging from sideto side. A single shot
chased him into the barn, ploughing into abae of hay at therear.

Hetcher and Pope had aready got the mailbags into the back of the cattle truck and M organ shoved
Cogtello up behind the whed . He followed him into the cab, pushed in theignition key and switched on.

'Get this bloody thing moving.

The old man'sface was grey with fear and spittle dribbled from the corner of his mouth. Morgan dapped
him heavily acrossthe face. 'Get moving," he cried.

Rogan was hdfway across the yard and he dropped to one knee behind the water trough, aimed



carefully and fired. As Morgan and Costello ducked, the bullet drilled aneat hole through the
windscreen. Costello gave acry of fear. He pressed the starter and dammed the stick into first gear.

The old cattle truck roared through the entrance, knocking one of the half-open doors off its hinges and
they bounced over the potholes towards the gateway. Morgan fired in the generd direction of the water
trough to keep Rogan's head down and then they were through with a crunch of metd asthe right wing

crumpled againgt one of the stone gateposts.

Cogtello changed into top gear and rammed his foot hard againgt the boards, his handstight on the wheel
and Morgan looked back and laughed harshly as Rogan came through the gateway and started to run
down the road after them.

‘A fat lot of bloody good that'll do you.'

As heturned, putting the revolver into his pocket, the truck swung round the shoulder of the mountain
and histhroat went dry. A police car was moving towards them, at least half adozen other vehicles
strung out behind it.

Costello gave a hoarse cry and the police car dowed to a halt, turning broadside to block the narrow
road. 'Brake, you stupid sod! Brake!' Morgan cried.

Costello seemed to lose dl control. When he rammed down hisfoot, it caught the accelerator instead of
the brake peda and the truck shot forward. Its offside whedls ploughed into the rain-soaked grass
shoulder and the whedl spun in his hands. Morgan had one quick glimpse of the steep dope dropping a
hundred and fifty feet to the boulders in the stream below and his hand grabbed for the door handle. He
jumped as the truck started to go over and the door swung back behind him, smashing Costello in the
face asthe old man tried to fol low.

Morgan somersaulted twenty feet down the dope, coming to rest against agorse bush. As he picked
himsalf up the cattle truck bounced against arock shelf fifty feet below. It soared into space, turning over
amogt in dow motion and Fetcher wastossed out, arms and legsflaling wildly.

The truck landed upside down in the stream bed with aterrible, grating crunch, and Fletcher landed on
top of it. The petrol tank exploded immediately like abomb, and orange and ydlow flameslifted into the
ran.

Morgan scrambled up the dope. He was badly shaken and blood poured down hisface from agash
above hisright eye, but the ingtinct for survival was strong. As he crossed the road he heard voices and
turned to see severa

uniformed policemen running towards him. He fired and one of them seemed to trip and fal headlong.
The othersimmediately scattered and Morgan ran for the shelter of ashallow ravine and followed its
course up the sde of the mountain.

Rogan had stopped running and was on hisway back to the farm when he heard the first terrible crunch
of metal asthe truck went over the edge. He started to run back as the petrol tank exploded, and
reached the point where the road curved round the shoulder of the mountain as Morgan fired at the
police and staggered across.

A palice car roared dong the road and dewed broadside to protect the constable who had been shot. A



large, heavily built man in afawn trenchcoat jumped out and ran, crouching, to drop to one knee beside
him.

Rogan recognized Dick Vanbrugh a once. The strange thing was his own lack of surprise, but he didn't
stop to andlyse that. He turned and ran back towards the farm. Hannah was standing in the gateway as
he entered the yard.

'What isit? What's happened?

'No timefor questions. Grab your coat and get back out of here fast. We'releaving. I've still got akey
for the shooting brake, remember?

When he drove out of the barn, she was pulling on her shegpskin coat by the water trough. He opened
the door and she scrambled in and dammed it asthey drove away.

When they moved through the gate and turned | eft towards the head of the valey, she touched hisarm.
'Where are we going?

"Through the Long Cut, Brendan's waiting up there now with the mailbags. Thetwo | brought into the
house were the dummies'’

"What about the others? What happened back there?

‘The whole placeis crawling with pedlers. The truck went over the edge of theroad.’
Her face was very white. '"And my uncle?

It went up likeatorch.'

She turned away, crossing herself automatically. He reached out and took her hand and she held it tightly
asthey went over the brow of the hill and down into the village.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

THROWN clear by the force of the explosion, Jesse Fletcher floated face down in apool of water three
feet degp. Mogt of his clothing had been burned away and severd ribs showed through the charred flesh
of hisback.

Gregory and Vanbrugh waded forward and turned him over. The strange thing was that his face was
unmarked except for the bruises|eft by his clash with Rogan and his eyes stared vacantly into eternity,
fixed for dl time.

'Do you know him? Gregory asked.

Vanbrugh shook his head. 'He'sanew one on me!'

The truck was gill burning furioudy and as they approached, they became aware at once of the sickly
Sweet stench of burning flesh.

A congtable turned, hisface wrinkling in disgust. 'One of them's till inthe cab, Sir. You canjust seehim



if you bend down.’

In the intense hest, things seemed to shimmer, to lose definition and the figure which lay doubled up, one
arm reaching out through the crumpled window, no longer ssemed human.

'A nasty way to go, Gregory said.
Vanbrugh nodded and they stumbled across the stream, knee-deep in ice-cold water to where another
congtable knelt beside a body in the wet grass.

Asthey approached, he stood up and turned. 'Nothing doing here, sir. His neck's broke. Must have
been thrown out of the back when the truck first landed.”

Jack Pope lay on hisback, one arm bent, fingers curling dightly. His eyes had retracted dightly and his
head lolled unnaturally to one side.

"What about this one? Gregory said.

‘Jack Pope. He's the one who shared a cell with Rogan.'
"The ex-policeman?

That'shim.'

They turned and Vanbrugh shielded his eyes from the rain with one hand and watched haf a dozen men
move up the mountainsde above the road in athin line. Gregory gave a sudden grunt and pointed.

‘Thereheis, just below theridge.'

Vanbrugh caught abrief glimpse of Morgan moving fast, several hundred feet above his pursuers. A
moment later he went over the ridge and disappeared.

'Red hair,' Gregory said. ‘At least we know that much about the bastard.’

Soit wasn't Sean Rogan -V anbrugh moved back across the stream and picked up a piece of red mailbag
canvasthat shredded in his hands, still smouldering.

‘Just about settlesit, Gregory said.

‘Lookslikeit.'

They climbed the steep dope and arrived back on the road in time to see the wounded constable being
lifted into the rear of the Land-Rover. Hisface was twisted with pain, but he managed a grin when
Gregory lit acigarette for him and stuck it in hismouth.

‘How isit?

The constable gingerly touched the blood-soaked bandage that encircled hisright thigh above the knee.
‘Bloody awful, but I'll survive, ar.'



'‘Good man,’ Gregory said. 'Don't worry. Well lay him by the hedls!

Asthe Land-Rover moved away, apolice car came

down the road from the direction of the farm and braked to a halt. Sergeant Dwyer jumped out.
'Any luck? Vanbrugh said.

'Not asoul to be seen, g, but they've certainly been having themsalves a high old time. Someone's been
shooting the place up.'

‘Now what in the hell isthat supposed to mean? Vanbrugh said, frowning.

‘A hundred and forty thousand isahell of alot of money/ Gregory said. 'Maybe somebody wanted a
bigger dice of the cake. He turned to Dwyer. "What about the car we heard driving away?

'We found it amile or so further on where the road peters out in the ruins of an old mining village. A
green Morris Oxford shooting brake.’

'No sign of the occupants?

‘Not asmell. There's a sergeant and two men up there now, but they're going to need help.'

Vanbrugh turned to Gregory. 'Didn't you say there was no other way out of the valley?

Gregory nodded. 'Not by road, but any reasonably active person could cross the mountain on foot.' He
took a map from his pocket and opened it. "Y ou can see the village here and the old workings on the

other sde!

Vanbrugh studied the map for amoment and pointed to the two dotted lines that marked the course of
the Long Cut under the mountain. 'What'sthis? A cand?

'It certainly lookslikeit. Probably used to ship ore through to the next valey in the old days!'

'If it were still navigable, it would make a convenient back door. The sooner it's plugged the better.’
Gregory moved to the nearest car and contacted headquarters on the radio. Vanbrugh looked up at the
mountainsde. The haf dozen policemen were just below the ridge and they went over one by one ashe

watched.

And afat lot ofgoodit'll do them., hetold himsdf.HEl be haf amile down the other sde of the mountain
by now and Hill running.

Dwyer moved to join him. 'Anyone we know down there, Sr?

‘Jack Pope," Vanbrugh said. 'l couldn't identify the other two. One of them was burned to acrisp
anyway." 'It couldn't have been Rogan, then? 'l don't think so. Too small.’

Gregory came back from the patrol car. "'They're giving us every spare car and man they've got to cover



theimmediate area.’
'What about the other valley?

‘There are two cars on the way there now." Gregory wiped rain from hisface and smiled confidently.
'We're bound to get them, you know. Thisisn't the big city with amaze of back streetsto hidein. There
are damned few roads round here. We can sed them dl with no trouble at all.’

"Then we've nothing to worry about,’ Vanbrugh said. 'I'd like to take aquick ook over the farm now if
that'sdl right with you.'

'What about this fellow Soames? Should | have him brought up here? Perhaps we could squeeze
something useful out of him.'

‘A damned good idea,' Vanbrugh said. ‘At least we might get afew answersto some rather puzzling
questions,’ and he turned and followed Dwyer through the heavy rain towards the patrol car.

Soames agile brain was working overtime, seeking away out of the predicament in which he found
himsdlf asthe patrol car turned off the Ambleside road and moved up the track towards Scardae.

Hiswrists were handcuffed together and a constable sat on elther side of him. Asthey cameto the place
where the accident had occurred, the driver dowed to ease past the parked vehicles and several men
staggered over die edge of theroad carrying a stretcher.

Soames stared out at the shapel ess form benegath the blanket. An arm hung down to the ground, flesh
pedling

from the fingers and he shuddered as the wind carried the sickly sweet smell through the open window.

The young constable on hisright turned and looked at him coldly. Y ou'll be lucky to get away with
fifteen yearsfor thislittlelot.'

Soames felt suddenly sick. Only oncein his career had he been stupid enough to step just too far over
the shadow line between what was lega and what wasn't. _ The subsequent experience had not been
pleasant.

It cameto him, with athrill of horror, that thistime he had gone in over his head and his mouth went dry.
The car turned in through the gate and braked beside another which stood outside the farmhouse door.

Thetwo policemen pulled him out and he followed them inside and a ong the narrow whitewashed
passage. It was like something out of a bad dream and the look on the faces of the three men who
waited for himin the gtting room didn't make him fed any better.

Vanbrugh examined him briefly. 'Henry Soames?

Soames moistened dry lips. ‘That'sright. 1'd like to know why I've been brought here' He added feebly,
'l have my rights. | demand to seeasolicitor.’

'A short while ago, a young policeman was shot by one of your pals,' Vanbrugh cut in coldly, ‘A man
with red hair. If that boy dies, I'll see you inthe dock as an accessory to murder.'



Soames struggled for breath asfear turned his bowelsto water. Finaly he managed to speak. 'Morgan,
that's the man you want. Harry Morgan. He'sthe onewith red hair.’

'Who dsewasin on this?

Soames stumbled over hiswordsin his eagernessto get them out. 'Jesse Fletcher. He and Morgan came
up together from Manchester. And there was the man who ownsthis farm, Cogtello.’

'And his niece?

That'sright.’

'What about Jack Pope? Dwyer put in.

Soames turned to him eagerly. 'Oh, yes, hewasin oniit, too.'

"When you visited Sean Rogan in prison, it was to arrange details of his escape? Vanbrugh demanded.
‘That'sright. On the night he got out, Pope was waiting with a car and achange of clothes!’

'Who laid everything on?

‘A man called Colum O'More!’

Gregory frowned and looked a Vanbrugh. That'safamiliar name.'

"It should be," Vanbrugh said. 'Hewasabig maninthel.R.A. in thethirties and during the early part of
thewar.' He turned back to Soames. 'So the |.R.A. arein this after al? Funds for the Organization, |
suppose?

"That'swhat Rogan believed.'

'Let me get thisstraight,’ Vanbrugh said. ‘Morgan and Fletcher were working for wages, right?

'Five thousand apiece. Rogan was just working off a debt. O'More persuaded him that he owed the
Organization onelast favour for breaking him out.’

'So the rest of the haul goesto I.R.A. funds?

‘That's what O'More told Rogan.’

‘But you know different?

'You'retdling me. The old spider wants the bloody Iot for himsdf.'

Vanbrugh shook his head. ‘It won't wash, Soames. | know Colum O'More, everything about him. He
isn't thetypeto pull astroke likethat.'

Soames shrugged. 'He'sa sick man, cancer or something. That kind of thing changes people.’



Gregory looked at Vanbrugh quickly. 'I'll buy that.'
Vanbrugh nodded. ‘Where's O'More now?
Soames moistened hislips. ‘Can we make aded?

'l wouldn't cut you down if you were hanging/ VVanbrugh said calmly. ‘Now tell me where OMoreisor
I'll kick you from here to the door and back again.’

'He's at an old farm just off the coast road near Whit-beck/ Soames said sullenly. ‘Marsh-End, it's
cdled.

‘Anyonewith him?

Soames shook his head. 'He's on his own. Rogan was supposed to drive over tomorrow with the
money.'

‘But you and your friends had ide?s of your own about that? Vanbrugh turned to Gregory. 'At least that
gives us some sort of explanation for the shooting that's been going on here. They probably tried to get
their hands on the loot and Rogan objected. Do you know this place, Marsh-End?

'No, but I know Whitbeck. It take us about forty-five minutes to get there in weather like this!'
‘Then let'sget moving.'

Vanbrugh waked out quickly and Gregory and Dwyer went after him. Soames |ooked around him
hurriedly for a possible exit and amiddle-aged police sergeant came through the door, abroad grin on
hisface.

'Didn't think we'd forget you, did you?

In that moment the full realization of what had happened to him hit Soames with sickening force. Outside
the patrol car moved away carrying Vanbrugh, Gregory and Dwyer. As he stood there listening to the
sound of the engine fade into the distance, he felt more londy than he had ever felt in hislife before.

The ditch was hdf-full of water and Morgan waded dong it for some fifty yards, then darted acrossto
the shelter of thefir trees on the other side. A few moments later, apolice car swept by, followed by
another.

By now, they would have sedled every main road through the mountains, that much was obvious. It
would take amiracle to get through and yet he had to reach the coast. His one chance of escape lay at
Marsh-End with Colum O'More.

As he gtarted to work hisway through the plantation of firs, amotorcyclist passed adong the main road
and dowed to ahdt thirty or forty yards further on. Morgan went forward cautioudy and paused behind
abush.

A police motorcyclist sood besidean A.A. box, his



machine parked afew feet away. He was examining amap. As Morgan watched, he dipped acigarette
into hismouth and flicked alighter.

Morgan didn't even think about it. He gripped his revolver by the barrel, jumped forward and struck
hard at the nape of the neck. The policeman gave a stifled cry and dumped to hisknees. Morgan
grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him back into the bushes. Then he ran out into the road, kicked
the stand from under the motorcycle and pushed it under cover in the plantation.

It took him five minutesto strip the policeman and dressin his uniform. When he was reedy, he fastened
the man'swrigts behind him with his belt and moved towards the motorcycle.

At that moment, another patrol car swept by. He waited until the sound of its engine had faded into the
distance, then ran the machine out into the road, mounted it and kicked the starter. Asthe engine roared
into life, he pulled down the goggles and rode away.

Half amilefurther on he cameto abridge. On the other side a police car was parked half acrossthe
road leaving room for single line traffic only and two constabl es blocked the way. Morgan changed
down and started to dow, at the same time getting ready to accelerate.

There was no need. As he went over the bridge, the two constables moved out of the way and one of
them waved ahand casudly. It was as easy asthat. Morgan changed into top gear and sped away into
therain.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

WHEN Rogan cut the engine and jumped out of the shooting brake, there was no sign of Brendan and
the rain hissng down into the water of the dam was the only sound.

Hannah moved around the brake to join him. 'l wonder where heis?

'God knows, but we've got to get moving. If we don't get through the tunnel and down to Ambleside
Road within fifteen minutes, we've had it.'

There was a sudden restless baaing and severa sheep ran between the ruined houses, scattering to avoid
Brendan who raced after them brandishing a stick. They plunged up the mountainsde and he paused,
dightly out of breath, and grinned.

'l thought I'd better set them free.’

'Never mind about them now, we've got to get going. Where are the mailbags?

'l put them in the punt, Mr. Rogan.'

They hurried round the side of the dam and through the clump of trees that masked the old landing stage.
Brendan had moored the punt to arusty iron ring and severa inches of water dopped in the bottom. The
mail-bags were in the prow where it was dry, and Hannah sat down on them. Rogan crouched in the

centre and Brendan shoved off from the rear.

The sound of the rain faded as they moved into the cold darkness and he looked at hiswatch. It was
amost five o'clock and it wasn't dark till seven thirty, which didn't help. 1t wouldn't take the police long



to work out what had happened when they found the shooting brake. One fast patrol car to block the
end of the other vdley wasdl that it would take. Certainly, if Dick Vanbrugh

wasin on things, the hunt was up with avengeance.

And what happened if the jeep wasn't there? But he pushed that thought away from him. If they could
get down to the Ambleside road and reach the track that led between Rydal Water and Grasmereto
Elterwater they might stand a chance. Beyond was the lonely road over Wrynose and old packhorse
tracks that crossed over the fellsto the coast, places where only ajeep or asimilar vehicle could go.

They drifted out into the heavy rain and bumped against the side of the stone landing stage. Brendan
scrambled up and fastened the line, then gave Hannah a hand and Rogan passed up the two mailbags.

Brendan ran on ahead through the trees and Rogan and the girl followed. When they reached the old
stable, the boy had aready got the doors open, revealing the

jeep-He opened the rear door and Rogan heaved the two mailbagsinside. 'All right, let's get moving.'
Brendan scrambled into the rear, Hannah got into the passenger seat and Rogan did behind the whed!.
He pulled out the choke and pressed the starter and the engine turned over at once. In one smooth
movement he reversed out of the stable, swung the whedl, moved into first gear and roared down the
track towards the mouth of the valley.

'Well try that route you told me about on Wednesday,' he said to Hannah.

'Do we stand a chance?

'All depends on how quickly they get a car round to thisside. If we can reach that track you told me
about leading across to Elterwater and get off the main road, we might surprise them yet.’

Hedrove very fagt, hisfoot hard againgt the boards and the jegp responded magnificently. Five minutes
later, they turned up through a clump of fir trees and reached the main road.

Rogan barely paused, sivung the whed to the right and

drove along the road towards Rydal. 'How far? he shouted above the roaring of the engine.

‘Haf amile, no more.’

Rain hammered against the windscreen so hard that the wipers had difficulty in coping. Heleaned
forwaid anxioudy as atruck passed them going the opposite way and then Hannah was tugging at his
am.

He saw the gatein aclump of fir tieesin the same moment and braked, skidding alittle. As he swung the
whed and stopped, the girl jumped down and opened the gate. Rogan drove through and waited for her
to closeit again. A moment later, they were moving on through the trees and when helooked in the

mirror, he could no longer see the road.

Histhroat was dry and there was sweat on hisforehead. His hand trembled dightly when heraised it to
brush away the swest.



"Would you look at that, now? I've got the shakes.' He gave her aquick grin. 'Maybe I'm getting too old
for this sort of caper.’

That'l be the day.

She produced matches and cigarettes from one of her pockets, lit one and put it in his mouth. Rogan
inhaled deeply and sighed. 'l needed that.'

'Firgt hurdie over safely,’ she said.

He nodded. 'That's about the size of it. How do you fed ?

‘Asif I'mredlly crashing out of something for thefirst timeinmy life!

'Keep on believing that and it'll cometrue!’

Thev crossed the bridge and he changed down and drove along the narrow track between the trees. It
took them no more than three or four minutes to reach the Elterwater road, another five to reach the
villageitsdlf. The Streetswere deserted in the heavy rain and he drove quietly through, following
Hannah's directions until, at Eltermere, he turned into aside road that skirted Little Langddevillage. A

quarter of an hour &fter leaving the

Ambleside road, they were moving dongsde Little Langdale Tarn and starting the long climb up to
Wrynose.

The road lifted steeply before them, mist crowding in across the mountains, and the jeep climbed
steadily, its engine degpening to afull-throated roar as he changed down through the gears.

Gradudly, the mist enfolded them, and when they reached the top of the pass vishility was down to
twenty or thirty yards. Rogan stayed in alow gear on the way down the steep hill to Wrynose Bottom
and they followed the course of the Duddon River. Ten minutes|ater, they came to the place where the
road forked, one arm climbing to Hard Knott, the other following the valey to Seathwaite and Ulpha.
'Give me another cigarette, he said.

Thegirl lit oneand put it in his mouth and Brendan leaned over the back of the bench seat. 'H-how are
we doing, Mr. Rogan?

'So far, so good, son.' Rogan pulled in at the side of the road. 'L et's have another look at that map.'

He examined it quickly, adight frown on hisface. 'No way round Seathwaite and Ulphafrom the looks
of things'

'Are you expecting trouble? Hannah said.
'It's possible. They've had plenty of time to passthe word around by now.'

She had another ook at the map and traced aline across the fells. 'There's an unfenced road here. It
won't be very good but it runs across Thwaites Fdll to the coast. Wed till have to go through Ulpha,



but it would cut out the other places.

'Where does it start?

'Beckfoot, a couple of mileson thefar sde of Ulpha'
‘Good enough.’

He drove away quickly, and asthey passed through the little village of Seathwaite the mist seemed to be
thinning alittle, but the rain continued to fal rdentlesdy as

they dropped down through the pleasant wooded valey.

The main street was deserted, but as they approached the village inn, Hannah clutched Rogan'sarm
tightly. A police sergeant in peaked cap and heavy blue raincoat stood on the stepstalking to a
middle-aged woman.

Rogan drove steadily past, but when he glanced in the mirror, they were both watching the jeep asiit
moved away adong the main street. The sergeant turned and said something to the woman and they went
into theinn quickly.

'Did you seethat?' Hannah said.
Rogan nodded grimly. 'Well have to take that un-fenced road over the top now. No choice.’

He pushed hisfoot down hard until the needle flickered on sixty and the old jeep roared dong the road,
spurning the gravel. It took them no more than two or three minutes to reach Beckfoot and he braked,
and flung the jegp into the Sde turning.

They climbed into another world, grey and sombre, dark crags, dripping with moisture, looming out of
the migt on either hand. The road stretched before them, unfenced, but surprisingly well surfaced and the
jeep dowed as the dope lifted before them.

Theroaring of the engine in low gear was amost unbearable and the old a uminium body rattled
aarmingly. Rogan checked the petrol gauge and saw they were down to the last gallon.

'How far have we got to go? he shouted.

Hannah had another ook at the map. "About six milesto Bootle, but we don't need to goright in.
Therésatrack branching down to the coast road. A mile, maybe two, to Marsh-End. Have we enough

petrol?

He nodded and changed into top gear as they breasted the Sope and moved past Mere Crags across a
jagged plateau, shrouded infog.

It cameto him, with something like surprise, that they had nearly madeit, that with any kind of luck at all
another ten minutes, fifteen at the mogt, should seethem

at Marsh-End. Theroad started to drop steeply into agrey void and he took it on the run, braking on
the cornersingtead of changing to alow gear.



About aquarter of amile outside Bootle they cameto afinger-post Sgn carrying the legendWhicham,
and turned into a narrow, rutted track that brought them on to the coast road three or four minutes later.

Migt drifted in across the marsh carrying the good sat smell of the sea, and Rogan's spiritslifted. The
sgnpost for Marsh-End loomed out of the gloom. He turned into the track and they lurched over the
rutted surface through the trees beside the creek and rolled to ahdlt in the yard.

When he switched off the engine and turned to Hannah her eyes were shining. 'So we made it after al?
He grinned and squeezed her hands. 'l hope you're agood sailor. It'sarough crossing in asmal boat.’
Fog rolled in across the marsh, pushed by the wind, and he opened the door and got out. Brendan
pulled the mailbags to the ground and dragged them round to him. The house was strangely quiet and the
windows stared blindly down at them like dark eyes. Rogan frowned, picked up the mailbags and
crossed to the door. Hannah opened it for him and led the way aong the narrow passage.

Colum O'Morewasin the easy chair by thefire, his head lolling to one sde. As Rogan dropped the
mailbags, Hannah moved forward and examined the old man quickly.

'Ishe dead? Rogan said.
She shook her head. 'He's very cold, though.'

There was no fire in the grate and Rogan went to the sideboard, opened it and found a bottle of Irish
whiskey. He.hdf filled aglass, went back to the chair and forced alittle of it between the old man'slips.

Colum O'More coughed, his head shaking from side to side and then his eyes opened suddenly. He
looked at Rogan blankly for amoment and recognition dawned.

'Sean boy," hesaid in Irish. 'Isit yoursef?

'And none other, Colum Oge,' Rogan answered in the same language.
The old man's eyes moved to Hannah and he smiled. 'Y ou too, girl, dear.’
Shelooked desperately at Rogan. 'l don't understand?

'Give him amoment to pull himself together.

OMoreran ahand over hisface, shook himsalf and reached for the glass of whiskey. Hetook it down
with asingle swalow and shuddered. 'God save us dl, but that's better,’ he said in English.

When he looked up there was a different expression in his eyes and he seemed more dert. 'But what are
you doing here? What's gone wrong?

'Wereaday early, that's al,’ Rogan said, ‘and every peder in the country on the prowl for us. Well
have to be moving, Colum.’

"You've pulled it off?



Rogan dumped the two mailbags on the table. That we have.!'
The old man stared a him increduloudy. 'Whét timeisit?
‘A little after saven.'

'But that can't be." Colum O'More shook his head vigoroudy. T had abad attack just after | got up this
morning so | took some of my pills. Maybe more than | should have done.’

‘Now that, | can believe. Areyour things packed?
"Theré's asuitcase in the bedroom, it's got everything | need.’

Rogan turned to Hannah. 'Make him a hot drink. Il send Brendan on ahead to the boat with the
suitcase. There are one or two things he can be doing to help us make a quick exit.'

Hannah nodded and went out and Rogan got the suitcase from the bedroom and took Brendan across
the courtyard at the rear of the farm to where the track through the marsh began.

'Y ou'll cometo astone causeway a couple of hundred yards from here,' he said. 'Just beyond it, there's

anarrower path to the right. Follow that and you'll come to a motor launch. She'stied fore and aft. Cast
off and hold her ready on asingleline. WEll be aong in ten minutes!'

The boy nodded eagerly and moved away, the case bumping againgt hisright leg. Rogan went back into
the house. OMore dill sat in hischair by the fire and as Rogan entered the room, Hannah came in from

the kitchen with a coffee pot and cupson atray.

"What happens when we get to Irdand? she said as she started to pour. ‘Do we just sall boldly in?

Colum O'More chuckled. 'Hardly thet, girl. Theré'saquiet place | know and good friends not far away.
That'swhere I'll be leaving you and Sean.’

Shelooked up a Rogan. 'Then what?

'Well go to my father's place in Kerry. | never made things easy for apeder in my life, not even an Irish
one. They can comefor me, there.'

Her face clouded over at once. 'Prison again?

OMorelaughed harshly. '‘But not for long, girl, make no mistake about that. What you might cal a
necessary formdlity. Y ou'll be back in hisarmsinsde amonth.’

She looked up at Rogan anxioudy. 'Isthat the truth?

‘Since when have | lied to you? Rogan kissed her gently on the forehead. 'Get your coat on, we'd better
be making amove!

Hefdt her diffen in hisarms as she looked behind him and a cold wind gently touched him on the back
of the neck. In the mirror above the mantel piece, he saw the door swing open, framing apolice



motorcyclig, strangely anonymous, broad goggles masking his eyes benesth the peak of the white
uniform crash hemet.

He unfastened his chin strap, pulled off his hemet and goggles and Harry Morgan smiled out at them.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

MORGAN'S face was lined with fatigue and the revolver he was holding trembled dightly. '"Make any
kind of awrong move and I'll kill you, | swear it," he said harshly. 'Clasp your hands behind your neck.’

He moved to the table and patted the mailbags with hisfree hand. 'So the two we grabbed back there at
the farm were dummies? I've got to hand it to you for nerve, Rogan. Turn round.’

Rogan did as he wastold. When he raised hisarms, hisjacket gaped, revealing the Colt automatic in his
waistband.

Morgan nodded to Hannah. "Take out his shooter with your left hand and tossit across.’ She hesitated
and heraised the revolver quickly. T shot a copper back there at Scardale. I've nothing to lose now.'

'Do as he says,' Rogan told her.

She reached for the automatic with her left hand and threw it across awkwardly. Morgan grabbed for it,
missed, and the gun skidded across the floor and came to rest under the table.

Shetook an involuntary step forward and he shook hishead. ‘Leaveit.’

Rogan lowered his hands. 'What happens now?

'I'm going to take alittle boat trip, just me and the old man here like he arranged with Soames!’
Hannah sucked in her breath sharply.

Rogan turned and looked down at Colum O'More, afrown on hisface. 'What's he talking about?

The skin of the old man's face tightened across the cheekbones and his eyes were dark holesas he
glared a Morgan. 'He's trying to make trouble, can't you see that?

"Y ou must be losing your touch, Rogan,” Morgan

jeered. The old bastard's been stringing you dong from the beginning. He didn't want fundsfor his
blasted Organi zation. He wanted a stake for his old age. He used you, Rogan, and Soames found out
about it.'

‘Isit true? Rogan said camly.

O'Morelooked down at the floor and Morgan laughed again. 'Isit true, the man says. That's why we
were supposed to cut you out back at the farm. We were dl going to meet here tomorrow and divvy up
if things hadn't gone sour.’

O'More looked up sharply. 'l knew nothing of that, Sean, nothing about any plans concerning you.



Soames found out, it'strue, and threatened to tell you unless 1 tut himin. But that's asfar asit went.'
'Fundsfor the Organization, you said.”
'I'd have seen you dl right, lad.’

‘A high priceto pay for my good name." Rogan tapped his chest. ‘| am Sean Rogan, asoldier of the Irish
Republican Army and no thief.’

"To hell with the Irish Republican Army.' The old man dammed his stick hard against the floor. 'Forty
years, Sean Rogan. Forty years I've given to the Organization. Twenty of those I've served in gaol on
both sides of the water and what have | got to show for it? He coughed harshly, struggling for bregath,

and pulled at hiscollar. 'Old and broken, my lungsrotting. By God, I'll passthetimeleft tomein
comfort or know the reason why.'

Rogan shook his head and there was something close to compassion on hisface. ‘It won't work, Colum.
That kind of thing never does:

'Don't let him kid you, old man,' Morgan said.

Hetook aclasp knife from his pocket, opened the blade with his teeth and dashed through the cord
binding the neck of one of the bags. He dropped the knife on the table, put a hand inside and pulled out
a packet of notes.

Hethrew it a& Rogan who grabbed it ingtinctively.

'How much isthat, Rogan? Five hundred, a thousand? He patted the bag. 'Lots more in here, big man,
and you're going to carry them down to the boat for me.’

Rogan examined the bundle of notesin his hand and asow smile spread across hisface. 'If therest are
like these there wouldn't be much point." He dropped the bundle into O'More's lap. 'What do you think,
Colum?

Colum O'More pulled out severa pound notes and held them up to the light. His eyeswidened. 'Holy
Mother of God, they're perforated, every last one of them.'

He passed one to Hannah who held it to the light, then looked at Rogan, surprise on her face. "What
doesit mean?

‘They were talking about it in the prison amonth or two back,' he said. 'A trick some of the banks are
using now if they're shipping old notesin quantity for repulp-ing. They run them through an eectronic
machine that perforates each one with acode number in large letters as you can see!’

‘Making them usdess?

'Aslegd tender. That'sthe generd idea.’

'What the hell are you talking about?

Morgan upended the mailbag on the table, scattering packets to the floor. He examined one feverishly



and then another and another. When he turned, hisface was very white.
‘They'redl the same, every damned one’
"Thisjust isn't your day, Morgan,’ Rogan said.

Colum O'Morelet out agreat gust of laughter. 'If you could see your face, you scut. Somehow, it makes
the whole damned thing worth while!'

Thisisyour fault, you bastard,’ Morgan spat a him. 'The whole bloody thing was awaste of time from
the start. We'd have known that if your information had been right.’

'We al make migtakes, lad,’ Colum O'More said, and pushed himself up.

Morgan shot him twice in the body, the force of the bullets knocking him back into the chair. AsHannah
screamed, Rogan flung himself headlong under the table, his hand reaching for the butt of the automatic.

Morgan jumped back to get aclear view of him, but he wastoo late. Rogan'sfirst shot caught himin the
chest, the second in the stomach, knocking him back against the wall. He dropped hisrevolver and
crumpled to hisknees, hisface wiped clean of dl expression, then fell forward.

Colum O'More was doubled over in pain. Hannah, on her knees beside him, tried to lift his head. Rogan
dropped the automatic on the table and pushed the old man back into his chair. His eyes weretightly
closed, teeth clenched against the pain and his forehead was beaded with swest.

Rogan shook him gently. 'Colum, listen to me. How bad isit?

The old man opened his eyes and Death stared out at them. ‘Asbad asit'sever likely to get, lad.' He
looked beyond them into space. 'Thelong road I've walked, aroad | was proud to be on, and now this.’
He coughed and atrickle of blood oozed from the corner of his mouth. ‘It wasn't me, Sean, it wasn't the
Big Man. It wasthe sicknessingde me. | think alittle of it must have touched my brain aswell.

Rogan stood up and turned to Hannah. 'Hang on here. I'm going for adoctor.’

'Y ou're wasting your time," Colum O'More called and Rogan stepped over Harry Morgan, and moved
aong the passage.

He heard the cars up on the main road as he opened the outside door and the furious jangle of the bell
through the trees, muffled by the fog, asthefirst one braked hard and swung into the track. He dammed
the door shut, bolted it and ran back into the living room.

"The pedersare here." He grabbed Hannah by the arm, ran her into the kitchen and wrenched open the
back door. Y ou know the way to the boat. Get down

therefast and wait for me."
Shetried to protest and he shook her brutdly. ‘Do asyou're told. Haven't | enough to worry about?

He pushed her into the fog, dammed the door and ran back into the living room. "They'll be here soon,
Colum. They'll be adleto do morefor you than | can.'



"Thereésno help for me on top of earth/ the old man said through clenched teeth, 'but thereis for you.
Now pass me that gun and get to hell out of here. Harry Morgan's death can be on my conscience, not
yours.'

'For God's sake, Colum...'

"That's an order, damn you,' the old man spat at him. As Rogan passed him the gun acar braked outside
and footsteps pounded across the cobbles. 'Get out of it!" Colum O'More shouted and Rogan ran
through the kitchen and wrenched open the back door.

He was halfway across the yard when ayoung constable came round the corner on adead run. Rogan
swerved, hisfist glanced off a cheekbone and the man grunted and went down. As cries broke out
behind, he reached the shelter of the trees and was swallowed up by the fog.

Morgan pushed himsdlf up dowly and fell back against the wall. His entire body seemed to be one grest
pain and there was blood in his mouth. He focused on Colum O'More and gave him aghastly grin.

'I'll hang on, you old bastard. Long enough to make sure Rogan swingsfor me!’

'Isthat afact now? Colum O'More said and shot him through the head. Asthe outside door gave, the
automeatic dipped from his grasp and hefell forward.

Vanbrugh wasfirst through the door, Gregory close behind. He dropped to one knee beside the old
man, raising his head gently, but Colum O'More stared blindly into eternity.

‘Thisone's had it/ Gregory said, getting to hisfeet besde Morgan. 'What about him?

Vanbrugh shook his head and picked up one of the packets of banknotes. 'Didn't do anybody much
good, thislittlelot, did it?

Dwyer camein from the kitchen in ahurry. 'Someone made arun for it through the back door and
clouted a constable. Sounds like Rogan.’

'Better get after him then,’ Gregory said.

Vanbrugh led the way through the kitchen and across (he yard. It was dmost nightfall, and the fog
drifting through the trees turned the marsh into a place of shadows.

"Y ou round up every man you can,” hetold Gregory. 'Dwyer and I'll go straight in after him. He can't
have gonevery far.’

Gregory turned, blowing hiswhistle sharply and Vanbrugh ran forward into the trees, Dwyer at his hedls.
Brancheslashed againgt hisface and he held up an arm to ward them off and stumbled on. Within afew
moments they came to anarrow track that led across a stone causeway. On the other side, therewasa
turning to the left through tangled undergrowth and Vanbrugh paused, struggling for bregth.

'I'll try this one, you go on ahead. Whatever happens, don't try to take him on your own. Y ou aren't that
good. If you catch sight of him, blow your whistleand I'll come running.'



Dwyer nodded and moved into the fog and VV anbrugh turned into the track through the undergrowth and
Started to run.

Rogan could hear the police whistle muffled b) the fog, but digtinctive enough for dl that, and he put
down his head and ran, crashing through a plantation of young firs, the branches whipping hissides. He
tripped and fell, rolling down asmdl incline and again heard the police whistle.

He got to hisfeet, staggered forward and blundered through afringe of bushesinto the sde turning that
led down to the creek. He started to run, his chest heaving

painfully, and burst through the trees on to the bank of the creek beside the launch afew moments|ater.
Hannah ran to meet him, her face apae blur inthe evening light. '‘Areyou dl right?
‘Never mind me,' he said. 'There are pedlersall over the place. Get on board.'

Brendan stood in the stern with aten foot pole, hopping with excitement. 'Are we ready to go, Mr.
Rogan? Shdl | givetheengineaturn?

'And attract everyone for miles around? Rogan shook his head. "WEell |et the tide take us out through the
esuary,’

Heranto thesingle linethat ill held the launch to land and cast off. The vessal swung out from the bank
at once, caught by thetide, and Hannah called anxioudy, 'Quickly, Sean.’

As Rogan took a step forward, Vanbrugh ran out of the undergrowth and cannoned into him. They
rolled over and over on the ground, fetching up againgt aline of old rotting paings, Rogan on top. His
great hands fastened around the policeman’s throat and then he recognized him. He released his grip and
got to hisfeet.

'Get up.'

They stood facing each other in the half-light, police whistles sounding monotonoudy from every part of
the marsh, and Hannah gave astifled cry.

Vanbrugh looked at her, shadowy and insubstantiad in the fog as the launch drifted away, then he turned
back to Rogan.

'Wdll, get moving, for Christ's sake!'

Rogan plunged into the water. He waded out to the launch, pulled himsdlf up over therail and took the
pole from the boy. He turned and looked back at Vanbrugh for along moment, then raised hishandin a
half salute and poled the launch into the fog.

Vanbrugh stood there garing into the grey void and, after awhile, Dwyer arrived. 'Any sign of him, sir?

Vanbrugh shook his head. 'Got a cigarette?

Dwyer took out his case. As he was giving him alight, there was the faint, distant rumble of an engine
bregking into life.



Hefrowned. 'Did you hear that, Sr?

Vanbrugh stood listening, head on one side. He shook his head. 'l didn't hear a damned thing, Sergeant.
Come on, we're wasting our time here.’

Heturned and led the way back aong the path through the undergrowth.

Asthelaunch drifted out of the estuary, waves started to dap against her hull and Rogan pressed the
garter. The powerful diesd enginesrumbled into life and he took the launch in along sweeping curve out
past the last point of land into the open sea.

He turned and smiled down at Hannah standing there in the cockpit beside him, and dipped an arm
around her waist, pulling her close. For thefirgt timein hislife hefet asif hewereredly crashing out of
something.

TheEnd



