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One.
TUESDAY, 6 NOVEMBER 2001, 23:16 hrs

The submari ne had broken surface ten minutes earlier, and its deck was
still slippery beneath nmy feet. Dull red torchlight glistened on the
bl ack steel a few nmetres ahead of ne as five of the boat's crew
feverishly prepared the Zodiac inflatable. As soon as they'd finished
it would be carrying me and ny two team nenbers across five kilonetres
of Mediterranean and on to the North African coast.

One of the crew broke away and said sonething to Lotfi, who'd been
standing next to ne by the hatch. | didn't understand that rmuch Arabic,
but Lotfi translated. They are finished, Nick we are ready to fl oat

of f."

The three of us nmoved forward, swapped places with the submariners, and
st epped over the sides of the Zodiac on to the anti-slip decking. Lotfi
was the cox and took position to the right of the Yamaha 75 outboard. W
bunched up near him each side of the engine. W wore black bobble hats
and gloves, and a 'dry bag' - a GoreTex suit over our clothes with
rubber wrists and neck to protect us fromthe cold water. Qur kit had
been stowed in | arge zip-l1ock waterproof bags and | ashed to the deck
along with the fuel bl adders.

I 1 ooked behind me. The crew had already di sappeared and the hatch was
closed. W'd been warned by the captain that he wasn't going to hang
around, not when we were inside the territorial waters of one of the
nost ruthless reginmes on earth. And he was willing to take even fewer
risks on the pick-up, especially if things had gone to rat shit while we
were ashore. No way did he want the Al gerians capturing his boat and
crew. The Egyptian navy couldn't afford to | ose so nuch as a

rowi ng-boat fromtheir desperately dilapidated fleet, and he didn't want
his crewto lose their eyes or bollocks, or any of the other bits the

Al gerians liked to renove from peopl e who had pissed them of f.

"Brace for float-off." Lotfi had done this before.

I could already feel the submarine noving beneath us. W were soon
surrounded by bubbles as it blewits tanks. Lotfi slotted the Yamaha
into place and fired it up to get us under way. But the sea was heaving
tonight with a big swell, and no sooner had our hull made contact wth
the water than a wave lifted the bow and exposed it to the wind. The
Zodi ac started to rear up. The two of us threw our weight forward and

the bow sl apped down again, but with such nomentumthat | |ost ny

bal ance and fell on to ny arse on the side of the boat, which bounced ne
backwards. Before | knew what was happening, |'d been thrown over the
si de.

The only part of ne uncovered was ny face, but the cold took ny breath
away as | downed a good throatful of salt water. This mght be the
Mediterranean, but it felt like the North Atlantic

As | came to the surface and bobbed in the swell, | discovered that ny
dry bag had a leak in the neck seal. Sea-water seeped into nmy cheap
pul  over and cotton trousers.

"You OK, N ck?" The shout cane from Lotfi.

"Couldn't be better," | grunted, breathing hard as the other two haul ed
me back aboard.

"Cot a leak in the bag."



There was a nmunbl e of Arabic between the two of them and a school boy
snigger or two. Fair one: | would have found it funny too.

I shivered as | wung out ny bobble hat and gl oves, but even wet wool
keeps its heat-retaining qualities and I knew | was going to need al
the help | could get on this part of the trip.

Lotfi fought to keep the boat upright as his mate and | |leant on the
front or bow, as Lotfi was constantly remnding me -to keep it down. He
finally got the craft under control and we were soon ploughi ng through
the crests, ny eyes stinging as the salt spray hit nmy face with the
force of pebble dash. As waves lifted us and the outboard screaned in
protest as the propeller left the water, | could see lights on the coast
and could just make out the glow of Oran, Algeria' s second |argest city.
But we were steering clear of its busy port, where the Spanish ferries
to'd and fro'd; we were heading about ten Ks east, to nake |landfall at a
poi nt between the city and a place called Cap Ferrat. One |look at the
map during the briefing in Alexandria had nmade it clear the French had
left their mark here big time. The coastline was peppered with Cap
this, Plage that, Port the other.

Cap Ferrat itself was easy to recognize. |Its |ighthouse flashed every
few seconds in the darkness to the left of the glow fromOran. W were
heading for a small spit of land that housed some of the internittent
clusters of light we were starting to nake out quite well now as we got
closer to the coastline.

As the bow crashed through the water | noved to the rear of the boat to
mnimze the effects of the spray and wi nd, pissed off that | was wet
and cold before I'd even started this job. Lotfi was the other side of
the outboard. | |ooked across as he checked his GPS and adjusted the
throttle to keep us on the right bearing.

The brine burned ny eyes, but this was a whole | ot better than the sub

we'd just left. It had been built in the 1960s and the air con was
losing its grip. After being cooped up in diesel fumes for three days,
waiting for the right nonent to nake this hit, I'd been gagging to be
out in the fresh air, even air this fresh. | conforted nyself with the

thought that the next tine | inhaled diesel |I'd be chugging along ninety
metres bel ow the Mediterranean, back to Al exandria, drinking steam ng
cups of sweet black tea and celebrating the end of ny very |l ast job.

The lights got closer and the coastline took on a bit nore shape. Lotfi
didn't need the GPS any nore and it went into the rubber bow bag. W
were maybe four hundred netres off the shore and | could start to nake
out the target area. The higher, rocky ground was flooded with Iight,
and in the blackness belowit, | could just about nake out the cliff,
and the beach Lotfi had assured us was good enough to | and on.

We noved forward more slowy now, the engine just ticking over to keep
the noi se down. Vhen we were about a hundred netres fromthe beach,
Lotfi cut the fuel and tilted the outboard until it |ocked horizonta
once nore. The boat |ost nmomentum and began to wallow in the swell.
He'd already started to connect one of the full fuel bladders in
preparation for our exfiltration. W couldn't afford to m nce about if
the shit hit the fan and we had to do a runner.

H's teeth flashed white as he gave us a huge grin.

"Now we paddle."



It was obvious fromthe way they constantly took the piss out of each
other that Lotfi and the one whose nane | still couldn't pronounce
Hubba- Hubba, something like that had worked together before.

Hubba- Hubba was still at the bow and dug his wooden paddle into the
swell. W closed in on the beach. The sky was perfectly clear and
star-filled, and suddenly there wasn't a breath of wind. Al | could

hear was the gentle slap of the paddl es pushing through the water,
joined now and again by the scrape of boots on the wooden flooring as
one or other of us shifted position. At |east the paddling had got me
war m

Lotfi never stopped checking ahead, to nake sure we were going to hit
the beach exactly where he wanted, and the Arabic for 'right' | did
know. "Il al yaneen, yaneen."

The two of them were Egyptian, and that was about as nuch as | wanted to
know not that it had turned out that way. Like nme, they were deniable
operators; in fact, everyone and everything about this job was deniabl e.
If we were conprom sed, the US woul d deny the Egyptians were fal se
flagging this job for them and | guessed that was just the price Egypt
had to pay for being the second biggest recipient of US aid apart from
Israel, to the tune of about two billion dollars a year. There's no
such thing as a free fal afel

Egypt, inits turn, would deny these two, and as for me, they probably
didn't even know | was there. | didn't care; | had no cover docunents,
soif I was captured | was going to get stitched up regardl ess. The
only bits of paper I'd been issued with were four thousand US doll ar
bills in tens and fifties, with which to try to buy my way out of the
country if I got in the shit, and keep if they weren't needed. It was
much better than working for the Brits.

We kept paddling towards the clusters of light. The wetness down ny
back and under ny arns was now warm but still unconfortable. | |ooked
up at the other two and we nodded nutual encouragenent. They were both
good | ads and both had the sanme haircut shiny, jet black

short - back-and-sides with a |l eft-hand parting and very neat noustaches.
I was hoping they were wi nners who just |ooked Iike |osers. No one
woul d give thema second | ook in the street. They were both in their
md-thirties, not tall, not small, both clear-skinned and married, with
enough ki ds between themto start up a football team

"Four-four-two," Lotfi had sm | ed.

"I will supply the back four and goal keeper, Hubba-Hubba the m dfield

and two strikers.” |'d discovered he was a Man United fan, and knew
more than | did about the Prem er League, which wasn't difficult. The
only thing I knew about football was that, like Lotfi, nore than

seventy-five per cent of Man United's fans didn't even live in the UK
and nost of the rest lived in Surrey.

They hadn't been supposed to tal k about anything except the job during
the planning and preparati on phase, in a deserted mning canp just a few
hours outside Al exandria, but they couldn't help thenselves. W'd sit
around the fire after carrying out yet another rehearsal of the attack,
and they'd gob off about their time in Europe or when they'd gone on
holiday to the States.

Lotfi had shown hinself to be a highly skilled and professional operator
as well as a devout Muslim so | was pleased that this job had got the
K before Ranadan and also that it was happening in advance of one of



the worst storns ever predicted in this part of the world, which the
met eor ol ogi sts had forecast was going to hit Al geria within the next
twel ve hours. Lotfi had al ways been confident we'd be able to get

i n-country ahead of the weather and before he stopped work for Ranmadan,
for the sinple reason that God was with us. He prayed enough, giving
CGod sit reps several tinmes a day.

We weren't going to leave it all to Hm though. Hubba-Hubba wore a
neckl ace that he said was warding off the evil eye, whatever that was
when it was at home. It was a snall, blue-beaded hand with a bl ue eye
in the centre of the palm which hung around his neck on a | ength of
cord. | guessed it used to be a badge, because it still had a snal
safety-pin stuck on the back. As far as the boys were concerned, | had
a four-man teamwith me tonight. | just wished the other two were nore
hel p with the paddling.

The job itself was quite sinple. W were here to kill a
forty-eight-year-old Al gerian citizen, Adel Kader Zeral da, father of

ei ght and owner of a chain of Spar-type supermarkets and a donestic fue
conpany, all based in and around Oran. W were heading for his holiday
hone, where, so the int said, he did all his business entertaining. It
seened he stayed here quite a lot while his wife | ooked after the famly
in Oran; he obviously took his corporate hospitality very seriously

i ndeed.

The satellite photographs we'd been | ooking at showed a rather
unattractive place, nmainly because the house was right beside his fue
depot and the parking lot for his delivery trucks. The buil ding was
irregularly shaped, like the house that Jack built, with bits and pieces
sticking out all over the place and surrounded by a high wall to keep
prying eyes from seeing the anount of East European whores he got
shipped in for a bit of Arabian delight.

Why he needed to die, and anyone el se in the house had to be kept alive,

| really didn't have a clue. GCeorge hadn't told ne before | left
Boston, and | doubted I would ever find out. Besides, |'d fucked up
enough in my time to know when just to get the game-plan in place, do
the job, and not ask too many questions. It was a reasonable bet that

with over 350 Al gerian al-Qaeda extrem sts operating around the gl obe
Zeralda was up to his neck init, but I wasn't going to |ie awake
worryi ng about that. Algeria had been caught up in a virtual civil war
with Islam c fundanentalist groups for nore than a decade now, and over
a hundred thousand |ives had been | ost which seened strange to ne,
considering Algeria was an Islamc country.

Maybe Zeral da posed sone other threat to the West'sinterests. Wo
cared? Al | cared about was keeping focused totally on the job, so
with luck I'd get out alive and back to the States to pick up ny
citizenship. George had rigged it for nme; all | had to do in exchange
was this one job. Kill Zeralda, and | was finished with this line of
work for good. |'d be back on the submarine by first light, a freshly
mnted US citizen, heading hone to Boston and a glittering future.

It felt quite strange going into a friendly country undercover, but at
this very monment, the president of Al geria was in Washington DC, and M.
Bush didn't want to spoil his trip. dven the seven-hour tine
difference, Bouteflika and his wife were probably getting ready for a
night out on the Tex Mex with M. and Ms. B. He was in the States
because he wanted the Anericans to see Algeria as their North African
ally in this new war against terrorism But | was sure that politica
support wasn't the only itemon the agenda. Algeria also wanted to be
seen as an inportant source of hydrocarbons to the West. Not just oil



but gas: they had vast reserves of it.

Only fifty or so netres to go now, and the depot was plainly visible
above us, bathed in yellow light fromthe fenceline, where arc |ights on
pol es bl azed into the compound. W knew from Lotfi's recce that the two
huge tanks to the left of the conpound were full of kerosene 28, a
donestic heating fuel

On the other side of the compound, still within the fence |line and about
thirty metres fromthe tanks, was a line of maybe a dozen tankers, al
likely to be fully laden, ready for delivery in the nmorning. Along the
spit, to the right of the compound as | |ooked at it, were the outer
wal | s of Zeralda's holiday house, silhouetted by the Iight of the depot.



Two.

The view of the target area slowy di sappeared as we neared the beach
and noved into shadow. Sand rasped agai nst rubber as we hit bottom The
three of us junped out, each grabbing a rope handl e and draggi ng the
Zodi ac up the beach. Water sl oshed about inside my dry bag and
trainers.

When Lotfi signalled that we were far enough fromthe waterline, we
pul I ed and pushed the boat so that it faced in the right direction for a
qui ck getaway, then started to unlash our kit using the anbient |ight
fromthe high ground.

A car zoomed al ong the road above us, about two hundred netres away on
the far side of the peninsula. | checked the traser on ny left wist;
i nstead of lum nous paint, it used a gas that was constantly giving off
enough light to see the watch face. It was twenty-four ninutes past

m dni ght; the driver could afford to put his foot down on a deserted
stretch of coast.

I unzi pped my bergen fromthe protective rubber bag in which it had been
cocooned and pulled it out on to the sand. The backpacks were cheap and
nasty counterfeit Berghaus jobs, nade in |Indonesia and flogged to Lotfi
in a Cairo bazaar, but they gave us vital extra protection: if their
contents got wet we'd be out of business.

The other two did the same to theirs, and we knelt in the shadows each
checking our own kit. In ny case this neant naking sure that the fuse
wi re and honemade OBls hadn't been danaged, or worse still waterl ogged.
The oil -burning incendiaries were basically four one-foot square
Tupperware boxes with a soft steel liner, into the bottomof which I'd
drilled a nunber of holes. Each device contained a mix of sodium
chlorate, iron powder and asbestos, which would have been hard to find
in Europe, these days, but was available in Egypt by the shed |oad The
ingredients were m xed together in two-pound |lots and pressed into the
Tupper war e.

Al four OBls were going to be linked together in a |ong daisy chain by
one-netre lengths of fuse wire. Light enough to float on top of oil
they would burn fiercely until, cunulatively, they generated enough heat
toignite the fuel. How long that woul d take depended on the fuel. Wth
petrol it would be al nost instantaneous the fuse wire would do the
trick. But the conmbustion point of heavier fuels can be very high. Even
diesel's boiling point is higher than that of water, so it takes a | ot
of heat to get it sparked up

But first we had to get to the fuel. Al fuel tanks are designed with
outer perimeter bungs', walls or dykes whose height and thickness depend
on the amount of fuel that will have to be contained in the event of a

rupture. The ones that we were going to breach were surrounded by a
doubl e-thick wall of concrete building blocks, just over a metre in
hei ght and about four away fromthe tanks.

Lotfi and Hubba- Hubba had been rehearsing their tasks so often they
woul d have been able to do them blindfol ded -which, in fact, we had done
sone of the tine during rehearsals. Training blindfolded gives you
confidence if you have to carry out a job in the dark, such as dealing
with a weapon stoppage, but it also makes you qui cker and nore effective
even when you can see.

The attack theory was sinple. Lotfi was going to start by cutting out a
section of the wall, three blocks wi de and two down, facing towards the



target house. Hubba-Hubba had turned out to be quite an expert with
expl osives. He would place his two frane charges, one on each tank, on
the side facing the sea and opposite where | was going to lay out and
prepare nmy four OBls.

As the frame charges cut a two-foot square hole in each tank, the fue
woul d spew out and be contained in the bung. The ignited OBls would
float on top of the spillage, burning in sequence al ong the dai sy chain,
so that we had constant heat and constant flane, which would eventually
ignite the | ake of fuel beneath them W knew that the kerosene fue

oil rising in the bung would spark up when the second of the four OBls

i gnited, which should happen as the fuel |evel reached just |ess than
hal f-way up the bung wall. But we wanted to do nore than just ignite
the fuel within the bung: we wanted fire everywhere.

The burning fuel would disgorge through the cut-out section in the wall
and out on to the ground like lava froma vol cano. The ground sl oped,
towards the target house. As soon as Lotfi had shown ne the sketch maps
fromhis recce, I'd seen that we could cut the house off fromthe road
with a barrier of flane. | hoped | was right; two hundred policenen
lived in barracks just three kilonetres along the road to Oran, and if
they were called to the scene we didn't want to becone their new best
nat es.

Just as inportantly, we could nmake what happened tonight ook like a

| ocal job an attack from one of the nany fundanentalist groups that had
waged war on each other here for years. That was why we'd had to nake
sure the equi pnent was honenade, why all our weapons were of Russian
manuf acture, and our clothing of local origin. The traser m ght not be
regular Islam c fundanmentalist issue, but if anyone got close enough to
me to notice my watch, then | really was in the shit, so what did it
matter? In less than two hours from now, Zeralda would be dead, and the
finger of blane would be pointing at Algeria' s very own Islamc

extrem sts, who were still making this the world' s nost dangerous
hol i day venue. They didn't |ike anyone unl ess he was one of their own.
W hoped that our attack would be blaned on the G A the Arned Islanic
Group. They were probably the cruel |est and nost screwed-up bunch I'd
ever come across. These guys had been trained and battl e-hardened in

pl aces |i ke Afghani stan, where they'd fought with the nujahadeen agai nst
the Russians. After that, they'd fought in Chechnya, and then in Bosnia
and anywhere el se they felt Muslins were getting fucked over. Now they
were back in Algeria and this tine it was personal. They wanted an
Islamc state with the Qur'an as its constitution, and they wanted it
today. In the eyes of these people, even OBL (Osanm Bin Laden ) was a
winmp. |In 1994, in a grimprecursor of attacks to cone, d A hijacked an
Air France plane in Algiers, intending to crash it in the mddle of
Paris. It would have worked if it hadn't been for French anti-terrorist
forces attacking the plane as it refuelled, killing themall

Unlike me, all the equipment in my bergen was dry. | peeled off ny dry
bag, and imedi ately felt colder as the air started to attack ny wet
clothes. Too bad, there was nothing | could do about it. | checked
chamber on ny Russian Makharov pistol, pulling back the top slide just a
fewmllimetres and making sure, for naybe the fourth and last tine on
this job, that the round was just exposed as it sat in the chanber ready
to be fired. | glanced to the side to see the other two doing the sane.
I let the top slide return until it was hone tight before applying safe
with nmy thunb, then thrust the pistol into the internal holster that 1'd
tucked into the front of my trousers.

Lotfi was in a good nood.



"Your gun wet too?"

I nodded slowy at his joke and whi spered back, as | shoul dered ny
bergen, "Pistol, it's a pistol or weapon. Never, ever a gun."

He smiled back and didn't reply. He didn't have to: he'd known it would
get me ticking.

I made ny final check: ny two mags were still correctly placed in the
doubl e mag hol der on nmy left hip. They were facing up in the thick
bands of black elastic that held themonto ny belt, with the rounds
facing forwards. That way | would pull down on a nag to release it and
they would be facing the right way to slaminto the pistol

Everyone was now poised to go, but Lotfi still checked" Ready |Ilike a
teacher at the airport on a school trip, making everyone show their
passports for the tenth time. W all nodded, and he led the way up to
the high ground. | fell in just behind him

Lotfi was the one taking us on target because he was the only one who
had been ashore and carried out a CTR [cl ose target recce]. Besides, he
was the one in charge: | was here as the guest European, soon to be
Aneri can, terrorist.

There was a gentle rise of about forty nmetres fromthe tip of the
peni nsul a where we'd | anded to the target area. W zigzagged over sand
and rock. It was good to get noving so | could warmup a little.

We stopped just before the flat ground and sat and waited for a vehicle
to nake its way along the road. Lotfi checked it out. No one said it,
but we were all worried about the police being stationed so close, and
whet her, because of the terrorist situation here, they constantly
patrolled their immediate area for security. | was still happy to stop
and catch nmy breath. M nose was starting torun a little.

Lotfi dropped down bel ow the | edge and whi spered in Arabic to
Hubba- Hubba before coning to nme: "Just a car, no police yet."

The wet T-shirt under ny pullover was a bit warmer now, but it was just
as unconfortable. So what? It wouldn't be long before it was black tea
and di esel fumes again, and, for about the first tinme in my life, I'd be
pro actively planning a future.

I pulled back nmy pullover sleeve and gl anced down at ny traser. 00:58.
I thought of M. and Ms. B. Just like the Bouteflikas, they too were
probably having a wash and brush-up while they tal ked about what on
earth they were going to tal k about over the Tex Mex. Probably

sonething like, "Ch, | hear you have |lots of gasoline in your country?
We woul dn'tmind sone of that, instead of you giving it to the Italians
to fill up their Fiats. And, oh, by the way, there'll be one Al gerian

fewer for you to govern when you get back. But don't worry, he was a
bad 'un."

As the sound of the vehicle faded in the direction of Oran, we all

rai sed our heads slowy above the lip to scan the rock and sandy ground.
The constant noise of crickets, or whatever they called them here,
rattled into the night.

The fuel conpound was an oasis of yellow |ight and bright enough to make
me squint until nmy eyes adjusted. It was just under two hundred metres
to ny half-left. Fromny perspective the tanks were sitting side by
side, surrounded by the bung. To the right of themwas the not-so-neat



row of fuel trucks

The perinmeter of the compound was guarded by a three-netre high chain
link fence, sagging in places where the trucks had backed into it over
the years.

In the far corner of the conpound, by the gate that faced the road, was
the security hut. 1t was no nore than a | arge garden shed. The
security was for fire watch just as nmuch as for stopping the trucks and
fuel disappearing during the night; the depot had no automatic fire
systemin the event of a leak or explosion. Lotfi told us there was a
solitary guy sitting inside, and if the whole thing sparked up it would
presumably be his job to get on the phone.

That was good for us, because it neant we didn't have to spend tine
neutralizing any fire-fighting apparatus or alarms. Wat was bad was
the police barracks. A conplete fuck-up on our side was only a phone
call and three Ks away. |If we got caught it would be serious shit.

Al geria wasn't exactly known for uphol ding human rights, no one would be
coming to help us, no natter what we said, and terrorists were routinely
whi pped to death in this neck of the woods.



Thr ee.

The target house was to the right of us, and closer than the conmpound.
The wal |l that surrounded it was a |arge, square, high-sided construction
of rendered brick, painted a colour that had once been cream It was
built very much in the Muslimtradition of architecture for privacy. The
mai n door faced the fuel tanks, and we knew fromthe satellite that it

was rarely used. | couldn't even see it fromwhere | was, because the
lights in the compound weren't strong enough. Fromthe shots Lotfi had
taken during the CTR, | knew it consisted of a set of |arge, dark,

wooden doubl e doors rising to an apex, studded and decorated with
wrought iron. The pictures had al so shown a nodern shutter-type garage
door at the side, facing away fromus towards the road. A dirt track
connected it with the nmain drag.

I nside the high protection was a long, low building. It wasn't exactly
pal atial, but showed that the fuel and tea bag busi ness paid Zeral da
wel | enough for himto have his ow little playpen

Doubl e doors fromquite a |ot of the roons opened on to a series of
tiled courtyards decorated with plants and fountains, but what the
satellite photographs hadn't been able to show us was which room was
which. That didn't really matter, though. The house wasn't that big
and it was all on one floor, so it shouldn't take us long to find where
Zer al da was doing his entertaining.

The netal |led road fl anked the far side of these two areas and fornmed
the base of the triangul ar peninsul a.

Lotfi noved back down into the dead ground and started to scranble al ong
in the darkness to his left, just belowthe Iip. As we followed, two
cars raced along the road, blowi ng their horns at each other in rhythmc
bl asts before eventually disappearing into the darkness. 1'd read that
ei ghty per cent of nen under the age of thirty were jobless in this
country and inflation was in high double figures. How anybody could
afford fast cars was beyond me. | could only just about afford ny

not or bi ke.

W got level with the tanks and noved up to the lip of the high ground.
Hubba- Hubba t ook off his bergen and fished out the wire cutters and a
two-foot square of red velvet curtain material, while we put on and

adj usted the black and white check she nmags that woul d hide our faces

when we hit the hut. | wouldn't be taking part directly because of ny
skin colour and blue eyes. | would only cone into the equation when the
other two had |ocated Zeralda. It wouldn't matter that he saw ne

When Hubba- Hubba got his bergen back on and his shemag around his head
we checked each other again as Lotfi drew his pistol and did his
school -trip routine, with a nod to each of us as we copi ed.

Br eaki ng the operation down into stages, so that people knew exactly
what to do and when to do it, made things easier for ne. These were
good nen but | couldn't trust ny life with people | didn't know very
wel | and whose skills, beyond the specifics of this operation, | wasn't
sure about.

Following Lotfi, with me now at the rear, we nmoved towards the fence
line It was pointless running or trying to avoid being in the open for
the thirty or so nmetres: it was just flat ground and the light in the
conmpound hadn't hit us directly yet as the arc lights were facing into
the compound, not out. W would get into that light spill before |ong,
and soon after that we'd be attacking the hut, so fuck it, it didn't



really matter. There was no other way of crossing the open ground
anyway.

There came a point where, bent over as we tried instinctively to make
ourselves smaller, we caught the full glare of the four arc lights set
on high steel posts at each corner of the conpound. A mass of snal
flying things had been drawn to the pools of |ight and buzzed around

t hem

I could hear the rustle of nmy trousers as ny wet |egs rubbed together.
kept my nouth open to cut down on the sound of ny breathing. It wasn't
goi ng to conprom se us, but doing everything possible to keep noise to a
m ni mum and nmake this job work nade ne feel better. The only other
sounds were of their trainers noving over the rocky ground, and the
rhythm c scrape of the nylon berg ens over the chirp of the invisible
crickets. M face soon becane wet and cold as | breathed against the
shemag.

W got to the fence line behind the shed. There were no w ndows facing
us, just sunbaked wooden cl adding no nore than a netre away.

I could hear soneone inside, shouting grumpily in French

"Qui, oui, d accord.” At the sane tine there was a bl ast of nobnotone
Arabic froma TV set.

Lotfi held the red velvet over the bottom of the fence and Hubba- Hubba
got to work with his cutters. He cut the wire through the velvet,
nmovi ng upwards in a vertical line. Lotfi re-positioned the velvet each
time, the two nmen working like clockwork toys, not | ooking renotely
concerned about the world around them That was ny job, to watch and
listen to the sounds coning fromthe shed in case its occupant was
alerted by the snothered 'ping' each tinme a strand of chain-1link gave
way.

The tel ephone |ine snaked into the compound from one of the concrete
posts that followed the road, which | ooked |ike a slab of liquorice
running left and right. There was a sign, in both Arabic and English,
to be careful of the bend. | knewthat if | went to the right | would
hit Oran about ten kilonetres away, and if | went left | would pass Cap
Ferrat and eventually hit Al giers, the capital, about four hundred Ks to
t he east.

Hubba- Hubba and Lotfi finished cutting the vertical line as the

one-si ded conversation continued inside the shed, then carefully pulled
the two sides apart to create a triangle. | eased ny way slowy
through, so ny bergen wouldn't snag. | got ny fingers through Lotfi's

side of the fence to keep it in position and he followed suit, taking
hol d of Hubba-Hubba's side while he packed the cutting kit. Wen he was
through as well, we eased the fence back into place.

We put our berg ens on the ground behind the shed, to the acconpani nent
of the monotonous Arabic TV voice, and the old guy still gob bing off in
French.

It flashed through my mind that | had no i dea what had been happening in
Af ghani stan this past week. Wre the US still bonbing? Had troops gone
in and dug the Taliban out of their caves? Having been so totally
focused on the job in the mning canmp and then stuck in the submari ne,
didn't have a clue if OBL was dead or alive

We used the light to nake final adjustnents to each other's she nmgs



Everyone carefully checked chanber for the last tinme. They were
becom ng li ke me, paranoid that they were going to pull a trigger one
day and just get a dead man's click because the top slide hadn't picked
the round up due to the nag not being fully home.

Lotfi was hunched down and bouncing on the balls of his feet. He just
wanted to get on with it and hated the wait. Hubba-Hubba | ooked as if
he was at the starting bl ocks and unconsciously went to bite his

thunbnail, only to be prevented by the shemag. There was not hing we
could do but wait until the old guy had finished his call; we weren't
going to burst in half-way through a conversation. | listened to the

French waffle, the TV, the buzz of the npzzie things around the lights,
and our breathing through the cotton of the she nags There wasn't even
the hint of a breeze to junble the noises together

Less than a minute later, the guard stopped tal king and the phone went
down with an old style ring of a bell. Lotfi bounced up to full height
and checked Hubba- Hubba was backing him He | ooked down at nme and we
nodded in tine before they disappeared around the corner wthout a word.
I followed, but stayed out of the way as Lotfi pulled open the door and
the TV commentator was nmonentarily interrupted by a single shouted
instruction and the sort of strangul ated pleas you nake to two
weapon- poi nting Arabs in she nags | saw a sixty-sonething bl oke, in
baggy, well-worn trousers and a tattered brown check jacket, drop a
cigarette frombetween his thunb and forefinger before falling to his
knees and starting to beg for his life. Hi s eyes were as big as
saucers, his hands upturned to the sky in the hope that Alah woul d sort
this whol e thing out.

Hubba- Hubba stuck the ruzzle of his Makharov into the skin at the top of
the ol d boy's bal di ng head and wal ked around hi m usi ng the weapon as a
pi vot stick. He reached for the phone and ripped it fromits socket. It
fell to the floor with one final ring, the noise blending with the
scrape of plastic-soled shoes on the rai sed wooden fl oor as they dragged
hi m over to a fol ding wooden chair.

I could see that he had been watching Al Jazeera, the news network. The
TV was bl ack and white, and the coat-hanger antenna wasn't exactly
state-of-the-art, but | could still nmake out the hazy ni ghtscope

pi ctures of Kandahar getting the good news fromthe US Air Force as
tracer streaned uselessly into the air.

The ol d boy was getting hysterical now, and there were lots of shouts

and pistols ained his way. | guessed they were telling him "Don't

move, canel-breath," or whatever, but in any event it wasn't |ong before
he was wapped up so well in gaffer tape he could have been a Christnas
present.

The two of them wal ked out and cl osed the door behind them and we
retrieved the berg ens Things were | ooking good. Train hard, fight
easy had al ways been shoved down ny neck, even as an infantry recruit
in the 1970s, and it was certainly true tonight. The other half of the
mantra, Train easy, fight hard and die', | pushed to the back of mny
head.

We crossed the hard crust of sand that had been splashed with fuel over
the years, and conpressed by boots and tyres, heading for the tanks no
nmore than fifty netres away. The trucks were to ny left, dirty mnging
old things with rust streaks down the sides of their tanks from years of
spillage. |If the sand and dust now stuck to them was washed off, they
woul d probably fall apart.



| clanbered over the bung, feeling safe enough to pull off the shemag as
the other two got on with their tasks. After |1'd extracted the four
Bls | checked at the bottom of mnmy bergen for the nine-inch butcher's
knife and pair of thick black rubber gloves that cane up to ny el bows.
They were the sort that vets use when they stick their armup the rear
end of large animals. | knew they were there, but always liked to check
such things. Next out was the thirty-netre spool of safety fuse,

|l ooking a bit like a reel of green washing line. Al the kit we were
using was in metric neasures, but | had been taught inperial. It had
been a nightmare explaining things to the boys during rehearsals.

Lotfi and his mate, God, started to play stone nmasons on the bung,
taking a hanmer and chisel to the elevation that faced the target house,
whi ch was hidden in darkness, no nore than two hundred netres away. This
was a probl em because of the noise Lotfi was naking. But, fuck it,
there was no other way. He just had to take his tine. But at |east
once the first block was out, it would be a lot easier to attack the
mortar. |t would have been qui cker and safer, noise-wi se, to blow a
hole in the wall at the sanme tine as the tanks were cut, but | couldn't
have been sure that the right anount of wall had been destroyed,
allowing the fuel to gush out before it was ignited.

I laid the four OBls in a straight line on the floor as Hubba-Hubba and
his mate, the evil eye protector, assenbled and checked the frane
charges from his bergen. These were very basic giznos, eight
two-foot-1ong strips of plastic explosive, two inches wide, an inch
thick, taped on to eight |engths of wood. He was nmaking sure the PE had
connected by rolling nore in his hands before pushing it into the joints
as he taped the wood together to nmake the two square frane charges. He
had pushed two dodgy-| ooki ng Russian flash detonators into the PEon the
opposi ng si des of each charge, then covered themwth yet nore PE. Both
charges had then been wrapped in even nore tape until they | ooked |ike
sonmething fromkids' TV. It was bad practice using the dets |ike that,
but this was a low tech job and these sorts of details counted. If the
charges didn't detonate we'd have to | eave them and if they | ooked
sophi sticated and exotic it woul d arouse suspicion that nmaybe the job
hadn't been down to G A

Just to nake sure they'd junp to the wwong conclusion, |I'd made up a
PIRA [Provisional IRA] timer unit to detonate them They were dead
simple, using a Parkway timer, a device about the size of a 50p piece
that worked very much like a kitchen egg-timer. They were manufact ured
as key rings to remnd you of when your neter was about to expire. The
energy source was a spring, and the tiners were reliable even in
freezing or wet weat her conditions.

I watched as Hubba- Hubba di sappeared to the side of the tanks facing the
sea with his squares of wood and left ne to sort out the OBls. | heard
the clunk as the first frame charge went on to the tank, held in place
by magnets. He was placing themjust above the first weld marks. Stee
storage tanks are maybe half an inch thick at the bottom due to the
anmount of pressure they have to withstand fromthe weight of fuel. There
is less pressure above the first weld, so the steel can be thinner,
maybe about a quarter of an inch on these old tanks. The frane charges
m ght not be technically perfect, but they'd have no problem cutting
through at that |evel, as long as they had good contact with the steel

I heard the magnets clank into position on the second. He was doing

everything at a walk, just as we had rehearsed. This wasn't so that we
didn't make a noi se and get conprom sed, but because | didn't want him
to run and naybe fall and destroy the charges. W'd only nade two, and



I had no great wish to end this job hangi ng upside down in an Al gerian
cell while ny head was on the receiving end of a malicious |unp of
f our - by-t wo.

I laid the green safety fuse alongside the OBls that |1'd placed in the
sand a netre apart. The safety fuse between each OBl would burn for
about a minute and a half, just like when Cdint Eastwood lit sticks of
dynanite with his cigar. A nminute and a half was just a guide, as it
could be plus or ninus nine seconds or even quicker if the core was
broken and the flame junped the gaps instead of burning its way al ong
the fuse. That was the reason why | hadn't connected the fuse in
advance, but kept it rolled up: if there was a break in the powder it
could be too big a gap for the flame to junp, and we'd have no

det onati on.

Once an OBl was ignited by the fuse it would burn for about two and a
hal f m nutes. That meant that as soon as the first one sparked up there
woul d be about another minute and thirty before the next one did. Wich
meant two of them burning together for a minute, and by the tine the
first had burnt out, the third would be ignited, and so on to the
fourth. | needed the sort of heat generated by two of these things
burning at once to make sure the fuel ignited.

| opened the Tupperware lids of the OBls and fed the safety fuse over
the exposed mixture in each of the boxes. They were now ready to party.

Hubba- Hubba was | ooki ng over his shoul der as he noved sl owly backwards
towards ne, unreeling another spool of fuse wire as he went. This was
now connected to one of the frame charges via two detonators. |t wasn't
the sane kind of fuse |I'd been using. This was 'fuse instantaneous',
whi ch goes off with the sound of a gunshot because the burn is so fast.
There's a little ridge that runs along the plastic coating so at night
you can always distinguish it fromthe straightforward d i nt East wood
stuff. He cut the fuse fromhis spool w thout a word, and went back to
do the same with the second charge

The PIRA timer unit would initiate the fuse instantaneous, which would
burn at warp speed to a four-way connector, a three inch by three inch
green plastic box with a hole in each side. | didn't know what the
smal | worn-out alumniumplate stuck to its base called it in Russian,
but that was the name | knew it by. Al this box did was allow three
other lengths of fuse to be ignited fromthe one Hubba-Hubba's two

| engths of fuse instantaneous to the two charges, and ny safety fuse for
the OBIs.

Hubba- Hubba was now unreeling the fuse instantaneous fromthe second
charge back towards me as | took the safety fuse and cut it fromthe
reel six inches back fromthe first OBI, naking sure the cut was
straight so the maxi rum anount of powder was exposed to ignite it in the
four-way connector. | then pushed the end of it into one of the rubber
recesses, giving it a half-turn so that the teeth inside gripped the

pl astic coating. Hubba-Hubba placed the two fuses instantaneous next to
me and went to help Lotfi.

I cut his two lengths of fuse in the sane way before feeding the |ines
into the connector as the sound of Lotfi's rubber mallet hitting his
chisel filled the air and the navigation lights of an airliner mles up
floated silently over us.

I checked the three lines that were, so far, in the connector to ensure
the three lines into it were secure before cutting a netre length of the
ridged fuse instantaneous and placing it in the last free hole. This was



the length that went to the timer unit, a three-inch-thick,
post card-si zed wooden box.

Then, as | lay on nmy stomach and started to prepare, a vehicle drove
along the road fromthe direction of Oran.

The noi se got |ouder as it cane round to the base of the peninsula.
could tell by the engine note and the sound of the tyres that it wasn't
on the road any nore, it was going cross-country.

Shit, police. | heard a torrent of Arabic whispers fromthe other two a
few nmetres away. | got their attention

"Lotfi, Lotfi! Take a |Iook."

He got on to his knees, then slowy raised his head. Instinctively |
checked that nmy Makharov was still in place

I got up and | ooked over their heads. The vehicle was a civilian 4x4,
headi ng for the house. The headlights were on full beam and bounced up
and down on the garage doors set in the conmpound wall. As it got closer
to the building the driver sounded the horn

Shit, what was happening? M information was that no one woul d be
moving in or out of the house tonight. GCeorge had said that when we hit
this place Zeralda would definitely be in there. He'd assured ne the
intelligence was good quality.

The wagon stopped and | could just about hear sone rhythmc guitar nusic
forcing its way out of the open wi ndows. Was the int wong? Had the
target just arrived, instead of coming in yesterday? Ws this another
group of nates cone to join in the fun? O was it just a fresh batch of
Czechs or Romanians with bottle-blonde hair being ferried in for the
next session? Watever, | wanted to be in the house for no nore than
hal f an hour, not caught up directing a cast of thousands.

I watched as the garage shutter rattled open. | couldn't tell if it had
been operated electronically or manually. Then the vehicle di sappeared
i nside and the shutter closed.

We got back to business. Wth the tiner unit in nmy hand and the bergen

on ny back, | clinbed over the bung, feeling nore than a little
relieved.
The other two were still attacking the wall and Hubba- Hubba seened to

| ose patience, kicking it with the flat of his foot to free a stubborn
bl ock.

| opened the top of the tiner unit and gave it one nore check. Basically
it consisted of a fifteen-nmetre length of doubl e-stranded electric flex
comng out of a hole drilled inits side. Attached to the other end was
a flash det, a small alum niumcylinder about the size of a third of a
cigarette, that fitted over the fuse instantaneous. To keep it in one
piece in transit, | had rolled up the flex and put an elastic band
around it. Inside the box there was a twelve-volt battery beside the
Parkway tiner, the small rectangular type with the positive and negative
terminals on top and next to each other. Both items were glued to the
bottom of the box.

Soldered flat on to the timer unit was a small panel pin, protruding
like a mnute hand beyond the dial of the Parkway. It was no nore than
hal f an inch | ong, and had been roughened with emery cloth to make a
good el ectrical contact. Also soldered on to it was one of the two



strands of flex that came into the box. Another panel pin, which had

al so been enery clothed, was sticking out fromthe bottom of the box,

bet ween the Parkway timer and the battery at the 0 on the Parkway dial
That, too, had a small length of wire soldered on to it, leading to the
negative terminal of the battery. The other strand of flex was sol dered
directly to the positive.

The Parkway wasn't set, so |I'd pushed a wedge of rubber eraser down over
the vertical pin to stop the two making contact. |If they did, it would
complete the circuit and initiate the flash det.

I lay there for another ten mnutes or so until the other two had
finished. 1t would have been a bit quicker if I'd gone and hel ped, but
you never, ever |lose control of the initiation device until you're ready
to leave the area. | wanted to know that every second we were by the
tanks, the eraser was still covering that panel pin. The faint sound of
Al Jazeera floated through the air. | could feel the wetness of ny
clothes cold against nmy skin now that 1'd stopped noving.

It was time to connect the flash det and the timer to the device.

hel d up ny hand and showed the boys the wooden box. They knew what was
about to happen, and got up and left for the cut in the fence |line

knelt down by the fuse instantaneous to fit the flash det, checking the
eraser was still in place before feeding the fuse into the small

alum niumtube. | made sure the fuse end couldn't get any further
inside, so it would initiate then taped the whole lot in place. There
was a crinping tool that would have done the job rmuch better, but it had
to |l ook | owtech.

I then unwound the wire fromthe elastic as | clinbed back over the
bung. This was very bad drills. | had connected the initiation device
to the charges and was clinbing about: if |I dropped it, 1'd turn the
whole job into a gang fuck as the charges took out the tanks as well as
me. But fuck it, this was the only way to do it tonight as far as | was
concer ned.

I lay as flat as | could in the sand, even forcing ny heels down, wth
the extended wires running over the bung, before renoving the top of the
box.

To armthe device, | turned the Parkway dial to 30. Then | gave it
anot her one or two nminutes for luck, all very high-tech stuff.

I let go of the dial and could hear the ticking as the spring began to
unwind. | had tested this unit over and over again and, give or take
five seconds, it was always on time over the hal f-hour. The panel pin
that was attached flat to the dial had maybe an inch and a half to
travel before connecting with its vertical twn.

Al'l that renmained was for ne to take off the rubber wedge and repl ace
the wooden |id on the tiner unit so no dirt could find its way between

the two pins. | joined the others. Al being well, fragnments of the
timer unit would confirmthat tonight's devastation was the work of an
old and bold ex-muj who'd been up to no good. It would just underline

what the security guy told them

As we went past the hut the door was open and an Al Jazeera newscaster
was taking us through nore fuzzy black and white pictures of the night's
events in Afghanistan. W made our way to the cut in the fence line and
Lotfi pointed to his shemag as a signal for ne to cover up. | tucked
the cotton around ny nouth and saw the security guy, still bound up with
tape, now lying in the sand below the lip. He had shit his baggy



trousers big-tinme, but he'd live through the night. Hubba-Hubba knelt
down and gave hima few highlights in rapid Arabic fromthe G A party
political broadcast, then at Lotfi's nod we all left himpraying noisily
to hinself through the gaffer tape and ran directly towards the house.

Lotfi pulled out the alloy caving | adder fromhis bergen and unrolled it
in the sand. Hubba-Hubba noved round to the other side of the wall
facing the road to check the garage door. Wy clinb the wall if there
was an easier way through?

I gave the heavy wought-iron door handle a twist. It turned, but the
door woul dn't budge. Hubba-Hubba cane back shaking his head. W were
going to need the caving | adder after all. Made fromtwo | engths of

steel cable with alloy tube rungs in between, the whole thing was about
nine inches wide and fifteen feet |ong, designed for cavers to get up
and down pot hol es, or whatever they do down there.

Lotfi brought out the two poles we'd picked up at the hardware store,
the tel escopic jobs you can stick a squeegee on if you want to clean
hi gh wi ndows. Like all the other kit except for the timng unit, this
shoul d be coning back with us; but if anything got left behind, it
couldn't have a B&Q | abel on it.

He taped themtogether to nake one long pole, just slightly shorter than
the wall itself. Lotfi used it to lift the large steel hook that was
attached to one end of the wire | adder, and eased it over the top of the
wal | .

I checked chanber on ny Makharov yet again, and the others copied. Then,

after a shemag check, we were ready to go. | stepped closer.

"Remenber, if we have a drama no head shots." |1'd been boring these two
sensel ess for days about this, but it was inperative we didn't fuck up
Zeralda's head. | didn't know why, but | was starting to nake an
educated -well, sort of guess.

I checked traser: with luck, just over twenty-two mnutes |eft before
the tanks becane infernos. | tapped Hubba-Hubba on the shoul der.

"OK, mate?"

He started to clinb, with ne steadying the waving | adder under him
Caving | adders aren't clinbed conventionally; you tw st themthrough

ni nety degrees so that they run between your |egs and you use your heels
on the rungs, not your toes. Back at the mning canp, watching these
two trying to get up and down had been like a scene in a slapstick
comedy. Now, with so nuch practice, they glided up and down |ike

chi mpanzees.

Hubba- Hubba di sappeared over the top of the wall and | heard a faint
grunt as he landed the other side. Then cane the slow netallic creak of
bolts being gently prised open, while Lotfi retrieved and rolled up the
| adder before stashing it back in his bergen along with the poles.

The door opened and | noved through into a small courtyard, hearing at
once the gentle trickle of one of the ornanmental fountains. | couldn't
see it, but knew fromthe sat photos that it was in front of ne
sonewher e

Lotfi followed close behind ne. It was very dark in here, with no
lights on at all this side of the house. The building' s irregular shape
meant that light fromanother part of the building could easily be
hi dden. |If we hadn't seen the car turn up, we wouldn't have known there



was anyone at hone.

| felt leaves against ny shemag as | stood by the conpound wall, | ooking
and listening as ny face becanme wet with condensati on once nore.

Hubba- Hubba cl osed the door behind us, bolting it shut so that if we
screwed the job up and Zeral da was able to do a runner, it would take a
while for himto escape.

Once they had got their berg ens back on, I was going to lead. | wanted
to be in control of my own destiny inside this cage. Pulling out ny
Makharov, | followed the building around to the right. | still couldn't

see anything, but | knew fromthe sat pictures that the floor of the
courtyard was paved with large tiles in bold blue North African
patterns.

We | eft the soothing sound of the fountain behind and rounded a corner,
past a set of french wi ndows behind cl osed wooden shutters. WMaybe four
metres in front of nme, light spilled froma second set of doors on to a
wrought-iron garden set, wit ha nbsaic pattern on the circular table. |
stopped to try to control ny breathing, and heard faint, intermttent

| aught er ahead.

| eased off mnmy bergen and left it on the ground, then got down on ny
knees and put out nmy hand to nmake sure the others were going to hold it
right there

I crawled to within a couple of feet of the french w ndows, and coul d

suddenly hear guitars and cymbals. | smiled when | recogni zed Pink

Fl oyd.

I lay down and craned ny neck until | could see what was happeni ng
beyond the glass. As soon as |'d done it, | wished | hadn't. The whole
roomwas a haze of cigarette snoke. Zeralda was naked and covered in
either oil or sweat, | couldn't nmake out which, and his fat, grey-haired
body and al nost woman-si zed breasts were wobbling about as he westled
on a big circular bed. 1In the blue corner was a very frightened boy who

couldn't have been any nore than about fourteen, with a crewcut and
ripped T-shirt.

In all there were three boys in the room all in different states of
undress, and another adult, younger than Zeralda, in his thirties maybe,
with greased-back hair, still clothed in jeans and white shirt but with

bare feet. He seened to be a spectator for now, sitting in a chair,
smling and snoki ng as he watched the one-sided bout. The other boys
| ooked as scared as their friend, starting to realize what they'd |let
thenselves in for.

I noved ny head away to have a think about what 1'd just seen. It had
never crossed our nminds that Zeralda's fun and ganes invol ved boys; we'd
been told it was wonen.

When | was far enough fromthe wi ndow | stood and wal ked back to the
others. Qur heads closed in and | quickly checked traser: eleven-ish
m nutes to go before the device went off. Before that happened we
needed to be in on target and for Zeralda to be dead. That way, we'd
have contained the situation before there was any sort of foll ow up by
the fire brigade or, even worse, the two hundred policenen.

The nylon of their berg ens rustled gently as they noved inn for ne to
whi sper.

"He's in there with another man and three young boys."



Hubba- Hubba rai sed his shovel -1i ke hands in disbelief.

"Boys? No wonen? Just boys? Young boys?"

"Yep."

There was a collective Arabic nutter of disapproval

only just about control his breathing.

“I will doit, let me kill him"

Hubba- Hubba coul d



Four.

Lotfi wasn't going to let that happen. TSfo, we have our tasks."

Hubba- Hubba was still in a state of disgust.

"How many?"

"For definite, two nen, three boys. That's all 1've seen.” Lotfi had a
change of heart. Then | will kill the other one." Hubba-Hubba agreed.

I was starting to worry.

"No, only the target. Just the target, OK we're just here for him No
one el se, renmenber?" Doing things outside your limts of exploitation
can lead to horrendous fuck-ups el sewhere. W didn't know t he whol e
story, just this little bit. | felt pretty nuch the way he did, but..
"Just the target, no one else."

Lotfi said he would |l ead, as the colour of ny eyes and skin could stil
be a problemfor a little while longer. | caught his shoul der

"Remenber. |If there's a drama He finished ny sentence.

"No head shots.” | tapped ny traser. W had | ess than six mnutes.
coul d hear Hubba-Hubba still murmuring quietly to hinself about what
Zeralda was getting up to as there was a burst of laughter fromi nside
the room and | renenbered that his own sons were nearly as old as these
boys.

We stopped just short of the door. | could hear a little Arabic waffle,
then nore laughter frominside the room Then | hear da young voice,
clearly pleading: whatever was going on in there, he didn't like it. |
felt a surge of anger.

Traser told nme there were four mnutes left on the Parkway tiner. |
undid the top flap of nmy bergen, dug out the rubber gloves and started
to put themon. Those two, and their invisible mates, had better get
their finger out once we were inside: we didn't have nmuch tine.

Hubba- Hubba pi cked up a wought-iron chair and hurled it against the

wi ndows. The noi se of snashing glass was followed by startled screans
frominside, and then by even | ouder screans of aggression as he and
Lotfi kicked out the remaining glass and pushed their way through. Even
Pi nk Fl oyd were no match for this |ot.

The next distinguishable sound | heard was begging, this time fromthe
men. | didn't want to know what was going on in there now, or how Lotfi
and his mate were choosing to control the situation. | heard nore
breaki ng gl ass, the racket of furniture being pulled about.

A split second later the |loud crunp of the devices made me duck
instinctively as what | ooked |ike sheet lightning filled the sky. There
was a renewed frenzy inside; nore furniture being hurled about, and the
screans becane wails.

Al'l at once the boys' cries ceased, as if a switch had been thrown.

I checked ny she nmug took the bergen in ny left hand and the Makharov in
my right, and poked an eye round the corner to see what was happeni ng.
The room reeked of cannabis snmoke. Pink Floyd were still going for it
next door.

Both nen were on the floor, being kicked and stanped on by Lotfi, who



was alone in the roomwith them Zeralda was about to collect a boot in
the teeth.

"Not the face," | yelled.
“"Not the face!"

Lotfi turned, his huge black eyes wi de and quivering. | junped through
the french wi ndows, ny trainers crunching on shards of broken gl ass.
dropped the bergen and put ny gloved | eft hand on his shoul der, keeping
a good grip on theMakharov with ny right, and ny thunb on the safety in
case he totally lost control and | had to stop him

I gave his shoul der a squeeze and eased hi maway from the whinpering and
bl oodst ai ned heap on the floor. | had to speak up to be heard over the
nmusi c.

"Cone on, nmate, renenber why we're here ..."

| understood what was disturbing himand liked himfor it, but not so
much that 1'd let himjeopardize the job. He noved back agai nst the

wall as | | ooked down to check out Zeralda's head. | caught the other
one looking into ny eyes. | guessed that he knew | wasn't an Arab, that
this wasn't a G A attack. Bad decision on ny part, not waiting unti
Lotfi had finished and called nme in. It was just one of those fuck-ups

that happen once on the ground. And a totally bad decision on his part,
havi ng ears and eyes: no matter what the reason for no one el se being
killed in the house, he would have to die.

He seemed in control, even if his overfed face didn't | ook that good,;
nmost of the bl ood that should have been inside his head was now on the
front of his shirt.

I kicked Zeral da over on to his back. H's face wasn't too bad. He had
a few teeth missing and bl ood | eaking out of his nmouth and nose, but not
much else. H's eyes were closed and his body wobbl ed as he, | presuned,
tried to explain why | should keep himalive.

| stepped back, raised the Makharov, and doubl e-tapped himin the chest.
After a couple of jerks, he wobbled no nore.

Zeralda's mate's eyes were shaking in their sockets now, just |ike
Lotfi's, but there was no gasp of horror or any begging fromhimas the
musi ¢ took over again, punctuated by the distant cries of the boys from
sonewhere el se in the house.

Hubba- Hubba canme back into the room
"Where are the boys?"
"Bat hroom " Hubba- Hubba poi nted back the way he'd cone.

"Cet them out of here before the fuel cuts us off. Gve themthe car
Go, mate, just get themout of here. This fucker stays, | want himto
watch." Lotfi had pulled the grease ball on to the bed and was yelling
abuse at him He let fly with his fist, punching himhard in the nouth
for good neasure.

As Greaseball tried to separate his hair fromthe bl ood on his face
made sure he saw ne take out the butcher's knife. He began to get the
message. His brown eyes bul ged and shook some nore.

I pulled Zeralda by the armand rolled himback over on to his stomach,



then sat astride himand grabbed a fistful of his hair in nmy left hand.
| yanked it back and positioned the knife below his Adam s appl e.

I 1 ooked up to doubl e-check that G easeball was watching, and then
started to cut. | had prepared nyself for days by telling nyself that
this was going to be shocking, but this wasn't the tinme to be shocked.
had a job to do

The knife was razor sharp, and | felt little resistance once it got
through the first layer of skin and | pulled back on his head to make

the cutting easier. | was beginning to feel a little |ightheaded. Maybe
it was because of the cloud of wacky baccy that still hung in the air,
but | doubted it. Pink Floyd were still at full pitch, singing about

t he happi est days of our lives.

Greasebal |l closed his eyes but Lotfi thrust his pistol against his ear,
uttering in Arabic. H's eyes opened again, just in tine to see bl ood
streamfromhis dead friend on to the tiles, and fl ow between his own
feet dangling fromthe bed. It was too nuch for him he vonited on to
the bedding as he tried desperately to keep his feet off the ground, as
if it was on fire.

He started to gob off in vomit-soaked Arabic to Lotfi, but halted
abruptly as a blinding light burst through the haze of sweet-smelling
smoke that still filled the air.

It came fromthe area around the tanks. The OBIs had done their stuff.
The fuel was burning good-style: | could see the | eaves on the trees
out side, which were higher than the perineter wall, reflecting the

bri ght orange fl anes.

I concentrated on the job in hand, working at the top of his spina
colum like |I was cutting a section of ox-tail. Lotfi had got fed up
with his supporting role and was pi stol -whipping the other paedophile.
If he hadn't before, G easeball now got the nessage: he was in deep
shit. He started begging, his legs and red-stained soles up by his
chest, his hands down between themtrying to protect hinself as he |ay
on the bed.

"Pl ease, please, |I'ma friend. I'ma friend ... somet hing |ike that,
anyway. Hi s English sounded pretty good; | just couldn't hear too
clearly with the nusic this | oud.

I yelled at Lotfi: "Turn that fucking noise off, it's doing ny head in."

He kicked his way past the furniture that had been thrown around the
room and seconds | ater the nusic stopped, just as G easeball tried
wi ping the vomit fromhis nmouth before realizing his hands were

bl oodst ai ned.

Hubba- Hubba appeared in the doorway and for a nonment | ooked appalled by
what | had nearly finished.

What ?"

"d asses," he said.
What ?"
"One of the boys needs his glasses."

| couldn't believe what | was hearing.



"Fuck him just get rid of them W' re running out of time."

"He can't. He needs them they're difficult to get. Really expensive
to buy here."

He rooted around on the floor next to the bed, then pulled back the
bl ood- soaked covers as | finished what |1'd cone to do.

| grabbed the top sheet, pulled it fromunder G easeball, and w apped
Zeralda's head in it

Hubba- Hubba st ood over the headl ess body.

"Can you turn himover?"

"What ?"

Turn himover. They could be under him You have the gloves."

| did as | was told. The precious glasses were under his | egs, one |lens
cracked and bl oodst ai ned.

Hubba- Hubba pi cked them up between his thunb and forefinger as if he was
hol ding a scorpion. They can go now, |'Il put themin the car."

Lotfi hadn't returned, but | knew what he was up to.

I wiped the knife blade on the bed and put it back into the bergen, then
pull ed out a black bin Iiner and threw in the shrouded head.

And that was it. 1'd never cut off a man's head before, and |I hadn't
been | ooking forward to it one bit. But after seeing Zeralda with the
boys, I'd had all the incentive | needed. |In fact, | felt pretty good

as | turned to G easeball.

The roar of burning fuel now filled the night. Flanes |icked higher and
hi gher, brushing against the sky. The police could only be m nutes
awnay.

Greasebal |l raised hinself up fromthe bed

"You can't kill me, | amtoo inportant. No one but Zeralda is to be
killed you know that, don't you? You can't kill nme, that is not your
decision to nake, you are just the tools."

I 1 ooked himstraight in the eye, but said nothing, feeling angry and
defl ated as he spat out sonme vomit. Then he al nost sml ed.

"How do you think your people knew that he would be here tonight? You
cannot kill me, I'mtoo inportant. You need ne. Now, stop being stupid
and crawl back into your kennel until required."

W ndows were being smashed about the house now, to feed the fire we were
going to start in here. Lotfi and Hubba- Hubba woul d be stacking
furniture for good neasure. This was the bit they'd really |oved during
t he training.

Lotfi pulled the last of the squeezy bottles fromhis bergen. They'd
been half filled with boiled washing up liquid, then topped up with
petrol and given a good shake. He gave the bed a squirt, then saved the
rest for Zeralda. One match and this place would be an inferno.

Greaseball made a run for it into the house and Hubba- Hubba started
after him



"Leave him Not enough tine."

The phone rang and we all junped. It could have been anyone naybe the
police, maybe one of Zeralda's famly, or one of his paedophile mates.
What ever, Hubba- Hubba turned and gave the phone a good old squirt as
wel | .

"Conme on!" | shouted, 'tine to nove. Let's light up, let's go, let's
go!"

I shoul dered ny bergen, and heard the rush of fuel being ignited in the
room next door. Lotfi ran past me and out into the courtyard.
fol |l owed as Hubba- Hubba transforned the bedroominto a furnace.

There was no great plan for the next bit just run down to the boat and
get out to sea for a pick-up and sone hot sticky black tea and a nosefu
of diesel funes.

As | ran through the perinmeter door | saw the flaming fuel fromthe bung
flowi ng out of the breach and down the incline, exactly like it said in
the script. The sky was bright orange. After all that practising, all
that rehearsal, it looked just beautiful. | stood there for what seened
i ke ages, looking at the flames as the heat gently seared ny skin. |
was al nost sorry that we wouldn't be around to see the best bit. As the
flames flowed under the fuel trucks, they, too, would soon be joining in
the fun, with luck just as the police arrived.

Lotfi gave me a shove, and our shadows followed us until we got over the
lip. Once we hit the sand it was sinply a case of turning right and
followi ng the shoreline to the Zodiac.

As | scranbled down the hill | felt nothing but exhilaration. At |ong
last 1'd earned nmy US passport and the right to a whole new life.



Fi ve.
FRI DAY, 16 NOVEMBER, 11:56 hrs

| sat on the T, the smart alum niumcomuter train that had brought ne
fromLogan airport into Boston and, after a quick change, north towards
Wonder | and.

Wonder | and al ways sounded to ne |ike sonme kind of glitzy shopping mall;
in fact, it was only the drop-off point for people fromthe northern
suburbs heading into Boston. Today, though, no destination could have
been better named. Carrie had been lecturing at MT this norning, so
was picking me up here instead of at the airport, then taking me to her
mot her's place in Marbl ehead, a snall town about twenty miles north
along the coast. Her nother had |l ent us the granny annexe, while she
carried on with her B-and-B business in the main house. Carrie and
lived there al one now that Luz had started high school in Canbridge. To
me it was hone, and it was a long tine since |I'd felt that way about
anywher e.

The ot her passengers |looked at me as if I'd just escaped fromthe |oca
nut house. After two days of travelling back from Egypt, ny skin was
greasy, ny eyes stung, and ny socks, arnpits and breath stank. As sone
kind of damage limtation before | saw Carrie | was brushing nmy teeth
and swal |l owi ng the foanmi ng paste as | | ooked out of the window It
wasn't going to transformne into Brad Pitti on Oscars night but it was
the best | coul d do.

| picked up the nylon holdall near ny feet and put it on the enpty seat
beside ne. | needed to check just one nore tine that the bag was
sterile of anything that could link ne to the job before she picked ne
up. M hand passed over the snooth, rounded shape of the Pyranids
snowst orm shaker 1'd bought her at Cairo airport, and the hard edge of
the small photo al bumshe'd lent nme for ny weeks away.

"If you don't look at it and think nice things about ne every day, Nick
Stone," she'd said, 'don't even think about com ng back."

| opened it and felt a grin spreading across ny face, as it did every
time | saw her. She was standi ng outsi de Abbot Hall in Washi ngton
Square, Marbl ehead, on the start of what she'd called ny US Heritage

I nduction Tour. Abbot Hall was the home of The Spirit of '76', the
famous portrait of a LIFE and drum at the head of an infantry col um
during the revolutionary war. She wanted me to see it because she said
it enbodied the spirit of Arerica and if | was going to becone a US
citizen one day, it was ny solem duty to dammed well adm re and be
moved by it. | said | thought it | ooked nore |like a cartoon than a
mast er pi ece, and she pushed ne outside.

Her short brown hair was being buffeted by the wind blasting off the
Atlantic as | pressed the shutter. She looked like @ Jane in green
fatigue cargoes and a baggy grey sweater. She certainly didn't |Iook in
her late thirties, even though a certain sadness in her smle, and a few
smal | creases at the corners of her nmouth and eyes, told anybody who was
paying attention that the | ast couple of years had not been easy on her

"Not hi ng Photo Shop can't handle,"” she said, 'once |I've scanned them
into the PC."

It was rare to see her expression so relaxed, even when she was
sleeping. Normally it was nuch nore ani mated, nost often frowning,
questioning, or registering disgust at Corporate America's |atest



outrage. She had good reason to | ook wei ghed down. It had been hard
for her and Luz since the two of them had conme back from Pananma, one

wi t hout a husband, the other without the rman who'd becone her father.
Since Aaron's death there hadn't been a day when he didn't conme into her
conversation. | still tended to cut away fromstuff like this, but the
way she saw it, he'd been her husband for fifteen years and dead for
only alittle over one.

In the whole of nmy life as a Special Forces soldier, and later, as a "K
wor ki ng on deni abl e operations for the Intelligence Service, |1'd al ways
tried to turn nmy back on the guilt, renmorse and sel f-doubt that always
foll owed a job; what was done was done. But watching her trying to dea
with it noved ne more than |'d thought possible.

I'd been sent to Pananma in Septenber 2000 to coerce a |ocal drugs
racketeer into helping the West. Carrie and Aaron had been ny |oca
contacts; they'd been environmental scientists running a research
station near the Col onbi an border, and on the Cl A payroll as |owl evel
intelligence gatherers. | was staying at their house when the
racketeer's boys canme | ooking for nme, and Aaron had paid the price.

There hadn't been nmany days since when | didn't wonder if there'd been
sonmet hing nore | could have done to save him

There was anot her photograph of Carrie in her nother's kitchen at

Mar bl ehead. She was cooki ng cl am chowder. Just to one side of her was
a framed bl ack and white portrait of her with her father, George, a
handsome, square-jawed all-American in a uniform probably taken in the
early sixties.

| gazed at the one of her standing outside her college. Carrie had been
encouraging ne to give the place a try; I'd always | oved nedi eva

hi story, and had been reading quite a | ot about the Crusades lately. |I'd
told her I wasn't sure the whole mature-student thing was ne, working in
St ar bucks, being boll ocked by an ei ghteen-year-old team | eader. |

hadn't quite got round to telling her that nmy formal education had ended
when | was fifteen, so the college was unlikely to take ne on as a
janitor, let alone enrol nme on one of its courses.

| guessed there was quite a |lot of stuff, one way or the other,i that |
hadn't told Carrie. There was ny trip to Algeria, for a start. It
wasn't the job itself; | wouldn't have said a word about that anyway. It
was the fact that 1'd promised her |'d never get involved in dirty work
again. The carrot George had dangled in front of ne was irresistible;
with Anerican citizenship papers in ny pocket, I'd be free to work at
what ever | wanted. But | wasn't sure Carrie would appreciate the nethod
behi nd t he nadness.

The story 1'd told her was that |'d been offered three weeks' work
escorting thrill-seekers into Egypt. After the 9/11 attacks, tourismto
the Mddle East had all but dried up, and the fewtravellers still brave
enough to go wanted mnders. Carrie agreed it was a good idea for nme to
make sone noney before | started the |ong process of applying for
citizenship. Until that happened, all | could do were nenial jobs, so
money woul d be tight. | hadn't a clue how | was going to explain to her
why my citizenship had come through so fast, but |1'd cross that bridge
when | came to it. | sat and | ooked out at the dull grey day as

i ce-covered trees zoomed past along the side of the track and vehicles
in the distance with cold engines tail ed exhaust fumes behind them It
wasn't a good start to us being together, but it was done now. | should
just look to the future.



After two days of mincing around, ninety netres bel ow the Mditerranean,
following the North African coastline, we'd finally nade it back into

Al exandria. The weather had closed in as predicted about ten hours
after we got on board, not that we knew, so far below water. A Chrysler
MPV was waiting at the docksi de; sonebody took ny bergen, and that was
the last | saw of it. For the next week | just had to wait in a hotel
roomin Cairo while the head |I'd brought back was confirnmed as
Zeralda's. If not, we mght have been sent back to get the correct one.

I still didn't know why 1'd been asked to bring back Zeralda's head and

I still didn't care. Al that mattered was that George was coming to
Boston in a few days' tinme, and 1'd be getting Nick Stone's shiny new US
passport, social security nunber and Massachusetts driver's licence. |
was about to become a real person

I looked around the train. WMst of ny fellow travellers had now got
bored | ooking at the dickhead cleaning his teeth and wi ping the foam
that ran down his chin, and were buried in their papers. The front
pages were plastered with the war in Afghanistan, reporting that
everything was going well and there were no casualties. Northern

Al liance fighters were sil houetted agai nst the sunset as they stood
wat chi ng US Speci al Forces soldiers carrying enough kit on their backs
to col |l apse a donkey.

I 1 ooked out and chewed on ny brush. To ny right, and running parall el
with the track, was the coast road, also cutting through the icy

mar shl and. W were overtaking a taxi, his side wi ndows festooned with

patriotic inmagery; there was even a little Stars and Stripes fluttering
fromhis aerial. | couldn't see the driver, but knew he just had to be
an Indian or a Pakistani. Those guys didn't want to | eave anything to

chance in these troubled tines.

The marshl and petered out, and whitewashed, weather-boarded houses
sprang up either side of the train, then the blur of supermarkets and

used car lots also draped in the Stars and Stripes. | felt my pul se
qui cken with anticipation. | didn't have to work for the Firmany nore,
didn't have to do any nore jobs for George. | really felt 1'd been

given a new start, that life was com ng together. | was free



Si X.

| shoved the toothbrush into ny brown nylon holdall as the train canme to
a halt and people stood and got their hats and coats on. The automatic
doors drew back to reveal the signs for Wnderland Station, and

stepped out of the carriage, hooking the holdall over my shoul der. |

got an imediate and fierce reminder that | wasn't in North Africa any
more. The temperature was several degrees below zero. | zipped up ny

fl eece jacket, which did nothing to keep out the bitter wind as | joined
the throng heading for the barrier.

She was standing by a ticket desk, dressed in a green nylon Puffa jacket
and a Russian style black sheepskin hat, her breath billow ng about her
face as we both waved and smi | ed.

I got through the barrier and threaded nmy way through the crowd. Taking
her in ny arms, | planted a big, exaggerated kiss on her forehead,
hopi ng that the toothpaste routine hadn't been in vain. | ran ny
fingers gently down her cheek as | drew back and we exchanged huge

smil es.

Her | arge green eyes stared into mne for several seconds, then she
hugged me hard.

"l mssed you big-tinme, Stone."
"Me too." | kissed her again, properly this tine.

She linked her left armin mne and rubbed her free hand up and down ny
st ubbl e.

"Conme on," she said.

"Places to go, things to do. Mmnms at a church neeting until this
evening so you don't have to say hello until later. Guves us alittle
time." She rested her head on ny shoul der as we wal ked out si de.

"But we're not going home just yet. There's something | want you to see
on the way."

We weren't quite in step: the |l eg she'd broken in Panama had | eft her
with a slight Iinp. | grinned like anidiot. I'mall yours."

The dog-track parking | ot was used by comruters during the day. The
Novenber air had already worked its nmagic on |ine upon |ine of
wi ndscreens and frozen them white.

I 1 ooked down at her face poking out fromthe sheepskin.
"How s Luz?"

"Ch, she's fine. She says hi. She might be coming back next week with
a new friend."

"It'll be good to see her. Wo's the |ucky boy?"
"Davi d sonebody, | think." She turned to ne.
"But you're not to ' "I know" | held up ny hand to swear the oath.

"No jokes, don't worry, | won't enmbarrass her..." If | did, though, it
woul dn't be the first tine.

We reached the main drag and waited for the lights, along with ten or so



ot her pedestrians heading for the |ot.

"So, how was your trip? | notice |l didn't get a card of the Pyram ds
like I was prom sed."

"I know, | know. It's just that | thought by the tinme | got back into
Cairo and posted it I'd be here. Especially this time of year..."

"Not to worry. You're back, that's all that matters."

The traffic stopped and the bl eeper on the crossing ushered us across.
"Did you get hit by the storns?"

"We were nuch further south.”

"I was worried." Those little lines appeared at the corners of her
eyes.

"Si x hundred people died in the floods in Algeria ..
I | ooked straight ahead.

"Six hundred? | didn't know." We'd just got in anmong the cars when she
stopped and faced me, her arms pushed in under mine and |inked around mny
wai st .

"You stink like a canel, but it really is good to have you back all the
sanme." She kissed ne lightly on the lips, her skin cold but soft.

"You know what? | don't want you to go away ever again. | like you
right here, where | can see you."

We stayed wapped in each other and | fought the urge to tell her the
truth. Sanity prevailed. | would find a tinme and a place to do that,
but not now, not yet. She was too happy, | was too happy. | wanted to
keep the real world outside.

She | et ne go.
"Magi cal -nystery-tour tine."

We got to her mother's Plynouth sedan. Carrie hadn't got round to
buying a car since she'd got back: she'd been too busy. She'd arranged
the transportati on of Aaron's body from Panama to Boston, then the
cremation, before returning to Panana to scatter his ashes in the
jungle. After that, she'd had to get Luz settled into high school, and
herself into her new job. She'd also had to set up house then change
her life around again when a not-too-reliable Brit turned up begging for
a spare room

We split as she went to the driver's side of the Plynouth, reaching into
her bag for the keys and hitting the fob. The car unlocked with a bl eep
and a flash of the indicators. | pulled open the door, threw ny hol dal
into the back and clinbed in, as Carrie closed her door and put on her
belt. That frown of hers had reappeared, the one that went along with
the raised eyebrow and slight tilt of the head.

The engi ne turned over and we rolled out of the parking space. She
cl eared her throat.

"1'"ve been thinking about a whole bunch of stuff while you were away.
There's something very inportant I want to say to you."



| reached across and pulled off her hat before running ny fingers slowy
through her hair, as she negotiated the Plynmouth over the pothol ed
tarmac. We hit the nmain drag and turned left up the north shore for the
ten miles to Marbl ehead.

"Good inportant or bad inportant?" She shook her head.

"Not yet. [It'll be easier for ne to explain when we get there."
| nodded sl owy.

"CK. Tell me sone other stuff, then."

Luz liked her new school, she said, and had started to nake sone really
nice friends; she was staying over with one of themfor the rest of the
week to give us tinme together. She also told ne how her nother's
B-and-B had picked up a little since Septenber. ©Ch, and that she
thought there mght be a part-tine job for me at the yacht club as a
barman. | wanted to tell her that | didn't need a job pulling pints of
Sanuel Adans for weekend water warriors. Cone Wednesday, | was going to
be a bona fide, flag-waving citizen; the US was ny oyster, and all that
sort of thing.

Mar bl ehead old town was like a filmset: brightly painted wooden houses
with neat little gardens sitting on winding streets. Cornish fishernen
had settled there in the 1600s, maybe because the rocky coastline

rem nded them of hone. The only fishernen there now dangl ed |ines off
the backs of their nmillion-dollar boats in the Boston yacht club

Mar bl ehead t oday was where ol d Boston nbney met new Boston nobney.
Carrie's nother had been born there, and was bl essed with plenty of the
old stuff. She'd come back ten or so years ago, after her divorce from
George, and took in B-and-B guests because she enjoyed the conpany.

Carrie nade a couple of turns that took us off the main street and we
came to a stop on a snmall road that ran along the water's edge. Tucker's
Wharf jutted just a little into the water, with old weat her boarded
bui l di ngs either side, now restaurants and ye ol de shoppes. This is it,"
she announced.

"We're here."

We got out, zipped up against the cold, and Carrie took nmy armas she
wal ked me towards a wooden bench. W sat and | ooked out over the bay at
the | arge houses the other side.

"Mom used to bring ne here when | was a kid," Carrie said.

"She called it Marbl ehead's gangway to the world. That sounded pretty
magi cal to a ten-year-old, | can tell you. Itnmade nme think ny hone town
was the centre of the universe."

It sounded pretty nagical to ne, even now. The place |I'd grown up in
was the centre of a shit-heap

"She used to tell ne all kinds of stories of fishing boats setting off
fromhere to the Grand Banks, and crews gathering to join in the
revol utionary war and the war of 1812." She snil ed.

"You're not the only history buff around here. | hope you're
i mpressed." The snile faded slowy as her thoughts turned el sewhere.
She | ooked into nmy eyes, then away, across the water



"Nick, | don't really know where to start with this."

I gave her hair a stroke. | didn't know where this was going, but I
guessed it had to do with Aaron. | had a sudden flash of himsitting
under guard in that store roomin Panama, snoking. H s nose was

bl oodi ed and his eyes were swollen, but he was smiling, maybe feeling
happy with hinself that he'd hel ped the rest of us escape into the
jungl e as he enjoyed his last cigarette.

I hadn't had a clue how | was going to get himout of there. | was
unarnmed; ny options were about nil. Then he had nade the decision for
me. The door burst open and Aaron | aunched hinself into the night.

As he slithered into the darkness there was a |long burst of automatic
fire frominside the house. Then the guard got to the door and took aim
with a short, sharp burst.

I had heard an angui shed gasp, then a chilling, drawn-out scream Then
the sort of silence that told me he was dead.

"1 brought himhere, you know, soon after we'd nmet. W cane up from
Panama one vacation. | knew it would scandalize ny parents. Turned out
they had a whole | ot of other stuff on their ninds. George was too busy
fighti ng whoever were the designated bad guys that year to notice | was
there. | shouldn't have been surprised. He couldn't even renenber
Momis birthday. So back we went to Panama to study while the fol ks got
divorced." She smled wistfully.

"Jeez, 1'd gone to all that trouble to round off my rebellious years by
getting laid by ny teacher, and ny straitlaced parents were too busy
messing up their own relationship to pay any attention ... Shit!" she

said, rolling her eyes.
"Maybe | shouldn't be encouraging you into college."
I gave her a squeeze.

"l spent ny rebellious teenage years nicking cars, and the ones
couldn't get intol'd just smash up. | think they're over now "

Suddenly she pressed hersel f agai nst ne.

"I hated you being away, Nick. It scared nme. | guess it nmade ne
realize how much |'ve got used to having you around. After Aaron died
told nyself 1'd be very careful about |aying nyself open to that sort of
pai n again."

| lifted a hand to her face and brushed a tear from her cheek

"I was worried about being with you, Nick. Dependability isn't exactly
hi gh on your resune.”

I gave ny resune, as she called it, a quick glance. This tine |ast year
I'"d been living in sheltered housing in Canden, had no noney, had to
line up to get free food froma Hare Krishna soup-wagon. Al ny friends
were dead apart fromone, and he despised ne. Apart fromthe clothes
stood up in when | arrived in Panama, ny only other possessions were in
a bag stuck in Left Luggage at a London railway station. She had a
poi nt .

"And no sooner have we settled down here than you take off again. Not
much for a girl to brag to her nother about, is it?" She paused.



"Then there's Kelly. What if we don't get on? Wat if she and Luz
don't get on?"

I was Kelly's guardi an: she was the other woman in ny life | was busy

di sappointing. She was thirteen and not nearly as grown-up as she |iked
to think she was. 1'd be seeing her at Christmas down in Maryland. Not
on Christmas Day itself, because she was doing the famly thing with
Josh and his children, her new famly, but |1'd be seeing her on
Christmas Eve.

"Carrie, | ' She placed a finger to nmy lips.

"Sssh..." She turned and | ooked ne straight in the eye.

"I was worried, but 1'mnot worried any nore. | don't care about the
past. You're a tour guide now, a barman, whatever -1 don't care, as
long as you're good at it. The |last few weeks have been good for ne.
They gave me time to think, and | realized sonething. | can finally
thi nk about what's ahead. It's like | was just treading water the |ast

year, ny life was on hold.

That's what | want to tell you, Nick. | want us to be together really
together." She | ooked down, then up again and into ny eyes.

"New Carrie, new Nick, newlife. That's why | wanted to bring you here
Tucker's Wharf, gangway to the world. Gangway to the future.

"You' ve been so patient about Aaron. | know I'Il never get over him
but I amready to nove on, and that's the inportant thing. | want the
future to be about us."

"l don't know what to say."
Then don't. You don't need to say anything."

We stood up and wal ked armin armfor about twenty mnutes until we
reached a small protected cove.

"Little Harbor." She swept her hand across the bay.

"Mom al ways called this the place where it all began. The founders,
sonme of themher famly, put down their roots here in 1629. The
settlers cut back the forest to build tiny thatch-roofed cottages and
fishing boats. | can still hear Mom saying, "From here, strong-hearted
men set out to fish uncharted waters." | |oved her stories of the
founding fanmlies. They were gutsy, venturesone, in search of persona
liberty, a plot of land, a place by the sea..."

They had a point." | was surprised to hear nyself saying it out |oud.

"Mar bl ehead is pretty nuch ny fantasy, too, you know." | hadn't known
pl aces like this existed when | was bunking off school in Peckham

Tucker's Wharf was about departures, Nick. This is about arrivals. It's

our new start. | feel we're at the start of sonmething, and | wanted to
bring you here to tell you that. |'ve never shared this place with
anyone, not even Aaron." She sniled again.

"Ready for some nore history? Qur ships traded with the known worl d,
dried fish for clothing, tools, gold and silver. Everybody prospered
and there were two big news stories -war with the French, and pirates.
They harassed the coast for decades."”



She hesitated for a nonent, enbarrassed.

"I got you this." Fromunder her coat she produced a carefully wapped
gift, tied with shiny blue ribbon. She beaned.

"Go on, then, openit. It won't bite."
| renoved the ribbon as delicately as | coul d.

A Ceneral History of the Robberies and Murders of the nost Notorious
Pirates by Captain Charles Johnson

She coul d barely conceal her delight as | flicked through the pages,
pausing at each illustration

"I't was first published in 1724. | had to get this edition froma
little place in New York. | knowit's not the Mddle Ages, but there's
a whol e | ot about ships from New Engl and bei ng boarded en route to
London. | knew you'd like it. And, besides, it's to renmind you of

everything |'ve been boring you about just now "

| closed the book.

"You haven't been boring me. | loved every word of it.

We got back into the car and drove to Gregory Street. The house had
been in the family for years. Built in 1824, it was originally a
fisherman's cottage overl ooking the sea. Various extensions and
rebuil ds over the years, probably during the Gol den Age she was talking
about, had turned it into a spacious fanmly hone. A wooden pi neappl e
was nail ed above the front door as a sign of welcome. They were al
over the place in this part of the world. A couple of hundred years
ago, sailors returning fromlong voyages woul d place a pi neappl e by
their door to show they were back and people were wel cone to cone and
visit. | would nornmally have nmade sone quip about that, but thought
better of it today.

She swung the car into the gravel |led driveway and headed towards a
white Taurus parked in front of the annexe, next to ny covered-over
Yamaha 600 notorcycl e.

Carrie didn't seemtoo concer ned.

"I thought Mom wasn'texpecting anyone until Saturday. Oh, well, I'Il go
see if she renmenbered to put out the cookies and coffee. Got to | ook
after the guests!"

As we got closer | could see Massachusetts plates. The vehicle was so
clean and sterile it had to be a hire car.

She parked beside it and we both got out. She threw her keys at ne over
the roof. Tell you what, why not take a shower and I'I| be right back?
And nmeke sure you shave. W have sonme catching up to do." There was a
sm |l e before she nodded at the annexe.

n (b. n

Excited, she ran back down the drive towards the front of the house as
went into the annexe. It was huge, much bigger than the |last house I'd
lived in, and tastefully furnished in dark wooden furniture that had
been in the famly for generations. | always felt as if a photographer

from Homes and Gardens woul d appear at any minute to take pictures of me
reclining by the log fire. 1 didn't spread myself around too nuch,



though. | didn't have nuch to spread.

She had made a big effort for ny honecoming. There were flowers, and a
bottl e of champagne on the mantel pi ece. Leaning against it was a plain
white card that said in her distinctive, |large and neat handwiti ng,
"Wl cone hone. "

I put my holdall on the floor in the bedroom went into the en suite and
got the shower sparked up while | undressed. The hot water ran down ny

snelly body and | did sonething | hadn't done for a while. | started to
think seriously about the future.

| got to work with the soap and razor before stepping out to dry nyself
with soft white towels.

| heard the front door shut.

"I"'min here ..

The bedroom door opened and she stood in the frame, tears running down
her red face.

I had a bad feeling about this, and it had to do with the
Massachusetts-pl ated Taurus parked in the driveway.

"Carrie?"

Her green eyes, just as red as her face, stared at nme as | noved forward
to confort her. "Ceorge is here. Tell me what he's saying isn't true,
Ni ck." Her eyes searched nine, and | had to | ook away.

"VWhat' s he sayi ng?"

That you' ve been working for him™"
"Carrie, come and sit down '
"I don't want to sit down."

"l have sonething to tell you."

Then tell nme, before | go crazy," she said, and | coul d hear her
starting to | ose control

"VWhat are you going to tell me? Wy won't you sinmply say that ny father
is lying?"

"Because it's not that sinple," | said.

"It is sinple! |It's fucking sinple!"™ She could no |Ionger keep the
pani ¢ out of her voice.

"He says you work for him But that's not true, is it, Nick? Is it?
You' ve been in Egypt, haven't you, as a tour guide? Christ, N ck, are
we living a lie here?"

I shrugged. | didn't know what to say.
Carrie looked at me as if I'd knifed her
"You bastard!" she gasped.

"You fucking bastard!"

"You don't need to know this shit," | said.



"My work for himis finished. 1've done one job for him | only did it
to get ny citizenship. George has got nme a US passport. W can '

"W nothing!"™ she snapped.

"We don't exist any nore."

"But '

"You don't understand what you've done to ne, do you?"

The next few seconds seened to pass in slow notion. Carrie noved
towards the door, anger and sadness etched across her face. She stopped
and | ooked at ne for a long tine, as if she had sonething to say but
couldn't find the words. Then she was gone.

I didn't nove. | told nyself | needed to give her sonme space. In
truth, | just didn't have the bollocks to go after her

Then the decision was nade for me. The engine of the Plymouth fired up
and the car shot down the drive.



Seven.

A gang of seagulls screeched overhead and dived into the water just
forty nmetres away as | ran towards the front of the house.

The sea was choppy; there was a wind getting up that nade the yachts in
the bay bob agitatedly at their noorings, and their rigging sound |ike
the rattle of a hundred cages.

| opened the insect screen and as soon as | was through the heavy wooden
front door | was hit by the overbearing heat. Her nother kept the
tenperature at a solid ninety degrees, day and night.

George called out fromthe rear, "In the kitchen."

My Ti nberl ands clunked on the dark hardwood fl oor of the hallway and
passed the loudly ticking grandfather clock.

George was sitting, straight backed, at the old pine rectangul ar table.
A dozen or so photographs of boats were stuck to a cork board behind
him and he was | ooking down at a picture frame in his hands. Little
doilies and snelly candl es sat on every scrap of surface.

"You know what they say about New Engl anders and the cold, N ck?"
I shook ny head.

"When the tenperature hits zero all the people in Mam die. But New
Engl anders, they just close the windows. Trust nmy ex-wife to be
different."

If he was extending a hand of friendship, | wasn't shaking.

Just like in the old picture of years ago, square-jawed and nuscul ar,
George was still looking |ike sonmething off a recruitment poster. The
only difference now was that his short back and sides was greying. His
face was cold and unyielding. This setting of New England fam |y
domesticity didn't suit himat all

"What the fuck are you doing here, George? W were supposed to neet
downt own Wednesday, renenber?”

"Qur plans have changed, Nick. W're not talking about a holiday
booki ng. "

He pursed his lips and picked up a framed photograph fromthe Wl sh
dresser. | could see it was of the three of them Carrie nust have
been about ten years old in her blue checked school girl summer dress. He
was in his nedal - and badge-festooned mlitary uniform holding a
certificate, with his wife standing proudly beside him 1'd told Carrie
when | first saw it that they | ooked the perfect famly. She'd | aughed.

"Then hellooo ... nmeet the camera that lied."

"You coul d have sent somebody. You didn't have to cone in person. You
know I wanted to keep her out of this.”

He didn't answer as | |ooked down at him He was a nan who had never

| et power and success go to his clothes. He was dressed in his civilian
uniform a brown corduroy sports jacket with brown suede el bow pads,
white button-down collar shirt, and a brown tie. There had been one
addition since 11 Septenber: he now had a Stars and Stripes button badge
pinned to his right lapel. But, these days, who didn't?



At | ast he | ooked up

"She didn't even give you time to dry your hair." There was just a hint
of a smle as he thought of his daughter fucking nme off, as he placed
the frame carefully on the tabl etop

"I've done you a favour, son. She needed to find out some time. And
happen to think she deserved to know." He bent down and picked up a
| eat her folder from beside his feet.

"Maybe this will help. Conplinents of the US Governnent."

He went and poured hinself some coffee fromthe percolator while | sat
opposite his chair at the table and unzi pped the fol der

"It's not as if it's a bad thing you've done, you've nothing to be
ashanmed of ." He turned round and gestured towards the mug in his hand.
| accepted with a grudging nod. Carrie's nother would go ape if the
wood got marked so | took two pineapple-notif coasters fromthe pile in
the centre of the table as George continued, now with his back to ne.

"This isn't a war of choice like Vietnamor Kosovo. This is a war of
necessity. It's in our yard now, Nick. Carrie should be proud of you

I glanced into the folder and saw ny passport, driver's |licence and
ot her docunents. This could have waited, George."

"What you did for us out there, it had to be done, Nick. This is not
the time to be showing the world we're nice guys. This outreach thing
that's going on, every school kid gets a Miuslimpen pal, that kind of
thing, it makes no sense. This isn't atime to hug, this is atine to
be feared."

I flipped through the passport and there was sonething wong, big-tine
wong. These weren't Nick Stone's docunents; they bel onged to somneone

called Nick Scott, who had the same face as nme. | |ooked up sharply.
George was still pouring creaner.
"I didn't want a new nanme, | wanted nmy own back."

He cane and sat down with the two nugs of coffee, passing one across the
table then waving ny | ast words aside. He kept the other in his huge

I eft hand, his veteran's onyx signet ring glinting on his wedding
finger. He took a tentative sip; too hot the nug went on the coaster

"Do you know over six hundred people died in floods over in Algeria two
days ago? You were lucky to get in-country before the storms."

I cupped ny hands around the nmug and felt the heat.
"l heard sonething."

"You know why? Because the drains had been bl ocked to stop terrorists
pl anti ng bonbs under the streets and killing people. Kind of ironic,
isn't it?"

I didn't know where this was headed, but | wasn't feeling good about it.

I just wanted to get out of here and go and find Carrie.

"Know what mny job is nowadays, N ck? To nake sure we don't have to
bl ock our drains. You' ve helped nme do that, and the first thing I want
to say today is thank you."



This was really starting to worry ne. | picked up the dull-1ooking brew
with not enough creaner, and took a sip.

"For years, we've been fighting this war with our hands tied. Now
peopl e are | ooking for scapegoats because America doesn't feel safe any
more. America says, "The governnment shoul d have known, the Cl A should
have known, the nmilitary should have known. Thirty billion of our tax
doll ars spent on intelligence, why didn't anyone know?" He paused to
lift his nmug. Well, here's the news. On nine-eleven America had the
exact |evel of protection that it was willing to pay for. W' ve been
telling governnent for years that we need nore noney to fight this
thing. W told themthis would eventually happen but Congress woul dn't
give us cash. Doesn't anyone watch C- Span any nore to see what their
own government is doing? Mybe they're just too busy watching Jerry
Springer. What do you think?"

I shrugged, not really understandi ng what he was on about, not that it
mattered. | just got the feeling the place we were going to wasn't one
where | wanted to be

"Did any of the conplainers see the intelligence chiefs tal king about
the new terrorisn? W kept telling Congress, live on TV, there wasn't
enough nmoney to build intelligence networks in the areas where these
scum are operating and that they needed to untie our hands so we could
deal with this situation. W've told themfor years that this is a
clear and present danger within Anerica's borders that needs to be taken
on and defeated but, hey, guess what? Congress just said no, |ooking at
ways of saving a nickel." He took a long, slow breath of frustration
bef ore conti nui ng.

"So why didn't America demand nore protection fromtheir Congressmen?
Because they were watching one of their two hundred ot her channels and
didn't catch the news. Didn't catch Congress telling us we didn't need
more capability. Telling us we were just |ooking for something to
replace Cold War. Know why Congress did that? Because they think
that's what the people think, and they don't want to upset them because
they don't want to lose their vote. Now everything is different. Now
we have all the nails we need to shut the stable door, but the horse has
al ready bol ted.

"Goddam it, N ck, why didn't things change after the terrorist attack
on the USS Col e? Seventeen Anmerican sailors canme hone in body-bags why
didn't that open their eyes? And what about the bonbing of the air
force base in Saudi Arabia? O the enbassy staff in Africa? O our
soldiers nutilated and dragged through the streets of Somalia? Wy
wasn't anybody letting us do anything then?

"Because those guys up on the Hill were just too dammed busy worrying
about the civil rights of paedophiles and rapists, worrying about
interest rates on credit cards that the voters use to buy w de screen
digital TVvs to make themfeel life is good. But those home-novie
centres don't seemto get C Span. Nobody knows what's going on, and
that's just how Congress wanted to keep it. Then they have the gall to
ask us: "Why did they attack the innocent people? Wy didn't they go
after the military?" WeIlI, the answer is, that's a done deal, but no
one took any notice."

He picked up his nmug and | ooked genuinely sad, the first time | had ever
seen himlike that. He seened to be lost in his own world for a while
until | cut in.

"So now what ?"



"Now?" The nug went down.

"We've got the noney. A billion-dollar down-paynent. The problemis
finding a way to fight these people. They don't have anything to
defend. It's not like the Cold War, or any war, that we've seen before.

There's no real estate to fight over, and the notion of deterrence
doesn' tapply to these guys. There's no treaty to be negotiated, no arns
control agreenent that's going to guarantee our security. The only way
we can deal with themis to hit themhard and fast and take them down.
You know it's crazy only a few nonths ago, they were saying a hundred
mllion for the Navy was too nuch..."

He paused and reflected. | wasn't too sure if this was all part of the
performance: George m ght be sad, but he still had a job to do.
"But, hey, you can't unring a bell, Nick. 1'mhere because | want you

to work for me. For us. N ck Scott would be your cover name."
I shook ny head.
"The deal was one job. You agreed on that."

"BEvents have taken a serious turn these |ast couple days, Nick." His
voi ce was steely, his gaze |evel

"Al - Qaeda have upped the ante, these guys are just programmed for
trouble. | can't tell you how unless you comrit. But |I can tell you,
this is the front page of the threat nmatrix the president gets to read
every day. These are scary days, Nick. VYesterday's ran to thirty

pages." He |ooked down at the table and traced a figure of eight with
hi s mug.
"You know what? At the nonent | feel like a blind watchnmaker, just

throwi ng the conponents into the case and waiting to see what works."

I didn't | ook up, because | knew he was waiting, his eyes ready to
ambush mi ne.

"I need your help, Nick." It was a challenge, not an entreaty.
Thi ngs are good here with Carrie."

"Are they?" He gave an exaggerated frown.

"l don't think she took it too well. She's |like her nom"

The arse hole Divide and rule. He'd done it on purpose. | forced
myself to stay calm

"You didn't tell her everything, did you?"

"Son, | don't even tell God everything. 1'lIl leave that until | neet
himface to face. But, right now, | see it as ny duty to nmake sure
there's a big fucking bunch of al-Qaeda ahead of nme in the line."

He stood up and turned his back to nme again as he placed
the framed picture back on the dresser. Maybe he didn't want nme to see
how proud he was of the way he'd delivered his |ines.

"The secret of conbating terrorismis sinple don't get terrorized. Keep
a clear head and fight back on their terns. That's the only way we're
going to win this war or, at least, contain it, keep a lid on it. But we
can only do that if we take the battle to them wth every nmeans at our



disposal. And that's where you cone in, Nick. | need to stop the
drains getting blocked and fast. Do you want to know nore, N ck, or am
I wasting ny tinme here?"

| | ooked at hi mand took another nouthful of coffee. 1'd |like to know
what happened to Zeral da's head."

There was a bit of a smle.

"I't cane back here and was presented to his cousin in Los Angeles on a
silver salver. By all accounts it kind of freaked himout."

"What about the grease ball who was there with hinf? WAs he the source?
Is that why no one el se was to be killed?"

"Greasebal | ?* He nmanaged to conplete the smle

"I like it. Yes, he was and still is a source, and a good one too good
to lose just yet." The snile faded.

"N ck, have you ever heard of hawallaT |I'd spent enough time in the
M ddle East to know it, and when | was a kid in London, all the I|Indian
and Pakistani famlies used it to send cash back hone.

"Li ke Western Union, but without the ADSL |ines, right?"
He nodded.

"OK, so what we've got is a centuries-old system of noving noney,
originally to avoid taxes and bandits along the ancient Silk Road, and
nowadays to avoid the noney laundering laws. A guy in San Francisco
wants to send sone cash to, say, his nother in Delhi. So, he walks into
one of these haw alla bankers, maybe a shopkeeper, nmaybe even working in
the money markets in San Fran. The hawal | ada takes his cash and gives
the guy a codeword. The hawal |l ada then faxes, calls or emails his
counterpart in Del hi, naybe a restaurant owner, and gives himthe
codeword and the anmount of the transfer. The guy's nother goes into the
Del hi restaurant, says the codeword and collects. And that's it takes
less than thirty mnutes to nove huge sunms of npbney anywhere in the
world, and we have no track of it.

"These haw alla guys settle their debts and comm ssions anong

thensel ves. I n Pakistan, business is huge. There's naybe five, six
billion dollars US sent back there every year by nmigrant workers just
fromthe Gulf states. But only one billion goes through normal banking

channel s. Everything el se goes via hawal |l adas. These guys work on
total trust, a handshake or a piece of paper between them |It's been
going on for centuries, nust be about the second ol dest profession. It
even gets a nention in the New Testanent." He gave nme a wy snile.

"Carrie's nother is a very religious woman. You know the tale of Ananis
and Safia?"

As if. | shook ny head.

"Go read sone day. These haw alla guys were hiding noney that they were
due to give to Peter, so they were deened sinners. And when they were
confronted with their shane they just fell down and died." There was a
pause.

"That's what you did for us, N ck: you nade Zeralda fall down and die.
This haw alla network has been used to funnel noney to the terrorist
groups in the Kashnmir valley. 1It's been used by the heroin trade com ng



out of Afghanistan, and nowit's here, in the US

"This is not good, N ck. Zeralda was a hawal | ada, and we reckon he'd
moved between four and five million dollars into this country for
terrorismin the last four years. You can be sure the legit banks are
doing their bit now and cracki ng down on | aundering all around the
world, but with haw alla we can't check accounts or nonitor electronic
transfers.

"Well, we've got to close it dowmn. Al-Qaeda is retreating and
regrouping their assets in both manpower and cash. We've got to turn
of f the faucet, Nick, and we've got to do that before al-Qaeda noves al
its funds to safe harbours. Money is the oxygen for their canpaign in
this country your new country. | say again, am|l wasting ny tine here,
Ni ck?"

I really needed roomto think
"What happened to the cousin in Los Angel es?"

"Let's put it this way, we didn't stand in his way when he junped on the
first plane he could get out of the States. All he left behind was a
few clothes, a pair of |eather nmotorcycle gloves, a Qur'an, and maybe
sixty pages of Arabic text off the Internet. Al his accounts are
frozen, but we're not after his noney. W want himto go spread the
news of what happened to the other half of the transaction route. He's
back in Algeria, a very scared man, and much nore use to us there than
he woul d be sitting in a penitentiary."

The coffee was al nbst cold. | took another sip to buy nyself sone nore
thi nking tine.

"See, Nick, you were the key. The key that switched on the power of
terror. Bringing back that head showed these guys that for us anything
is possible as well. They've got to know we're coming for them that
they shouldn't start reading any | ong books, know what | mean?"

He |iked that one and took another swi g hinself.

"As Runsfeld just told the world, Nick, there will be covert operations
and they' |l be secret even in success."

"Did you know beforehand that Zeralda was into boys? W were briefed it
was just hookers."

"As | said, even God doesn't know everything I know. | wanted to nake
sure you guys finished the job. Not being nentally geared up for it,
then seeing sonmething as sick as that would make it ... shall | say |ess
confusing? | just figured you'd be thinking it could be your own kid.
Am | right?"

I nodded. The expression in those boys' eyes had reninded ne of the way
Kel Iy | ooked when her parents were killed.

"Ni ck, | understand what you want fromlife now, but things have changed
for all of us since Septenber, and everything' s ratcheted up again in
the last twenty-four hours. M grandfather was only here a year before
fighting for this country in the First Wrld War. My father did the
same in the Second, because he wanted this country to remain free. 1've
done the sane all ny life, and even found nyself crying on nine-eleven
and that's not a place | often go to.

"Do this new job for me, and | guarantee you'll get a Nick Stone



passport. Al you'll need to do is swear your oath of allegiance and
that's it, you're one of the seven hundred thousand new Americans this
year." He switched on the kind of expression you nornally only see in
st ai ned- gl ass wi ndows.

"You're one of us now, Nick. All the people you |love live here. Think
about Kelly. What world do you want her to grow up in? The kind of

pl ace where you freak out every time she flies here to see you? Wo
knows? It'Il take a while, but Carrie will understand. Think about it,
Ni ck, just think."

I"d done ny thinking. 1'd heard all | needed to hear
| stood up, handing himthe empty nug.

"No. I've done ny bit. W had a deal and ny only job nowis to make
things right with Carrie."



Ei ght.

I ran out on to the street. | didn't need to be Oprah Wnfrey or Dr.
Phil to work out where she had gone | mean, where do you go when the man
you' ve poured your heart out to turns round and head butts you?

I found the Plynouth and wal ked down into Little Harbor. She was
sitting on the beach, staring out at the houses on the other side of the
bay. M footsteps crunched on ice as | approached.

"Carrie, I"'mso sorry ..."
She turned very slowy to face ne.

"How coul d you?" Her voice was weary, defeated, enpty even of the

bitterness | expected and, | guessed, deserved.

"How do you think this makes ne feel? | trusted you."

"I"'mnot turning into your dad. It was just that once. One job. It's
over now. "

"Of all people ... He caused Aaron's death, remenber? The sane nan who

was going to blow up an Anerican cruise ship just so the Wite House
woul d have the excuse to march back into Panana. Doesn't that nean
anything to you?"

| hated it when she looked at ne like that. It was as though she could
see right through ne, and it wasn't a view |l'd ever nuch enjoyed. 1|'m
so sad, Nick. |I'mfeeling bereaved all over again. | feel so goddam

stupid; | thought we had sonething good happeni ng here."
| sat down beside her.

"Look, I'msorry | couldn't tell you, but what could | have said to make
it sound all right?"

The truth, that's all | needed and always need fromyou. The truth
can handle, the truth I can work with, but this ..." She turned away,
tears runni ng down her face.

I thought about Zeral da's head, and gave m ne a shake.

"Carrie, you remenber how it was in Panama. You know how t hese jobs
work. There are sone truths you really don't want to know. .."

This has been the story of ny life, Nick. | just can't risk it al
happening again. | knowit's selfish of nme, but | don't think I can
take it any nore. That man is responsible for so much pain in ny life.
He sacrificed me and ny nom by dedicating hinself to his doubl e-dealing

world. But even so, | allowed nyself to be sucked in, and because of it
my husband was killed. | kid nyself | blanme George for Aaron's death,
but do you know what? Really, | blame nyself. | let ny own father

exploit me, the way he exploits everyone.

"In Panama, he knew | was desperate to get a passport for Luz so we
could get back to the States. But |'ve never gotten anything fromhim
for free. Even as a little girl, | always had to earn it first."

I watched her as her eyes concentrated on the water but her m nd was
el sewhere

"Aaron was right all along. He told ne that once it started and George
knew we were desperate for the passport, it would never stop because



George wouldn't let it. And you know what? He was right, because here
we are again. Howcan | let nyself be with you until | know you've no
| onger got even a toe in that world?

"I'"ve made the mi stake of depending on you. Depending on you being
there when | wake up in the norning. And, worse still, Luz has started
to get used to you being around, too. [|I'mnot going to run the risk of
having to tell her that another person she |oved, that she relied upon,
is lying in some ditch with a bullet in the back of his head ..."

I reached out to touch her but she stiffened and noved away.

"You could have applied for citizenship. You could have gone back to
school, had a hone, you could have had nme. Doesn't any of that nean
anyt hi ng?"

| didn't answer her inmediately.

"I can't think of anything I'd like nmore. 1t's the full fairytale, for
me." | didn't know how she did it, but | always found myself saying
things to her that | thought I'd kept well buried.

"Perhaps the real truth is that | can't quite believe there's a place
for me in your perfect world. Renenber what | said to you in the
jungle? M world nay look like a pile of shit' 'but at |east you
sonmetines get to sit on the top of it..."

| |1 ooked at her, hoping for even a hint of a snmile, but | hadn't cone
cl ose.

"That's not the issue here." Her voice was still sad and tired.

"You lied to nme, Nick, that's the long and the short of it. Nothing's
changed. You betrayed what | thought we had. ©h, God, when | think
what | said to you today, | feel so ridiculous.”

My heart was pounding as | stood behind her, trying to think what |
coul d say.

"We just need time, Carrie. W just need time...'

She shook her head. The tears were running off her face now and on to
her Puffa jacket, staining the nylon a darker green

"You'd better go. Both of us have got to do sone thinking. | don't
think I can just now. When you're ready to cone back to me on ny terns,
Ni ck, give me a call.

"Until then, if it has to be you who does ny father's dirty work for
him N ck, it has to be you. 1'Il never forget what you did for us in
Panama. |'Il always admre the man you are, and I'Il always |ove the
man you m ght have all owed yourself to be. But don't expect Luz and ne
to come and put flowers on your grave ..."



N ne.

Navi gation lights flashing in the gloom an American Airways jet

t hundered down the runway and took off, quickly disappearing into dense
low cloud. | turned back fromthe wi ndow and | ooked at George. His
finger was jabbing a copy of the Boston G obe so | could see the front
page pictures of dead Taliban scattered across Afghanistan

"A wounded animal is the nost dangerous of all, Nick. There will be
another strike; it's just a matter of where and when." He gave ne a

| ook of such intensity that | began to realize | was going to be going
sooner than |later.

"We've received A grade int in the last few days that they're putting
sonet hing together for Christmas. But we have no idea of the target and
that's where you cone in."

We'd conme straight to the Hilton at Logan airport, and it had al ready

been getting dark when we arrived. He had booked the roomwell in
advance. The arse hol e had known precisely how Carrie woul d react when
she heard the truth, and had still been in the kitchen, waiting for ne,
when | got back to the house. He didn't exactly have to twist ny armto
get me working for himagain. 1'd already nade up ny mnd on the wal k
back to Gregory Street or, rather, it had been made up for ne. The fact
was, | had nowhere else to go. Wat was | going to do? Check into a

motel down the road and try to patch things up with her over the next
few mont hs, between pulling pints at the yacht club? Go back to the UK?
There was nothing for ne there except trouble; George woul d make sure of
that. No, if | wanted to stay in the US to see Kelly and perhaps really
get alife, | had to play by his rules. M/ inmrediate objective had to
be to earn a real passport, and when the job was over, just see which
way the wind was blowing. Well, that was where ny half an hour of

thi nki ng had taken ne, and it had seened to make some kind of sense at
the tine.

"You have to ask yourself, N ck, which is scarier, the noise or the
silence? Even before nine-el even, we knew that there were al-Qaeda
active service units out there, and they haven't gone away." He was
sitting at the desk to the left of the TV and mni-bar; the chair had
been turned to face the bed where | was |ying agai nst the headboard.

"You got anything on then?"

"If only ... He jabbed at the newspaper again.

"The word is they'll all have nad eyes and beards not so. This side of
the Atlantic they're just ordinary, respectable people. Conputer
technici ans, accountants, realtors; sonetines even born and raised
here." He | ooked around the room

"Even hotel receptionists, sone of themmarried with two point four
children, an MPV and a nortgage.

They don't have to hide thenselves in ethnic ghettos, Nick. They live
i n our nei ghbour hoods shop in our malls, wear Gap, hey, even drink
Coke." He took a can fromthe nminibar and lifted the ring pul

"These fol ks are well-spoken, intelligent pillars of the conmunity. They
conme here as kids, lie low, blend in, bide their tine classic sleepers.
But they don't even have to be foreigners. GQGuys are converting to Islam
by the hundred in our own prisons and, believe nme, they're not turning
into Allah's answer to Billy Graham.."



He sat back, the can resting on his knee.

"W don't know who, or how many, are in the ASUs. All we know is these
sons of bitches are ready and waiting to press the button on Decenber
twenty-fourth."

He pull ed sonme papers fromhis alloy briefcase, and a fistful of airline
tickets for Nick Scott.

"These are copies of stuff found by Special Forces in Afghanistan,
transcripts fromtactical interrogations of prisoners, and nore in-depth
material from al -Qaeda, rendered in Pakistan." He sat back in the chair
while | scanned the first few pages.

"I't confirnms three things. One, al-Qaeda have the knowhow to build
radi ol ogi cal bonbs. Two, they've gotten their hands on substanti al
quantities of radioactive material in the US. And three, they plan to
use it Decenber twenty-fourth. Dirty bonbs you know what |'m sayi ng,
don't you?"

| knew what he was saying. These things had radioactive material packed
around conventional explosives. Wen detonated, the inmediate expl osion
woul d cause just as nmuch damage as a conventional weapon, but it would
al so blast radiation into the surrounding atnosphere. An area the size
of Manhattan or bigger, if the wind blew would have to be cordoned off
whi | e they sandbl asted buil dings, replaced tarmac, bull dozed
contaminated earth and for years after, the queues of cancer victins
woul d grow outside every hospital. Dirty bonbs are a perfect terrorist
weapon; they don't just blow you up, they rip out the nation's heart.

George was reading ny thoughts.

"We're tal ki ng Chernobyl, N ck. Chernobyl, in our own backyard ..." He
paused, holding up his hands, fighting back the words.

"And if that happens, they've won. No matter what happens after. Just

i magi ne what will happen if a truck with rmaybe four thousand pounds of
homenade expl osi ve and radi oactive waste drives at ninety into the Wite
House railings, right on to the lawn, maybe into the house itself. Now,
i magi ne anot her headi ng into Rockefeller Plaza, when you can't nove for
Christmas shoppers, and another, say, on Wall Street. O maybe not
trucks, nmaybe twenty people on foot, in malls across Boston, carrying
two, three, four pounds of contaninated HE in ac arrier bag or strapped
under their winter coats. |nagine themdetonating all at the sane tine.
I magine that, Nick. | do, and haven't slept for weeks."

He squeezed the enpty can of Coke |ike he was throttling the life out of
it, and this tine it wasn't part of the act.

"According to these docunents, their guys have been stealing and storing
i sotopes for two years, the stuff used in hospitals and industry. W're
tal king a big enough stockpile to nake either a |l ot of snmall devices or
maybe five or six Okl ahomas we could be tal king of both truck and
pedestrian attacks."

He | eant forward, el bows on knees.

"W have one straw to grasp at. These guys are on a suicide mssion
But," he raised his right index finger, 'but they're not going to do a
damed thing until they know famly business is taken care of."

"You nean, the ASUs won't commit until they get confirmation that Dad



has a new Landcruiser with all the trimm ngs?"

"Exactly. They may be crazy, but they're not stupid. So, here's ny
thinking. The set-up funds for these attacks have been coning into the
US for nearly three years, and they'd have had everything in pl ace
before hitting the WIC because they'd know the shutters would conme down
strai ght afterwards.

"We know fromthe Zeral da connection that al-Qaeda channelled the cash
to their ASUs in the US via three hawal | adas based in the South of
France. These guys woul d al so get the conpensation noney to the ASUs'
famlies, via their counterparts in Algeria." He smled for the first
time since we'd entered the room

"But that isn't going to happen now, since you did your John the Bapti st
trick with Zeralda. Al hawallada activity has cone to a halt in
Al geria, and other al-Q noney-novers have followed suit.

"So, the way it looks is that these French hawal | adas have a nass of
cash around three mllion US which they still have to get to the
famlies. |If not, no attack.

"We know from our source in France that an al-Qaeda teamis on its way
there they're going to physically package up the noney and take it back
to Algeria." He paused, to nmake sure | got the message. Tour job
Nick, is to make sure that doesn't happen.™

In George's |anguage, we had to 'render' them |In mine, once we had
identified the three hawall adas with the help of information fromthe
source, whom|'d be contacting once | got into France, we were to |ift
them drug them and |eave themat a DOP [drop off point]. Fromthere,
they' d be picked up and taken aboard an Anmerican warship that woul d be
anchored near Nice on a goodwill visit. Once on board, a team of
interrogators would get to work on them straight away, to find out who
their US counterparts were. There'd be no tine to bring themback to
the States, it had to be done in theatre. They'd not enjoy coning round
in the belly of that warship; the inquisition would be doing their stuff
to protect their own flesh and bl ood back honme, not sone far-off bit of
desert or jungle. It nakes quite a difference. Once the hawal |l adas had
been sucked dry, maybe they'd have their heads chopped off, too. |
didn't want to know, and | didn't nuch care.

"The FBI and CI A are doing everything they can to | ocate these ASUs,"
Geor ge said.

"But as far as |'mconcerned, these hawal |l adas are the quickest route to
fingering the guys sitting at honme in New Jersey or wherever with a
truckl oad of caesi um w apped around sone honmenade expl osive."

"What if the source doesn't cone up with the goods?"
George waved this aside

"Everything's in a state of flux. Just get down there, neet up with the
two guys who'll be on your team and wait for my word on the source
meet . "

He | ooked nme directly in the eye.

"So much depends on you, Nick. |If you succeed, none of these guys gets
to see Decenber fourteenth, let alone twenty-four. But whatever
happens, that nmoney must not make it to Algeria."



He sat back in his chair once nore and spread his hands.

"And it goes without saying, this has to be done w thout the French

knowing. It takes time to go through all that human rights and due
process bureaucratic crap that's time we don't have." "And we have to
make sure the rendered haivalladas still have their heads on, so they

can chat to you people, right?"

George hel ped hinself to another Coke. | didn't notice himoffering ne
one.

"I don't have to tell you this, Nick. |If sonmeone hits you and then
threatens to hit you sonme nore, you've got to stop them Period."

The can went into the bin and he started collecting together the stuff
on the bed and put it back into his briefcase. The briefing was over.
"You leave in the norning. Enjoy the flight |I hear Air France have some
great wines."

He stood up, tightened his tie, and buttoned up his jacket.

"W have a lot of catching up to do if we're to win this war, N ck, and
you're now part of that catch-up."

He turned back half-way to the door.
"Until they kill you, of course, or | find soneone better."

He gave ne a big smle, but | wasn't sure he neant it as a joke.



Ten.
WEDNESDAY, 21 NOVEMBER, 10:37 hrs

| sat in the laverie on boul evard Carnot, watching ny sheets tunble
about in the soapy water, deafened by the constant roar of traffic that
drowned even the drone of the washing nachines. | was waiting to RV
with the source. The RV was to take place across the busy boul evard at
Le Natale brasserie at eleven, either inside or at a pavenent table,
dependi ng on where the source decided to sit. She was calling that
particular shot, and | didn't like it.

The nid-norning tenperature had clinbed into the | ow sixties. The
thinnest clothes I'd brought with me from Boston were what | was wearing
now, jeans and a blue Tinberland sweatshirt, but judging by one or two
of the passers-by, | wouldn't have been out of place in winter furs.

Le Natale was a cafe-tab ac where you could buy a lotto ticket and win a
fortune, put all the winnings on a horse, watch the race while eating
lunch or just throw ng cof fee down your neck, then buy your road tax and
a book of stanps on the way out.

I had picked the launderette for cover. The sheets had been bought
yesterday after 1'd recced this area. You always have to have a reason
for being sonewhere

George had told me three days ago that the source woul d be supplying ne
with details of a pleasure boat that was parking some tinme soon
somewhere al ong the coast. On board would be the al-Qaeda team an as
yet unknown nunber of people, who would be collecting the noney from
three different hawal | adas before taking it back to Algeria. W were to
follow the collectors, see who they picked up the noney from then do
our job the sane day. There was no tine to waste. George wanted them
in that warship ASAP.

I was the only one in the laverie, apart fromthe old woman who did the
service washes. Every few m nutes she hitched up her shabby brown
overcoat and dragged her slippered feet across the worn lino tiles to
test the danpness of the clothes in the tunble dryers. She kept dabbing
the cl ot hes agai nst her cheeks and seemed to be conpl aining to herself
about the lack of drying power every time. She'd then close the door
and nmunbl e some nore to ne while | smiled back at her and nodded, ny
eyes already returning to the target the other side of the plate glass
wi ndow, or as much of it as | could see through the posters for Pl ayboy
and how ' super econoni que' the machi nes were.

I1'"d been in the South of France four days now, having |left Boston on the
first flight to Ansterdam then on to Paris before finally arriving here
on the eighteenth. | got nyself a bed in a hotel in the old quarter of
Cannes, behind the synagogue and the fruit and cheap cl ot hes market.

Today was the day the covert three-man team | commanded was about to
take the war to al - Qaeda

My washi ng machi ne was spinning |like mad as a stream of people moved in
and out of the brasserie doors, buying their Canel Lights or Wnstons
along with their paper as the world screamed past in both directions.

The noney we were after fromthe hawal | adas had been nade here in

Europe. Al -Qaeda and the Taliban between them controlled nearly seventy
per cent of the world's heroin trade. The haw alla system had been used
very successfully to nove that cash to the US to finance the ASUs. The



old woman pull ed her weary body up once nore, munbling to herself as
pretended to |l ook interested in a man on a noped who was weaving in and
out of the traffic with only one hand on his handl ebars. The other was
hol ding a plastic coffee cup. His helnmet straps flew out each side of
his helnmet as he tried to take a gulp at the sane tine as cutting up a
Citroen.

This was a good place to watch the RV before making contact, and it hid
me fromthe CCTV canmera nounted outside on a high steel pole. It seened
to be nonitoring the traffic on the incredibly busy four-1lane boul evard
that connected the autoroute with the beach, but for all | knew it m ght
be novable. | wasn't taking any chances. There was not only al - Qaeda
and the hawal | adas to worry about, but French police and intelligence
surveillance as well.

Since this was a totally deniable operation, every precaution had to be
made to ensure the security of our team The French had vast experience
fighting Islam ¢ fundamentalism They had an excell ent human
intelligence network in North Africa and coul d di scover that we were
operating on the Riviera at any tine. It didn't matter how or why; they
m ght have nonitored the al - Qaeda noney novenent, and we'd get caught in
the mddle. Then we would be really in the shit, as no one woul d be
comng to help us. 1In fact, George would probably help the French to
convict us as terrorists to cover his arse. | still wondered | ate at
night why the fuck | did these jobs. Wiy did | not only take them on
but get fucked over by the very people | should have had nobst reason to
trust? The noney was good well, it was now, working for George. But I
still couldn't cone up with the answer, so last night | used the sane
mantra |'d always nuttered to stop nme thinking too nuch about anyt hing.

"Fuck it."

This nmeet with the source was the first of many high-risk activities ny
team was going to undertake in the next few days. | had no idea who
this woman was; for all | knew, the French, or even al-Qaeda, m ght

al ready be on to her, and |I'd be caught up in a total gang fuck on day
one.

The cafe had | arge, clear w ndows, unobstructed by posters or blinds,
whi ch was sonething else | didn't like. It was too easy for people to
see in, especially people with tel ephoto | enses. A red canvas awni ng
protected sone of the outside tables for those who wanted to keep out of
the sun. Two custoners sat at different tabl es readi ng newspapers under
it, and a couple of wonen seened to be conparing the hairstyles of their
little puffed-up poodles. The Riviera' s norning routine was just
general | y noochi ng al ong.

A few of the wonen had to be Italian. They didn't so nmuch wal k as glide
in their mnks, but naybe they were sinply steering clear of the poodle
shit. Everyone in Cannes seemed to own one of the heavily coiffed
little shifters, and trotted themalong on their fancy | eads, or |ooked
on lovingly as they did a dunp in the nmddle of the pavement. |I'd

al ready had to scrape three | oads off ny Tinberlands since arriving, and
had now becone a bit of an expert at the Cannes Shuffle, dodgi ng and
weavi ng as | wal ked.

To ny right, the boul evard headed gently uphill, getting steeper as it
passed two or three kilometres of car deal erships and unattractive
apartment bl ocks before hitting Autoroute 8, which took you either to

Ni ce and Italy, about an hour away, or down to Marseille and the Spanish
bor der.



To nmy left, and about five minutes' walk downhill, lay the rail way
station, the beach and the main Cannes tourist traps. But the only part
of towmn | was interested in today was where | was right now. |n about
fifteen mnutes the source should be turning up wearing a red pashnina
and a pair of jeans; she was going to sit at a table and read a

nmont h-ol d copy of Paris-Match, one with a picture of Julia Roberts on

t he cover.

I didn't like the physical set-up for this meet. 1'd taken a coffee and
croi ssant inside the cafe yesterday for a recce and could see no escape
route. It wasn't |ooking good: |arge, unobstructed wi ndows letting the

wor |l d see what was happeni ng inside, and an exposed pavement outside.
couldn't leap off afire escape at the back, or go to the toilets and
climb out of the window if anyone came barging through the main door. |
woul d have to go for the virgin ground of the kitchen. | had no choice:
I had to make contact with the source.

The tunbl er door opened behind ne on to a batch of very flowery
patterned sheets. | shifted my weight on to ny left buttock and

adj usted ny bum bag, which hung over the fly of ny jeans and contai ned
my passport and wallet. The bag never left me, and to help nake sure it
stayed that way |'d threaded a wire through the belt. Pickpockets in
the crowds down here used Stanley knives to slit belts and straps, but
they'd have had a tough job with this one.

The old woman was still nunbling away to herself, then raised her voice
to ne, looking for ny agreenment on the crap state of the machines. |
turned and did ny bit, "CQui, oui," smiled and turned ny eyes back
towards the target.

Tucked down the front of ny jeans was a worn-out 1980s Browning 9mm w th

a thirteen-round mag. It was a French bl ack-nmarket job, which, Iike all
the teanm s weapons, had been supplied by a contact | had yet to see,
whom | ' d ni cknamed Thackery. | hadn't laid eyes on him | just had this

picture in ny head of a cl ean-shaven thirty-sonething with short black
hair. The serial number had been ground out, and if the Browning had to
be used, ballistics would Iink it to local Italian gangs. There were
enough of them around here, with the border so close. And, of course,
had bought myself a Leatherman. |[|'d never |eave honme without one.

As | checked up and down the road and across once nore at the cafe, the
wor |l d was buzzing around ne and ny new girlfriend in the | aunderette.
School ki ds raced around on notor scooters, some with helmets, some
without, just like the police on their BMM. Small cars were driven
like ballistic mssiles in both directions. Christnmas decorations were
rigged up across the boul evard; the nobst popul ar nunber this year was
white lights in the shape of stars and |ighted candl es.

I thought about how nmuch things had noved on since Logan. "All the
peopl e that you care about live here." George had known exactly what he
was doi ng even before he got ne to take Zeralda's head. Blind

wat chmaker, mny arse

I scanned up and down the boul evard for the hundredth time, |ooking for
anybody wearing red on blue, checking to make sure no one el se was
lurking around waiting to junp ne once |I'd made contact.

I had a contingency plan if there was a problem before the neet. M
escape route was out of the | averie service door, which was open. It
was lined with bags of |eft washing and | ost socks and underwear, and
|l ed through a snall yard into an alleyway. At the end was a |low wall,
which led into the back-yard of the perfunery on the boul evard to ny



left. Fromthere I'd slip into an adjacent apartnent bl ock and hide in
the basenent garage until the coast was clear

I checked traser. Four mnutes to eleven. To ny left | caught a flash
of red anong the pedestrians on the kerb, waiting to cross in the

direction of the cafe. | hadn't seen it before; she nmust have conme from
one of the shops or the other tab ac further down the hill. She'd
probably been sitting having a coffee, doing pretty nmuch what |'d been
doing. If so, it was a good sign; at |east she was switched on. | kept

the patch of red in ny peripheral vision, not searching for the face in
case there was eye contact.

There was a gap in the traffic and the pashm na nade a nove. It was a
man; he had a mag rolled up in his right hand and a small brown
porte-nonnai e or fag-bag, as a few of ny new fell ow countrynen call ed
themin his left. 1f | was wong, |I'd soon be finding out.

Once over the road he went up to an enpty pavenent table and took a
seat. As in all French cafes, the chairs were facing the road so the
clientele could people-watch. He got settled and laid the nag out flat
on the table. | continued to watch through the traffic. A waist coated
wai tress went over and took his order as he brought a packet of
cigarettes out fromthe fag-bag. | couldn't see much of his face, ow ng
to the distance and the volume of traffic between us, but he was wearing
sungl asses and was either dark-skinned or had a permatan. 1'd find out
later. | didn't look at himany nore now M/ gaze shifted el sewhere;
there were nore inportant things to check. Ws it safe to approach hin®
Was anyone el se about, waiting to fuck up ny day?

I ran through my plan once nmore in my head: to go and sit near him

order coffee and, when it felt safe, come out with ny check statenent.
was going to point to Julia and say, "Beautiful, isn't she?" H s reply
woul d be, "Yes, she is, but not as much as Kat hari ne Hepburn, don't you
think?" Then | was going to get up and go over and sit by himand start
tal king Katharine. That would be the cover story: we just met and
started tal king about film stars because of the cover of the nagazine.
didn't know his nane, he didn't know mine, we didn't know each other, we
were just chatting away in a cafe. There nust always be a reason for
bei ng where you are.

I still felt uneasy, though. Meeting inside the cafe would have been
bad enough, with nowhere to run, but outside was even worse. He could
be setting nme up for a snapshot that could be used against ne, or maybe

a drive-by shooting. | didn't know this character, | didn't know what
he was into Al | knew was that it had to be done, no natter what was
out there; if everything went to plan, | would come away with the

i nformati on we needed.

| stood up, adjusted ny sweatshirt and bum bag, and nodded to the old
worman. She fol ded sone jeans and nunbl ed sonething as | set off |eft,
downhill towards the town centre. There was no need to watch Pashm na
Man. His window for the RV was thirty mnutes, he was going to be there
until eleven thirty.

Everyt hi ng seemed normal as | passed the perfunmery. Wonen were doing
their sniff tests on overpriced bottles, and young men sporting the
Tintin | ook, with plucked eyebrows and waxed-up hair, were w apping
their purchases in very expensive | ooking boxes. The tab ac further

al ong wasn't that packed. A few old boys were drinking small beers and
buying lotto tickets. | couldn't see anything out of the ordinary.

I reached the pedestrian crossing about fifty nmetres further downhil



and, once on the RV side of the road, | headed back up towards the red
pashm na past the news stand and patisserie. Only in France could a man
wear one of these things and not even get a second gl ance.

As | approached | got a glinpse of himin profile, sipping espresso,
snoki ng and watching the world pass by a little too intently. He |ooked
famliar, with his slicked-back hair, slightly thinning on top, and
round, dark face. | got a few paces closer before |I recognized him and
al most stopped in nmy tracks. It was the grease ball from Al geri a.



El even.

I ducked into the first doorway to nmy left, trying ny hardest to | ook
interested in the glass display cabinets along the wall while

coll ected my thoughts. The elderly shopkeeper gave ne a smle and a
geni al "Bonjourl'.

"Bonj our, parlez-vous angl ai s?"
"Yes."

"Just | ooking, thank you."

He left me alone as | | ooked at the array of wooden and plastic pipes
and all the paraphernalia you need to snoke one. | turned ny wist and
checked traser: 11:04. Geaseball still had twenty-six mnutes to wait
until the RV was closed, and | was in no rush. | took ny tine. |

needed to think

I didn't want to nmeet up with him source or not, especially outside,
especially if he was a known face. That was bad professionally: |
needed to be the grey nan.

| turned to the door and gave the old man a nechanical "Au revoir',
straight fromthe phrase book wi shing that what little time |I'd spent at
school had been at French | essons.

Wthout looking in the direction of the RV 1 went back out into the
street, turned right towards the pedestrian crossing, over the road, and
pushed ny shoul der agai nst the door of the tab ac It was a dreary

pl ace, the walls covered in dark brown carpet to conplenent the dark
wooden floors. The old nmen in here had half a dozen Gaul oi ses on the
go, the haze of snpke adding to the gloom | sat back fromthe w ndow
so | could keep an eye on Greaseball, and ordered nyself a coffee

He'd |it up another cigarette. The pack was on the table with the
lighter on top, next to his porte-nmonnaie. He ordered sonething nore,
and as the waitress turned to go back into the cafe | took my paper
napkin and wapped it round the espresso cup before taking a tester sip.
Greasebal | started to get a little agitated now, checking his watch for
the fifth time in as many nminutes. There were three nore ninutes to go
until eleven thirty, and once again he checked through the cafe w ndow
to see if there was anyone seated inside on his own, before twi sting
round agai n and nmeking sure the mag was flat and easy to spot.

| poured ny change on to the table frommy small brown coin purse and
left eleven francs, which were collected with a grunt by the old guy
runni ng the show.

G easebal | checked his watch once nore, then | eant across to ask the
wai tress cleaning the next table for the time. Her reply seened to
confirmwhat he feared, because he got to his feet and checked up and
down the road again as if he knew what he was | ooking for. It was

el even thirty-four before he packed away his cigarettes and finally
headed up the hill.

| picked up the cup for the last tinme, gave the lip a quick wi pe before
| eaving with the napkin, and foll owed himfromny side of the road as
trucks and vans bl ocked himfromview for split seconds. | needed to
make a little distance and be right on top of himin case he got into a
car. |If he did, | could stop himbefore he noved off. | would have to
approach himat sone tinme, but not yet. First of all | needed to nake
sure no one el se was follow ng himor ne.



I couldn't see anything suspicious: no one talking to thenselves with
their eyes glued to the back of G easeball's head; nobody |eaping into
or out of cars in a desperate neasure to get behind him or
concentrating so nuch on not losing himin a crowd that they took a
slide in dog shit or bunped into people and | anp posts.

Dicing with death, | crossed the road then focused on his brown suede
| oaf ers, which perfectly matched the fag-bag. He had bare, hairy
ankl es. No socks: very South of France. He walked with Julia in his
right hand and the bag in his left.

I didn't want himto have any opportunity to turn and make eye contact,
since he'd be unlikely not to recognize ne. And, given the

circunstances of our last neeting, | guessed he m ght be a tad nervous
when he did.

I checked constantly to my left at the shops and apartnent-bl ock
entrances for somewhere | could go if he stopped. It's not an easy bit
of tradecraft, because by the tine the target has turned and | ooked back
you have to be static if in viewor, better still, hidden. And you

can't afford to draw attention to yourself in the process.

He turned left, off the main, and becane unsighted. | quickened ny pace
to get to the corner, did the Cannes Shuffle, and crossed the road. No
way was | turning into dead ground wi thout first checki ng what was

wai ting for rme.

Looking left and right for traffic as | crossed, | had the target once
more. He was still on the left-hand side of the road and wasn't
checki ng behind him He was wal ki ng purposefully: he wasn't running
from sonet hing, he was going to sonething.

Once on the other pavenent | turned left and went with him He was a
bit further away now, but that was fine because the road was a | ot

narrower, just a nornal street lined with houses and apartnent bl ocks.
There weren't nany real people here, so a little distance was a hel p.

Looki ng ahead and keeping the red in ny peripheral vision, | could see
the | arge blue neon sign ahead for an Eddie's on ny side of the road.
The supernmarket took up the ground fl oor of an apartment block. It was
one of a chain called E. Leclerc. | didn't actually know what the E
stood for, but it had been a boring four days so |'d nade up the name,
along with Thackery's. There was a rotisserie van at the kerb with its
si des open, selling freshly cooked chicken and rabbit. A flock of smal
cars were trying to force thensel ves into inpossible spaces and

doubl e-park around the shop. They bunped up on to the kerb, and into
each other. People didn't seemto care nuch about their paintwork down
here.

Greasebal | crossed towards the store and di sappeared up the road

i medi ately before it. | quickened ny step. As | got to the junction
saw himeasily beyond the chaos of shoppers, nmoving up the road. It was
very narrow here, just single track, and quite steep now that we'd got
further up the hill. There were no pavenents, just iron fences and
stone wal |l s either side, flanking houses and apartnment blocks. Sone of
the buildings were quite new and sonme needed a |ick of paint, but they
all had one thing in common, and that was the amount of ironwork that
covered every point of entry.

He kept to the left. | followed, allowing himto becone tenporarily
unsi ghted now and again as the road tw sted uphill, in case he stopped.



We were the only two on this stretch of road and | didn't want to nake
my presence too obvious. |If he'd disappeared by the tinme | got round
the corner, the drills for finding himwould be |ong, |aborious and
boring, but I had no choice. |'d have to find a place to hide and wait
for himto reappear. |If | had no luck |I'd have to contact George and
tell himthe bad news. [1'd lie, of course, and say |'d seen sonething
suspi cious around the RV. He would have to get his finger out in quick
time and do whatever he did to get another RV organized.

I wasn't worried any | onger that he was going to a car, because he

woul dn't have parked this far fromthe RV. The thought did cross ny

m nd that he'd pinged me and was noving around the town a bit to confirm
I was following him Wat that would mean to nme, | didn't know rmaybe a
reception as | turned a corner. But | had no option, really. | had to
foll ow and contact himonce we were sonmewhere safer and | ess exposed.
The old terra cotta roofs that overl apped the walls here and there each
side of me would have been there for donkey's years before the dul

cream apartnent bl ocks that had sprung up on every avail abl e patch of

|l and since the sixties. They were no nore than five or six storeys

hi gh; quite a few of the bal conies had towels, duvets or washi ng hangi ng
off them one or two had barbecues. | could hear the drone of the
traffic fromthe main drag off to ny right.

Greasebal | took off the pashnmina to reveal a blue checked shirt. He
wasn't the only one getting hot; | was starting to | eak around ny face
and down ny spine as | nade nmy way uphill. W passed sone nore

apart nent bl ocks, which seened a little the worse for wear, and
Greasebal | stopped for a car to squeeze past. He rummaged in his
fag-bag. There was a not-too-good-I|ooking bl ock opposite, with a |ine
of cars nosy-parked in front.

I carried on towards him head down, not naking eye contact. He night
be pinging nme this very noment, waiting for me to betray nyself. The
car accelerated past me and | had to stop to let himthrough as
G easebal | di sappeared into the covered, nosaic-tiled porch way

There was no time to be subtle. | only had one chance. | ran towards
hi mand got there just as he turned the key in the

gl ass- and-brass-effect main door. He had his back to me but he could
see ne in the reflection of the glass.

"Beautiful, isn't she?"

He spun round, |leaving the key in place. His eyes were bulging and his
arns fell to his sides as he noved back against the glass. M left hand
grabbed the hem of ny sweatshirt, ready to pull it up and draw down the
Browning. His eyes darted after it. He had a good idea of what that
was all about. For several noments he just stared at nme in horror, then
he stanmered, "You? You?"

I wasn't surprised he'd renenbered me. Sone things stay with you for
ever.

Even froma couple of feet away | could snell his heavy aftershave,

m xed with the odour of heavily lacquered hair. Isaid again,
"Beautiful, isn't she?" and nodded at the nagazine in his hand. There
was still no reply.

"Answer nme. Beautiful, isn't she?"

At last | got sonething.



"Yes, but Katharine Hepburn ... H s face wobbled. He realized he'd

fucked up.

"No, no, no, please. Wiit, wait. She is, yes, she is, but not as nuch
as Kat hari ne Hepburn, don't you think?"

It was good enough.
"Where are you goi ng?"

He half turned and pointed. He'd shaved this norning, but already had
shadow.

"I's there anybody in there with you?"
" Now. "

"Let's go in, then. Cone on."
"But..."

| shoved himthrough the door, and into the dark foyer. The rubber
sol es of ny Tinberlands squeaked on the grey phoney-nmarble floor. A
baby was crying in one of the ground-floor flats and | could snell

frying as we headed for the lift. He was still flapping big-tine. There
was sone heavy erratic breathing going on in front of nme as he cradl ed
his pashnina in his arnms. | was going to reassure himabout mny

intentions, but then thought, fuck it, why bother? | wanted to keep him
on the back foot.

The small, box-like Iift arrived and we got in. The smell changed. Now
it was like the tab ac He pressed for the fourth floor and the thing
started to shudder. | was standing behind him and could see the sweat

trickle down fromhis neck hair on to his shirt collar as | tapped him
on the shoul der.

"Show ne what's in the bag." He was only too eager to conply, and held
it up for inspection over his shoulder. There was nothing in there that
I hadn't seen already: a pack of Canel Lights, a gold lighter and a

smal | | eat her noney pouch. The keys were still in his hand.
The lift clinbed so slowy it was hard to tell if it was noving at all
Looking at himfromthe rear, | could see that his jeans were a bit too

tight around his gut. His |Iove handles flopped out each side, straining
agai nst his shirt, and folding over his waistband. A gold Rolex and a
couple of thin gold bracelets dangled fromhis left wist on to his
perfectly mani cured hand. He also had a matching pair of bracelets on
his right wist, and a signet ring on his little finger. Al in all, he
| ooked |i ke an over-the-hill gigolo who thought he was still twenty-one.

He zi pped up the bag and wi ped the sweat from his neck

"There's no one here," he assured ne.

"l prom se you."

The Iift doors opened and | gave hima shove into a sem -dark | andi ng.
"Good. What nunber?”

"This way. Forty-nine."

| squeezed behind him ny right hand ready to draw down on ny 9mm again
as he placed the key into the cylinder lock in a dark brown varni shed



door. It opened into a small room nmaybe ten by ten. The sun was
trying hard to penetrate the net curtains covering the glass sliding
doors of the bal cony, and not quite succeeding. He walked in while

wai ted where | was, hand on ny pistol grip. He turned back towards ne,
arnms sweepi ng around the room "Look, you see, everything is OK "

That was his opinion. He might be M. GQGucci out on the boul evards, but
this place was a tip. To ny left was a door into the kitchen. It was
fitted with 1970s faded blue and white veneered units that had been worn
down in places to the chip board An ashtray overflowed on to a

hal f - eat en baguette. The sink was piled high with dirty pans and

di shes.

I closed the door with ny heel as | walked in and notioned to himwth
my head.

"Bolt it."

I noved aside as he obeyed, breathing heavily.
There was anot her door to the left.

"Where does that go?"

The bedroom and bat hroom "

He started to walk towards it, eager to pl ease.

"Let me go and
make. Got it?"

"Stop, we go together. | want to see every nobve you

| followed a few steps behind himas his | oafers squeaked over the |ight
grey nock marble. Both of the other roons were in a simlar state. The
bedroom just fitted the bed, and the rest of the floor was covered with
newspapers, dirty underwear, and a couple of Slazenger tennis bags stil
in their Decathlon sports-shop carrier. He didn't |look the tennis type,
but the two used syringes that lay on top of the bags were very nuch his
style, which was why he tried to kick it all under the bed w thout me
seeing. He was obviously contributing energetically to al-Qaeda's
heroin profits.

A pair of wardrobes were packed with brightly col oured cl ot hes and
shoes, all |ooking new. The bedroom stank of aftershave and cigarettes,
but not as badly as the tiny bathroomdid. It had a faded yell ow sink,
toilet and a typical French half-bath with a hand-held shower. Every
surface was covered with bottles of shanpoo, col ogne and hair col our
The bath had enough pubic hairs around the plug-hole to stuff a
mattress.

"You see everything is correct. It is safe.”

| didn't even bother to check if he was enmbarrassed as we wal ked back
into the living room | squeezed around the furniture and went over to
the patio-style window that led on to the bal cony overl ooking the road
we had just wal ked up. A couple of tennis rackets | eant against the
railings, and a pair of scrunched-up beach towel s hung over the

bal ustrade

By now he was sitting nervously on a green settee, which had probably
been installed at the sane tine as the kitchen. It was against the

|l eft-hand wall, facing a dirty Formca wall unit that was dom nated by a
huge TV and video. Everything was covered in so nmuch dust | could even
see his finger marks around the controls. VHS tapes and all nanner of



shit was scattered around the shelves. A small boom box-type CD pl ayer
stood on a shelf above the TV, surrounded by a sea of discs |lying out of
their boxes. The videotapes had no titles, but | could guess the sort
of thing he was into watching.

The rectangul ar waxed-pi ne coffee table at the centre of the room was
covered with nore old newspapers, a half-enpty bottle of red wine, and a
food plate that had doubled as an ashtray | was beginning to fee

greasy as well as grubby in this guy's company.

| got to the point, so | didn't have to spend too nmuch nore tine around
hi m

"When will the boat be here?"

He crossed his | egs and pl aced both hands around his knees, feeling a
little nore confortable nowit seemed | wasn't going to take his head
off. Tonmorrow night, at Beaulieu-sur-Mer, it's towards Mpnaco."

"Wite it dowm." | knew where it was, but wanted to make sure | had the
right place. He leant forward, found a pen anong the ness on the table,
and wrote on the edge of a newspaper, in a scraw that any doctor would

have been proud of.

There is a port, a marina, | think you call it. |It's not far. Her nane
is the Nnth of May. It's a white boat, quite large. It's conming in
tomorrow night." He ripped off the edge of the paper "Here' and pushed

it towards ne.

I |1 ooked out of the wi ndow and down into the garden of one of the
ori gi nal houses opposite. An old man was tending a vegetabl e patch,
attaching bits of silver paper to bamboo sticks. | kept watching him

"How nmany are going to be on board?"

There are three. One will always remain with the boat, while the other
two collect the noney. They're going to start on Friday, the first of
three collections. They' Il make one a day, and | eave for Algiers with
the nmoney on Sunday. They are trying to close their accounts here in
France before you do it for them no?"

| turned back to Greaseball. He rummmaged around in his bag and dragged
out a Canel. Wth an elegant flick of a lighter, he sat back and | et
snoke curl out of his nostrils. He crossed his | egs once nore and laid
his left armal ong the back of the settee as if he was running the show.
He was starting to get a bit too confident.

"Where are they going to collect the cash, then, G easeball?"

He choked on his cigarette and snoke bl ew uncontrollably from his nose
and nout h.

"Greasebal | ?* Conposing hinself, he took another drag and this tine
exhaled slowy, sniling at his new nane.

"Where? That | do not know, and I won't until tonorrow ni ght, maybe.
I"mnot sure yet. But | do know they're only going to use public
transport, buses, that sort of thing. |It's safer than Hertz. Conductors
don't keep records.”

It made sense to ne.

"Do you know how nuch noney?"



"Anyt hi ng between two point five and three mllion American."

He took another drag and | went back to watching the old guy dig around
hi s vegetabl e patch, thinking about the nunber of suicide bonbers
famlies with Landcruisers with all the trinm ngs that could be funded
with that sort of cash

"Are they collecting from hawal | adas?"

"Yes, of course. These guys on the coast, the ones who will be handi ng
them t he noney, are haw alla people."”

I noved back one of the net curtains so | could get a clearer view
"What tinme will the boat arrive?"

"Did you know this is where the noney was collected to finance the
attack on the American enbassy in Paris?" He took another drag and
sounded al nost proud.

"Can you i nmagi ne what woul d have happened if that had been successfu
too?"

"The boat, what tine?"

There was sonme shuffling as he adjusted hinself in his seat.

"In the evening sone tine, |I'mnot too sure." There was a pause and
coul d hear himstubbing out his cigarette and pulling another fromthe
pack. | turned as he gave the lighter a flick and | ooked at the CDs on
the wall unit. It was obvious he was a big Pink Floyd fan

"Zeralda liked me to bring a new tape for himeach trip. [1'd collect
the boys too, of course.” He cocked his head to one side, measuring ny
reaction.

"Did you see nme drive back to the house that night? | was hoping you

woul d have finished the job by then. But he kept calling on nmy cell. He
didn't like to be kept waiting ..."

The fucker was smiling, taunting ne.

| pulled the sliding glass panel with nmy sweatshirt cuff to letin sone
air, and was greeted by the sound of traffic fromthe main drag, and the
old boy outside clearing his passages. | resisted the tenptation to go
over and give G easeball a good smack in the teeth and | ooked outside
agai n inst ead.

"So you two liked the same nusic as well as the same boys?"
He bl ew out another lungful of snoke before he replied.

"You find it distasteful but are you telling ne it's worse than cutting
off a man's head? You don't mind using people |like nme when you need to,
do you?"

I shrugged my shoul ders, still |ooking out at the old man. 1'm here
because it's my job, believe me. And distasteful isn't a strong enough
word for what | think about you."

| heard what sounded |like a snort of derision and turned back to face
hi m



"Get real, ny friend. You nay hate me, but you're here, aren't you? And
that's because you want sonething fromnme."

He was right, but that didn't mean to say | was going to share his
t oot hbr ush.

"Have you got anything else for ne?"

That's all | know so far. But how do | informyou about the
col |l ecti ons?"

I"ll come here at el even tonight. Mke sure you' re here, and no one
else is. You have a bell that rings downstairs, yeah?" He nodded and
sucked the last nmouthful out of his Canel.

"Good. Open the door."

He noved towards the exit. | went over to the coffee table and took the
mari na address, as well as the newspaper. Beaulieu-sur-Merl did know
it, and so would anyone else if they picked up the paper. The inprint
was clear to see on the pages beneath. As | bent down | could see the

| ower shelves of the wall unit and did a doubl e-take at some Pol aroi ds.

I knew he |iked rock nusic, but this was sonething else. Geaseball was
in a bar, drinking with one of the guitarists from Queen. At |east,
that's who it | ooked like. \Woever it was, he had the sane mad curly
hai r.

Greaseball was trying to work out what had caught nmy eye as | waited for
himto pull back the bolt.

"Those people, the ones on the boat... Are you going to do the sane to
themas you did to Zeral da?"

I checked ny 9nmto nake sure it was conceal ed as he opened the door and
gl anced outside. | didn't bother to | ook back at him

"El even. If you don't know by then, I
went past him ny left hand ready to pu

be back in the norning." |

Il
Il up the sweatshirt.

As | wal ked towards the |ift | saw the stairwell and decided to go that

way instead, just to get off the floor nore quickly. | elbowed the
light switch as | passed it. A couple of floors down, | was snothered
in darkness. | waited for a nonent, then pressed the next one.

| reached the ground floor and headed for the nmain door as a young woman
inred tracksuit bottons and pull over was packing a crying baby into a
pram on the | anding.

Qut in the sun again, | had to squint as | checked the bell-push for
nunber forty-nine. There was no name by it but, then, who would want to
own up to living in a place like this? As | wal ked away, | wondered how

I was going to break the news to Lotfi and Hubba-Hubba that G easebal
was the source.



Twel ve.

As | headed back al ong boul evard Carnot, | knew |I'd have to nove from ny
hotel. It was far too close to Geaseball's flat, and | didn't even
want himto see ne, let alone find out where | was staying.

| stopped at the |launderette and picked up nmy sheets. They were now on
top of the washing nachine, still wet. As | shoved theminto the black
bin liner the old wonan gob bed off at me for |eaving themin when there
were about four other people waiting. |'d obviously breached the

| averie protocol big-time, so | just smled ny apol ogies to everyone as
I finished nmy packing and left.

| set off down the hill towards the beach. | had to contact George and
give hima sit rep, and that nmeant going to the Mondego, a cyber cafe,
and getting online. He needed to know where the collectors were goi ng
to park up their boat and, later on, where they were going to collect
the cash. M surroundings got very snmart very quickly. Luxury hotels
that | ooked |ike giant wedding cakes |lined the coast road, La Croisette,
and GQucci shops sold everything fromfurs to baseball caps for dogs. |
ti pped the sheets into a street bin, hanging on to the plastic bag. As

I carried on wal king, | screwed up the newspaper |'d taken from
Greaseball's apartnent inside it. This mght have been the upscal e end
of town, but anything that stuck out of the pavenent, |ike a parking

bollard or a tree, was decorated with fresh dog piss and a coupl e of
brown | unps.

New cars, notorbi kes and scooters were cramred into every possible, and
i mpossi bl e, space, and their owners, the custoners in the cafes, |ooked
extrenmely cool and elegant in their sungl asses, smoking, drinking, just
general |y posing around the pl ace.

There were quite a few honel ess around here as well. Fair one: if | was
honeless |'d want to sleep in a warmplace with | ots of good-I| ooking
peopl e about, particularly if they were the sort to throw you a few bob.
A group of four or five dossers were sitting on benches al ongside a
scruffy old nongrel with a red pol ka-dot scarf around its neck. One guy
had a can of beer in his coat pocket, and as he bent over to pat the dog
the contents were spilling on to the ground. H's wino friends | ooked
horror struck

I'"d never used this cafe to get online: nornmally, | drove to Cap 3000, a
huge centre comercial on the outskirts of Nice. It was only about
forty-five mnutes away, driving within speed linits, which | was

meti cul ous about, and always crowded. But this tinme | needed to tel
George what | had found out imediately. | was |eaving Cannes now
anyway, so wouldn't need to cone here again.

The place | ooked quite full, which was good. A group of
twent y- somet hi ngs weari ng desi gner | eather jackets and shades posed near
their notorbi kes and scooters, or sat on shiny al um niumchairs and

si pped small gl asses of beer. Mdst had a pack of Marlboro or Wnston on
the table with a disposable lighter on top, alongside a nmobile that got
pi cked up every few seconds in case they had m ssed a text nessage.

I wove ny way through the tenple of cool, past walls Iined with boring
grey PCs, towards the rows of gleamng drinks optics and the steam ng
cappucci no machi ne that stood at the black, marble-topped bar. |

poi nted at the nearest PC and tried to make nyself heard above the beat
of the music.

"I want to get online.... Er, parlez-vous angl ais?"



The guy behind the counter didn't even | ook up from unl oadi ng the
di shwasher.

"Sure, log on, pay later. You want a drink?" He was dressed in black
and sounded Scandi navi an.

"Cafe crene."
"Co, sit down."

| headed to a vacant PC station, perched nyself on one of the very high
stools, and | ogged on. The screen information was all in French, but
I'"d got the hang of it by now and went straight into Hotrmail. George
had set up an account for ne that was registered in Poland. The user
nane was BB8642; George was BB97531, a sequence of nunbers that even |
couldn't forget. He was as paranoid as | was, and he'd gone to quite a
| ot of trouble to make our correspondence untraceable. | wouldn't have
been surprised if he'd fixed it for Bill Gates to erase our nessages
personal ly, as soon as they'd been read.

Signing in, | made sure the font size was the snallest possible so
nobody coul d read over ny shoul der, and checked ny mail box. He wasn't
getting information on this job fromanywhere else. He just wanted it

fromme. | was his only line of information: anything else would have
been dangerous. There was no ot her way of making contact: |'d never had
a phone nunber for him even when | was with Carrie, never even knew
where he lived. | wasn't sure if she did, these days.

George's email asked me if |I'd got his present, and said | nustn't open
it until Christnmas. He was referring to the kit left for me at the DOP
and the drugs we were going to use to help the hawal |l adas on their way
to the warship.

| tapped away with ny index fingers.

Hel | o, thanks for the present, but I'mnot too sure if | can wait till
Christrmas. Quess what? | just saw Jenny and she said that Susanna is
comng to town on business, arriving tonorrow night. She'll be in town
until Sunday and has three neetings while she is here, one a day
starting Friday. Jenny is finding out the details so she can arrange
for all of us to get together and try that place you are always tal king

about, the one that serves great Wite Russians. | have so nuch to tel
you. You were right, Susanna's business is worth anything between 2.5
and 3 mill. Not bad! You' d better get in there quick before sone stud
moves in. | know she likes you! [|'maround tonorrow, do you want to

meet up for a drink, say 1 p.m?

My coffee arrived and | took a sip of froth without picking it up. This
was the second email |'d sent George since arriving in-country. Each
time any contact was nmade, a colour was used for authentication. The
first was red, this one was white, the third, the brush contact tonorrow
at one, would be blue. Then I'd start the col our sequence again. Al
very Stars and Stripes, all very George, but these things needed to be
simple or they were forgotten. Well, by nme, anyway.

George now knew that | had nmet the source, the boat was coming in on
Thursday night, and | wanted a brush contact tonorrow to pass over the
collection details. Things like that are far too sensitive to send in
clear, even if Bill Gates was in the good |l ads club

I finished the email "Have a nice day'. After all, | was nearly an
Ameri can now.



Signing out of Hotrmail, | reopened with the addresses | used to contact
Lotfi and Hubba- Hubba.

Anyone checki ng the subscri ber woul d di scover he lived in Canada.

There was nothing in nmy mail box fromthese two, which was good news.
Like ne, they were just waiting for the time to neet up and get on with
the j ob.

I invited each of themfor coffee at four o' clock today. They'd be
checking their boxes at one-ish, so they'd get the nessage in plenty of
tinme.

I wrapped a napkin around the coffee cup and took a sip while | worked
out what to do next. | had to check out of the hotel then go to
Beaul i eu-sur-Mer and do a recce before the boat arrived. 1'd need to

| ook at the vital ground before nmeeting up with Lotfi and Hubba- Hubba at
the safe house at four.

I took another slow sip. This was going to be ny last quiet tine before
| started running around like a crazed dog.

I wondered what Carrie was doi ng now, and spent a nminute or two just
staring at the keyboard, trying to shake that |ast inmage of her at the
har bour out of ny head. |In the end |I just |ogged off, and wi ped the
keys and cup rimclean with the napkin.

My hotel was right next door to a synagogue, and above a kosher take
away pizza joint called Pizza Jacob. It had been perfect, not only
because it was cheap but because the agei ng manager took cash. M
fell ow guests were a bunch of dodgy-I|ooking comb and pencil sal esnen,
trying to save noney by sleeping in a roomwith no TV or phone, and very
thin bl ankets.

I checked out and threw ny holdall into the boot of the dark bl ue
Renault Megane. The bin liner, still containing the bits of
Greasebal | 's newspaper | hadn't already chewed up and swal | owed, joined
a coupl e of paper cups, three enpty Coke cans and napkins in the

passenger foot well | nade what nust have been about a sixty-point turn
and eventual ly managed to squeeze out of the small and crowded car park
at the rear. | put on ny sunglasses and dark bl ue baseball cap before

energed on to the street. The sun was bright, but it wasn't what | was
shielding nyself from CCTV caneras were everywhere along this
coastl i ne.

I'"d sort nyself out a new hotel when | needed it, and if | had tine.



Thirteen.

I hit the coast road, turned east, and headed towards Ni ce, flanked by
the railway tracks and the sea. About a K outside Cannes | pulled up,
bunping the car half up on to the kerb behind a row of others bel ongi ng
to a bunch of rod fishernen down on the beach. Bad parking was so
common here it didn't draw a second glance, and it neant | coul d check
to see if I'd picked up any tracking devices in the |last twenty-four
hour s.

I wasn't expecting anything just yet, but 1'd still taken precautions.
I'"d bought a little pot of silver enamel nodelling paint and a brush,
and had coated all the retaining screws on the bunpers and the nunber
plates |f anybody had been tanpering they would have had to cut the

pai nt .

| 1 ooked round the wheel arches and underneath the chassis. Then | had
the bonnet up and checked the engi ne conpartnent.

If I found a device, 1'd sinply wal k away, and that would be the end of
the job as far as | was concerned. The other two would have to carry
on.

But everything was fine. | got back behind the wheel and carried on
al ong the coast road, passing through all sorts of places I'd heard
about in songs.

The sea was alnost totally still today, and shimered in the sunlight.

It all looked just like the South of France should | ook, except that the
sand was heaped up in gigantic nounds. They inported it by the
truckload from North Africa, and now was obviously the tine of year when
they gave the beach a makeover before the new season

Nobody was sunbat hing but quite a | ot of people were out bl ading,
wal ki ng their dogs and just generally enjoying the space. Stony beach
took over again as | neared Nice proper. | skirted the airport and Cap
3000, ny email centre and the place where the brush contact woul d happen
t onor r ow.

The airport was right at the edge of the city, virtually on the beach. A
new term nal was under construction, and |large pictorial banners told ne
how wonderful it would be for the future of the area.

| drove into the city along a wide dual carriage way punctuated by palm
trees. The autonmatic sprinkler systemthrew up a series of pint-sized
rai nbows along the central reservation. The traffic was funnelled

bet ween gl ass and steel hotels and nore construction sites. |t got
busier and busier, until it turned into the Wacky Races, with the
contestants stopping and starting |like maniacs, slalomng fromlane to

| ane and | eaning on their horns.

I switched on the English-speaking Riviera Radio and listened to an Al an
Partridge soundali ke nmake his link fromthe closing bars of a Barbra
Strei sand weepy into a string of comercials for financial and yachting
services. Before long | even knew the price of a barrel of Brent crude,
and what was happening on the Nasdaq. |t was obvious what type of Brit
ex pat they were broadcasting to: the very rich kind. But | always
listened to it because they had a review of the US papers in the
afternoon, and carried the BBC Wirld Service hourly.

I hit the Pronenade des Anglais, the main drag along the coast. It was
a gl anorous stretch, lined with palmtrees and glitzy ol d-world hotels.



Even the buses were inmacul ate: they | ooked as though sonmeone had j ust
gi ven them a good polish before they were allowed into town. | carried
on round the harbour, which was heaving with pleasure cruisers and
ferries en route to and from Corsica, and started to see signs for

Beaul i eu- sur - Mer .

The road wound uphill until only the cliff edge and a hundred-foot drop
separated it fromthe sea. As | got higher | could see nountain ranges
inland that seened to go on for ever. | guessed Riviera Radio was right

when it said you could be on the beach in the norning, and skiing in the
af t ernoon.

Ni ce di sappeared behind me as the road snaked along the cliff. | felt
like 1'd been caught up in a Sunday afternoon bl ack-and-white novie;
expected to turn a corner at any nonent, and neet David Niven in an
Austin Heal ey comi ng the other way.

| took a steep |l eft-hander, and Villefranche and its huge deep-water bay
| ay spread out below nme. Hone of the US Sixth Fleet until France
decided to pull its mlitary out of Nato, it was one of the biggest
natural harbours in the world. American and British warships stil
dropped anchor there when on a courtesy visit or when spiriting away
heavi |l y anaestheti zed hawal | adas.

The dull grey shape of the warship domi nated the bay with its large
regi stration nunber stencilled in white paint on the back. It had nore
domes and antennae than the Starship Enterprise, and a helipad on the
back big enough to take a junbo jet.

The crew woul dn't have a clue what was happening. The nost they'd know
was that an area was out of bounds, and sone inportant guests were on
board. Only the captain and a few officers would have been told what
the goodwi Il visit was really all about. The guests were probably
getting a sit rep from George this very mnute, using the information
I'"d just sent. They'd be sparked up now naking their final preparations
in some small, steel-walled room out of scream ng distance fromthe
crew. | really hoped we were going to nmake it all worth their while.

Beyond the warship was Cap Ferrat. 1t |ooked very green, and very
opulent, with | arge houses surrounded by trees and high fences. | nade
my way round the bay, through Villefranche and past a small |eft-hander
that hair pinned up to the nountains. Up that road and just over

si xteen Ks away, on the other side of a couple of snmall villages and the
odd isol ated house, was the DOP. It was an illegal tipping area, ful

of rusting freezers and household waste. It |looked like it could host

t he biggest jumble sale on the planet, and was just the place | needed.

A few minutes later | was in Beaulieu-sur-Mer. The harbour was the
other side of the town, so | followed signs to the gare. It was a smal
cream col oured building with a taxi rank and fl ower beds that were so
mani cured they | ooked like they had a personal stylist. After a couple
of circuits, | found a spot and parked. | got out and retrieved ny
digital camera fromnmny holdall.

The Megane was a perfect vehicle for this sort of job: it was a dark
col our, a popul ar nmake, and about as nondescript as they cone, once |I'd
peel ed off the sticker fromthe deal ership the hire conpany had bought
it from It was also small enough to park quickly, but big enough to
hi de a body in the boot. Wich was why, as well as ny personal kit, |
had two rolls of silver gaffer tape in the boot. Lotfi and Hubba-Hubba
al so had sone; we wanted to nmake sure that once we got a body inside a
vehicle it was there to stay.



Al'l three vehicles had been played about with so that the reverse and
brake lights could be cut out. It was sinple enough: we just sliced
through the | eads and added an on off switch to the circuit. Wen we
drove a hawallada into the DOP with the lights out, the last thing we
want ed was for the brake or reversing lights to kick in and show
everyone around what we were up to. For the same reason, all the
interior |ightbulbs had been renmoved. We'd have to return the cars to
Al anpb, or wherever the other two had got theirs from in the sane
condition we'd hired them but it wouldn't take nore than an hour or so
to change everythi ng back.

I wandered around between the post office and the station, making like a
tourist, taking the odd snap while the taxi drivers stood around their
Mercedes, preferring to talk and snoke rather than take a fare.

The gare was i mmacul ate, as French railway stations al ways are.

gl anced at the tinetables regular services in both directions along the
coast, either back to Nice, Cannes and Marseille or on to Monaco and
Italy.

I bought nyself nine francs' worth of percolated whil e-you-wait coffee
fromthe machine and tried not to over-excite three small white hairy
dogs that were tied by lengths of string to the news-stand on my left.
They | ooked at me as if it was lunchtinme. | stepped around them and
went to | ook at the postcards carousel. Cards are a really good source
of information for people |like me, because they usually have shots of

| ocations you can't get to easily. 1t's a Standard Operating Procedure
for most intelligence operators to collect themas they travel round the
wor | d, because the agencies want these things to hand. |If there's an
incident, say, at an airport in the niddl e of Nowherel and, they just
have to open their files and they' ve got a collection of visuals to
refer to until nore information is gathered.

I picked up several pictures of Beaulieu-sur-Mer, which showed the
marina fromdifferent angles and heights, all shot in fantastic
sunlight, with beautiful wonen and sharply chiselled nen strolling anong
the boats. Next to the carousel was a display of town maps, so | picked
out three different ones. The vendor had a big round face and an

annoyi ngly happy smle. |1 gave himmy "Merci, au revoir and wal ked away
with the change, which the French never seemto put into your hand, but
al ways on the counter, in case you' ve got sonme di sease

| went back to the car.

The marina was | arger than |I'd expected fromthe postcards. Two or
three hundred shiny masts rocked and glinted in the sunlight.

Just before turning through the entrance, | saw bus stops on either side
of the road and a gl ass phone box. Woever was on the boat had chosen
their location well: there were buses to both Mnaco and Nice, and the
rail station was just a ten-mnute wal k away. The phone box was
certainly going to be a bonus for us.

The | arge bl ue sign wel coned nme, thanked nme for ny visit, |ooked forward
to ne com ng back again, and gave ne a list of avail able shops and
services. | took a right on to the access road, a short avenue with
neatly trimed hedges on either side. There was a m ni-roundabout ahead
of me, and beyond that, the world' s |argest supply of pleasure craft. |
turned left towards the car park



Fourt een.

A one-storey, flat-roofed building housed a parade of shops and cafes
that ran for maybe a hundred netres each side of the nini-roundabout. I
bunped sl oWy over a succession of sleeping policemen, past fancy
restaurants with glinting glasses and dazzlingly white |linen
tablecloths, all laid out for lunch. It was just after m dday, so
they'd be full pretty soon, once the punters had energed fromthe

cl ot hes shops, carrier bags bulging with Lacoste polo shirts and

j unpers.

Cof fee drinkers sat at cafe tables just a few netres fromthe water's
edge, probably w shing they were sitting aboard the sleek and beauti ful
boats just out of reach to ny right instead. The craft all seened to
have English nanes |ike Suntreader or Kathy's Dreans, and it was
obviously the tinme of day for their owners to be out on deck, to take an
aperitif and enjoy being envied.

I reached the point where the parade nmerged with a series of

adm ni stration buildings that bordered the car park. | pulled up next
to the deserted beach, by a sign saying "Petite Afrique', probably
because that was where the sand cane from | was alongside a little

play area, which was hal f-way through being given a facelift.

Thanks to the postcards and what |1'd seen so far, | now had a pretty
good sense of how the boats were arranged. Fromthe m ni-roundabout, a
central pier ran straight out into the mddle of an open square, wth
four smaller piers branching off each side at right angles. Another
three piers jutted out fromthe quay by the shops, and three nmore from
the opposite side. The place was jamed with row after row of boats,
their masts, with whatever bits and pieces they had hanging off them
towering up to the sky. | had no idea where the Ninth of May was goi ng
to find roomto park up; it didn't ook Iike there was a space to be
had.

My first priority was to find a single OP that would cover the whole

area, so no matter where this boat parked, 1'd be able to get eyes on
and trigger the collectors as they left to pick up the cash. If that
couldn't be done, 1'd have to find a nunber of different ones.

I could already see two routes out of this place, apart fromthe sea.
There was the access road I'd cone in on, and a footpath to the right of
the shops, which led up to a terraced garden

I left the Megane, hitting the key fob before wal ki ng back past the
shops towards the roundabout and the central pier. Anbling around with
my canmera in hand, | particularly adnmred the terraced garden. It was
nearly as long as the parade, and was packed with small palmtrees and
exotic, sem-tropical plants set in light, dry soil well worth a couple
of photos. A shiny green hedge ran along the back of it, hiding the
road, but | could now see there was a way through, because a man wal ki ng
his dog along the path had just headed up sone steps and di sappeared.

The majority of the boats seenmed to have red ensigns hanging off the
back. A lot were registered in the Cayman Islands. | heard a group of
Brits sitting on the back bit of a huge notor boat, enjoying a beer and
listening to Riviera Radio. There was quite a |lot of activity aboard,
and not just the clinking of glasses. Decking was being pulled up,

cl eaned and varni shed, and chrone was being polished until you could see
your Qucci sunglasses init.

There was an incessant ching ching ching of steel rigging and the one



thing | did know that hung off boats, radar reflective balls, as
wander ed al ong, snapping away, playing the tourist. Wen | got to the
m ni -roundabout | could see the rest of the shops. There was a tyre
repl acenent centre, several chandl ers and a high-tech yard with yachts
up on bl ocks and shrink-wapped in white plastic as if they'd just cone
of f the supermarket shelf. There was al so another set of stone steps
that led directly to the road.

I turned left at the mini-roundabout on to the nmain pier, which was
built of grey concrete slabs. As | got to the first set of branches,

| ooked down the line of boats. Every two or three parking spaces there
was a shared utilities station, with pipes and cables feeding the rear
of each vessel with power, water and a TV aerial. | saw the occasiona
satellite dish too, weighted down by sandbags and breeze bl ocks so the
boat - owners coul d get Bloonberg to check if the markets were perform ng
strongly enough for themto buy the next size up

The yachts nearest the parade were | arge enough to keep nbst Anerica's
Cup teans happy, but the further | wal ked along the pier, the closer

got to the really big boys, until | was anong the kind of vessels that
had radar donmes the size of nuclear warheads on the back and only needed
a splash of grey paint to be confused with battleships. One even had
its own two-seater helicopter. No doubt about it, | was in the wong
job and had been fostered by the wong famly. 1|'d always said to
mysel f | should find out who ny real parents were, and | realized that
now was the tinme | should start trying.

Fromthe end of the main pier | | ooked back once nore to the garden,
working on the theory that if | could see a possible hiding place from
where | was now, | could probably see down here fromup there. | took

more pictures. The only place that | ooked possible as a
one-size-fits-all OP was to the far right of the marina, above the flat
roof of the admi nistration building, and anong the bushes that were
about level with the car park. | wandered back, feigning interest in
the boats but really |ooking under the piers to check how they were
constructed. Huge concrete pillars rose out of the water, topped with T
flanges, on which sat the concrete sections.

Athin filmof oil coated the water at the rear of the boats, a hundred

di fferent shades of blue and orange swirling in the sunlight. | could
see shoals of tiny fish fussing around the pillars quite easily through
the clear water. | didn't know how yet, but | had to get on board the

Ni nth of May and plant the device that was going to stop it reaching
Algeria with the cash. Getting wet might be the only way to do it.

As | wal ked back towards the car park | could hear British, French and
Ameri can voices settling down for lunch. Witers and waitresses hovered
wi t h expensive-1ooking bottles of water and wi ne, and baskets of freshly
cut baguette. | was beginning to feel quite hungry.

| stopped at a tab ac and inspected another carousel of postcards as
tucked into a junbo-size Snickers bar. | listened to a group of
twenty-sonet hi ng Americans drinking beer at one of the tables outside.
It had been a | ot of beer, judging by the nunber of enpty gl asses and
the content of their conversation. And, judging by their severe
haircuts, tattoos and tight polo shirts, they had to be on shore | eave
fromthe warship at Villefranche

"No way, man, we should fucking nuke 'em man, this very p.m!"

Anot her guy started chanting, "USA, USA, USA " getting very worked up
The others chorused their agreenent and sw gged sone nore Kronenbourg.



It must have been hell being stuck in the Mediterranean instead of
bobbi ng up and down on the Indian Ccean, waiting to hose down the Afghan
mountains with cruise mssiles.

| rotated the spinner. These cards weren't as good as the ones at the
station, but then | caught sight of sonmething in a display case that |
knew woul d make Lotfi's day a baseball hat wit han arm sticking out of
the top of it, holding a hamrer. Wen you pulled a piece of string the
hamrer swung down on to the peak. | couldn't resist it: it would send
himballistic. | went inside and handed over a hundred francs. It was
pretty outrageous, but as she was selling Hermes scarves for those w ndy
days on the waves for a couple of thousand, | guessed | got off pretty
lightly. No wonder all the shops had al arm boxes with yell ow strobe
lights above their front doors.

The sailors were still honking as | cane out.

"We shoul dn't be kicking back here, man, we shoul d be kicking sonme Bin
Laden ass right now "

I 1 ooked beyond themto the central pier, and stepped back rapidly into
the doorway. Two white vans with blue light bars and riot grilles over
the wi ndows had pulled up, and were spilling out heavily armed nen in
navy blue junpsuits on to the quay.

| suddenly got very interested in the latest issue of Paris-Match as an
estate car, also with a blue light bar, stopped next to the vans. The
word "Gendarnerie' was enbl azoned al ong the door panels.

Not flapping just yet, and still engrossed in the contents of the
magazi ne rack, | checked chanber. |[If they were here for me, they didn't
yet know where | was: otherw se why get together for a briefing at the
rear of the vehicles?

I watched as the Anericans continued to devel op the Kronenbourg plan of
attack on Bin Laden, unaware of what was happening just past the
r oundabout .

It couldn't have anything to do with me. But, just in case, | nopbved out
on to the pavenent and turned left, away fromthem heading for the
staircase that would take nme up to the terraced gardens.

The Anerican table-thunping slowy faded out of earshot. They'd
probably never know how nuch Bin Laden ass they were about to kick, if
George's plan hit the target.

I found the concrete steps at the end of the block that led up to the
hi gher ground. They were well worn and there was no notice to say they
were private. If | did get challenged I'd just play the dickhead

touri st.

The steps took me up on to the roof, which was covered in red asphalt
and formed a bal cony. There was even a set of railings to stop you
falling into someone's soup on a windy day. The roundabout was in dead
ground from here, which was good; | couldn't see them they couldn't see
me. A stone wall, about a nmetre high, ran the I ength of the path,

agai nst whi ch concrete benches had been installed at ten-netre
intervals, facing in the direction of the marina for a nice rel axing
view. Nearer the road, an old man with a wheel barrow was gi vi ng sone
weeds the good news with a spade.

The dirty white top of a truck zoonmed past above me and beyond the
hedge, heading for Nice. This |ooked good so far: not only should | be



able to see the entire marina, once |I'd got into the bushes a few netres
above ne, but | could be over the hedge and on to the main drag in no
time.

A bench stood directly in front of the bushes where | would probably try
to establish the OP. Sonmeone had sprayed "I fuck girls!" in English
across the back of it in blue paint. After ny nmorning with G easeball

it was a breath of fresh air.

I glanced up towards the gardener, and down in the direction of the
gendarnerie, but both were out of sight. | slipped over the bench and
on to stony ground above it.

Moving into a possible OP site fromthe front was sonething that | would
never normally do: it leaves sign in the very place you are trying not
to draw people's attention to. But it didn't matter here; there was
enough hunman and dog sign about already.

| scrabbled up the bank and into the bushes, settling behind a | arge
pal m bush that branched into a perfect V at about head height. The
field of view wasn't bad; | could see the whole of the marina, and the
bi nos would get nme right on to the Ninth of May, wherever it parked. |
could also see all three exit points.

The vehi cl es by the roundabout were now deserted and the junpsuits had
split into two groups, each with a hyperactive spaniel on a lead. |

wat ched as the dogs scurried about the piers as if they were denented,
darting, stopping, pointing their noses towards the backs of the boats.
It had to be drugs; they were carrying out spot checks or | ooking for
some kit that had been snuggled in. | sat and thought about the three
mllion dollars US that was headed towards the Ninth of My, a vast
anmount of US bills that would be contanmi nated with drug residue, as nost
US cash is. Tens of thousands of them bundl ed together would send even
a hal f-bored sniffer dog crazy.

Was that what they were aimng for now? Wre they checking for the
cash? No, they couldn't be. They would be nore proactive, there would
be a ot nore support. This looked Iike a routine operation

I let themget on with it, and stood up to take a | ook over the
four-foot-high hedge. There was a tarmac pavenent, and beyond that a
narrow strip of garden on the |evel ground before the road, and, maybe
fifteen netres downhill, about ten nose-in parking spaces. Just over a
hundred netres further was the marina's nain entrance.

I took off my sun-gigs and sat back in the OP, taking a few pictures of
the target area before checking traser. There was plenty of tine before
the safe house nmeet to stay static and tune in to the place. Could | be
seen, for exanple, fromthe pavenent above or the path in front if
somebody wal ked past ?

I listened to the traffic, which was constant but not heavy, and started
to visualize what | wanted the other two to do when | triggered the
collectors off the boat.

| | ooked down at the junpsuits and dogs as they worked their way round
the marina, and wondered if French intelligence were on to the
collectors as well. Their External Security Service hadn't nessed about
in the md-eighties when G eenpeace's Rai nbow Warri or had parked up for
the night in Auckland, New Zeal and, as it canpai gned agai nst French
nuclear testing in the Pacific. DGSE s Operations Division, using
divers fromtheir Swimer Conbat Command, just blew up the boat, no



fucking about. | was glad these people weren't allowed to operate on
French soil but then again, we weren't either, and these were strange
times.



Fi f t een.

I continued to play about with ways we could take the collectors from
the boat to wherever they were going to pick up the noney. | needed a
hal f-decent plan | could present to the other two at the safe house. W
needed a structure, orders that would be the tenplate for the operation
It woul d change as nmore informati on was gathered or the collectors did
somet hing we didn't expect, but at |east we would have something to

gui de us.

A few ol d wonen gossiping at warp speed in high-pitched French were
wal ki ng behind nme with their dogs. | could hear claws scratching the
tarmac as they noved past.

| sat for nearly an hour as the police dogs wagged their tails and
sniffed like mad things down in the marina. The old guy was stil

di ggi ng his way downhill, unperturbed by the activity going on bel ow us.
I wasn't worried; he shouldn't see ne, and if he did, so what? |'d just
pretend to have a piss and hope he wouldn't be back to tend this part of
the garden for another three days.

When | checked traser again it was one forty-seven. The safe house was
no nore than an hour away, so |I'd stay a little longer. Tine spent on
reconnai ssance i s sel dom wast ed

A bit of a wind had got up, and the boats were swaying fromside to side
now. The cry of a seagull took nme straight back to the Boston yacht
club, and the thought that |I could be working there now, pulling pints
of Sanuel Adans in a place where the dogs weren't allowed to shit, and
woul dn't have to spend all day in a bush

Just after two o' clock, a while since the junpsuits had gone, | decided
to make a nove, thinking it was a shane that the gardener hadn't nade it
this far along. It would have been a good test of the position

Not wanting to destroy the very bit of vegetation behind ne that was
hiding me fromthe road, | moved right, along the hedgerow about four or
five metres, and, after checking the other side, clinbed over. | pulled
the peak of my cap down sone nore and replaced ny gigs as | followed the
pavenent back to the marina entrance. Once at the roundabout, | turned
|l eft, past the shops and cafe on the way to the car. | played the
tourist as ever, taking a lot of interest in the boats and how wonderfu
they were, |ooking around and enjoying nyself as some nore Kronenbourgs
were being summoned fromthe tab ac The boys were going to have to wait
a while before they kicked sonme al - Qaeda butt.

| drove back towards N ce. Hubba-Hubba and Lotfi woul d both have
checked their emmils at one-ish, and be on their way to the safe house.
Each of us had no idea where the other was staying, and, just like on
the Algerian job, we didn't know what names we were using as cover

We'd conme into France at different tines, but had been operating as a
team for the last four days. | alone knew how to contact George.
Anything they didn't need to know | wouldn't be telling them just in
case they ended up hangi ng upside down as a nice nman read themtheir
horoscopes with a length of two by four on the soles of their feet.

Even though | hardly knew these guys, | couldn't help liking them It

was obvious that they knew each other well, and they nmade ne feel as if
I'd been sort of adopted by them But operational security was
somet hing we all understood and, fuck it, |I'd never see them again after

Sunday, so we weren't exactly aimng to be friends for life.



In preparation for this job I'd cut the TAOR [tactical area of
responsibility] into three areas, allocating one for each of us to
famliarize hinmself with in depth, or at |east as nuch as we could in
such a short time. Then we had a day in each other's areas. Hubba-Hubba
had to recce the area from Monaco to the west side of Nice, ending at
the airport. | took over fromthere to the west side of Cannes, and
Lotfi took from Cannes down to St-Raphael, about twenty Ks al ong the
coast. We'd now read enough gui debooks and travel information on our
TAOR to start our own holiday conpany. But it had to be done; fromthe
monent the boat arrived, we needed to be able to operate as if we'd
lived in this part of the world for years. W could have done with a
few more weeks to bed in properly, but as usual we were victins of
life's two fuckers: not enough information, and not enough time.

W now had to | earn how the buses and trains worked here, even down to

the fare structure. |If Geaseball was right, it was highly likely that
we'd find ourselves follow ng these people on public transport. At the
very least, we'd need to have the correct change or tokens ready so as

not to draw attention to oursel ves.

To operate successfully, a teamlike ours had to achieve three goal s.
The first was to establish efficient communication and information flow
within the unit, and then separately between the unit |eader and the
command structure.

The second was to limt the chances of discovery by outsiders, by

m nim zing the nunber of comunication |inks between the nenbers. That
meant no phone calls, no neetings other than at the safe house, and even
then only when operationally necessary. There had to be no other

communi cati on other than ny contacting them by their individual email
and no marked road maps, in fact nothing on paper. Everything had to be
committed to memory. The less of a trail we left, the better our chance
of survival. The third goal was to lint the danage that m ght be done
if one nenber of the team was di scovered and renoved fromthe network,
whi ch neant minim zing the nunber of direct links with each other, and
only sharing informati on on a need-to-know basis. That was why we had
split up and done our own thing so far: if one of us got lifted, he
didn't know where the other two were, he didn't know their full nanes,
he didn't know anything apart from my Canadi an email| address.

Working within these constraints had neant that we had to sacrifice
efficiency in comunications, intelligence gathering and pl anni ng, but
it kept us alive. Now, as the job started kicking off, we had no choice
but to operate nore visibly as a team which made us nore effective, but
nmore vul nerabl e to discovery.

My route took nme back into Nice along the Pronmenade des Anglais. |
reached the centre of town and turned right, away fromthe beach,
heading north. | flicked on Riviera Radio and got the sane boring voice
I'"d heard at the marina. He was waffling his way through a badly worded
commercial for easily fitted security shutters for the home and offi ce.
Then there was a review of the Anerican newspaper headlines. It was al
doom and gl oom and peopl e dyi ng of anthrax. For about the hundredth
time since 1'd left, all | could do was hope that no one | knew was

af f ect ed.

It wasn't |long before the five-star shopping areas and hotels and palm
trees gave way to freight depots, grine-covered warehouses and dirty
cream rectangul ar sixties or seventies apartnent blocks built far too
cl ose to each other.



I followed the road round a sharp | eft-hand bend and over the rail way
lines, then hit the naze of high-speed feeder roads to the notorway.
drove beside the river. At this tine of the year it was just a

hundred- netre-w de stretch of sandstone-col oured rock and rubble, in the
centre of which a trickle of water wound its way down towards the sea

Beauti ful nineteenth-century houses that had once |lined the banks were
now towered over by DY super stores and warehouses There were no pal m
trees round here, that was for sure. There were no shiny buses, either.

Aut oroute 8 appeared ahead of me now as | crossed the river. It ran

al ong a viaduct, a couple of hundred feet high, that straddled this part
of the city before disappearing into a tunnel in the direction of
Monaco.

It woul d have been a | ot quicker and easier if we'd allowed ourselves to
use the autoroute, but that wasn't going to happen unless the shit
really hit the fan. The toll booths had caneras and, besides, the
pol i ce al ways hung around these places checking car tax and insurance.
For all we knew the booths might also have face-recognition technol ogy
on the caneras.

Al three of us had to avoid | eaving sign. W were careful to pick
cafes and shops with automatic doors, or ones we could push open with a
shoul der. Even drinking coffee was a major challenge, as it had to be
done wi thout |eaving prints, and every attenpt had to be made to prevent
leaving DNA. It wasn't so rmuch what they could do with any of the
informati on we might | eave in our wake right now, it was what it could
tell themlater: this stuff stays on conputer for ever.

I remenbered a job 1'd been on with the Reginent in Northern Irel and,
when we were trying to get sone fingerprints to connect a suspect with a
bonbi ng canpai gn. This guy was so good, he wore gl oves nobst of the
time, and when he didn't, he took care to renove all print traces.

In the end, we risked everything to follow him just waiting for himto
slip up. He went into cafes several times and had a cup of coffee, but
wi ped the cup and the spoon every tine before he left. If it was a
paper cup, he took it home with him And he didn't just throw stuff
like that out with his househol d rubbish, he burnt it in his garden

It took weeks, but we got himin the end. One day he used a teaspoon,
stirred his coffee, put it down and forgot to wipe it. The nmoment he
left, the teamwas straight in. There was no way | was going to make
the sane m stake. Everything | touched | wiped, or if the prints
weren't wipable, 1'd keep it with ne and destroy it later. Even taking
cash froman ATMwas a pain. Al three of us had had to do it a lot,
since we paid cash for everything. Wen we took noney out, we did so
fromthe sane area | used Cannes so that no pattern of novenment could be
established. | never used the sanme ATMtw ce; | wasn't giving anyone a
known | ocation to stake out and lift me. The only routine I foll owed
was that | always got money out at night, varying the time and slipping
on a hat and sungl asses and standing an arms length to the side so the
ATM canera didn't get me. Even then, | had to nake sure | didn't |eave
a print. It was the same when it came to buying stuff froma shop or
cafe it was vital not to go to the sane place twice. It was all a mgjor
pain in the arse, but if things went noisy, | wanted to | eave the French
police as few pieces of our jigsaw puzzle as possible. | knew that
prison visiting wasn't high on George's list of priorities.

I drove under the viaduct, past the huge concrete funnel that bel ched
snoke fromthe city's incinerator. | was nowin L' Ariane, very near the



saf e house.

Areas |ike these, Hubba-Hubba had told nme, were called banlieues, the
suburbs. That word had al ways conjured up the inage of nice three-bed
sems with privet hedges near the commuter station. But here it meant
ghetto; high-density tower bl ocks where les imrgres, nostly North
African, had taken refuge. L'Ariane had the reputation of being one of
the nmost deprived and viol ent banlieues in France, after those that
ringed Paris. Hubba-Hubba had told nme plenty of his auntie's horror
stories; it was a no-go area for the authorities, out of bounds even to
anbul ance crews and firenmen, who didn't dare set foot in the place

wi t hout police protection and just one glinpse of a gendarne was all it
took to spark a riot. | couldn't think of a better place for a safe
house.

| passed a burnt-out car that hadn't been there three days ago. Apart
fromthat, everything el se | ooked the same a grim rat-infested,
litter-strewn warren of graffiti-sprayed concrete and satellite dishes.

| took the first turning left into the estate and parked outside the
kebab- cum cl eaner' s-cum pati sserie-cumlaundry. | got out of mny car
imedi ately so it looked as if | had a reason to be here which, in fact,
| did, though it wasn't one | wanted anyone to know about. | worried
about the Megane; the roads were packed with vehicles, but nine was four
or five years newer, and still had its plastic hubcaps.

I"d only been here twi ce before: when we'd got together on the twentieth
to sort out the recces and divide the areas, and again earlier today, to
deliver the kit I'd picked up fromthe DOR



Si xt een.

I"d tucked my pistol into the front of ny jeans. | worried about having
just one mag with ne, but then again, if | needed nore than thirteen
rounds to protect nyself, | was beyond hel p and shoul d probably be

pulling pints at the yacht club

As | closed the door, a young Muslimworman appeared, eyes lost in the
shadows of her headscarf, shoul ders droopi ng under the weight of two
plastic carrier bags full of cans and breakfast cereals. She was
blending in here a lot nore easily than | was.

I went to the boot and got out ny bag, |ocked up and headed straight for
the entrance to the nearest block of flats on nmy side of the road. The
nmosai c tiles decorating the front of the building had crunbl ed away | ong
ago. The concrete underneath was now decorated with a blend of French
and Arabic graffiti that | didn't understand.

The security | ocks and intercom system had been trashed years ago. The
entrance hall stank of piss, the floor was littered with cigarette
butts. Shouts cane fromthe floor above ne, and a barrage of | oud
French rap. At least | was out of sight of the road. Anyone watching
woul d assurme | was visiting someone in the block, and since | was a
white stranger, that probably meant | was there for drugs. Because

was al one and wi thout arned back-up, | couldn't be a policeman. |
headed strai ght out of the back door and into a square flanked by four

i dentical blocks. It had probably | ooked wonderful when it was full of
shiny little Dinky-toy vehicles in the architect's nodel. | could stil
make out the markings of a car park, but now the place | ooked nore |ike
a storage area for the incinerator next door than the forecourt of a
Citroen dealership. It was littered with burnt-out cars and rotting
food that seened to have been flung out of the upper-storey w ndows.

W ndbl own rubbi sh was heaped in drifts against the walls of every bl ock
and, for sone reason | couldn't work out, dead pigeons seenmed to be

| yi ng everywhere. Maybe someone was shooting themfroma w ndow with an
air rifle, or perhaps they'd eaten some of the food. A couple of
seriously macho rats darted from body to body.

| strode purposefully across the square, putting in an anti-surveillance
route to nmake sure | wasn't being followed.

| entered the next block to the blare of mnusic and kids scream ng
upstairs. There was a strong snell of cooking. Two guys who | ooked as
though they'd just got off the bus from Kosovo were in the entrance hal
ahead of me, surrounded by kids with bobble hats and baggy jeans. The
kids were in the process of paying for whatever it was these guys were
selling them The men froze, the foil waps in their hands, and stared
me out, waiting to see ny next nove. The kids couldn't have cared |ess,
they just wanted the w aps.

It was pointless turning back. | just acted as if | belonged, didn't
give a shit what was going on, and wal ked past. The nonment they
realized | wasn't concerned they carried on with the deal. | pushed

open a door and hit the road.

I worked nmy way through a nmaze of snmall alleyways. Hollow eyed nen in
shel | -suit tops and jeans hung out on every corner, snoking and
occasional ly kicking a stray ball back to their kids, who | ooked |like
smal l er versions of their dads. These people had no work, no prospects,
no future. It didn't matter what colour they were, in this part of town
everyone was burnt-out, just like the cars. | turned towards the | ast
block. On ny first visit 1'd thought it had been condemmed; the place



had scorch marks licking up fromevery wi ndow. Breeze blocks filled the
wi ndow frames on the first few floors. This was ny |ast checkpoint
before heading for the RV; | was clear, nothing behind ne, and
everything | ooked normal, or as nornmal as anything could | ook around
here. A Mislimwonan canme out on to a | anding above nme and gave the
fam |y duvet a good shake.

| crossed the debris-covered road and headed for the RV, one of the
three farmworkers' cottages that crouched in the shadows of the estate.

I imagi ned the owners sitting here fifty years ago, mnding their own
busi ness, watching their chickens and sheep go down to the river for a
drink. Next thing they knew, they were living in the mddle of a
dustbin of a housing project, as the city swall owed them up and

i ntroduced themto the brave new world of high-rise living. The far one
now bel onged to Hubba-Hubba's aunt. He'd paid for her and her husband
to go back to North Africa for two nonths and see their famly before
they died, so the house was ours for the duration

I checked the position of the Browning; | really wanted to check chanber
as well, but couldn't. In a place like this there would be eyes
ever ywher e.

I made ny way along a stretch of dried nmud that m ght once have been
grass. The cottages had been painted dark beige many years ago. The
faded green shutters on the furthest one were closed, the w ndows
covered with nmetal grilles. Litter blowm fromthe road had piled up
agai nst the bottom of the rusty, sagging chain-link fence that
surrounded them Beyond it was a concrete path and a dil api dat ed
chicken coop that had | ast seen an egg in the fifties.

I could hear an exchange of rapid and aggressive French fromthe flats
behind ne. The duvet shaker was giving someone inside her
state-of-the-nation address. | checked that the first tell-tale was in
position. It was: a new black bin liner, half filled with newspaper,
had been placed by the gate inside the fence That meant Hubba- Hubba was
in the house, hopefully sponsoring the RV. A glance at traser told me
it was four mnutes to four. Al being well, Lotfi would also be in
posi ti on.

When Hubba- Hubba had arrived he'd have put out the bin bag for Lotfi and
me to see as we nade our approach. Hubba-Hubba woul d have got here
about three; Lotfi thirty mnutes or so |ater.

If the bin liner hadn't been there, |I'd have just kept wal king and gone
to the energency RV in twenty-four hours' tinme -Cannes at McDonald's, or
McDo as it was called down here. The place was al ways packed with
school ki ds and of fice workers, nmuch to the disgust of the French food
police. |If any one of us failed to show we'd be in the shit, but the
job would still go on. W had no choice: there was too nmuch at stake
for it not to.

I went through the gate with ny bag over ny |eft shoul der, |eaving ny
right ready to react with the Browni ng, and wal ked up the pat hway.

As | reached the door of the furthest cottage, | checked again that |
wasn't about to be junped on as | took off my sun-gigs. | |ooked for
the two match heads that should be protruding fromthe bottom of the
door. They had to be where | could see them wi thout adjusting the angle
of ny head as | approached; | didn't want to make it obvious that | was
| ooki ng for something.

They were exactly where they should be, one sticking out an inch from



the right-hand corner of the door, and the other on the left, by the
frane. That told nme that both Hubba-Hubba and Lotfi were inside; the
door hadn't been opened and cl osed without the tell-tal es being

repl aced.

I knocked on the door and watched. After a few seconds, the spy hole
darkened. | lowered ny eyes, but kept ny face inline with it, to

i ndi cate that everything was OK, that nobody was against the wall and
out of view with a weapon aimed at ny head. Eyes are a good tell-tale;
they can't be seen from a distance, so nobody can see what's goi ng on
The mat ches di sappeared fromview, four bolts were pulled back, and the
handl e turned. The door opened and three rubber-coated fingers appeared
around its edge as it was pulled inwards. | walked in wthout any
greeting, and it was closed behind ne. The bolts were slid back into

pl ace.

| took two steps over the wooden floorboards of the cranped hal |l way and
on to a worn, Persian-style rug. | followed the snell of freshly brewed
coffee into the dimy lit living room past furniture draped in doilies
and faded bl ack-and-whites of kids with gumy smiles gathered together
on a sideboard in cheap chrome franmes. Lotfi was standing by a
wooden-arnmed settee, part of an ancient, flower-patterned three-piece
suite. It was covered in clear plastic sheeting, which reflected the
few beans of |ight that nanaged to defeat the shutters behind him The
coffee stood on a lowtable in front.

He wore jeans and a cheap striped cotton shirt, the sort where the
pattern fades after just a few washes, but that wasn't what nmade nme want
to grin. He was al so wearing Marigolds, and a dol phin-patterned shower
cap over his heavily gelled hair. Hubba-Hubba knew that the boy was
taking his personal security very seriously, but had taken the piss out
of himmercilessly the last tine we'd all net.

I put my bag on the rug and got out ny own gloves, the clear plastic

ones |'d picked up froma filling station
Lotfi watched ne as | put themon and nuttered, "Bonjour,” in a |l ow
voice. | knew he was waiting for ny face to break into a snile.

I unzi pped ny bag, removed ny N ke cap and replaced it with the

hamrer head baseball cap |I'd bought at the marina. Then | stood snartly
to attention, trying to keep a straight face as | pulled down on the
string.

Lotfi watched inpassively as the hammer moved up and down on the peak
and | heard Hubba-Hubba try not to snigger by the door.

"This is serious, N ck." He pointed behind ne.

"Pl ease, do not be a fool like him" | turned. Hubba-Hubba was
sporting a plastic G oucho Marx bi g- nose-nmoust ache- and- gl asses set. The
two of us snorted with laughter, like a couple of kids. W couldn't
help it. It really had been a boring four days, and | was feeling sort
of all right to see them again.

Hubba- Hubba hel d up his hands, to give ne the full benefit of his
ridiculous flower-patterned gl oves, and that only made things worse.

Behi nd their disguises, both of themstill had very neat hair and

nmoust aches. Hubba- Hubba had broken out slightly and not shaved for a
few days. His teeth gleaned in the nmurky |ight as we enjoyed our nonent
of stupidity, and Lotfi tried not to understand why it was so funny.



After a noment or two, | decided that kindergarten was over. W had
things to do.

"I's the escape clear?"

Hubba- Hubba nodded, and the G oucho Marx kit slid down the bridge of his
nose. That started me off again, and this tinme even Lotfi joined in.

The escape route was into the cellar via the kitchen, then through into
the next-door cottage. A mat had been glued over the trap-door, so that
when it was closed it would be concealed. Apparently it was a | eftover
fromthe Resistance in the Second World War.

We sat down around the coffee table to the sound of crunpling plastic
t hat Hubba- Hubba had bought froma DY store. W couldn't afford to

| eave behind anything like hair or clothes fibres that might be used

agai nst us. The sheeting and our other precautions wouldn't do a one
hundred per cent job, but you can only do your best.

I"'mafraid we may have a problem N ck." Lotfi nodded towards
Hubba- Hubba, hi s expression serious.

"I"'mgetting worried about him He's turning into a weird beard."
" A what ?"
"Weird beards you know, Talib. He's turning into Taliban."

Hubba- Hubba t ook off his big nose and gl asses, shaking his head as he
poured the coffee into three blue flower-patterned cups

"W have to nmake all owances, Nick. He doesn't get out rmuch these days."
He gave ne a theatrical w nk.

| sipped nmy coffee. This was nothing instant froma jar, it was hot,
sweet Arabic stuff. It always tasted to nme |ike perfunme, but it was

good all the same. | could hear kids running around on the road, and
nmopeds buzzing past, sounding |ike turbo-charged sew ng machi nes.

"We're operational fromtonorrow," | said, in a |low voice

"The boat's going to park up at Beaulieu-sur-Mer sone tine tonorrow

night. 1 don't know yet where the collections are going to happen, or
precisely when, but I"'mtold there are going to be three of them one a
day, starting Friday. |'ve got another source neet tonight, and
hopefully I'Il get the collection addresses then."

Lotfi was silent for a noment, digesting this information. Finally, he
spoke.

"Berth, Nick." He smled.

"“You berth a boat."

I smiled.

"Berth, K. I'll try to renenber that one."

"And the French don't have marinas,” Hubba-Hubba added.

"They have ports.”



Sevent een.

I watched the two of them drop enough sugar cubes in their cups to make

their spoons stand up. | decided to treat myself to one. Then | pulled
out the camera fromny bag, together with the postcards and maps |'d got
fromthe news-stands, and a couple of sets of |leads. | nodded at

Hubba- Hubba.

"OK, smart arse let's see if you can spark up Auntie's telly ..

He stood up and pressed the on button. After a minute or so there was
an el ectronic squelch and a picture appeared: sone high-octane Italian
qui z show with everyone's arnms flying everywhere. They |ooked as though
they'd be getting their kit off any minute. 1| went round the back and
rigged up the connecting wires so we could have a good | ook at the
pictures |'d taken, instead of having to crowd around the digita

di splay on the back of nmy camera |ike school boys with a copy of My
fair.

I took another sip of coffee as | marshalled my thoughts.

"OK. These are orders for the stakeout of Beaulieu-sur-Mer, and the
take of the collectors fromthe target boat, the Ninth of May, to the
hawal | adas, then the hawal | adas' |ift and drop-off. We'Il just call the
mari na BSM from now on, OK?"

They both nodded, probably pleased to be spared ny bad pronunciation
Their French, of course, was perfect.

I held out my now enpty cup to Hubba- Hubba, who was al ready doing
refills.

"OK, then, the ground ..." | fiddled with the buttons on the back of
the canera to bring up one of the pictures of the narina.

"BSM - | know you've been there, but I'mgoing to give these orders as
if you haven't so we all know where we stand." | explained the |ayout
of the town, the nain coast road, railway line, station, bus stops and
phone box.

Lotfi got out his prayer beads and started to feed them one by one,

between his right thumb and forefinger. It sounded |like the ticking of
a cl ock.
"Before | carry on," | took a breath, '"the source is the man we |eft

behind in Algeria, the runner fromthe house. The G easeball."’
They exchanged gl ances and their faces fell.

"That's obviously why no one else in the house was to be touched." |
paused, know ng very well what was going through their mnds.

"I thought you should know, that's all."

It felt good wi ping some of his slime off me, spreading the shit about a
bit.

The two of them | ooked at each other again and | could sense they, too,
felt contam nated

"As | said, | don't know the locations or timngs of these collections,
but | have another Greaseball neet tonight, so hopefully we'll know
t hen.



"OK, let's have a | ook at the target area in detail the marina, the
port, whatever you want to call it." | threw a glance at Lotfi. He
managed a smile as | flashed up the entrance sign, and showed themthe
pictures |I'd taken of the way that the piers, the shops, and the OP were
posi ti oned.

"I't will nake nore sense when you go down there to see it again for
your sel ves. Any questions?"

They had none. O naybe, as they studied the postcards and maps,
sitting on plastic sheeting and trying to pick up the small coffee cups
wi th rubber-gloved fingers, they had other things on their nind, apart
fromLotfi's shower cap.

"OK, situation so far: the Ninth of May is com ng in tonorrow night
Thursday. Al | know about it is it's a white pleasure boat, quite
| ar ge.

"There will probably be three of themon board; one will always stay on
the boat, while the other two collect. They're planning one collection
a day for three days, starting Friday, and aimng to | eave for Al geria
with the noney on Sunday sone tine after the last collection. So, we
shoul d be getting out of here by Monday, and by then Friday's haivall ada
shoul d al ready have had everything he knows dragged out of him By the
time we're flying into the sunset Monday night, the first of the ASUs
could already be having their doors kicked in by the FBI as they sit
down to watch Jerry Springer."

Lotfi lifted his head towards heaven
"In-sha'allah.”

| knew what it neant, and smil ed.

"If God wills it."

Lotfi canme down fromthe sky and | ooked at me as if | should be
replying, so | dusted off sone ropy Arabic.

"As-sal aam al aykum "

I wasn't too sure |I'd used the right reply, but it got ne a snile and a
"WA al aykum as-salaam in return as he | ooked over to Hubba- Hubba.
turned to himand caught himsniling back

"Hey, | think ny Arabic's getting pretty good, these days. What do you
reckon?"

Hubba- Hubba gave a sl ow nod.
"It's better than your English."

They | aughed and took sips of coffee as | joined them thinking they
were probably right. | got back to the orders before they took the piss
out of me even nore.

"The collectors will use public transport trains and buses. Possibly
taxis, but unlikely. Any questions?" | |ooked at each of themin turn,
but they stayed silent.

"CK then, eneny forces as normal, everyone and everything. During ny
recce today, the police canme into the marina with dogs for what | ooked
like a drugs search. It wasn't targeted at specific boats, but it's



sonet hing we shoul d be aware of.

"Friendly forces basically, that's us. There's probably just a handfu
of peopl e on board the warshi p who know what's happeni ng, but you know
they won't help us. If we're in the shit, don't expect any help."

They gave each ot her a know ng nod.
"The mission." | paused.

"The missionis in tw parts. One, identify the hawall adas and deliver
themto the DOR Two, ensure the noney never nakes it to Algeria." The
m ssion is always repeated so there is no doubt, even though | kept
having the feeling that these two were way ahead of ne.

"The mission. One, identify the hawal | adas and deliver themto the
drop-of f point. Two, ensure the noney never nmakes it to Algeria."

I knew by the |l ook on Lotfi's face that |1'd fucked up
"What's wong?"

"Hawal | ada. Not hawal | adas. It is uncountable, both singular and
plural there is no S."

Hubba- Hubba nodded hi s agreenent.
"Hawal | ada it is. But | get to keep "parked" and "nmarina", right?"
They thought that was a reasonabl e trade.

"OK, then, let's have a | ook at how we're going to do it." | |ooked
themboth in the eye: fun tinme had ended, and they understood.

"l see this happening in five phases. Phase one, the OP on the N nth of
May. Two, placing the device. Three, taking the collectors to the
hawal | ada. Four, the hit and drop-off at the DOR Finally, phase five,
preparing for the next day. Any questions?"

| paused for a few seconds to let that sink in. They drank a little
nore brew.

"Phase one the OP." Hubba-Hubba refilled as Lotfi got back to work on
his beads. | showed themthe pictures of where nmy car woul d be parked
on the road behind the hedgerow. They would find somewhere within com
ns di stance when they did their own recces tonorrow.

"I want you, Lotfi, to get in position on the town side of the marina.
Check out the closing times of those shops."

He nodded. "Hubba-Hubba, | want you to check out the other side's
timngs and find a lie-up position towards Monaco. |'ll need the shop
closing times when we neet tonmorrow for the confirmation orders.™

It had been nore inportant for ne to find an OP position than spend tine
in the target area | ooking at shop signs.

I went through how | saw the OP being checked out tonorrow night and, of
course, what we were going to do if anything went w ong.

"Questions?"

I took a couple of sips of coffee as Lotfi's beads clicked away in his
hand and Hubba-Hubba's cup nade gentle contact with the table. They



bot h shook their heads.

"Phase two placing the device on the boat. |'m probably going to have
to approach it fromunder the pier, or just wal k straight on, but I
won't decide until | know exactly what the boat |ooks like, and where
it's going to be parked. If | can't get it in place tonorrow night,
I"ll keep trying until | do."

| nodded at Hubba- Hubba.
"You need to run ne through the device after this."
Lotfi grimaced.

"You are a very brave nan, Nick. Do you really think it was a good idea
for himto play with explosives? He can only just tie his shoel aces.
Even that | had to teach him" He sl apped Hubba-Hubba across the back
of the head.

" Boooom "

"OK, then, phase three taking the collectors, who we will call Romeo One
and Two, to the hawal |l ada. Nothing should happen until about six a.m
Friday at the earliest. There aren't that many buses or trains unti
around that tine anyway. |f the Roneos are nmoving around they'll want
to use pedestrian traffic as cover and before six it's going to be a bit
thin on the ground."

I told them how we were going to take the Roneos, by bus, train and
taxi, even a hire car in case Greaseball was wong. Hubba-Hubba checked
the coffee pot as | continued.

"As | said before, it's unlikely they'll use taxis, so we need to nake
sure we know the drill for getting a bus or a train. Make sure

you' vegot the right change. Find out how you get a ticket, and how it
all works down here."

They | ooked di sappointed, but then |I realized it was because the brew
had run out.

"No matter how we take the Roneos, at |east one of us has to be there
when they neet up with the hawallada. O herwise there's going to be no
lift, and we fail. Any questions?

"OK, then, let's have a | ook at how we're going to carry out the lift.
We don't know what | anguages they speak, if they're young or old, or
where we're going to be able to do it. It will be think-on-our-feet
time. If there is only one of us in a position to hit the hawal | ada,
it's going to be tough. And renenber, even after injection they could
be ki cking about for another couple of minutes."

We all gave this sone thought.

A car horn honked and was joined by several others. The noise got
| ouder as the vehicles cane up the road towards us.

We junped to our feet, un peeling ourselves fromthe plastic.
imediately started to erase the pictures fromthe canera

"What the fuck's that?"

Lotfi gathered up our brew kit and noved with it down into the escape.
Hubba- Hubba was at the shutters as | went to the back of the TV and



pul l ed out the wires. He raised his Mrigol ded hand.
"It's OK, it's K... Calm"

Lotfi cane back into the roomand | went with himto the wi ndow. A
parade of six- or seven-year-old Mercedes and Renaults was noving slowy
al ong the road, decorated with ribbons and bouquets. Lotfi |aughed.

"A weddi ng. "

I couldn't see a bride or groom but felt glad that sonmebody in this
shit-hol e was having a good tine.

We got back to business on the settee.

"Once the hawallada is in the DOP, the ready-for-pick-up marker is put
in place are we K with that?" There was nore nodding. Hubba-Hubba sat
back into the plastic, spreading it over the back of the settee. Lotfi
just played with his beads.

"Cood. Phase five. Once the first hawallada is |eft at the DOP, we
split up, refuel, feed our faces, and get back in position to wait for
the next collection. The timngs will depend on when we get the
hawal | ada to the DOP. W should try to do it as soon as it's dark, so
we have nore time to prepare for the next day. But who knows? W could
spend all night trying to lift him and if we don't succeed, I'll decide
whet her we stay with himon day two, or go and get the trigger on the
boat and take the Roneos to the second hawal | ada. That way, at |east we
have two I Ds instead of just one. Questions?"

They shook their heads.
"OK, then, support. Radios?" | pointed at Hubba-Hubba.

"Yes, | have laid everything out for you to check, and | now have nore
batteries. Mre batteries than |'m shaking a stick at."

Lotfi | aughed.

"More batteries than you can shake a stick at... He turned to ne, his

eyebrow raised. "You see, Nick? This boy needs help."

| gestured at Hubba-Hubba. Thanks, mate. 1'll go down and do a fina
check of the kit after this. 1In the neantine, do you both renenber the
phone number? 1'Ill start zero four."

Hubba- Hubba went, "N nety-three, forty-five." Lotfi picked it up for
the four nunbers after that

"Great. Phone cards?" | reached into ny bumbag and pulled out ny
wal | et and phone card, and they produced theirs. The phone booths here
wor ked on cards that you could buy anywhere, and ours were all worth a
hundred francs.

"OK, last thing, insulin pens?"
Hubba- Hubba nodded.
"Downstairs."

"Good. After we've finished here, I want you two to go and do your
recces of BSM Hubba-Hubba, make sure you finish by ten tonorrow
morning. Lotfi, you go between eleven thirty and one thirty, because
want us all clear of the area before the boat comes in. W wll neet



back here tomorrow at nineteen hundred unless you hear fromne online
before sixteen, telling you otherwise. Can you nmake enail at that tine
of day?" They nodded. Lotfi sparked up

"I will pray before leaving. 1t could be the last tine for a few days,
or for ever. Who knows these things but God?"

I wat ched hi m shove the coffee table to the side of the settee while
Hubba- Hubba went into the kitchen to start on the washi ng-up

I leant against the wall while he prepared hinself, watching as he took
of f his trainers.

"Ramadan started on the sixteenth of Novenmber, right? So how cone
you' re working, eating and drinking -1 thought someone |ike you woul d
have stopped by now "

He placed his trainers neatly beside him To a Muslim saving life is
mandatory. |If he or she does not have strength to do so wi thout food,
then it is nandatory to break the fast. Saving life, that is what we
are doing, no? Do you think Mislimdoctors stop work?"

It made sense to ne.
"If they did, nost of the hospitals across Europe would cl ose down."
He started to adjust his shower hat.

"By the way, | read that article in the Tribune you told ne about. |
didn't realize the Virgin Mary gets nore nmentions in the Qur'an than she
does in the Bible."

He tucked in two rogue strands of hair.
"Jesus is also revered in the Qur'an.”

"I've never really had much tine for him | could never be arsed to get
out of bed on Sundays."

He rewarded ny glibness with a quiet smile.
"So what gives you conviction, norals, fulfils your |ife?"

| hated being asked questions by people who were so squared away.

"l guess | just get by day to day, you know howit is."
"No, | don't know. That's a sad thing, Nick. | feel sorry for you
There is so much you have mssed.” He gave ne a stare so penetrating

that | found nyself |ooking away, checki ng on Hubba-Hubba behi nd ne.

"I't nmust be painful being so enpty inside.. ." "I like to keep things
sinple, just seens better that way." | was starting to wish |I hadn't
opened my nout h.

"Sinplicity is good, Nick. Enmptiness is not." H s expression softened
agai n.
"But there is always tine to learn, time to fill yourself. You know,

both the Bible and the Qur'an trace a common |ineage back to Abraham and
Adam There really is a lot we all can learn fromthem Maybe you
shoul d read them one day, they have nade many peopl e whole."

| smiled. He smiled back, knowi ng there was nore chance of ne being



struck by Iightning.

He turned his back to me so that he was facing east, in the direction of
the TV. As he went down on his knees, | couldn't resist asking, "Is
that why the world's so full of justice, mercy and conpassi on?"

"l see you took your tinme reading that article, didn't you?"

He didn't | ook back, but | could see the fuzzy reflection of his face in
the TV screen.

"Justice, mercy and conpassion, that would be perfect, don't you think?
But when | think of people like the ASUs in America, who use ny religion
as a vehicle for their own selfish anger, | see no justice, and find it
difficult to feel nmercy and conpassion. But God has hel ped me overcone
these things. You see, these people, these ASUs, they call thenselves
Muslins. But they are not truly so. |In associating their acts with the
will of God, they are guilty of shirk. This is the nost unforgivable
sin. So it is my duty as a true Muslim soneone who really has
submitted hinself to God, to send those who are sinning in his name
before his angels, for their book of destiny to be weighed."

I thought he and George should get together one day over a coffee.
They' d have plenty to tal k about.

"At this tine, God will decide what becones of them He decides
everything, all our destinies."

That's Kismet, right?"

He turned back towards ne as a car with a dodgy exhaust rattled past the
wi ndow.

"What do you know of Kismet, N ck?"
"Not much." | grinned.

"I sawthe filmwhen | was a kid. Loads of your mates flying around on
magi ¢ carpets, that sort of stuff."”

"You nmeke jokes to cover up so many things, don't you?"
I shrugged, fighting back another stupid remark

"Kisnet, justice, nercy and conpassion. You have been studying a little
bit nore than that article since we |ast spoke, haven't you? Here is
sonet hing el se for you to think about." He turned back to the TV, sat
on his heels and rocked slightly fromside to side to adjust hinself. He
| ooked conpletely ridiculous in his shower cap, but spoke with such
dignity | found nyself hanging on his every word.

"In Sura 28:88, the Qur'an says: "And cry not unto any other god al ong
with Allah. There is no god save Hm"

"Now where have we heard these words before? W sound the sane, and we
are the same, in so many ways, except that the Bible has stories about
our God witten by many peopl e, sonetinmes hundreds of years after the
event, while the Qur'an holds God's very words, spoken directly to the
Pr ophet .

That's why one in five people on the planet is a Muslim N ck. W fee
closer to God."

| shifted nyself away fromthe wall



"Well ask himto keep an eye on us over the weekend, will you? W mght
need a hand."

"Of course. But you know true believers are always triunphant over
non-believers, in the end. Mybe you will be able to put a good word in
yoursel f, one day."



Ei ght een.

I went into the kitchen. Hubba-Hubba was rubber gl ove deep in
washi ng-up suds as he cl eaned the brew kit.

"See you down there."

He nodded as he tackled a stubborn coffee stain. Hi's auntie would have
been proud of him The sounds of Lotfi at prayer floated in fromthe

living roomas | lifted the trap-door and went down the wooden | adder
into the nusty coolness of the cellar. It wasn't that big, maybe three
metres by three, but high enough to stand up in. |In the far corner was

a coarse green blanket laid out with all our equipnent in very straight
I'i nes.

Hubba- Hubba really did |like order. Squared up with the edge of the
bl anket were our radios, binoculars, and the drug packs we'd need to
subdue t he hawal | ada.

I knelt in the dust of the stone floor and checked the radios first.
They were small yell ow Sony wal ki e-tal kies, the sort of things designed

for parents to keep track of their kids on ski trips or in the nmall. W
had two each, one on our bodies, one as a back-up in the boot of each
car. |If there was a drama with anyone's radi o, they could either get

their own spare or go to another vehicle, take the key hi dden behind the
rear licence plate, and help thenselves to a repl acenent.

The Sonys only had a communi cati ons di stance of about a Kand a half,
virtually line of sight. It would have been better to have a | onger

di stance set in case we got split up during the follow, but at least it
meant we couldn't be listened to out of that range. Taped to the bottom
of each were eight AA batteries: two lots of stand-by power. Attached to
a socket was a mobil e phone hands free with a plastic ear clip The jack
was taped firmy in place so it didn't fall out when soneone was

sendi ng, because sod's |law dictated that that was exactly when it would
get pulled out, and we'd be in loud time, treating the world to a
runni ng conmentary on what we were up to.

The row of three rectangular grey plastic cases, each about seven inches
Il ong and three w de, contained enough anaesthetic to send an el ephant to
sl eep. They were disguised as diabetics' insulin kits. | opened one to
check the thin green auto pen sunk into its hard plastic recess. It was
al ready | oaded with a needle and cartridge. Al so bedded into the

pl astic were another three needles that sinmply clicked on to the bottom
of the pen, and another three cartridges. Once you had it against the
target's skin, you pressed the trigger, and the spring inside would
shoot the needle forward and inject the drug, which in this case wasn't
insulin but ketam ne. Alongside themwas a card hol di ng si x nappy pins,
with big pink plastic caps. The hawall ada woul dn't be too worried about
the colour: the pins were to prevent their tongues falling down their
throats and choking them Depressed ventilation was a side effect of
this stuff, so their airway had to be kept clear at all tines.

| started to check the other two kits, naking sure that each al so
contained a scratched and worn steel Medic Alert bracelet as cover,
war ni ng anyone who was interested enough to check that we were,
strangely, all diabetic.

Ket am ne hydrochl ori de street name "Special K or "K is still used as a
general anaesthetic for children, persons of poor health, and snall
furry animals. It is also a 'dissociative anaesthetic', separating

perception fromsensation. Higher doses, the sort we were going to



gi ve, produce a hallucinogenic effect. |t can cause the user to fee
very far away fromtheir body They enter what sone people call a
"K-hole'; it has been conpared to a near death experience, with the
sensation of rising above one's body and finding it difficult to nove. |
had that feeling nmost nornings, but the ambunt these hawal | ada woul d be
getting, they'd be waving through the space shuttl e w ndow.

In powder form ketamine looks a little |like cocaine; street users snort
it, bung it in drinks, or snmoke it with marijuana. OQur hawal | ada were
going to be getting it in liquid form jabbed into the nmuscle mass of
their arse where there was little risk of us hitting a bl ood vessel and
causi ng permanent damage

The three sets of green binos were small x8, the sort that fits into a
coat pocket. W needed themin case we couldn't close in on the boat
for the trigger and had to get eyes on the target from a distance

Al these itens were inportant, but none nore so than the dark bl ue
plastic cylinder that lay at the centre of the blanket. About eighteen
inches long and three in dianeter, it canme apart if you twisted it in
the middle. A length of fishing line had been fed through a small hole
that we'd burnt with a hot skewer just by the join, and was held in
position by a strip of insulation tape on the outside of the casing,

whi ch had been fol ded back on itself to nmake a tab for easy renoval

The cylinder |ooked like it had come froma stationery shop, and was
normal |y used for storing rolled-up drawings. Now it was full of some
very exotic high explosive taken froma consignment made in Iran and
sent to GAin A geria, but intercepted by the Egyptians on the way. |'d
collected it at the sane time as the insulin kits fromthe DOP, when
first got in-country.

Li ke everything else on this job, the conponents fromwhich the pipe
bonb was constructed were nornmal everyday itens that could be bought
cheaply and wi thout raising eyebrows. Hubba-Hubba had bought all the
kit he needed fromDIY stores: wooden clothes pegs, enery paper, draw ng
pins, a small soldering set, wire, super glue insulation tape. Thel ast
itemon the shopping |list had cone froma phone shop

| felt alittle guilty about giving Hubba-Hubba this task instead of
doing it nyself. | got on well with these people, yet here | was,
jeopardi zing his security by nmaking himbuy all the kit and build the
device. But that was just how it was; as team comuander | wasn't going
to conpromse nyself if |I didn't have to, and he knew the score

| heard footsteps behind me as the praying continued above, and saw
Hubba- Hubba's trainers coming down the |adder. He still had his gl oves
on, and the cuffs of his rolled-up sleeves were wet. He cane and knelt
down beside ne.

"No offence, mate," | tapped one of the radios with nmy right index
finger, "but you understand that | have to check everything."

He nodded. He was a professional; he understood the mantra check and
test, check and test.

"You had better take a | ook at this, then. One of ny best, | think."

He carefully untwisted the cylinder and pulled it apart at the centre.
The inside was packed with ei ght pounds of the nustard-col oured high
expl osive, with just enough space in the centre for the pager and
initiation circuit, which were glued on to a rectangle torn froma



cornfl akes packet. The pager was glued face down, so that with the back
cover renmoved, the two AA batteries and the rest of the workings were
exposed. He laid the opened device back on the bl anket.

The sweet, alnost sickly pick 'n'" mx snmell of the HE hit ny nostrils.

"Where did you nmake it?"
Hubba- Hubba nmoved his head back to try to avoid the snell.

"In a Fornula One notel, just off the autoroute. People only stay for
the night and nove on, so it was a good choice. It only took nme two
hours to make, but the rest of the night to get the smell out of the
room "

Hs smle didn't last |ong

"Nick ... the source, Geaseball. | don't like it, why are we using
such a man? Afterwards maybe we should ' "Tine to stop thinking about
that, mate. | feel the same way but the sad fact is, he's worth nore

alive than dead. Just think of the int he's given us so far. He's the
one who's getting us to the hawallada. And that's what we're here for
aren't we?"

He | ooked down at the kit, his eyes scanning each itemon the bl anket as
he nodded in grudgi ng agreenent.

"Listen arse holes like that? 1It's not worth getting worked up about.
I"msure when he's no |longer any use he'll be history. There'll be
quite a queue."

Hubba- Hubba' s brow creased.
"Do you have children, N ck?"
| dodged the question.

"l understand, believe ne. H's day will cone." | pointed at the pager
with a plastic-covered finger.

"Come on, take me through this thing."

He expl ained that the power to initiate the device would be generated
when the bl eeper notified the owner they had a nessage, hopefully from
us. This pager either bleeps or vibrates, depending on the user's
choice. | have diverted the notification power by rewiring it, so that
when it receives our call the power is sent to the detonator instead of
maki ng the thing beep or vibrate."

It didn't have to be a pager; anything that generated enough power to
initiate the detonator could have been used. Psions or PalmPilots do
the job, especially if you know the exact date and tine you want the
device to initiate sonmeone naking a speech next nonth, say, or even next
year. Al you have to do is set the alarmon the schedul e progranme for
the tinme and day, place the device, leave it, and when the notification
sparks up, boooom as Lotfi would say.

I could see the two thin wires com ng out of the end of the pager, one

di sappearing into the PE where the det was buried. The other was gl ued
along the top jaw of the wooden cl othes peg, which was, in turn, glued

down next to the pager. | knew what it was doing there but waited for

Hubba- Hubba to explain. It was his fireworks party.



"Four kilos is a lot of high explosive, Nick, but it is not going to
turn the boat into a Hollywod fireball unless you can |ocate it to
ignite the fuel, of course.”

He was right. It would all depend on where |I could place the thing.

The clothes peg, Nick, that's the circuit breaker, your safety catch. To
stop you goi ng bang."

I couldn't help but snile at his understatenent as | checked the two AA
batteries. Between the nipple of the top battery and its connection in
the pager was a sliver of clear plastic cut fromthe pager's packagi ng,
in case soneone called a wong nunber while | had this thing shoved up

my junper. It would stay there until just before | went to place the
device. | wouldn't want to waste tinme opening the cylinder and nmessing
about with bits of plastic when | got on the boat: |1'd want to just get

on board and get this thing hidden and arnmed as qui ckly as possible.

Hubba- Hubba pi cked up a splinter of wood and used it to trace the
circuit, following the det wire glued along the top of the peg then
tucked under the top jaw

"I wrapped the wires around the drawi ng pins and soldered them It is
an excel l ent connection."

The wire leading fromthe drawing pin in the | ower jaw disappeared into
t he PE.

For the tine being, these two pins were separated by another piece of
pl astic, to which Hubba-Hubba had fastened the other end of the fishing
line. He let me admire the circuit for a few nore seconds.

"It is good, yes?"

| nodded.

"Did you emery the pinheads?"

He raised his hands in a gesture of disbelief.

"But of coursel As | said, it is an excellent connection. Before
moving to the boat, you take out the battery breaker and cl ose the
device, OK? After checking this safety catch is in place, of course."

"OF course."

"Then, once you have placed the device, gently pull on the fishing Iine.
Once the pinheads nmake contact, the circuit will be conplete and it is
time for you to | eave the boat with quick feet!" Any one of us three
coul d shove our phone card into a call box, ring the pager nunber, then
tap in ten digits. Once contact had been nade, we'd get "Message bien
re cue which | supposed was the French for "Bang'. And that woul d be
that; the boat, the people, the nobney, gone. | only hoped |I'd be the
one in the phone box outside the marina by the bus stop, watching the
boat | eave. 1'd detonate as soon as the Ninth of May was safely in open
water and, with any luck, sone of the mllions would be washed ashore at
my feet.

There was one question we didn't yet know the answer to: how far out to
sea woul d the pager initiate?

Hubba- Hubba gave hi s handi work one nore check



"It is all yours now "

I twisted the cylinder back together as carefully as he'd undone it, and
left it on the blanket. Upstairs, Lotfi was still praying at warp
speed. Hubba-Hubba | eant down to put the device back in line and
checked the rest of the kit.

"Still warding off that evil eye thing?" | nodded at the pendant, which
was swinging by his chin: the small, beaded hand with an unblinki ng bl ue
eye inits palm

"Of course. |I've had it since | was a baby. In Egypt, many children
have charms pinned to their coats as protection. You see, \Wsterners
thi nk nothing of saying about a child, "Hasn't he grown?" or "lIsn't he
| ooki ng so healthy?" But these things are taboo where we come from
That is because the evil eye could make the child sick. That is why we
only give conplinments related to character, things you cannot easily
measure, and even then only in a way that shows there is no nmalice or
envy intended."

"So the evil eye can't hear, right?"

"Sonmething like that. For instance, soneone mght see ne driving |ater
tonight and feel envious, and if they had the evil eye they could cause
me to crash, maybe even die. But this,"” he tapped his chest, 'this has
st opped such things happening to me for over thirty years. You should
get one. In this world, they are nore practical, perhaps, than that..."
He | ooked upwards as the sound of Lotfi's prayers drilled their way

t hrough the floor.

| stood up.

"On this job," | said, dusting nyself down, "I reckon we can use all the
hel p we can get."

Lotfi was just dotting the Is and crossing the "Is with God as | got ny
bag and Hubba- Hubba went to the door to check the spy hole | heard a
bolt being drawn back as |I pulled off ny gloves and stuffed theminto ny
bag.

"Right, I'll see you later."

Hubba- Hubba nodded "Au revoir before checking the spy hole once nore. He
gave nme a thunbs-up, and | wal ked out into the darkness. | heard a dog
bar ki ng of f a bal cony sonmewhere

| retraced nmy earlier route, with the bag back over ny left shoul der and
my right free for the Browning. There were no street |anps, and the
only light came fromthe wi ndows above ne. Behind them adults and kids
hol | ered at each other, nusic blared, nore dogs barked.

I got to the door of the last block of flats, but nmade no attenpt to

stop and look out. | didn't want to draw attention to myself. | wal ked
strai ght out, keeping ny head down and ny eyes up as | hit the key fob
and the Megane's indicators flickered. | locked nyself in and drove off

i medi ately, as you would in this part of town.

Two consecutive right turns got ne back on to the main road. | wasn't
worried about anti-surveillance yet as they wouldn't be foll ow ng ne
around here. They'd wait at the exits fromthe estate.

Once on the main, | kept ny speed nornmal and drove into the city centre,
headi ng for the coast and the Pronenade des Anglais. There was stil



plenty to do. | needed to get sonething to eat, get back to G easebal
and, with luck, get the addresses, then go and see exactly where they
wer e.

I saw the bright yellow lights of a Shell garage as | approached the
city centre, and drove on to the forecourt. \Whenever there is an

opportunity to fill up, no matter how little fuel is needed, it nust be

taken. Watching the vehicles drive past, | went through the routine of

filling up with a plastic glove on, to stop the horrible petrol snmell on
my delicate skin. | messed about with the petrol cap, meking nenta

notes of passing cars, their plates, make and col our, and number of
passengers, hoping that |1'd never see them again. French nunmber plates
comprised a group of numbers, then two or three letters, then another
group of nunbers. The easiest way to try to register themwas just to
take note of the letters and the | ast set of nunbers.

As the unl eaded fl owed, | continued noving nmy eyes about to see if there
were any cars parked up with people in, |ooking, waiting for me to nove
out of the forecourt. But it was just the normal eveni ng comuter
crowd, trying their hardest to get hone to whatever French people did in
the evening which, as far as | knew, was just eat.

Filling up with exactly fifty francs' worth, and with ny hat and head

down for the security caneras, | paid cash and didn't have to wait for
change. Then, driving over to the air and water section with a new
batch of gloves, | checked for any devices that m ght have been placed

while | was at the safe house.

I hit the coast road towards Cannes, and was nearly blinded by oncom ng
headl i ghts and fl ashing neon as | drove al ong the Promenade des Angl ais.
Near the airport, the first of the happy-hour hookers had started her
shift, conplete with | eopards king bonber jacket, sparkly silver
spray-on pants, and the world' s highest white platformboots. At |east,
I thought they were the world's highest until | saw one of her

col | eagues, |eaning against the wall in a long black coat and huge bl ack
vinyl platforns. She was chatting away on her nobile, naybe taking a
booki ng from soneone in one of the business hotels that satellited the
airport. A couple of days earlier, R viera Radio had reported that the
French girls had conmplained to the police about East Europeans taking
all their trade, when they had no visas and no right to be here. The
police had responded by roundi ng everyone up, and the comni ssioner said
he was enbarrassed as a Frenchman to have to report that the East
European girls were considerably better |ooking than their French
counterparts, and that was probably the reason there'd been conpl aints.

Leaving the airport behind me, | hit nore neon at Cap 3000 and carried
on along the coast towards Juan-les-Pins, deciding to pick up a pizza on
the way to Cannes. The place was a seasonal beach town, living off its

past glory fromthe sixties and seventies, when Brigitte Bardot and the
jet set used to cone down for a cappuccino and a pose of a weekend. It
still had its nonents, but right now three-quarters of the shops were
closed until Easter or whenever the season started again. Restaurants
were being refurbi shed and bars were getting repainted.



N net een.

| cruised around the sleepy town. Strings of Christmas |ights twi nkled
across the streets, but there was nobody at hone to enjoy them. A few

bars and cafes were still serving a small nunber of custoners, but the
majority of the hotels | ooked dead. Several shops had whitewashed
wi ndows, |ike bandages across next season's facelift.

| drove down a tree-lined nain, |ooking for a take away pizza pl ace that
was open, and did a double-take at the two nmen wal king towards ne. For a
monent | even wondered if | was hallucinating, but there was no doubting
who it was in the long | eather coat, snoking and chatting as he went.

| jerked nmy head down instinctively so that the peak of nmy cap hid ny
face. | didn't know if Greaseball had seen nme, and | didn't want to
check. There was no reason why he should have: ny headlights should
have blinded himtenporarily anyway.

I took the next right and threw the Megane up on to the kerb, then rmade
my way quickly back to the main. | looked up to ny left and they were
still in sight, walking away fromme. They were the only other people
around; cigarette snoke drifted behind themin a cloud. Geaseball's
mate was taller than him maybe six foot, and had a bush of dark curly
hair, cut just above the shoulder. He was wearing a dark,
three-quarter-length coat over what |ooked like jeans. | couldn't see
that much of him from behind, but would have bet good noney on hi m bei ng
the man I'd spotted in the Pol aroi ds back at Greaseball's flat. They

tal ked quietly and earnestly to each other as they noved up the road.

They stopped and Greaseball turned towards the kerb; | could see the
glow of his cigarette. He took one |ast drag as he nodded to his
conpani on, then threw the stub into the gutter. The other man was
definitely Curly fromthe Polaroid. He took sonmething fromhis coat
pocket, checking around himas he did so. It nust have been small,
because | couldn't see a thing. They shook hands and qui ckly hugged
before parting; whatever it was, it was being posted. Maybe this was
who gave Greaseball his fixes. Curly turned imediately left, down a
side road, while Geaseball carried on another few netres up the street,
bef ore di sappearing into what | ooked like a restaurant or bar. A sign
hung on the wall outside, but it wasn't illum nated.

| crossed the street, to get a better view of the place, and checked the
road Curly had gone down. As | closed in, | could see that the sign
showed a belly-dancer with a veil and [owcut bikini top. There was no
sign of Curly, and it | ooked as though G easeball was now being
entertai ned by the "Fiancee of the Desert'.

The outside of the building | ooked as if soneone had gone berserk with a
truckl oad of plaster, flinging handfuls at the wall to make it | ook
ethnic. Onate grilles covered two small w ndows each side of the door,
through which I could just nmake out shadows bobbi ng about in the gl ow

I went back across the street, head down, checking left and right. There
was no traffic, just a mass of tightly parked cars. | tried to see what
was goi ng on inside, but couldn't nmake out much through the small,
square window. | couldn't see Greaseball anywhere

Carrying on past the solid wood door, | peeped inside the next w ndow as
casually as | could. | still couldn't see anything but low light and
t abl ecl ot hs.

It | ooked as if a pizza would have to be binned for a few hours. | went



to the top of the street, and stopped in a doorway on the opposite side.
Three scooters screanmed past with their engines at bursting point. The
riders | ooked about fourteen

The street lights and decorations cast a haphazard pattern of shadows,
so it was easy to find a corner to lurk in, in the doorway of a lingerie
shop. It was probably the best place not to arouse any suspicion in
this country; if Greaseball could get away with wearing a pashm na, |
coul d probably wear this kit wi thout anyone batting an eyelid.

Diners finished their neals. Goups and coupl es kissed, |aughed and
went their separate ways, but still no sign of G easeball.

After two hours | was quite an expert on basques and suspenders. The
only people on the street now were old nen and wonen taking their dogs
out for a last dunp before bedtine. Only the odd vehicle canme in either
direction.

A Lexus glided up the road fromny left and stopped outside the
restaurant. The alloy wheels and body work were so highly polished you
could see the Christmas decorations in them The driver stayed put with
the engine running as his passenger finished off a tel ephone call. Wen
he finally got out, | could see he | ooked |ike a dark-skinned version of
George M chael, with a goatee beard and flat, short hair. As he slid
into the restaurant, the car noved further along the road and parked up
The driver, also dark, had a shaved head that gl eanmed as inpressively as
the Lexus. | could tell that he was already bored with waiting.

Fifteen mnutes later, the door opened and Greaseball energed into the
glow of the Christmas lights. He turned towards ne and | noved back
into the shadows. |f he got level with nme, 1'd have to sit down, hide
my face and pretend to be pissed. But it would be difficult for himto
see ne over the parked cars fromthe other side of the road.

I waited for himto pass, then came out on to the pavenent and foll owed.
The Lexus was still there, waiting for George Mchael to stop filling
his face. The driver had the interior light on, trying to read a paper;
this probably wasn't his idea of the perfect night out. G easebal

turned left, heading for the taxi rank at the railway station

I watched as he got into the back of one and noved out on to the nain,

towards Cannes. | checked traser: nine thirty-seven, not long to go
before the neet. He must be going home. It was pointless rushing back
to ny car since | was pretty nuch certain where he'd be at el even
Besides, | didn't want to scream around after him and get stopped by the

police for jumping a red.
| headed back in the direction of the Fiancee of the Desert.

At ten forty-five, having finally grabbed sonething to eat, | turned the
Megane up boul evard Carnot and nade ny way past G easeball's apartnent
bl ock.

I took a few turns, methodically checking out the area for people
sitting in cars or lurking in shadows before parking outside Eddie
Leclerc's.

I noved into an alleyway behind the shop and waited to see if anyone was
following me up the hill. | just stood as if | was having a piss
between two | arge skips full of cardboard boxes, and let ten minutes go
by.

I could still hear vehicles on the nmain drag as | wal ked up the hill,



but at this time of night it was no | onger a constant drone. O herw se,
there was just the occasional burst of nusic froma TV, or a dog
bar ki ng.

There were lights on in a couple of the apartnents on Greaseball's
floor. | checked traser. | was a couple of minutes early, but it
didn't really matter. | hit the bell with the cuff of my sweatshirt
over ny thunmb. | heard crackling, and a rather breathless "Hell o,
hel | 0?"

I noved ny face nearer the small grille and said, "It's e, it's

el even." There was a buzz at the door. | pushed it open with ny foot,
then pressed the intercomagain. The door buzzed once nore and the

i ntercom crackl ed again. Tush the door," he said.

I gave the handle a rattle, but didn't nove.
"Not hi ng' s happening. Conme down, |'Il wait here."
There was a nonent's hesitation, then, "Ch, K"

I slipped into the hallway and cl osed the door gently behind nme, then
moved to the side of the lift, by the door to the stairs, and drew down
the Browni ng, making nyself feel better by checking chanber before
packing it back into ny jeans.

The Iift rattled its way up the shaft. | eased open the door to the
stairs and hit the |light plunger with nmy el bow, just in case he had
friends waiting to nove in behind ne once I'd got up to the apartnent.

The stairwell was enpty. | closed the door as the Iight went out and
waited where | was for the Iift to cone back down. It stopped and
Greasebal | wal ked out, expecting ne to be at the front door. There were
no keys in his hand. How did he plan to get back into his flat?

| drew down in preparation, and whispered, |'mhere."

Greasebal |l spun round. He could see the weapon down at ny side and his
eyes flickered in alarm

| said, "Were are your keys?"
He | ooked confused for a second, then sm | ed.

"My door is open. | rushed down to neet you." He |ooked and sounded
genui ne enough.

I's anyone with you?"

"No, non. He gestured.

"You can see."

"No. |Is there anyone with you upstairs?”

"l am al one."

"OK, let's go." | ushered himinto the lift and, just as before, stood
behind himin a cloud of aftershave and al cohol. He was dressed as he
had been earlier in the day, except for the pashnmina, and still had his

| eat her jacket on. He wi ped his nouth nervously.

"l have the | have the ' "Stop. Wit until we get inside." The lift
stopped and | noved hi m out.



"OFf you go. You know what to do." He headed for Flat 49, with me
three paces behind, the weapon held al ongside ny thigh.



Twenty.

He hadn't lied: the door was still open. | touched himgently with the
pi stol on the side of his arm

"In you go, and leave this as it is." He did as he was told, and even
opened the door that led into the bathroom and the bedroom to prove the
pl ace was deserted

| stepped inside and it was i medi ately obvious that the nagic cl eaning
fairy hadn't paid any surprise visits since this norning. | turned the
light off above nme with the Browning's nuzzle, then pushed down the
button that rel eased the dead-bolt so I could close the door with ny
heel. | raised the Browning, ready to go into the room

The nonent the door was shut, | reactivated the deadl ock. | didn't want
anyone making entry with a key while | was clearing the apartnent.

He was standing by the table.

"l have the addresses ... He had to force his hand into his jeans,
whi ch were straining to hold in his gut.

"Turn the light out."

He | ooked confused for a second, then understood. He reached for his
Canel s before nmoving to the switch; then we were plunged into darkness.
A street light across the road gl owed against the old man's garden wall .
Greaseball was nervous the lighter wouldn't keep still as he tried to
direct the flane towards the tip of his cigarette. The shadows that
flickered across his face nade himl ook even nore |ike sonething out of
the Hanmer House of Horror than he normally did.

I didn't want the darkness for dramatic effect. | just didn't want
anyone to see a silhouette waving a pistol about through the net
curtains.

"Now cl ose the shutters on these bal cony w ndows."

| followed the red glowin his nouth as he pulled down on the canvas
strap that controlled the wooden roller shutters, and began to | ower
t hem

"I really do have ' Wit, wait."

Once the shutters were down | watched the gl ow of ash nove back towards
the settee, and |listened to himwheezing as he tried to breathe through
his nose with a mouth full of cigarette. He knocked into the table and
I waited for the sound of himsitting down.

"You can turn the light back on now. "
He got up and wal ked past ne to hit the switch

| started to clear the flat, with himin front of me as before.

gl anced at the wall unit for another look at Curly. The Pol aroids
weren't there. A dog barked its head off on the bal cony above us as we
entered the bedroom It |ooked as if he had deci ded agai nst tennis,
after all. The bags, along with the syringes, had gone from under the
bed. The flat was clear: there was no one here but us.

As | noved towards the living room | pushed the Browning back into ny
jeans and stood by the door. He coll apsed back on to the settee,



flicking his ash at an already full plate.
"You have the addresses?"

He nodded, pushing hinself to the edge of his seat and reaching over the
coffee table for his pen.

"The boat, it will be at Pier Nine, berth forty-seven. 1'll wite it
all down for you. | was right. There are three collections, starting
Friday in Monaco ' | lifted ny hand.

"Stop. You've got the addresses in your pocket?" "Yes, but but... the
ink's bad. I'lIl wite themagain for you."

"No. Just show nme what you've got in your pocket." His excuse sounded

too apol ogetic to be true.

He managed to squeeze his hand back into his jeans, and produced an A5
sheet of |ined paper that had been torn from a notebook and fol ded three
or four tines.

"Here." He leant towards nme with the sheet in his hand, but | pointed
at the table.

"Just open it up so | can read it."

He laid it down on top of yesterday's Nice Matin, and turned it round
towards ne. It wasn't his witing, unless he'd been to neat |essons
since this norning. This was very even and upright, the sort that
schoolgirls in my conprehensive used to practise for hours in their
exerci se books. And it belonged to a Brit or an Anerican. The first
address contai ned the nunber 617; the one didn't | ook Iike a seven, and
the seven didn't have a stroke through it.

Monaco was marked "Fri'. N ce marked "Sat'. Here in Cannes was
| abelled "Sun'. "Who gave you these?"

He shrugged, visibly annoyed with hinself, and probably shaken because
he knew he'd fucked up when he fl apped at the begi nning and got too
eager to give ne the addresses so | would go away.

"No one, it's ny This isn't your handwiting. Wo gave it to you?"

"I cannot... | would be ' "All right, all right, I don't want to know.
VWho cares?" | did, really, but there were nmore inportant things to
worry about right now and, besides, | thought | already knew.

"Do you know the nanes of the collectors or the hawal | ada?"

He shook his head and sounded breat hl ess, probably because of the anount
of nicotine he was inhaling. He couldn't have been nore than forty
years old, but he'd be dead of lung cancer |ong before sixty.

"What about the collection times?"
"This is all | was able to find out."
"How do | know these are correct?"

"l can guarantee it. This is very good information." | went over to
crazy-threat node.

"It had better be, or you know what | will do to you, don't you?"



He | eant back in the settee and studied ny face. He wasn't fl apping
now, which surprised nme. He smiled.

"But that's not really going to happen, is it? | know things. How do
you think |I've survived so | ong?"

He was absolutely right. There wasn't a thing | could do about it.
These peopl e can screw you about as nuch as they want. |If they provide
hi gh-quality intelligence, nothing can happen to them unl ess people |ike
George want it to. But what sources often fail to understand is that
they're only useful while they can provide information. After that,
nobody cares. Apart from Hubba-Hubba and Lotfi; | was sure they woul d
continue to care a great deal

He studied me for a long time and took another drag of his cigarette.
The snoke | eaked fromhis nostrils and nmouth as he spoke.

"Do you know what slimis?"

I nodded. |'d heard the word in Africa.

That's me slim HV positive. Not full-blow Aids yet. | punp nyself
with antiretrovirals, trying to keep the inevitable from happening, but
it will cone, unless.... Wll, what do | care what you do to ne? But |
used to wonder about Zeralda. | used to wonder if he had slim..." He

was trying to hide a smle but couldn't stop the corners of his nouth
from turning up.

"Who knows? Maybe he did, maybe he didn't. Mybe he did, but didn't
know it. Slimhas a way of doing that. It just creeps up on you." He
flicked some ash angrily on to the plate.

"Maybe you shoul d have a check-up yourself. There was a |ot of blood,
wasn't there?"

Taking nore nicotine into his lungs, he sat back and crossed his |egs.
He was enjoying this.

I didn't let himknow that | wasn't that fussed by Zeralda's spl ashed
blood. | knew that | had about the sane risk of contracting the disease
fromit as being struck by lightning on the same day | won the lottery.

| stared back at him

"If you don't care about dying, why were you so scared in Algeria? And
why were you scared earlier?"

He started to snoke |like Oscar WIde on a bad day.

"When | go, ny friend, | plan to go how do you people say? wth a bang.
Let me tell you sonething, ny friend." He leant forward and stubbed out
his second butt end.

"I know there is no hope for ne. But | do plan to end ny life the way |
wish to, and that certainly isn't going to be at a tine of your
choosing. | still want to have a lot nore living before slimreally
gets nme then bang!" He clapped his hands together

"One pill and I"'mgone. | don't want to | ose nmy figure as you can see
I"mstill the prettiest boy on the beach.”

| picked up the newspaper and folded it around the notebook page, naking
sure it was nice and secure, then rolled it up, as if I was on ny way to



the building site.

"If you're lying about these addresses, |'I|l get the green light to hurt
you bad, believe me."

He shook his head, and extracted another cigarette.

"Never. |1'mtoo valuable to your bosses. But you, you worry me, you
have been out of your kennel too long." He jabbed a nicotine-stained
finger at ne.

"You would do it of your own accord. | felt that in Algeria." There
was the single click of his lighter and | heard the tobacco fizz.

"I know you don't like ne, and | suppose | can understand that. But
sonme of us have different desires and different pleasures, and we cannot
deny oursel ves our pleasures, can we?"

| ignored the question. | opened the door and he got to his feet. |
left with the newspaper in ny hand, wanting to get out of there quickly
so | could resist the overwhelning urge to splatter himagainst the
wal |



Twent y- One.

| dunped the newspaper, still with the piece of paper inside, in the
foot well of the passenger seat, and took one of the pairs of service
station clear plastic gloves fromthe glove conpartnent and put them on
Then, bending down into the foot well | fished out the piece of paper
and read the addresses, holding it by just one edge.

The first was Ofice 617 in the Palais de la Scala, at place du

Beaumar chai s, Monaco. | renenbered the building fromny recce. It was
just to the side of the casino and the banking area, not that that neant
much: the whol e of Monaco was a banking area. The de |a Scal a was
Monaco's answer to the shopping mall, with real nmarble pillars and

bottl es of vintage chanpagne that cost the sanme as a snmall hatchback. It
was al so next to the Hotel Hermtage, the haunt of rock stars and
fat-cat industrialists.

The N ce address was on Boul evard Jean X1, which a quick check of the
road atlas told me was in an area called La Roque, near the freight
depot that | had passed to get to the safe house and with a rail way
station, Gare Riquier, no nore than seven hundred netres away. The | ast
one, | knew very well. It was along the Croisette in Cannes, just by
the PMJU betting shop-cum cafe-cumw ne bar, facing the sea and cheek by
jow w thChanel and Gucci. Wnen in nminks sat there with old Italian
men whose hands wandered under the fur like ferrets as they bet on
horses, drank chanpagne, and generally had fun until it was time to be
escorted back to their hotels. The only difference between the wonen in
m nks and the ones who worked the road near the airport was the price

t ag.

I was tenpted, but it was far too late to go into Monaco to do a recce
of the Palais de la Scala. For a start, the mall would be closed, but
that wasn't the main reason. Mnaco has the hi ghest per capita incone
inthe world, with security to match. There's a policeman for every
sixty citizens, and street crine and burglary sinply don't exist. If |
went into Monaco at this time of night for a drive-past of the target
area, |'d be picked up and recorded by CCTV, and could very well be
physically picked up at a road block. Drive in and out of Mnaco three
times in a day and there's a high possibility you'll be stopped by the
police and asked why. 1t was all designed to nake the inhabitants fee
cocooned and protected, and that didn't just nmean the racing drivers and
tennis stars who lived there to avoid tax. The popul ation al so incl uded
others who had made their noney fromthe big three: deception,
corruption, and assassinati on.

| decided to | eave the recce for the norning, and take a | ook at the

Ni ce address on the way to BSM where | planned to spend the rest of the
night. That meant parking up overni ght somewhere, and joining the
nmorning traffic queues into the principality, but it carried far |ess
risk. | folded the piece of paper and placed it inside another glove,
then hid it under the seat, pushing it right up into the uphol stery.

I hit the coast road. It was nmuch | ess busy now, just the odd Harley or
two thundering along as their riders took advantage of the deserted
t ar mac.

As | approached Nice, the whol e coastline seened to be bathed in neon
It rem nded me of the United States, a never-ending stream of shocking
pi nk and el ectric bl ue.

There was heavier traffic in both directions along the Pronenade des
Angl ai s, and the whores were doi ng good business with kerb craw ers near



the airport. Quite a few bars were still open for diehards.

I turned inland on the sanme road as |'d used to go to the safe house,
and headed for La Roque, on the east edge of town. It turned out to be
just a big sprawl of apartnent bl ocks, nuch |like those around the safe
house, only cleaner and safer. There were no scorch marks above the

wi ndows, no bricked-up buildings, no burnt-out cars. There were even
supermarkets, and a street nmarket, by the |ook of the boxes of damaged
fruit and vegetables that were piled up in the main street. A rubbish
truck lunbered al ong, bedecked with yellow flashing lights, and
collectors in fluorescent jackets noved anong the dossers rooting
through the debris.

I pulled over to check the map. Boulevard Jean XIll was the second
option right, so | overtook the rubbish truck and turned right. Cheap
shoe shops, thrift shops and grocery stores were both sides of nme. Maybe
this was where Lotfi and Hubba-Hubba had bought their outfits. A few
take away pizza joints were still open, flanked by lines of nopeds with
boxes on the back, ready to zip off to an apartnment block with a |l arge
quatre frontages and sone special deal chicken dippers.

The building turned out to be not a house but a shop front covered
completely by a large pull-down shutter plastered in graffiti. Huge
padl ocks anchored it to the pavement.

I hung the next right at the junction, just two shop fronts along, then

right again, taking a quick |ook at the back of the shop. | found
rough, broken tarmac and crushed Coke cans, and hundreds of signs that I
presumed said, "Fuck off, don't park here, shop owners only." Big skips

lined the long wall that ran along the rear of the parade of shops.

| drove along the back of the parade. There was no need to park, and it
woul dn't be wi se to spend too | ong hangi ng around comerci al prem ses at

this time of night. It mght attract attention, or even a couple of
police cars. At least | knew where it was; 1'd do the recce the night
before the lift. Turning right again after about a hundred netres, |
was back on the boulevard; | turned left, back the way | had cone,
towards the sea and BSM Ni ce harbour was a forest of |ights and nasts.
As | drove round it, | noticed an Indian restaurant, the first |'d seen
in France. | wondered if it was full of ex pats throw ng down pints of

Stella and prawn cocktail starters while the cook added a little squirt
of Algipan to the vindaloo, to give it that extra zing.

| reached the marina at BSM at just after one thirty, and drove into the
car park between the harbour and the beach. The world of boats was fast
asl eep, apart froma couple of lights that shone out of cabins rocking
gently fromside to side in the light breeze. Dull lighting came from
tall, street-style poles following the edge of the marina. These ones
were a bit fancier, branching out at the top into two |ights per pole,
though a few of the bul bs were on their last |egs and flickering.
Luckily for me, they' d been designed not to give out too nuch light, or
no one woul d have been able to get to sleep

My only conpany in the car park was two cars and a notorcycle chained to
the two-foot-high steel tubing set into the ground to stop vehicles
parking in the flower bed.

Wth the engine off, | opened ny wi ndow and |istened. Silence, save for
the soft chink of the rigging. | felt under the seat for the piece of
paper and put it into ny bumbag. | got out, naking the Browning

confortable as | headed towards the adm n end of the parade. Quickly
clinmbing the concrete steps, | got to "I fuck girls', junped up on to



the OP, and settled nyself in for the remai nder of the night, having
first buried the addresses in the earth at the base of the palmtree. |
needed to be detached fromit, in case |I'd been seen by sone

wel | - meani ng nenber of the public and got lifted by the | ocal police for
dos sing in a public place.

It was going to be a pain in the arse staying up here for the next seven
hours, but it had to be done. The car was a natural draw point if
peopl e had surveillance on me, so | didn't want to sleep in it. Al so,
fromhere | could see anyone trying to tamper with it.

I brushed sonme of the stones fromunder me as | | eant forward agai nst
the palm and alternately watched the car and studied the | ayout of the
mar i na.

The addresses were in ny head by now, | didn't need the information any
nmore. That bit of paper was for George. The handwiting, the
fingerprints on it, even the paper itself could be useful to him either
now or later. After all, this was going to be a | ong war

It started to get quite nippy at about four o' clock. | dozed off for a
few m nutes now and agai n, having pulled the baseball cap down as far as
it would go, and curled ny arnms around myself, trying to retain sone
war nt h.



Twent y- Two.
THURSDAY, 22 NOVEMBER, 07:27 hrs

My eyes stung nore and nore and ny face got colder, which kept ne
checking ny watch. It was still dark. | retrieved the addresses from
their hiding place and noved al ong the hedge before junping over, then
wal ked along the road to the entrance, down to the roundabout, and past
the shops and cafes. Everything was still closed; the odd light could
be seen behind the blinds of a couple of the snmaller boats as they got
the kettle on for the first brew of the day.

I got ny washing kit fromthe car; there was a freshwater shower by the
beach on the other side of the car park. | washed ny hair and gave
mysel f a quick once over with the toothbrush. 1'd spent a third of ny
adult life out in the field, sleeping rough, but today | couldn't afford
to look like a dosser. | wouldn't last five minutes in Mnaco if | did.
Also, | couldn't walk around in swi mwear or go bare-chested anywhere
but the beach. No canper vans, either

A conmb through nmy hair and a brush-down of my jeans and | was ready. |
went back to the Megane and hit the road, with the heater going ful

blast to dry my hair. Mnaco was twenty-ish mnutes away if the traffic
was good

I hit Riviera Radio just in tinme for the eight o' clock news. The
Tal i ban were fl eeing the bonbing canpai gn, Brent crude was down two
dollars a barrel, and the day was going to be sunny and warm And now
for a golden oldie fromthe Doobie Brothers... | disappeared into a
couple of nmountain runnels, the bare rock just a few feet away from ne,
and as | energed into the gathering daylight |I put ny hat back on and
made sure the peak was down low for the trip into the principality. The
first people | saw were policenmen in white peaked caps and | ong bl ue
coats down to their knees, looking like they'd cone straight fromthe
set of Chitty-Chitty Bang-Bang.

The road was quite congested, with a hotchpotch of nunber plates There
was a lot of French and Italian traffic, but just as nmuch fromthe
principality, with red and white di anond cheque red shields on their

pl at es.

As | reached the small roundabout just a few hundred netres beyond the
end of the tunnel, | had to run a gauntlet of motorcycle police parked
up on either side of the road. Three of them in knee-length |eather
boots and dark blue riding trousers, were checking cars both in and out
of the principality, scrutinizing tax and insurance details on the

Wi ndscreens as their radios gob bed off on the BMM beside them

The road wound downhill towards the harbour, past three or four CCTV
canmeras. They were everywhere, the rectangul ar all oy boxes swi velling
|ike robotic curtain twtchers.

Sunlight was starting to bounce off the clear water in the harbour,
maki ng the boats shinmmer as | got down to sea |level. Sone yachts were
the size of P& cruisers, with helicopters and Range Rovers parked on
the deck so that the owners didn't have to worry about phoning Hertz
when t hey parked up

Hi gh on the other side of the harbour was Monte Carlo, where all the
casinos, grand hotels and fat cats' condos were clustered. That was
where | was heading. | followed the road as it skirted the port, and
couldn't help imagining nyself as one of those Fornula One drivers who



raced along this stretch of tarmac each year, nade mllions, then cane
and lived hereto nake sure none of it |eaked back into the tax system
Good work if you can get it.

Monaco hadn't struck ne as a particularly attractive place. It was ful
of boring, nondescript apartment bl ocks snothering the grand buil di ngs
that had gone up in the days before people wanted to craminto the
principality and save sonme cash. The banks held twenty-five billion
dol l ars on deposit, which wasn't bad for a population of thirty thousand
people. The whole place could fit into New York's Central Park and
still have some grass to spare. Money even washed over into the
streets, where public escalators took you up and down the steep cliffs
that started |l ess than a hundred nmetres fromthe water's edge. There was
no shortage of rich people wanting to live there, and the only way to
acconmodat e t hem had been upwards. On the recce a few days ago, |'d

wal ked past a primary school housed on the first floor of an apartnent
complex. Its terrace had been extended, and covered over with green
felt flooring to create a playing-field.

There were just as many little whippety dogs in waistcoats, and poodl es
wi th baseball caps here, but there was no need for the Cannes Shuffle.
Even the pavenents were part of the fairy tale.

The harbour fell away as | drove up the hill towards the casino.
Qpposite nme, on the far side of it, was the pal ace where the Prince and
all his gang lived. Flags fluttered fromevery tower and turret. The
architect nust have been Walt Di sney.

I hit the perfectly manicured | awns of the casino. Even the giant
rubber plants around it were protected, cocooned in sone kind of wax
covering in case of a freak frost. A fairy-tale policeman directed nme
out of the path of a Ferrari that was being reversed out of the val et
park, so some high-roller could drive the quarter-mle or so back to his
yacht after ganbling the night away.

I turned left, past the Christian Dior and Van Cl eef jewellery shops and
nore protected rubber plants. Across a junction in front of nme was

Pl ace du Beaunarchais, a large grassed square with wal kways and trees

To ny right was the Palais de la Scala, an inpressive six-storey pile
built in the old French style, with pristine cream pai ntwork and
shuttered wi ndows.

I followed the edge of the square, and turned right into an underground
car park just before the de |la Scala entrance, squeezing in next to a
sl eek, shiny Acura sports car with New Jersey plates. How it had got

there, | didn't have a clue; naybe it had been driven off one of the
yachts.
Back up at street level | wal ked across to the shopping mall. The sun

was just reaching over the tops of the buildings, and | put on ny
sungl asses to conpl enment the hat for the short wal k under the security
carer as.

I pushed ny way through the door of the mall with ny shoul der, and ny
nostrils were inmedi ately assaulted by the snell of nobney and polish. |
took off my glasses. Small concession shops |ined both sides of the
mar bl e corridor, selling chanpagne and caviar. First stop on the left
was the glass entrance to the main post office, its interior as grand as
a private bank. The corridor went on for about forty netres, then
turned left and di sappeared. Just before the corner there was a cluster
of tables and chairs outside a cafe. Large decaffs and the Wall Street
Journal seened to be the order of the day. Power-dressed peopl e noved



anong themwith a click of their heels.

Hal f -way down on the right was a Roman-style marble pillar and door. A
sign announced it was the reception area for the offices that made up
the five floors above.

I wal ked towards the cafe, glancing at a |l arge Perspex display that gave
details of who owned or rented the office space upstairs. One gl ance
told ne they all started with Monaco the Monaco Financial Services
Conpany, Mbdnaco this, Mnaco that. They were all spaced out, show ng
who was on what floor, but | was wal king too fast and ny mnd was
working too slowy to spot who occupi ed 617.

I carried on past the blur of brass plates. Double glass doors opened
into the reception area. An immuacul ately dressed dark-haired woman
operated the desk. A wall172 nounted canera swi vel |l ed behind her as she
spoke on the tel ephone.

| took a seat at a vacant table at the cafe, |ooking back towards the
reception area. A waiter immediately materialized and | ordered a
creme. He wasn't too inpressed with ny attenpt at French

"Large or snmall?"
"Large one, and two croissants, please."

He | ooked at ne as if |1'd ordered enough to expl ode, and di sappeared
back into the cafe.

I looked over to ny right to see what was round the corner. A very
smart -1 ooki ng cobbler's shop sold shiny belts and ot her |eather goods,
and a dry-cleaner's had a row of ball gowns on display. Opposite the
cleaner's was a china plate shop. This part of the corridor was only
about fifteen netres long, and ended with another glass door. | could
see sunlight reflecting off a car w ndscreen outside.

My order arrived as well-dressed people at other tables finished off
their coffee and sticky buns before work. The |oudest voice | could
hear, however, was English home counties. A wonan in her early forties
with big hair was talking to an ol der conpanion. They wore enough
makeup between themto fill a bonb crater

"Ch, darling, it's just too awful ... | can't get sal opettes |ong enough
for my legs in London. The only place seens to be Sweden, these days.
mean, how ridiculous is that?"

O hers talked quietly, alnobst covertly, into their nobile phones, in
French, Italian, English, Anmerican. Al the English speakers used the
same words during their conversations: 'deal', 'close' and 'contract'.
And no matter which nationality was talking, they all ended with "C ao,
ciao'.



Twent y- Thr ee.

I finished my mlky coffee as two suits stopped at the plastic-covered
board and checked it out before pressing a buzzer. One bent his head
towards the intercom then they both di sappeared through the doors
imediately to the left inside the reception area.

I'"d seen nearly everything in here | needed to. | picked up the napkin,
cl eaned ny hands and wi ped the cup, even though I'd only touched the
handl e. Leaving an outrageous sixty-six francs and a tip, | went out

the way I'd cone in.

This time, ny eyes hit the sixth-floor sign and ran al ong the row of
smal | plates: 617 was apparently the hone of the Monaco Trai ning
Consul tancy, whoever they were. | wal ked on and exited the building.

The sun shone bright above the square now, so | put on ny gigs and
pul l ed ny peak down. Cars, notorbikes and scooters were cramred |ike
sardines into any avail abl e space around the square. Gardeners pruned
the bushes and a couple of guys in Kevlar gear were just about to take a
chai nsaw to sone branches of the large leafless trees. Sprinklers
lightly sprayed the grass as wonen dressed in furs floated past, their

dogs wearing matching fashion accessories. | took a right at Prada and
went round the back of the building as the chai nsaw sparked up behi nd
me. | wanted to see where the exit by the dry-cl eaner's emerged.

The narrow road this side of the building was about sixty netres |ong,
with a few small shops devel oping pictures or selling little paintings.

I turned right again, along the back of de la Scala, and found nyself in
the building's admin area. Sonme shutters were up, sone were down;
behi nd them were private parking spaces and storage areas for the shops.
Most of the space was taken up by the |oading bay for the post office.

It was very clean and orderly, and the postal workers wore snart,

wel | -pressed blue uniforns and white socks. | felt as though I'd
wandered i nto Legol and.

The dry-cleaner's entrance was just past the |oading bay. | glanced
t hrough the gl ass doors and could see all the way to the cafe, and the
poi nt where the corridor turned right towards the reception

Beyond the dry-cleaner's, on the other corner of the Palais de |l a Scala
and about twenty feet above the ground, was a canera. At the nonent it
wasn't angled in this direction because it was too busy nonitoring the

junction belowit. | hoped that wasn't going to change. | wal ked back
to the Megane the way 1'd cone.

I squeezed away fromthe Acura and went and had a | ook at the rail way
station before heading for Nice and Cap 3000. It was tine to prepare
for the brush contact with nmy new mate Thackery that 1'd arranged
yesterday in ny email to George

| drove into the retail park at just after ten thirty. | put on ny
di sposabl e gl oves, retrieved the addresses from under ny seat, then
pull ed the paper fromits own protective wapping. | ran through the

addresses in ny nind before unfolding it, testing nyself; this was the
last tine | was going to see them Then | folded it once nore, and
rolled it tightly enough to be able to squeeze it back into the thunb of
the glove, ripped off the excess pol ythene and shoved it into the pocket
of my jeans. | got out and | ocked ny door as an airliner touched down
on the runway a couple of hundred nmetres away. For a nonent it had

| ooked as though it was going to | and on the beach



Most of the conplex was doninated by the Lafayette retail conpany, with
its huge departnent store and gournet supermarket, and the spaces around
it were filled with shops selling everything fromsnelly candles to
nmobi | e phones.

As | wal ked through the automatic gl ass doors, a |oudspeaker above me
knocked out some bl and Muzak. There weren't many Santas about, but
plenty of twinkling lights and Christmas novelty stalls. One sold a
whol e range of multicol oured vel vet head wear fromtop hats to jesters
caps with bells. Escalators carried hordes of shoppers with gigantic
pl astic bags bulging at the seans between the two levels. This was the
only place that I'd used nore than once. It was |arge, busy, and
considered it a reasonable risk. | had to get online, and a cafe was
too intimaite. So long as | never used a card or an ATM this place
shoul d be OK

Four shiny new Jaguars fromthe | ocal deal ership were parked up in the
atrium w ndscreens groaning with pronotional material. To the left of
themwas the entrance to Galeries Lafayette, the two-storey departnent
store.

The rat her bored-I|ooking Jaguar sal esman sat behind the cars, at a white
plastic garden furniture set, conplete with parasol. He was surrounded
by piles of shiny catal ogues, but had his nose stuck firmy in N ce
Matin. Perhaps he realized that November isn't the time to buy cars;
it's the time to buy socks and slippers and Christrmas stuff for your

mum

First things first. | went to the sandwi ch shop and got nyself a Brie
baguette and a very |large hot coffee, and took both with ne to Le
Cyberpoint. This wasn't a shop, but a collection of

tel ephone-cum I nternet stations, each with a conventional telephone,
linked to a small touchscreen and nmetal keyboard, with a big steel bal
for the nouse. There were eight of them nostly being used by kids
whose parents had dropped them off with a phone card to shut themup for
an hour or so while they did the shopping. | put ny coffee on top of
the machine, to relieve ny burning fingers and allow ne to shove somne
crusty baguette down ny neck before pushing the phone card into the sl ot
and | ogging on. Mizak played in the background, too |low to hear and too
loud to ignore, as Hotmail hit me with enough adverts in French and
English to fill a whole night's TV viewing. There was nothing from
George. He'd be waiting for the addresses that |1'd give to Thackery at
one o' clock, and had nothing newto tell me.

I closed down, and pulled out nmy phone card which still had sixty-two
francs left onit. As | picked up ny coffee, | spilt some down the
machi ne and jerked back to avoid any dripping on ne. Visibly annoyed
with nyself, | gave the screen, keys and nouse a good wi pe down with the
napkin that they'd wapped round the baguette, until I'd left no
fingerprints. Wth a fistful of soggy paper and a suitably apol ogetic

| ook on ny face, | left Le Cyberpoint and headed back to the car,

stopping on the way to buy a roll of 35mmfilmand a red and yel | ow
jester's hat with bells on

There was only an hour before the brush contact, so | turned the
Megane's ignition key and hit Riviera Radio, then slipped on the
pol yt hene gloves. | tipped the filmout of its plastic canister, and
replaced it with the rolled-up addresses.

Marvin Gaye was interrupted by an American voi ce.

"W now go to the BBC Wrld Service for the top-of-the-hour news." |



checked traser on the |ast of the bleeps, and it was dead on. A
suitably sonbre fenal e brought me up to speed on the bonbi ng of Kabul
and the progress of the Northern Alliance. | turned it off, hoping that
Thackery had been well trained and was doi ng exactly the sane.

At thirty-two mnutes past the hour | checked the canister in ny jeans,
the Browni ng, ny baseball cap and bum bag, and headed once nore into Cap

3000. It was a lot busier now The gourmet food hall was doing a
roaring trade, and it | ooked as though the Jaguar rep had led the
charge. He was still at the garden table, but sitting back with a gl ass
of red wine and afilled baguette the size of a small torpedo. | headed

| eft and through the ground-floor perfume departnent of Galeries

Laf ayette. Menswear was directly above me, up an escal ator, but going
this way gave nme tine to check ny arse and make sure no one el se was
wanting to join us.

I went into the book departnent to the right of the snelly counters, and
started to check out the English-language guides to the area, not
pi cking themup but tilting ny head to scan the spines.

When |'d satisfied nyself that no one was taking nore interest in ne
than was healthy, | wal ked deeper into the store, took the escal ator up
to the first floor, and worked ny way back to the nen's section. | hit
the bargain rails of cargo trousers and took a pair, plus sone jeans.
Then | minced along the coat rail and chose one in dark blue padded
cotton. It would stop ne freezing to death at the OP, and not make the
noi se that nylon would every time | shifted position

I noved fromtable to table, conparing prices, before picking up two
sweatshirts. As far as | knew, you couldn't |eave fingerprints on
fabric. The only thing | was doing differently from any other browser
was snatching a | ook at traser whenever | could. | had to be on ny
start line at precisely twelve mnutes past. The contact wasn't exactly
at one o' clock, but twelve mnutes after. Surveillance teans are aware
that humans tend to do things at the half, quarter, or on the hour.

At the sanme time, | was al so keeping a running total of my expenditure.
I wanted to make sure | had enough cash on nme to cover the cost of this
kit. | didn't want any scenes at the checkout that people m ght

remenber | ater.

At eight mnutes past one | headed over to the maze of shelving in the
underwear department. Calvin was doing a nice line in flannelette

pyj amas and | ong Johns this season, but they weren't really ny style. |
moved on, glancing at the four or five other people in ny inmediate
vicinity. None of themwas wearing blue. | picked up four pairs of
socks after sifting through the choices and checked traser. Three

m nutes to go

Still no glinpse of blue. | draped ny purchases over ny left armas
agoni zed over a shelf full of T-shirts and fished the canister out of mny
jeans. A man brushed past nme from behi nd, and gave ne a big "Pardon’
That was OK: it gave me extra cover to check traser. Two minutes to go
M chael Jackson's Thriller' was interrupted by sonebody gob bing off
over the Tannoy about the bargain of the day.

I was wal ki ng back towards nmy start |line when | spotted a blue chunky
turtl eneck junper ahead of me, no nore than ten nmetres away. It was two
sizes bigger than it needed to be, and nmaking its way towards the other
end of the socks and underwear aisle, the other start line. This wasn't
the sort of Thackery I'd inmagined: this one | ooked straight out of a
garage band. He was in his late twenties, with peroxide blond hair,



gell ed up and nessy. He, too, had a bag in his left hand. He was
hitting the start line; it had to be him One mnute to go. | toyed
with a selection of boxers on the edge of the underwear departnent, but
my mind was focused on what was about to happen

Twenty seconds to go. Adjusting the clothes on ny arm | transferred
the canister into nmy right hand as | started to wal k down the aisle.
Thackery was now about six netres away. Between us, an old man was
stooped over a pile of thermals.

There was anot her announcenent over the Tannoy, but | hardly heard it. |
was concentrating conpletely on what needed to happen during the next
few seconds

Thackery's eyes were green, and they were looking into mne. The

contact was on. He was happy with the situation; so was |. | headed
straight along the aisle, aimng for the suits, but nmy eyes were on his
hand. Two nmetres to go. | stepped around the old nman, and rel axed ny

grip on the canister

I felt Thackery's hand brush agai nst nmine, and the canister was gone. He
carried on wal king. He'd done this before.

| decided against the suits, but had a quick | ook at the overcoats
before heading to the cash desk on the far side of the floor. | didn't
know what Thackery was doing, and didn't care. M only job now was to
pay up and get out, and that was exactly what | did.



Twent y- Four.

A wecked car was burning nicely in the square, dangerously close to one
of the apartment blocks. Flames were licking at the first-floor

bal coni es, but nobody seened to care. An old mattress had been chucked
on to the roof, its burning foam adding to the colum of thick black
snoke. | tossed the bin liner containing all ny crap on to the fire; it
was too good an opportunity to mss and | stood against a wall and
watched it turn to ash. Kids ran round the car like Indians around a
wagon train. They threw on wooden pallets and anythi ng conbusti bl e they
could find, while their parents shouted at them fromthe w ndows above.

As | approached the house, Hubba-Hubba's bin |iner was exactly where it
shoul d have been, and the matches were under the door. Lotfi |ooked up
fromthe settee by the coffee table as | entered the |iving room
Wearing a matching green shower cap and gl oves, he nuttered, "Bonjour,
Nick," with a very straight face, daring ne to coment on his new hat. |
j ust nodded extrenely seriously as Hubba-Hubba threw the bolts behind
ne.

As | bent down to get my own gl oves out of my bag, | saw Hubba- Hubba's
trainers stop a few feet behind ne. He gave ne a cheery "Bonjour', but

I didn't look up until I'd slipped onmy new nulticol oured vel vet
jester's hat, then given a shake of the head for the full benefit of the
bells. | tried to control ny laughter, but failed as Hubba- Hubba noved

into view. He was wearing a pair of joke glasses with eyeballs bouncing
up and down on springs. Lotfi |ooked at us with a pai ned expression,
like a father with two naughty chil dren.

We all took our places around the coffee table. Lotfi got out his
beads, ready to start threading themthrough his fingers as he thought
about his next conversation with God. Hubba-Hubba took off his gl asses
and wi ped the tears fromhis eyes before playing mother with the coffee.
| kept ny hat on, but what | had to say was serious.

"I'"ve got the location of the boat in BSMfrom Greaseball. [|'ve also
got the three addresses fromhim but he doesn't know the names of the
hawal | ada or the tinmes of the collections.”" | |ooked at the two of

t hem

"You ready?"

They both nodded as | tried the hot sweet brew. Then they closed their
eyes and listened intently as | gave themthe Palais de | a Scal a
addr ess.

They were i medi ately concer ned.

"I know what you're thinking. | couldn't agree nore. |It's going to be
a nightmare. But what can | say?"

Vell, | did know what to say: the address, three nore times. | watched
their lips noving slightly as they repeated it to thensel ves.

| gave themthe second address three tines, then the third. They opened
their eyes again once |I'd finished, and | told them about the recces.

On the build-up for the Algeria job, when we were in Egypt, sitting
around a pot of coffee just |ike we were now but w thout the cl owns

get-up, I'd told them about the seven Ps: "Prior planning and
preparati on prevents piss-poor performance." They |iked that one and it
was funny afterwards, |listening to Hubba-Hubba trying to get his tongue

around themin quick tine.



"OK, then, the Ninth of May is going to be parked up at berth
forty-seven, pier nine. Forty-seven, pier nine. That's the second one
up on the left-hand side of the marina as you look at it fromthe main
road. Got that?"

Lotfi turned to Hubba-Hubba and gave hima quick burst of Arabic, and
for once, | understood the reply: "Ma it nmushkila, ma it nmushkila." No
probl em no problem Hubba-Hubba waved his gl oved hands around the room
as he traced the outline of the marina and pinpointed the pier.

| gave themthe confirmatory orders for the stake-out, from placing the
device to lifting and dropping off the hawal | ada.

Lotfi | ooked at the ceiling and of fered his hands and beads to his
maker .

"In"sha' all ah. "

Hubba- Hubba gave a sonbre nod, which | ooked ridicul ous, given the way we
were dressed. Lotfi's beads clicked away as kids on scooters screaned
up and down the street.

"CK, then. Phase one, finding the Ninth of May. Lotfi, what are the
closing tinmes for the places you | ooked at?"

"Bverything is shut by m dnight."

"Great and yours, mate?"

There was a rustle of plastic as Hubba-Hubba noved in his seat.
"Around eleven thirty."

"Good." | picked up nmy cup and took a gulp of coffee.

"I''l'l do the wal k-past at twelve thirty a.m |'mgoing to put the Megane
in the parking bay up on the road, and walk down to the marina via the
shops, check out the boat, then back to the OP via the garden and the
fuck bench, to clear the area in front of the OP

"If the Ninth of May is parked up where it should be, the OP won't have
to change.” | looked at Lotfi and he nodded slowy as he leant forward
to pick up his brew | described the OP once nore, the higher ground
above the fuck bench, the hedgerow, and the path fromthe marina to the
main. | needed themto know my exact location so that if there was a
drama they woul d know where to find ne.

Lotfi | ooked puzzl ed.

"One thing | don't understand, N ck. Wy would anybody wite that on a
bench?" | shrugged.

"Maybe he's proud of his English."

Hubba- Hubba joined in gravely as he filled Lotfi's cup

"I think that whoever wote that has had a very tall glass of weird."
Lotfi's eyebrows di sappeared under his shower cap.

"You' ve been watching too much Anerican TV."

Hubba- Hubba gri nned.



"What else can | do while | wait for you to finish praying?"

Lotfi turned to me with a | ook of exasperation. What am| to do with
him N ck? He is a very fine man, but an excess of popcorn culture is
not good for such a weak mnd."

| started to go through the what-ifs. Wat if the boat wasn't there at
all? Wiat if the boat was there, but in a different position and
couldn't see it fromthe OP? What if | got conpromi sed by a passer-hby
in the OP? The answers at this stage were nostly that we'd just have to
meet up on the ground to reassess. And if the boat didn't nake an
appearance at all, we'd have to spend all night scream ng up and down
the coast, checking out all the narinas and, of course, G easeball.

I swal |l owed the I ast of my brew and Hubba- Hubba pi cked up the coffee pot

to give ne arefill. There was a gentle click of beads as | continued.

"Phase two: the drop-off and the OP setup. | want you, Hubba-Hubba, to
wal k al ong the main and past the OP at twelve forty with the radios, the
pi pe bonb, binoculars and insulin case. If the OP area is clear, | want

you to place the bag in the OP, so it's there when | get back from
finding the Ninth of May. Leave a Coke Light can in the top of the
hedge to give ne a tell-tale, then nove back to your car and get in
position for the stake-out. Were exactly are you going to be?"

Hubba- Hubba waved his arns about again to give ne directions, as if |
knew what was in his head and what he was pointing at. | was eventually
able to establish that he'd found a place just past the nmarina, towards
Monaco. There are vehicles parked along the coast, nostly belonging to
the houses on the high ground."” He checked inside the pot to make sure
he had enough of the black stuff to keep us going. The radi o should work
I"l'l be no nmore than four hundred netres away."

"Good news." | had a brain wave
"Wap all my OP kit up in a large dark beach towel, wll you?"

He | ooked puzzl ed, but nodded.

"Once |'ve found the boat |I'Il nove back to the OP the same way that |
wal ked in, but not before twelve forty, so the kit drop can take pl ace.
Once I'msettled in the OP I'Il radi o-check you both. Were are you

going to be, Lotfi?"

He'd gone for the car park five hundred netres back into the town, on
the other side of the marina fromthe OP

"The one that | ooks over sone of the marina," he said, 'so the radio
should work fromthere too I'min line of sight with you."

It was a good position: in the dark it would be very difficult to see
him as long as he sat perfectly still and left a wi ndow open a fraction
to stop condensation form ng, and giving the gane away. |'d told both
of themto practise this when we first met up in-country. They'd spent a
coupl e of nights not getting noticed in supermarket car parks, so they
were well up to speed.

"Call signs are our initials L, Hand N. If | don't hear anything from
you by one thirty, or you don't hear fromne, you d better nobve position
and try to get comns Cone in closer if you have to. This job's going
to be a nightmare with these radios, but it would be even worse w thout
t hem



"Once we've established comms 1'Il tell you if anything' s changed I|ike,
the boat isn't there and we can reassess. Once we've done the radio
check, and everything's fine, the OP is set, and no matter what happens
we nust never |ose the trigger on the Ninth of May. Not even for a

second. Lotfi, | want you to radi o-check us every half hour. If
somebody can't speak, just hit the pressle twice and we'll hear the
squel ches. "

I noved on to phase three.

"While we're all hangi ng about and getting bored, I'lIl be working out
when to go down to the boat and place the device. | won't know when |I'm
going to doit until | see what's happening on the ground. And | won't
know where I'mgoing to place the thing until | know what the boat | ooks
like. It might not happen tonight they night have a rush of blood to
the head and invite their mates round for a barbecue on deck, or decide
to sl eep under the stars. O the boat next door might be throwi ng a
party. But as soon as |I'mready, here's what | want you both to do."

I covered all the angles, and finished by telling themwhat | had in
mnd if there was a drama, so we could get away quickly and, with |uck,
make it 1 ook Iike nothing nmore significant than an aborted robbery. W
didn't want to put the collectors off their mssion

Lotfi and Hubba- Hubba were absolutely silent now Even the beads were
still. It was time for the difficult bit.

"OK, phase four, triggering the collectors away fromthe boat. W can't
afford to lose them W think we know the first |ocation, but it neans
nothing we're going to have to take them |[|'mcalling them Roneo One
and Roneo Two, and so on as we ID the hawallada. 1'Il give themtheir
nunbers when | first see them |f they go towards Mnaco, this is how I
want to play it..."

I covered the details of the take of the collectors to the Palais de |a
Scala. Then | went through the actions-on in the event that they went
towards N ce or Cannes, and finished ny brew before confirning the major
poi nt s.

"Renmenber that radio contact is vital, especially if I've had to follow
themon to a train. If we have this all wong and they go towards N ce
and Cannes, | want you, Lotfi, to head straight for the Cannes | ocation
Hubba- Hubba, you work your way into the city and take Ni ce. That way,
hopeful ly, one of you will be at the collection point to back ne up if |
manage to stay with them

"If they go sonewhere el se altogether and we get split and | ose com s
I"l'l have to assess the situation, see if | can do the job nyself.

What ever happens, we'll neet back in our BSM positions again by 0030
Saturday norning. |'ll radio-check at0100. |If there's been a fuck-up
we' |l neet up on the high ground and sort ourselves out. Any

questions?"
They shook their heads again, and Lotfi got cracking with the beads.

"Phase five: lifting the hawal | ada, and the drop-off. Getting the
Special Kinto himis going to be difficult. | doubt if he'll take the
injection lying down. Just renenber, no matter what, he has to be
delivered alive. Wen and how we do this is going to have to be deci ded
by whoever is on the ground at the tine."

| was silent for a mnute to let themtake it in.



"Right, let's go through the DOP again."

They knew where it was and how it worked, but | didn't want there to be
any ni sunder st andi ng.

"Renmenber the telltale for the hawallada in position the Coke Light can
to the right and just under the recycling bin. Woever is picking up
the hawal l ada will renove it so it's clear for the next drop the

foll owi ng night."

Lotfi started to pour everyone nore coffee. | waved it away. | hated
it when nmy pul se raced: there was going to be enough of that tonorrow,
for sure.

"W have until four in the norning to nake the drop-offs. | want to get
rid of each one as soon as we've lifted him That will give us time to
get clear, and sort ourselves out for the next lift.

"We' Il use frequency one for Friday, frequency two, Saturday, three on
Sunday just as well this job is only three days, we only have four
frequencies."

It got no nore than a polite laugh fromthe two of them

"We' Il change frequencies at mdnight no matter what is happening, even
if we're still playing silly fuckers trying to lift the first hawal | ada.
Renenber, keep the radio traffic to a mninumand, please, no Arabic."

Lotfi sparked up. Is it OKto cone up on the net if we need to correct
your English?"

I | aughed.
"OK, but only in the event of split infinitives."

They gave each other another squirt of Arabic, and both smled Wen
Lotfi turned back to ne, | knew what was coni ng.

"On second t houghts,

he said, 'we won't be carrying enough batteries

"Very funny." | reached over.
"Split this." | gave hima smack on the back of the shower cap
"Have | nissed anything?"

We sat quietly, running everything through our heads, before | wound
t hi ngs up.

"l need you both to go and check out the other two hawal | ada | ocati ons
before getting on the ground at BSMtonight. Get down to N ce, get down
to Cannes, famliarize yourselves. But |eave Minaco. | think we should
only be going in there when we have to."

As | went through all the timings again, | fished around in ny bum bag
and got out ny phone card They did the sane.

"Zero four nine three." | pointed at Hubba- Hubba.
"Four five."

| nodded at Lotfi, who did his bit too. W went round and round wth



the tel ephone nunber until it was burned even deeper into everyone's
nenory.

We started to play the address gane, exactly the same as we'd done with
the pager number. | started off with the Cannes address, stopped
hal f -way through and handed the baton to Lotfi, who finished it off,
then started on the N ce address, pointed at Hubba-Hubba, who carried
on. W played the game until we heard sirens in the di stance probably a
fire engine and police escort about half an hour too late to sort out
the burning car or maybe one of the apartnments by now.

This is now going to be the nost dangerous period for us." | |eant
forward, el bows on thighs, as the plastic crunpled and ny hat bells gave
a gentle ring.

"Up to now we've sacrificed a ot of our efficiency for security. From
now on it's going to be the other way round. W'I||l have radi os beam ng
out our intentions; we're going to have to neet up wi thout a safe house;
we'll be on the ground, vul nerable and open to discovery. Not only from
the Romeos and the hawal | ada but fromthe police and the intelligence
services as well." | pointed to the shuttered w ndow.

"Not to mention that lot, the third party." The kids screamed with
excitenent as they taunted the fire crew. It must be tough trying to
hook into a hydrant while you're being pelted with dead pigeons. |
wondered if they ever got used to it.

"They're the ones who' |l be watching every minute we're out there. But
if we're careful, by Tuesday norning we can all be back where we
bel ong. "

| stood up and pulled the plastic anay fromny jeans as static tried its
hardest to keep it there. Lotfi continued to watch ne.

"And where do you belong, N ck? Maybe this is the biggest question."

| sonmehow coul dn't shake off his gaze, even though he still | ooked
ridiculous in his shower cap

"I mean for all of us." He paused, choosing his words with care.

"l have been thinking about God, and hoping that he doesn't want us to
die here, because it is for my famly that | do these things. 1'd
rather be with them when he decides it is my time. But what about you,
Ni ck?"

Hubba- Hubba rescued nme. Take no notice. It's been this way with him
since we were children."

| sat back down to the jingle of bells and | ooked at each of themin
turn.

"OF course, brothers. | should have realized ..

One thing | did realize was that we were noving into dangerous territory
here. Standard operating procedure said that each of us shoul d know
not hi ng nore about the others than we had to. Then | thought, fuck it.
We were in dangerous territory already.

"How did you both get into this, then? | nean, it's pretty weird for a
famly man, isn't it? |Is it an Egyptian thing, you all stupid or
sonet hi ng?"



Hubba- Hubba sni | ed.

"No, I'mhere to become an American. This tine next nonth nmy fanmly
will be living in Denver." He punched his brother on the armin
cel ebration.

"Warm coats and ski | essons.”

Lotfi | ooked indulgently at his brother as if he was an Andrex puppy.
"VWhat about you?" | asked him

Lotfi slowy shook his head.

"No. I'mgoing to stay where | am |'mhappy there, ny fanily are
happy there." He touched Hubba-Hubba on the shoul der

"And he isn't doing this for warmcoats and skiing lessons. He is a
little like you: he likes to cover hurtful things with hunmour."

Hubba- Hubba's smile evaporated. He glared at Lotfi, who just gave a
reassuring nod.

"You see, N ck, we have an ol der sister, Khalisah. Wen we were al
children she was whi pped and kicked in front of us by the
fundanmentalists.” He cut the air with his right hand.

"Her crime against Islanf? She was |icking an ice-creamcone. That's
all, we were just having ice-cream" He had the m xture of hatred and
grief in his eyes that only cones from seeing your own famly hurt.

Hubba- Hubba rested his el bows on his | egs and shifted his gaze to the
floor.

Lotfi's face crunpl ed under his shower cap as he relived the experience.
The fundanental i sts shouted at her, screaming that it had | ewd
connotations. Qur twelve-year-old sister was whipped with sticks there,
in the street, in public, then kicked until she bled." He rubbed his
brother's back between the shoul der bl ades.

"W tried to help, but we were just small boys. W were swatted away
like flies, and forced into the dust while we watched our beautifu
sister beaten. She still has the scars on her face, to rem nd her,
every day of her life. But the scars inside are worse ..."

Hubba- Hubba gave a | ow groan, and rubbed his face with gl oved hands. He
was breathing hard through his fingers as Lotfi rubbed his back sone
more, and conforted himwith a stream of soft Arabic.

| didn't really know what to say.

"I msorry ..

Lotfi | ooked up at nme, acknow edging nmy words. Thank you. But | know
that you, too, have your sadness. W all need a reason to continue, and
this is our reason for being here. W nmade a pact that day. W

prom sed oursel ves, and each other, that we would never again just lie
there in the dust if one of us was being hurt."

Hubba- Hubba gave hinself a shake, wi ping his eyes with the back of his
hands, and sat up as Lotfi continued.

"He will be leaving me soon for Denver. A new start for his famly, and
Khal i sah she is going also. But | amstaying at honme, at |east unti



this evil is driven out. The fundanentalists, they are guilty of shirk
you renenber what that is?" | nodded

"So you al so remenber | have a duty to performfor God?" Lotfi fixed me
again with his penetrating |look. Not for the first time, he gave ne the
i mpression he could see right through ne, and no amount of silly hats
was going to stop him A new start. Were had | heard that before?



Twenty- Fi ve
FRI DAY, 23 NOVEMBER, 00:19 hrs

The four ways flashed as | hit the key fob of the Megane and wal ked away
fromthe parking space behind the OP. As | carried on down the road
towards the marina entrance, | zipped up the front of ny new jacket and
shoved nmy hands into nmy pockets. There were several Snickers bars in
each for later on, wapped in cling filmto cut down on noi se.

A set of headlights swept the high ground ahead of me, the other side of
the marina as they left the town, then cut into the night sky in the
area of the car park where Lotfi's Ford Focus was going to be
positioned. The vehicle continued down the dip, passed the marina
entrance, then came uphill towards me, still on full beam dipping
briefly as it clinbed past ne. |t was Hubba-Hubba's silver Fiat Scudo.
He' d drawn the short strawwith the sort of small van an odd job man
would use. It had a sliding side door, plus two at the rear; on ny
instructions he'd had to spray out the windows in the rear doors with
matt black car paint, and woul d have to scrape it off again before the
van was returned to the rental conpany. W couldn't be sure of making a
definite ID on the hawal | ada if we encountered a group of people handing
over the cash, so we might have to lift a job |ot of people, bundle them
into the van, and let the warship sort it out. | bet they'd be able to
sort the problemout in notinme at all. | couldn't see himbehind the
steering wheel because of the headlights, but | could read the first
four digits of the rear plate as he went by. Tucked under that plate, as
with all our vehicles, would be his spare key.

Sil ence returned, apart fromthe sound of water slapping against very
expensive hulls and the clicking and clacking of bits of metal and ropes
and all sorts of other shit as they rocked rhythmically at their
moorings. A few lunpy clouds bl ocked out the stars now and then as they
scudded across the sky.

| turned left at the mni-roundabout, and wal ked past the shopping
parade towards the car park. There was still a light shining in the
rear of one of the fancy restaurants, and the flickering glow of a TV
set escaped fromthe gaps around the blinds of a cabin directly
opposite, but apart fromthat everyone else in marina | and had thrown in
their hands for the night.

| turned right at the car park and headed for pier nine, which was the
second one on the right. In the dull glow of the overhead | anps that
lined the edge of the marina, a sign told me | couldn't fish from here,
and that the spaces were nunbered forty-five to ninety.

From ei ther side of me came the slap of water and the click of
electricity meters as | passed the reversed-in boats. | was sure there
was a better way of saying it, but Lotfi wasn't around to put me right.
In nmy head, | ran through ny reason for being here. | was |ooking for
my girlfriend. W'd argued, and | knew she was on a yacht here
sonewhere well, here or in Antibes, | wasn't too sure. But | was
unlikely to be challenged: even if sonebody saw nme, they'd be nuch nore
likely to assume | was going back to one of the boats than getting up to
bad things in the night.

A TV blared out of a white fibreglass gin palace the size of a snall
bungal ow, gleaming in the darkness to ny left. A satellite dish on the
pi er was collecting what sounded |ike a German programe, with
aggressive voices barking out. People in the studio and inside the boat
were |laughing. As | neared parking space forty-seven on ny right, |



found what | was | ooking for. The Ninth of May was a bigger and nore up
mar ket version of the fishing boat fromJaws. Her name was painted on
the rear in flowing, joined-up witing, as if it had been done with a
fountain pen. She was registered in Guernsey, Channel |slands, and had
a red ensign hanging off the back of a small sort of patio area. A
diving deck jutted out over the propellers, with a fol daway | adder for
swimers to clinmb in and out of the water

A short al um ni um gangway, hinged at the back of the boat above the
diving deck, was lifted clear of the pier by a pair of divots, as if
they wanted a little bit of privacy.

A set of blacked-out floor-to-ceiling doors, with matching w ndows
either side of them preserved the anonymty of the main cabin. To
their right was an alum nium | adder with handrails that |led to the upper
deck. Fromwhat | could see as | wandered past, there were two settees
up there, facing forward, and a console, all covered with purpose-nmade
heavy white plastic tarps. | supposed they'd whip these off for sumer
driving.

I concentrated for the tinme being on trying to take in as mnuch
information as | could without stopping or turning ny head too obviously
towards the target. | had to go to the end of the pier, glance at ny
wat ch, look a bit confused, then turn round and wal k back. There was no
other way to get off. The second tinme | caught the left-hand side of
the boat, and saw light |eaking fromthe two cabin wi ndows. As | got
closer there was still no noise but, then again, there wasn't a
satellite dish and no TV cable running fromthe plastic casing on the
quay; just water and electric.

It was twelve thirty-eight when | approached the shops. Hubba-Hubba
shoul d be nearing the OP. | decided to wait a few ninutes to give him
time to check the position and drop off ny kit, before | noved up the
concrete steps and checked out the front of the OP for nyself on the way
back to the road.

| stood agai nst one of the | ouvred doors and listened to the gentle hum
of a generator, feeling the heat seep through the slats as |I had a good
| ook at the top of the Ninth of May and worked out how | was going to
get the device on board.

At twelve forty-three | wal ked up the stone steps to the flat roof and
the fuck bench, following the pathway that Ied to the main drag. Once
on the main | turned right, and saw a lone figure on ny side of the

road, headi ng towards Monaco. | knew it was Hubba-Hubba because he took
smal |, jerky strides, alnost as if he was wearing a pair of punk bondage
trousers.

By the time | was past the Megane he had di sappeared into the darkness.
| spotted the Coke can sticking out of the hedge, and, picking it up as
| passed, | noved al ong the hedgerow about four or five nmetres before
clinmbing over at what | thought was the same point |1'd come out of on
Wednesday.

Scrabbling on ny hands and knees, feeling in front of ne, | got to the
bundle. | nmade sure | had eyes on the boat as | unknotted the towel.
The Ninth of May was packed in anong all the other boats |ike a sardine,
but even in the gloomit was easy enough to spot, sinply because | knew
it was there.

The priority was to sort out comns nothing was going to happen without
them apart froma fuck-up



I wi shed we could have just used one of those antennae sticking out of
the warship as a relay board. Wth that sort of help, we could have
communi cat ed safely and securely with anyone, anywhere in the world,
even CGeorge. But you don't have that kind of |uxury when you're

deni abl e: you have to rely on emails, brush contacts and the Sony

cor por ati on.

I turned the volune dial to switch on the radi o, then peel ed back the
strip of gaffer tape that covered the illum nated display, to check it
was on channel one. The channel dial was also covered with gaffer tape,
to ensure it didn't nove. Hubba-Hubba woul d have checked all this
before | eaving the safe house, but it was nowny radio, and tinme to
check again. | slipped it into the inside pocket of ny jacket, and put
on the earpiece of the hands-free. The next item!| retrieved and
checked was the insulin case, before it went into ny bum bag.

A truck thundered past, heading east towards Mpnaco, as | checked the
spare radio and the pipe bonb. It was still inits bin liner, to keep
it sterile. Then | nade nyself as confortable as | could agai nst the
hedge, making sure | could see the target through the V-shaped palmin
front of me before getting a Snickers bar down ny neck and checki ng
traser. There were six mnutes to go before the first radi o check

I watched the boat and generally sorted out ny arse by shuffling |eft
and right to make a small dip in the earth. It was going to be a |ong
night. Then, checking the time once nore, | unzipped ny jacket and hit
the radi o pressle.

"Morning, norning. Radio check, H" | spoke in a low, slow, nornal
voice. These radios weren't like mlitary sets, which are designed to
be whispered into. 1'd only end up repeating nyself, as the other two
tried to work out what the nmush in their ear was all about. 1'd be

wasting power and tinme on the air.

I let go of the pressle and waited until | heard a voice.

"H O O " Then it went dead. | hit the pressle. That's OKto ne.
L?"

"I can hear you perfectly."

"Good, good. OK, then. Everything is howit should be, the OP is set.
1"l call you when |I've worked out what |'mgoing to do. H, have you
got that?"

I got two clicks.
"o

dick, click
"OK "

| zipped up ny jacket and | ooked out at the boat, thinking hard about ny
options. It didn't take me long to work out that | really only had one.
Swi nm ng woul d be nore covert on the approach, but once on the boat |
woul d | eave sign, and | couldn't guarantee it woul d evaporate by the
nmorni ng. They m ght even come out during the night and see it. So it

| ooked li ke the towel was out of conmi ssion tonight, which was good.
hadn't been | ooking forward to a dip anyway. | decided sinply to walk
to the back of the boat, clinmb on board, and go for the padded seats on



the top deck. At this tinme of year they wouldn't be used: the weather,
and the reason for the visit, would encourage the Ronmeos to keep a | ow
profile. The position wasn't perfect: the inside of the boat woul d
contain the pressure wave of the high explosive as it detonated, just
for a nanosecond, before it ripped its way out, shredding the
superstructure, and whoever was on board, into thousands of tiny pieces.
Even so, planting the device on the top deck would be good enough to
take out the whole of the cabin, and the driver's seat below. |If the
blast didn't kill them the shards of wood, metal and fibreglass flying
through the air at supersonic speed would. | wasn't sure it would do
enough danage to sink her, but no one inside would survive and the nobney
woul d be shredded and with it my fantasy of it washing ashore at ny
feet.



Twent y- Si x.

As | started to visualize playing Spiderman round the outside of the
boat, Lotfi came up on the net. It nust have been one thirty.

"Hell o, hello, radio check. H?"
dick, click
N

| pressed twice, and Lotfi finished the check: "OK" It was good quick
voi ce procedure, considering we hadn't worked together with radios
before and they were used to gob bing off in Arabic over the net.

I pulled nmy knees up to my chest and rested ny chin on themas | watched
the sil houettes of the masts and continued visualizing getting on to the
boat, moving around to the right-hand side, clinbing up the alum nium

| adder. | wasn't happy about it being right next to the cabin w ndow,
but at least there was a blind. | inagined that the sea covers were
strapped down, so | thought 1'd probably have to pull out the hooks from
D-rings in the deck before pushing the pipe bonmb into the gully where
the seat and backrest met, in anong the crushed crisps, nelted chocol ate
and fifty-pence pieces.

Lotfi canme back on the air at two a.m and we all had a radio check. It
was tinme to stop thinking about it and just get on with it. That's N
foxtrot." | was about to start walking. "L, roger that."

e
I got two clicks from Hubba-Hubba.

I got up slowy and felt around the towel, brought out the plastic
cylinder, still inits bin liner, then noved al ong the hedgerow and
exited at the same place as 1'd conme in and wal ked down to the car. This
time | put the key into the door, to try to cut down on the profusion of
electronic signals flying around. Hi gh-frequency signals and electric
detonators are not a good mx, so the nore | could do without them the
better. | had to be quick off the mark, though, once the door was open,
as the alarmstarted to count down with a steady sequence of bleeps. |
had to get the key into the ignition and turn it the first two positions
before the alarm activated and woke up the whol e of BSM

I got in on the passenger side and put the pipe bonb on the driver's
seat. Then it was on with the garage gl oves before opening up the glove
conpartment to switch on the only interior light 1'd |eft working.

put the device on the drinks tray. Twi sting and separating the two

hal ves of the cylinder, | checked the clothes peg to nake sure the
plastic was in place before connecting the batteries.

Hubba- Hubba canme up on the net. He was quite casual about it, but he
had i nportant information.

"Two cars, you have two cars.”

I imrediately covered the light with nmy right hand and lay flat, ny
cheek resting against the piping of the driver's seat. | could snell
the pick 'n'" mx sweetshop aroma conming fromthe cylinder as the noise
of engines got | ouder and light bathed the interior of the Megane. Both
vehicles carried on past, and as the sound of their engines died away |
sat up again, checked the clothes peg and battery plastic yet again, and
made sure that the fishing line was still held in place on the outer



casi ng.
| hated this next bit.

There was nothing else | could do now, |I'd checked everything but stil
checked it several tinmes over again. Now | just had to go for it.
Besides, if I'd made a m stake, | wasn't going to know nuch about it,
because |1'd be the one in thousands of pieces, not the boat.

| pressed down on the batteries with my left thunb, to keep themin

pl ace while | took hold of the plastic safety strip with ny right thunb
and index finger. | eased out the plastic, wthout breathing not that
it was going to help in any way, it just felt the thing to do. Once
had cl osed and twisted the cylinder tighter, the device was ready to be
placed. 1'd renove the final circuit breaker once I'd got it into

posi tion.

I closed the gl ove conpartnent and sank back into the darkness.
"L and H, that's ne ready."

I got an "OK' from Lotfi and two clicks from Hubba-Hubba and waited were
I was. After three or four mnutes, | saw Hubba-Hubba to my right, his
short strides taking himdownhill towards the marina entrance.

I let himpass behind me, watching himin the side mrror, and very soon
he got on the net.

"L, I'"'mnearly there. Acknow edge."
Cick, click

Soon afterwards | saw headlights up on the high ground as Lotfi started
down the hill. The headlights turned into the marina, then di sappeared.
Lotfi and Hubba- Hubba were nmoving into their positions, to cover ne as
pl aced the device. Hubba-Hubba was foxtrot and staying near the shops,
to warn ne if anything was com ng fromthat direction; Lotfi would stay
with his vehicle and cover nme fromthe car park. They were ny eyes and
ears while | concentrated on getting the device where it needed to be
and not bl owi ng nysel f up.

Leaving the bin liner, because |I still had the gloves on, | shoved the
device down the front of nmy cotton Puff a jacket and got out of the car
I noved on to the pavenent behind the OP, for sone cover between the
hedgerow and the little bit of garden at the roadside, to check nyself
out. Then, using some of the insulation tape |I'd kept in the bum bag,
taped the earpiece around ny ear. | didn't want it falling off and
maki ng a noise, either as it hit the deck or as one of the guys gob bed
off at me while | was on the task.

| put the tape back in ny bumbag and nmade sure it was zi pped up, then
moved it round so it was hanging off my arse. | checked | had nothing
rattling in ny pockets. The Snicker bars were still there, so | zipped
them cl osed, and junped up and down to nmake sure that nothing was going
to fall out.

I'"d already done this before comng into BSM but it was part of the
ritual for a job, very nuch |ike checking chanber and checking the
device. Check and test, check and test it was ny lifetine mantra.

Finally I nmade sure ny Browning was going to stay where it was in ny
jeans and not fall into the water, and checked the hamer. Wen |I'd
cocked the weapon, I'd put the little finger of ny left hand between the



hamrer and the pin, then squeezed the trigger so the hamrer cane forward
under control but then stopped in the half-cock position, with the
safety off. If | had to draw down, |'d have to nmake like Billy the Kid
in a saloon fight, draw ng and whi ppi ng back the hanmer to its full cock
position before | fired. Wthout an internal holster, it felt safer for
me to have it like this as | was clanbering around, rather than hangi ng
next to my bollocks with the hammer back and a safety that could easily
be flicked off.

Finally, | pressed each nostril closed in turn, and gave them a good
blow. It's a painin the arse trying to think and breathe at the same
time with a nose full of snot. 1t would be back soon, it always was on
a job, but I liked to start on enpty.

As | set off down the road, | got out one of the Snickers bars,
unwrapped the cling filmand started to munch. It would nake ne | ook

| ess suspicious and, anyway, | was still hungry.



Twent y- Seven

There were too many boats bl ocking ny view to make out the Ninth of My,
and no sign of Hubba-Hubba as | carried on past the shops and into the
car park, hands in ny pockets, sweating up inside the plastic gloves. |
took off my Tinberlands and | eft them behind a wheelie bin at the end of
the parade. The last thing | wanted when | got on the boat was them
squeaking all over the deck and leaving tell-tale dirty marks.

Fol I owi ng the marina round towards the second pier, | checked ny bum bag
to nmake sure everything was zi pped up, then checked the Browni ng yet
again to nake sure it was good and secure. | walked casually but with
pur pose, a boat-owner going back to his pride and joy. | wasn't |ooking
around me because there was no need: Lotfi and Hubba- Hubba were covering
me, and if there was a problem |'d soon know about it in ny left ear

| spotted Lotfi's Ford Focus nose-parked in a line of cars facing pier
nine. | caught a glinpse of his face, illum nated by a flickering
marina light, as | turned towards Ninth of May, then ny brain started to
shrink and focus conpletely on the target and surroundi ng area.

Li ght spilled out round the sides of cabin blinds to ny left, and
heard the sound of German TV and real -time |aughter once nore.

I was no nore than a few netres away fromthe target when a vehicle
approached fromthe Nice end of the main. But it wasn't conming ny way.
Its engine noise dwindled and its lights faded as it headed on towards
Monaco. | checked the device yet again, then the Browning and bum bag,
and risked one good | ook around ne before crouching down behind the
boat's utility stand. The neters ticked away |ike the crickets in

Al geri a.

Al the blinds were still down, and | couldn't see a single light. It
| ooked as if the Ronmeos had turned in.

It's pointless fannying around once you're on target you're there, so
you might as well just get on with it. Sitting on the edge of the pier
my hands gripping the base of the utility stand, | stretched ny right
foot across to the small fibreglass diving platformthat overhung the
propellers. M toes just made contact and | dug themin to get a decent
purchase. | let go of the utility stand and extended ny body like a
circus gymmast, slowy pushing nyself off the pier and transferring ny
weight on to the | edge. Every nuscle screamed with the effort of
controlling nmy movenents so precisely that | didn't slip or bang into
anything. The boat was | arge enough to absorb nmy weight; it wasn't
going to start rocking just because | was messing about on the back end.
The only thing I was worried about, apart from one of the Roneos
suddenly deciding to take a breath of fresh air, was the noise the
device or the Browning would make if they dropped into the water or
clattered on to the deck.

| breathed through nmy nouth, because ny nose was starting to block up

agai n, and heaved nyself on to the |ledge. | hooked ny little finger
into the earpiece and pulled it away from nmy head, blocking the outl et
in case one of the boys started to gob off on the radio. | needed both
ears fromnow on. M throat was dry, but | wasn't going to do anything
to noisten it just yet. It was nore inportant to listen for a while.
There was no sound at all coming fromthis boat, apart fromthe gentle

| appi ng of water against its sides. | could still hear the Gernans'
muted |l aughter. | replaced the earphone and rai sed ny head, inch by
inch, until | could see over the back of the boat. The patio doors were

just a few feet away.



It's basic fielder aft never to | ook over sonething if you can avoid it;
al ways around or, even better, through. You should never cut a straight
line, like the top of a wall, or the skyline, or the side of a boat. The
human eye is quick to detect broken symetry. M/ hands gripped the
fibreglass as | raised ny head, painfully slowy, hoping that the
movenent was di sgui sed agai nst the background of divots and the raised
gangway. There was nothing: it was still clear.

I checked the device, Browning and bum bag one nore tine, then got
slowy and deliberately to ny feet, lifted ny right |eg over the back of
the boat and tested the ribbed decking with ny toes to nake sure

wasn't about to step on sonething like a glass or a plate. | put the
rest of my foot down, gradually shifting ny weight until my left | eg was
able to follow. | took ny time, concentrating on the job in hand, not
worryi ng about being seen through the patio doors. |[If | had been, I'd
know about it soon enough. Better to spend tine and effort on the job
than worry about what m ght happen if things went pear-shaped. |f they
did, that was when I'd start to flap

Moving to the right of the patio area, | eased nyself up on to the
right-hand wal kway that |ed round towards the front of the boat, and to
the | adder that woul d take nme over the cabin and on to the upper deck.
was concentrating so hard that the rustle of ny gloves sounded to ne

|i ke a bush being shaken. | reached the | adder and placed ny right foot
on the first of the three rungs, applying pressure very slowy on the

al um nium  The cabin wi ndow was no nore than six inches to ny right. |
didn't want to use the handrail, to avoid strain on the rivets.

There was a netallic creak as | lifted nmy left foot on to the next rung.
My nmouth was open so | could control the sound of my breathing; ny eyes
were straining to make sure | didn't bunp into anything. | kept noving,
slowy and deliberately, all the tine checking that the bum bag, device
and weapon weren't going to bounce on to the deck.

| eased ny weight on to the third rung, then got ny hand on the
fibreglass deck and heaved nysel f upwards.

I found nyself on all fours, on the top deck, as two vehicles cane from
the direction of Monaco and |lit up the main, then vanished into the

town. | got slowy to ny feet, so there'd only be two points of contact
above the sl eeping people. It took me six slow, deliberate steps to
reach the seats. Once there, | lowered nyself on to ny knees, and tried

to find out how the covers were held dowmn. There was a Velcro fastening
down the sides. Undoing that would be a big no no, this close to the

eneny.

| heard the sound of sliding doors, a burst of |aughter, then Gernan
Voi ces.

Lotfi got on the net.
"Foxtrots! W got fox trots

I couldn't do anything but hug the deck, then inch ny way, on ny
stomach, towards the protection of the seats forward of the driving
console. | ended up over a sort of sunroof, a clear sheet of Perspex
that woul d have | ooked directly down into the cabin if it wasn't for the
bl i nds.

| rested ny face on the Perspex and tried not to think about what woul d
happen if the blind was opened. | heard the doors slide shut, and the



sound of footsteps on the pier behind ne. Then cane the whinper of a
dog, followed by a sharp, Germanic rebuke fromits owner

There was nothing | could do but wait where | was for the all-clear from

Lotfi. | stuck my free ear to the Perspex to check for noises from

bel ow. There were none, and it was still dark on the other side of the
bl i nd.

I lay perfectly still, nouth open, breath condensing on the Perspex. Car

doors slammed and engines fired up in the car park

| stayed where | was, nothing noving but ny eyeballs and the dribble
spilling fromthe corner of my nouth, as | watched the vehicles |eave in
the direction of N ce.

I got a | ow whisper fromLotfi
"All clear."

I didn't double-click himin response: that would just create novenent
and noise. He'd see nme nove soon anyway. There was still no sound from
bel ow, but | wanted to get off this sunroof. Having nothing nore than a
sheet of clear plastic and a concertina blind between me and a bunch of
al - Qaeda was not ny idea of fun

I began to raise nyself on my toes and the heels of ny hands.
"More fox trots nore fox trots

I couldn't see what he was on about, but that didn't matter. |
flattened nyself once more. Then | could hear nunbling from somewhere
along the pier. It sounded |ike nore Gernan.

Two bodi es on deck, snoking."
I reached down slowy for ny Sony.
Cick, click

We'd have to wait this one out. There was nothing | could do now but
hope | wasn't seen

| stayed exactly where | was, ears cocked, nose blocked, the left side
of ny face cold and wet. The nunbling was definitely German. | even
got a whiff of pipe tobacco as Hubba- Hubba now got on the net.

"Stand by, stand by. That's four fox trots towards you, L."

I heard a double click fromLotfi as Hubba-Hubba gave the conmmentary.
That7s at the first pier, still foxtrot, still straight. They nust be
going for pier nine. N, acknow edge."

| doubl e-clicked gingerly. He was right, there was nowhere el se to go,
apart fromone of the cars.

Lotfi got on the net.
"N, do you want me to stop then?"
What the fuck did he nean, stop then? Shoot thenf

If they were aiming for any of the boats near nme, 1'd be seen. | could
hear their footsteps now and the munbl es of a foreign | anguage. They
were definitely heading ny way.



I reached for the Sony and clicked tw ce, and Hubba-Hubba cane on the
net imredi ately.

"Hwill stop them" There was a crash of breaking glass fromthe
vicinity of the shops. A microsecond |ater, a high-pitched two-tone

alarmsplit the night.



Twent y- Ei ght .
| froze.

A bright yellow strobe light near the tab ac began to bounce around the
marina. There was nothing | could do but hug Perspex, ny pul se racing.
The four fox trots sparked up loudly in French, sounding surprised,
whil e the Germans shouted urgently to each ot her

I heard a rush of Arabic in the cabin below. Furniture was being
knocked into. A glass was snashed. Lights went on. Through a tiny gap
at the edge of the blind, |I found nyself |ooking straight dow on to a
stretch of highly varni shed wood bel ow the front window. A hand grabbed
at things | couldn't see, and di sappeared. A blue-shirted back cane
into view. They were already dressed down there. They'd probably been
ready to do a runner. There was nore gob bing off. They were fl apping,
t hi nki ng that whatever was going on outside was neant for them

I heard an English voice, nale and educated, very calm very in control
"Just let nme check, just wait. Let ne check."

I saw a nass of curly black hair, and a wash-stai ned, once-white
T-shirt. The hair was flatter on one side, probably fromthe way he'd
been sl eeping; its owner was peering under the front blind towards the
shops. There was novenent in other boats, too, and lights coming on. A
few people were venturing out to see what the comoti on was all about.
The strobe was still going for it big-time, and | kept rigid, ny eye
glued to the gap, trying to see through the condensati on and dribble
bet ween me and the Perspex.

The man bel ow ne turned, and his face was high lit by the flashing
strobe. It was Curly, for sure, the man at Juan-les-Pins and in the
Pol aroi d; now | definitely knew where G easeball was getting his
informati on. Ceorge needed to know about this.

He was very skinny. His shoul der blades poked through his T-shirt as if
he had a coat hanger in there. H's big hair nade his head | ook totally
out of proportion to his body. He hadn't shaved for a while, and his

slightly hooked nose and sunken eyes made himl ook as if he'd junped out

of a Dickens novel. He'd be the one giving Aiver Twist a hard tine.
It's OK," he said, smooth as silk. It's just a burglar alarm Things
are cool..."

There was another flurry of Arabic. He was definitely the voice of
reason.

"No, an alarmit's just being robbed. You know, soneone's breaking into
the shop to steal, that's all it is, it's OK" He noved back fromthe
wi ndow and his face di sappear ed.

Was the alarmgoing to fetch the police? |If so, how quickly? There was
still talking and novenent beneath me. It was an ideal tine to get the
job done. If | was wong, and people saw nme, |'d soon know about it. |
got to my knees and wi ped up what had fallen out of nmy mouth with ny

sl eeve. Then | pushed the device under the covering and into the
channel where the back of the seat net the backrest. | peeled back the
insulation tape tab, and gave the fishing line a steady pull until the
clothes-peg jaws rel eased the strip of plastic and the two draw ng pins
connected. The circuit was conplete; the device was arned. | pushed
the cylinder in as far as ny armcould reach. The strobe was stil

going ballistic and | could hear people on other boats talking



animatedly. It was starting to feel like some sort of yachting rave out

there. | lay by the seats, not nobving an inch, worrying about whether
the kit at the OP would be found if the police decided to have a good
| ook around. Biggest worry of all, though, was how to get off this

thing before the gendarnmes showed up.

About fifteen seconds later | knew it was too late. Two sets of blue
flashing lights were heading dowmn fromthe town. They arrived at the
mari na and turned right, towards the strobe. Below nme, Curly started
cal ming the Arabs down. They're just checking out the shop. Everything
is cool."

I watched as four unifornms got out of their patrol cars and inspected
the shop-front, silhouetted in their headlights and flashi ng bl ues.

They were joined alnost imedi ately by another set of headlights. The
driver got out and waved his arns about, jabbering away nineteen to the
dozen. Probably the owner, working hinself up to a big insurance claim

The police stayed for another twenty minutes, then the voices faded and
lights started to go out all round the marina. Things went quiet in the
cabin below nme. At |east they wouldn't be | eaving w thout nme know ng;
this nust have been the closest OP in OP history.

I lay there for another hour, glad of nmy new quilted jacket as | felt ny

extremties start to chill. | sat up slowy and checked around ne. The
mari na was asl eep once nore. The tab ac lights were on; it |ooked |ike
the owner was guarding it for the night. | made sure that the vinyl

covering of the settee | ooked exactly as it had when | arrived, then
went back into Spiderman node

Less than fifteen mnutes later I was wal king along the pier towards the
car park and Lotfi's Ford Focus.

| turned left, towards ny Tinberlands, and hit the pressle.

"L, stay where you are and keep the trigger. There's a change of plan.
I"lI'l let you know what |ater. Acknow edge."

dick, dick. "H, check?"
Cick, click

"Meet me at ny car."
Cick, click

I got back to the bins to retrieve ny Tinberlands. As | headed back to
the OP, | offered up a prayer to the god of wong nunbers that no one
got through to the pager by mistake. At least, not until the three on
the boat had done their job.



Twenty- Ni ne

I had just started moving towards the stone steps when Hubba- Hubba came
on the net.

"Stand by, stand by. Vehicle towards you. N, acknow edge."
Click, dick

Not that | needed himto tell me. The unm stakable sound of a VW canper
t hud-t hud-thudded its way around the edge of the marina. | sat half-way
up the concrete steps and waited for it to park up, before noving
towards the OP

I followed the pathway until it reached the main, and turned right
towar ds the Megane.

Lotfi came on the net. | couldn't see Hubba-Hubba but | knew he was
around sonmewhere. He wouldn't show hinself until he saw ne.

As | drew level with the car, | spotted himfurther up the road. |
waited for himto join me, and we crouched in the shadows behind the
hedge.

"What did you do that for?" | said

"Getting the police down here could have been an absol ute nightrmare."
He grinned.

"It stopped those people seeing you, didn't it?"

| nodded: he had a point.

"In any case, |'ve always wanted to do that."

I nodded again: so had I. "Wat did you use to smash the wi ndow?" "One
of the metal weights they use to keep the parasols in place. Those
wi ndows are quite tough, you know "

"I need to ask you sonmething." | wi ped ny running nose.

"I's there anywhere in your area where | can send an email right now? It
m ght be inportant. One of the guys on the boat was with G easebal
last night. He's a Brit, early to md-thirties, skinny, |ong black
curly hair. Looks like the guitarist out of Queen, you know who |
mean?"

He ignored the stupid second question and thought for a few seconds
about the first.

"The main station in Nice. They have sonme of those cyberpoints. There
are maybe four or five of them | think they lock the station at night,
but I"'mnot sure. There are definitely two outside."

| briefed Hubba-Hubba on what | had seen inside the boat, and told him
to pass it on to Lotfi while | went to Nice. Tell Lotfi to keep a
trigger until | get back. And if they nove before that, you two just
have fun!" | slapped himon the shoulder. | checked the pavenent for
peopl e, then stepped out and went back to the Megane.

Driving past the entrance to the marina and on up towards Lotfi's
position, | listened in as Hubba-Hubba briefed Lotfi on the net, then
started to work out the code words | was going to need in the emil.



I drove along the coast towards Nice. At this tinme of the norning the
city was dead. A few cars passed nme, and the odd |oving couple or |ost
soul wandered among the brightly Iit shop-fronts.

The main station was a grand nineteenth-century building, with plenty of
nodern steel and gl ass now conpl enenting huge bl ocks of granite. The
area around it was filled with the usual array of kebab stalls, sex
shops, news-stands and souvenir shops.

Hubba- Hubba had been right: the station was cl osed, probably to prevent
it becoming a honel ess refuge at night. The two cyberpoints he'd

menti oned were anong a cluster of maybe six or seven brightly lit gl ass
phone boxes to the left of the main entrance. The only caneras | saw
were focused on the entrance. | carried on past and squeezed into the
only space | could see, down a side road.

The cyberpoi nt was exactly the same as the one in Cap 3000. | slipped
on ny plastic gloves, inserted ny phone card got on to email

| started to tap out with two fingers, gradually getting faster

It was good to see you yesterday. Quess what? | think you had better
move a lot faster if you want to get in with Susanna. There's this guy
I'"ve just seen with her. | don't know his name, but you m ght know him
he's got long, dark, curly hair. 1In his md-thirties and English. Do
you know hi n? Anyway, he's getting about quite a bit. | also saw him
and Jenny together |ast night, which | ooked a bit suspicious as they
obvi ously know each other very well, and it certainly seens that this
guy tells Jenny everything. Did you know about this or is Jenny keeping
that a secret fromyou? Sorry if this is sad news, but | just thought
you' d like to know. |Is there anything you want to tell me? |If so | can
cone round after work tonorrow night. | would say have a nice day, but
maybe not. PS | gave your present to Susanna, she |oves red.

| closed down and pulled out nmy phone card |If George had anythi ng new
to tell ne, or if | needed to change the plan, I'd pick it up at the DOP
t ormor r ow ni ght



Thirty.
There was a sudden burst of static in ny ear for the eight a.m check

"Hello, hello radio check." As | reached inside ny jacket, | heard,
"H?" followed by two clicks. Then, "N?" | hit the pressle twce.

That's all OK "

The radi o went dead. | brought ny hand out of mnmy pocket and pulled up
the zip. The coat had done its job well through the night, and a couple
of times 1'd even had to undo the top a little.

My face was greasy and ny eyes stung, but ny job was to keep the trigger
on the target boat and that was what |'d done. There'd been no sign of
life, outside or in.

First light was a bit later today because of the cloud cover, and for
the last hour or so a gentle breeze had been coming off the sea and
rustling the vegetation around nme. It was going to be a dull, grey,

m serabl e day, not one that the postcard photographers woul d be rushing
to capture.

The traffic was starting to make its presence felt behind ne, and a
shop's shutter rattled open below. | bet the tab ac was going to get
one now.

The first thing I'd done on nmy return fromNice |ast night was fold the
towel and use it as a cushion under ny arse. Ithadn't turned the OP
into a hotel roomon the Croisette, but it had nmade ne quite
confortable. Al ny Snickers bars had gone, and I1'd had a dunp in the
cling film Lying next to it was nmy water bottle, full of urine

| brushed ny hair back with ny hands and rubbed nmy eyes awake. Now
wasn't the tine to slack. | could hear |aboured breathing: soneone
runni ng, comng down the road to ny left. He took his time to get to
me, and | was anmazed when he finally did: the wheezing and scraping of
feet nmade it sound |ike he was about to have a heart attack

There was general novenent around the marina now, with quite a few
bodi es noving out of their boats. The crew of a rubbish truck were
enptyi ng chanpagne bottl es and caviar tubs out of the two wheelie bins.

I made a nmental note to really find out who ny biol ogical parents were
one day -1 wouldn't mind finding out I belonged in a place like this,
maybe even getting served in the Boston yacht club instead of just being
able to work init.

Bi rdsong had sparked up around ne. | tipped over on to ny side and
supported nmy head with nmy right arm stretching out ny legs as | tried
to restore sone sort of feeling in them | had a better view of the VW

canper now. It was yellow and white, one of the newer, squarer-shaped
ones, and all the w ndows were covered with alum nium folding blinds.
They nust have got their heads down as soon as the wheels stopped

t ur ni ng.

Wth just one eye on the binos, because | couldn't be arsed to sit up
and use both, | watched the couple on the boat to the right of the Ninth
of May energe on deck. Hair sticking up, much the sane as ni ne probably
was, they did sone boat stuff around the deck, their fleece jackets

protecting themfromthe breeze. There was still nothing coning from
the Ninth of May: the black blinds still covered the front w ndow and
the two on the side facing me. | ran the binos over the plastic

covering on the top deck settees and the driving station. It was



buckling a little under the breeze, but didn't look as if it had been
di sturbed. | thought about what m ght be going on behind those blinds.
Maybe they were already up, all three of them just waiting to go and
collect, lying in their bunks with tine to kill, or nenorizing street
maps and bus and train tinetables. Watever it was, | w shed they'd
hurry up and get on with it. The longer they stayed there, the nore
chance | had of being conpron sed

A very small, narrow Japanese van pulled into the car park and the old
gardener |1'd seen yesterday got out: he was dressed in the sane baggy
green overalls and wellies. He seened nore concerned about the canper
than about his plants right now, he dragged hinself towards it, | ooking
|ike he was about to start an incident. Mybe canpers weren't wel conmed
as energetically as everyone el se was, according to the narina entrance
si gn.

When he got there, he shouted and banged on the side panel. One of the
bl i nds went up and he carried on shouting and waving his arns as if he
was directing traffic. He obviously got a satisfactory answer, because
he went back to his vehicle with a bit nore of a spring in his step. He
opened the sliding door to reveal forks and spades and a wheel barrow
The tools cane out one by one, clanging as they hit the ground. | just
hoped he hadn't woken up at three in the norning determined to get to
grips first thing with that V-shaped pal mup behind the fuck bench

VWhat ever he was planning, it wasn't going to happen yet. He |ooked as
if he was going to take the first break of the day.

Lowering hinself on to the sill of the sliding door, he tapped a
cigarette out of a packet. The snoke was picked up and di spersed
qui ckly by the breeze.

"Radi o check. H?"

| unzi pped.

dick, dick

N

Reaching in, | double-clicked the pressle.

"Everything OK. Tine to change batteries.” He was right: we should

start the day with fresh power, and | had to get it done before A d Man
Titchmarsh dragged hinsel f up here and started di ggi ng where he wasn't
wel cone.

| took the radio fromny jacket, tugged the batteries off the gaffer
tape, pulled off the battery cover and replaced them | checked the
display to nmake sure the power supply was on and | was still on channe
one, then bunged the Sony back inside ny jacket.

It wasn't that |long before the sliding door to Od Man Titchmarsh's van
was cl osed and he wheel ed his way towards the concrete steps before

di sappearing into the dead ground bel ow ne at the start of the stairway.
There was nothing | could do but stay where | was and just get on with
the j ob.

The norni ng commute gat hered pace on the main, and it wasn't |ong before
OMT bar rowed past ne and the fuck bench, | ooking down at the canper and
grunbling to hinself. Maybe he hadn't been as firmas he'd thought. |

soon heard netallic noises to ny right as his tools were pulled off the
wheel barrow, and he started to dig in the sun-dried soil. |f he saw ne,



I'"d just have to play the bumand | et himchuck me out. | could walk
down to the marina entrance and maybe sit at the bus stop; at least |I'd
still have an OP on both exits. Then all three of us would have to take
turns keeping that trigger until the Roneos noved. It would be a

ni ght mare, but there was nothing | could do about it.

"Hell o, hello radi o check."

I put my hand in ny jacket. It nust be nine o' clock
"

dick, dick

N

Cick, click

"That's all OK"

The next three and a half hours were a pain in the arse. OMI seened to
spend nore tinme snoking than he did gardening, which was fine by ne
because he took his breaks at the far end of the garden. Down in the
mari na, people wandered off their boats and returned with baguettes or
bags of croissants; delivery vans arrived and did their stuff at the
shops; cars drove into the car park and nen with tool kits and overalls
went to work on decks, rigging and other boaty stuff. | could hear a
bit of nusic now and again fromthe restaurants, and the occasional | oud
voi ce or burst of laughter fromcustoners in the tab ac punctuated by
the smashing of nore glass. The w ndowrepl acenent boys nust have been
on site.

A small electric cart | oaded with rubbi sh bins and broons whined its way
out of the dead ground in front of the shops and towards the wheelie
bins where |'d hidden ny Tinberlands. OMI shouted down at the driver,
who stopped and disnobunted with a drag on his cigarette and a wave. His
stomach | ooked about the same weight as the vehicle, which was probably
feeling relieved to be rid of him The bin cart driver cupped an ear
towards the high ground of the gardens as the old boy gave hi m sone

ver bal broadband, then turned back towards the canper with a deternined
nod.

The bin cart driver closed in on the VW and repeated the perfornmance.

There was a | ot of thunping on the side of the van and what | supposed
was the French for "Get the fuck out of here, this isn't a canpsite’

The door slid hal f-way open and a woman with short dark hair and a bl ack
| eat her jacket appeared in the gap

Wirds were exchanged, but whatever was said stopped the cart man in his
tracks. He wal ked away fromthe canper as the sliding door closed.

My heart beat a little bit faster. This didn't feel right.

A d Man Titchmarsh called to him wanting to know what was happeni ng.
The cart nan beckoned hi m down the steps.

I hit my pressle.

"Al'l call signs, this is N There could be a problem The yell ow and
white VWvan that cane in |ast night nmight contain another surveillance
team Roger so far, L." dick, click



Y
Click, click

"I''"l'l explain nore later. Nothing changes for us. Just renmenber your
third-party awareness. |If I'mright, there mght be others out there
Acknowl edge, L."

Cick, click
"
dick, click

The woman had been fully dressed. Was that so she could get out of the
camper fast if the shit hit the fan, and still have her weapon and radio
conceal ed?

Either way, we still had our job to do. |If they were after the
hawal | ada, we just had to get there first. | reckoned George woul d be
able to wing what he needed out of thema | ot quicker than any

| aw enf or cenent agency.

The engi ne sparked up on the canper. It headed towards the marina
entrance, with a man at the wheel

"Stand by, stand by. That's the van now nobile, two up. A man with a
dark ponytail and a wonan with short dark hair and a bl ack | eather
jacket." The van went out of sight, following the line of the
shop-fronts. That's now unsighted towards the marina exit."

They both acknow edged with a double click, and it was no nore than a
m nute before Lotfi cane on the net with the van's progress.

"L has the Conbi towards BSM still two up. Now unsighted."

I tried to convince nyself that 1'd been wong about what |1'd seen. But
only for about three seconds.

OMI shuffled his way back up the hill and started digging away to ny
right as | got another radio check. It was twelve o' clock on the dot.

"Hel |l o, radio check. H?"
Cick, click
N

At al nost the sane nonent, ny eyes were sucked towards the rear deck of
the boat. There was novenent: a body appeared It was Curly, still in
his T-shirt and jeans, having a | ook around as he | et down the gangway.

"N, radio check."

cdick, click, click, click

There was a pause. He would only have been expecting two.
"Is that a stand-by, N? 1Is that a stand-by?"

Cick, click

He got the nmessage.



"Stand by, stand by."



Thirty-One.

Curly had finished pushing out the gangway, still in bare feet, as the
Roneos |'d al nost dribbled on |ast night appeared on deck. | couldn't
radio Lotfi and Hubba-Hubba, as OMI was just a bit too close for confort
as he scraped about in the earth with his spade no nore than four or
five metres away. But Lotfi knew what to do

"N, is there novenent?"

Cick, dick

"Are the Romeos still on the boat?"
I did not hing.

"Are they foxtrot?"

dick, click
OMI was even closer than I'd thought. | could hear the rasp of a
l'ighter.

The Roneos were now off the pier and had turned left towards the shops.
I had a better view of themnow. Both were in dark suits.

Lotfi got back on the net.
"Are there two of thenf"

I clicked twice, raised the binos to nmy eyes with ny right hand, and
kept the left over the pressle as Curly haul ed the gangway back in and
di sappeared inside the boat. | checked them out while Lotfi carried on
aski ng questi ons.

"Are they male?" dick, click

Hubba- Hubba came on the net.

"His nobile."

Lotfi: "Are they still in the marina?"
Cick, click

There was hesitation: Lotfi was trying to think of other things to ask
so he and Hubba- Hubba coul d have a cl earer picture of what was going on
But he still hadn't asked what they |ooked like. Finally he got there.

"Are they Arab?"
Cick, click

| couldn't tell himright now, but they were also young, maybe in their
early thirties, with short, well-grooned hair, white shirts, ties and
bl ack shoes. The shorter one, nmaybe five seven, five eight, had
straight hair and a rounded, over-fed face. In his left hand he was
carrying a Slazenger tennis bag, with a racquet in the outside pocket.
The to welling round the racquet handl e was faded and worn. They'd

t hought about ageing their collection kit, to make it | ook as normal as
possi ble. They | ooked just |ike bankers off to the tennis club. It

| ooked as if Greaseball'sint was going to prove good: they would blend
in perfectly in Mnaco.



The second one was hands free and taller, maybe six foot, quite |ean,
with wiry hair brushed back off his forehead, a very neat noustache and
a pair of aviator style sun-gigs. The Saddam | ook was obviously in this
year.

I heard a vehicle drive into the parking space behind me, and a second
| at er Hubba- Hubba got on the net.

"His static behind you, N, and has the trigger on the main. | can give
direction once they are on the main. N, acknow edge."

dick, click

As pl anned, Hubba-Hubba was coming in closer on the stand-by. That way,
we' d have anot her person who coul d take the Romeos once they were out on
the main, just in case | couldn't get out of the OP and do it nyself.

The two col |l ectors di sappeared by the parade as Lotfi sparked up
"N, are they still in the port?"

Cick, click. "Can you see then?"

Hubba- Hubba cut in when | hadn't replied after five seconds.

"H still has the trigger on the main."

I waited for another thirty seconds, nore than enough time for themto
get half-way up the steps, if that was the direction they were headed.

But there was a no-show as | still snelt OMI's cigarette on the breeze.
I got up slowy on my hands and knees and gathered all ny kit into the
towel, including my little cling film package and the bottle of piss.

Only after crawing to the exit point along the hedgerow did | risk
getting on the net. M voice wavered as | tried to suck in air and nove
at the sane tine.

"OK, OK. They're both Arab, dark suits, white shirts, ties. The
smal | er one, Ronmeo One, is carrying a blue tennis bag, Slazenger. Roneo
Two is taller, slimer; sunglasses and noustache. H, acknow edge."

Cick, click

"Isit clear? |1'mcomng out."
There was a pause.

Cick, click

| stood up, jumped over the hedgerow. Hubba-Hubba had parked his Scudo
my side of the Megane, so he was shielded but could still |ook through
my wi ndow to keep the trigger.

H s wi ndow was half down, and he had his eyes on the exit. | wal ked up
and nade a show of checki ng nmy watch.

"The station, mate. Get to the station and be careful, keep an eye out
for that van."

He nodded, fired the ignition

"Don't worry. Renenber, Lotfi brings God with us." He gave ne a
gleanming snmle as he reversed back into the road. | dunped the kit in
the Megane boot, took over the trigger and prepared for the take. It
was good to know that God was still on our team W needed all the help



we coul d get.

| closed the boot as Hubba- Hubba cane back on the net, in a calm | ow
voi ce.

"Stand by, stand by. Roneo One and Two foxtrot, approaching the main
fromthe entry road, about ten short." | |ooked down the road and saw
the Scudo just starting to nove uphill past the marina entrance.

"L, standing by."

I gave ny acknow edgenent. dick, click. Bending down to check out a
wheel on the side of the car away fromthe marina exit, | peeled the
insul ation tape off ny ear and waited for themto appear on the main.
Then | checked my Browni ng and bumbag while | pretended to inspect the
tyre tread, with both eyes on the marina exit.

Qut they cane.

"Stand by, stand by. N has Roneo One and Two. At the nmain. Wit
that's themnow, left, towards the town. L, acknow edge."

Cick, click

e

Ther e was not hi ng.

Lotfi came up: "H, they're foxtrot, towards the town."

There was a nonent's del ay before Lotfi canme back to ne: "H acknow edged
and everything | ooks K. No Conbi."

| double-clicked. Hwas too far away from ne, probably already at the
station, but still within range of Lotfi, who was receiving both of us.

I let the Romeos settle down, and watched as they wal ked away from ne,
up the hill towards the bus stop. They both |ooked a little junpy.
Maybe they'd had too nuch coffee this nmorning. Romeo One kept changi ng
hands on the bag and Two kept | ooking around him not realizing he could
do that by just nmoving his eyes.

I got on the net. That's approaching the bus stop on the left. Wit,
wait. That's at the bus stop, still straight."

"L, roger that. That's straight at the bus stop. H, acknow edge."

One noved the bag over his right shoul der and gl anced back. | doubted
that he could see the wood for the trees, though: his nerves seened to
be taking over. | started to foll ow

"That's N foxtrot and still has Roneo One and Two on the left and stil
straight, towards the town. They |ook aware, be careful. L, relay to
H" | got two clicks before listening to a one-way conversation as

Lotfi passed on the information

If they'd stopped at the bus shelter, taking themtowards Nice, |I'd have
got on at the stop before and Lotfi woul d have kept the trigger. If they
were goi ng towards Mnhaco and crossed the road to the other stop, Lotfi
woul d have done the same and kept the trigger

The trick was for each of us to know exactly where the Romeos were and
what they were up to, so we could either junmp ahead or hold back, and
take these two without them ever seeing us. The nore exposure we had to



them the nore chance we had of getting conpronmised. W needed to be
out of their vision at all tinmes, because the mnd stores everything. If
they saw one of us today and thought nothing of it, maybe they'd nake
the connection tomorrow. One of us had to have eyes on the Roneos as
much as possible, with the other two satelliting them always out of
sight, always backing the nan who was taking, always being aware of the
third party.

I lost them now and again as the road wound its way up to the high
ground and into the town. But Lotfi had themin sight. That's Roneo
One and Two, now passing ne, still straight.”

| doubl e-clicked, not know ng if Hubba-Hubba had done the sane.

| checked ny Browning was in position, and felt the bumbag to nake sure
the insulin case was still inside even though | knew it woul dn't have
unzi pped the bag by itself and junped out. | fished the Medic Al ert out
of my jeans and put it on to ny left wist to announce that | was
diabetic and really needed to carry this stuff about with ne.

As | got to the high ground, |I caught sight of Lotfi's Focus tucked away
well inside the car park. The Ronmeos were still ahead, partly shiel ded
by the traffic.

"N has, N has Ronmeo One and Two. Still foxtrot on the left about five
zero short of the station option. H acknow edge.” | snmiled away to
myself, as if | was talking to ny girlfriend on ny nobile.

dick, click
W on
Click, click

There was a junction right further up, where the station road ran down
on to the main. A set of lights controlled the traffic.

The patisseries, news-stands and cafes were open for business. People
were in line for a lunchtime sticky bun to go with their coffee taken at
one of the outside tabl es.

"N still has, Nstill has foxtrot on the left, half-way to the station
option. Do not acknow edge."

| wanted themto listen, to cut down on tinme on the air, so | could just
concentrate on the take.

"That's approaching. Wit, wait..."

| stopped and | ooked into a shop that seened to sell just nen's socks
and ties. They're static at the crossing, they're at the crossing,
intending the station. Wit, wait. It's ared man, wait out."

| released the pressle and wat ched through the corner of the w ndow as |
agoni zed over ny choice of Christmas tie, Santa or the Virgin Mry.
Nobody gave Roneo One and Two a second gl ance, but to ne they | ooked out
of place. They weren't talking to each other; they didn't even | ook at
each other.

A couple of fanmlies were also waiting to cross, with all the kids
weari ng Pokenmon backpacks. | heard the beep of the pedestrian crossing.

"Stand by, stand by, green nman on. Ronmeo One and Two crossing left to



right, half-way."

Once over the road they carried on straight up towards the station and
di sappeared. That's them straight and towards the station, unsighted to
me. H, acknow edge."

"H has, on the right towards the station, sixty short."

The lights at the crossing had turned red again. | joined two wonen and
more kids with backpacks. The kids were shoving baguettes down their
necks as if they hadn't eaten since | ast Tuesday. Hubba-Hubba came on
the net, and for the first tine | had to put ny hand over the earpiece
as a couple of trucks screaned past. It was a big no-no, but | didn't
have a choice. "H still has, half-way to the station, still aware."

The green man fl ashed and the beeps sounded. M/ new school friends and
I crossed. It was a good sign that the Ronmeos were aware. | hoped it
meant they hadn't pinged us, rather than that they were in fact very
swi tched on, and about to take us to an amusenent park or shopping
centre to fuck us about or, even worse, into an ambush.

I reached the other side of the road and turned uphill, |eaving
Hubba- Hubba to continue the take.

"H has, still on the right, approaching the station."

The Roneos di sappeared right, into the parking area in front of the
station as Hubba- Hubba continued his comentary.

"That's at the station, wait, wait ... at the first set of doors. That's
now conpl ete and unsighted to ne. ['mgoing foxtrot. N, acknow edge."
Cick, click

He woul d now be taking a position that would give hima view of both the
pl atforns, so we'd know whet her they were aining for Monaco or Nice.

| spotted Hubba-Hubba's enpty Scudo van just past the entrance. He was
out here sonewhere, trying to get the trigger, making sure the Roneos
didn't see himor, just as inportantly, the third party who m ght wonder
what this weird Arab bl oke was up to.

The drivers at the taxi rank were still |eaning against their Mercs,
smoking and putting the world to rights. The nulticoloured flower beds
nearby were still getting a good sprinkling.

Taking my tinme, | wandered past the first of the two glass doors, hoping

to get a glinpse of the Roneos, maybe by a ticket nachine or the Kkiosk
But there was no sign of themin this half of the foyer, and | didn't
want to walk in nyself and risk being seen

I plonked nyself on the wooden bench outside, between the two sets of
doors, hoping the train wasn't due just yet.

"H, can you see then?" There was a pause.
"No, just the far end of the platforms. They could still be conplete.”
Cick, click

A garage truck approached fromny right, and | could hear it change gear
through the radi o as Hubba- Hubba spoke. He nust be up there in the far
car park. | decided |I'd give it a minute or two to see if he pinged
them if not, 1'd have no alternative but to go in. They should have



bought a ticket by now and, with luck, would be out there on the
pl at f or m

| dug out ny hundred-franc notes and stood up, meking sure the zip of ny
bum bag was still done up, and the Browning was still tucked well into
nmy jeans.

I hit the pressle.

"N is going conplete the station. H, acknow edge."

Cick, click

"L, stand by."

Cick, click

I wal ked through the second set of doors by the news-stand in case they
were still on the concourse, and stepped around the little rat dogs that
were still guarding the news-stand. M head was down, hat on, not

| ooking for faces, just dark suit trousers. | couldn't see the Roneos

anywhere. That was good, and that was al so bad.

| stopped at the coffee machi ne and bought nyself a cappuccino, then
eyed up the snack machine and sel ected a couple of nuffin-type things
covered with sugary goo as the plastic cup fell into place waiting to be
filled.

Hubba- Hubba sparked up on the net as | bent down and watched the brew
fall into the cup and pulled the nmuffin wapping apart with ny teeth,
getting the goo on ny chin. That's both Roneos on the platform your
side, the station side platform"



Thirty-Two.

The dogs tied up by the news-stand gave ne the evil eye as | reached
i nside ny coat.

Click, click

Sone peopl e bought tickets fromthe touch-screen nachi nes, sone headed
strai ght through the double glass doors on to the platform but there
was no one hovering around like ne, trying to shove the last of a nuffin
down their neck without getting nost of the topping over their front,
while attenpting to keep out of the Romeos' line of sight. They were
out there sonmewhere, the other side of the wall the coffee machine stood
against. And, so far, it looked as if they were going to Monaco. They'd
have to go over a footbridge for trains to Nice, Cannes and all stations
to Marseille.

Four nore people went through to the platform They had to file between
two steel posts about a netre high. There was a resoundi ng clunk each
time a ticket got fed into the slot and vali dat ed.

The coffee machine had finished clearing its throat. | took a sip from
the steam ng plastic cup as | wal ked over to the touchscreen ticket

machi nes, and | ooked out on to the platforns to see if | could ping the
collectors. The only people in sight were two train workers with peaked
caps and beer bellies. | touched the screen for a single to Mnaco,
then bought another to Cannes. | didn't know which of the three

| ocations these people were heading for. They mght even do all three
today, or none of them Perhaps they really were just neeting sone of
their mates for tennis.

If the destination was Nice, |I'd just use the Cannes ticket and get off
earlier. M tickets were still printing out as Hubba-Hubba came on the
air. | could tell by the noise of traffic and his disjointed speech
that he was wal king fast. Too nuch third party, |'m going conplete.
They are definitely on the Monaco side, definitely on the Mnaco side."

| double-clicked himas | went and checked the tinmetables. The Mnaco
train was due in ten mnutes' tine, at twelve forty-one.

It woul d take nmuch | onger to get to Monaco by road at this tinme of day
than the thirteen minutes it took by train, but Lotfi was waiting for ne
to press the button. The plan was that he'd drive to the underground
car park by the Palais de la Scala and be ready to receive the two
Roneos if | screwed up on the follow and | ost them while Hubba-Hubba
tried to catch up. | needed the latter here for the tine being, just in
case the Roneos changed direction after Lotfi had taken off for Mpnaco.

I made ny deci sion.

I ran ny finger down the tinetable |like a puzzled tourist.

"L?" | got two clicks.

"Go now, go now. Acknow edge."

I could hear the engine already turning over while his pressle was down.
"Lis nobile."

He'd have just twenty minutes to get there. | hoped he didn't get
caught behind a truck on the narrow road.

Hubba- Hubba kept it brief. He knew |l was in the station, and m ght



t heref ore be surrounded by people.

"His conplete and has the trigger on the station exit. Do not
acknow edge. "

The tinetable remained very interesting for a while as a m ddl e- aged
couple chatted with the guy at the news-stand, and played with the
denmented little dogs, then | turned ny attention to sone ads for
sun-soaked holidays in Mauritius for sonething like a thousand pounds a
ni ght, and deci ded that Cape Cod was nore ny kind of place.

The coupl e said their goodbyes to the guy and cooed over his dogs one

|l ast tine before noving over to the glass doors and clunking in their
tickets. As they passed through to the platform | could hear the
train, right on time. The runble on the tracks got |ouder and the dogs
grow ed as the train stopped with a squeal of brakes. | clunked ny
ticket and waited by the validation posts until | could hear electric
doors slide open and people say their French goodbyes. Only then did
wal k on to the platform w thout |ooking left or right, and clinb into
the first carriage | saw.

From ny forward-facing seat, | could see the backs of the Roneos' heads
and the Sl azenger bag on the rack above them through the interconnecting
carriage doors. | sat and waited, ready to junp off again if they did.

The doors closed and with a slight shunt the train started to pull out.
Hubba- Hubba came on the net.

"Are the Romeos on the train?"

Cick, click

"Are you on the train?"

Cick, click

"His nobile."

Hi s foot was probably flat to the boards as the Scudo screaned towards
Monaco.

The railway line followed the coast road, but there was no sign of
Hubba- Hubba. It was going to be a nightmare for himto catch up; he'd
just have to do the best he coul d.

There was no way | was going to walk into their carriage, in case we net
in the aisle. One of them m ght be heading for the toilet, or sinply
movi ng away fromwhere they'd got on, as | would in their position, to
try to avoid surveillance

I sat and watched the sea, and kept an eye on the vehicles we were
overtaking on the road. Wth luck, Lotfi would be approaching the
tunnel s just short of Monaco.

As we neared Mdnaco, gracious old buildings with wooden shutters and
ugly new ones bl ocked ny view of the sea. Then we entered the tunne
that took us deep into the nmountains. The train rattled on for a few
m nutes in darkness before energing into the brilliant light of an

i mmense underground station. The place |ooked |Iike sonething out of a
Jarmes Bond film a huge stainless-steel and marbl e cavern

The train slowed and a few people got up fromtheir seats and gat hered
their bags and briefcases. | stayed put, |ooking out at the station



The platforms were clean and the marbl e highly polished; even the |ight
fittings | ooked |ike they came froma Conran shop

Carri age doors opened, and people dressed for work rubbed shoul ders with
Japanese tourists sporting their Mnaco Gand Prix sweatshirts and
Cannes basebal |l caps as they got out on to the platformand headed
towards the front of the train. 1, too, stepped out and followed the
herd, the peak of ny cap well and truly down as | checked around ne.

I pinged themup ahead. Roneo Two still had his sun-gigs on, and One
the bag over his shoulder. | got ny gigs out and put themon ny nose as
well. Maybe sixty or seventy netres ahead of nme were sets of escal ators
that led up to a bridge. The herd were noving up themand | eft, across
the tracks, to the ticketing hall. | caught another glinpse of the
Roneos doing the same. Roneo Two took off his glasses as they crossed,

| ooki ng at everything but hopefully seeing nothing, as snooth
announcenents fl oated over the Tannoy system and giant flat-screen TVs
flashed train information

We cane into the ticketing hall: nore acres of stainless steel and
polished marble, still underground. Al around nme shoes squeaked and
hi gh heels clicked, to the acconpani nent of coffee machi nes hissing and
peopl e jabbering to each other over espressos. The crowd was waiting
for one of the many lifts to take themup to ground level. | didn't
want to join them no matter how big a crowd the lifts could
accommodate. Wth ny left hand hol di ng down the bum bag and the pisto

grip of the Browning, | pounded up the steel stairs, turning back on
mysel f every tenth step or so. It was further than |I'd expected, and
was starting to get out of breath. It hit nme that |I'd nade a mi stake:
my chances of getting up there before the two collectors were slim |
coul d have gone faster if |'d used the handrail, but | didn't want to

| eave any sign. | punped nmy arnms back and forth, and kept going for it.
At last | saw daylight above ne. Three nore flights and | was at ground
level. | saw the four alum niumdoors for the lifts and a small group
of people waiting. | walked into the entrance hall gulping in air,

trying to cal mnyself down as the back of ny neck started to | eak. The
gl ass and steel frontage of the small hallway | ooked out on a bus

shelter ny side of a busy road. | could see we were high above the
principality, as | was |ooking out on to the Mediterranean, but there
was no port. It must have been bel ow sonewhere

The breeze blewin fromthe sea as | headed for the bus stop. M eyes
darted about, |ooking for the Roneos. They should be going left, to the
de | a Scal a.

| saw themthen, at a corner about fifteen nmetres away to ny left. Romeo
Two was checking a small nmap as One | ooked about nervously and got stuck
into a pack of Marlboro. | kept ny back to them now, and wal ked
directly to the bus stop, hitting nmy pressle.

"Hello, hello, is anyone there? This is N, anyone there?"

There was nothing. | gave it just under a mnute, then spun round to
face the road, hoping to see themin ny peripheral vision. They were
wal ki ng down the hill towards the casino and the general area of the
Palais. | set off behind them and inmediately spotted two CCTV
caneras. | hated this place: it was like an extra-large, extra-rich
versi on of the Big Brother house.

I crossed to the right-hand side of the road, hoping to avoid them the
port was about three hundred feet below nme. Huge grey clouds hung above



us, cutting the tops off the nountains. Hordes of trucks and notorbikes
screanmed up and down a road that had probably been built in the early
1900s for the odd Bentley or two.

The nore we descended to the mddle ground of the casino area, the
taller the bank buil dings became around us. Houses that had once been
grand private residences were now plastered with brass plates. | could
al most snell the big noney deal s going down behind their heavily blinded
wi ndows.

The Roneos consulted the map again before carrying on past the shiny

Rol | s- Royces, Jags and Mnis lined up in the British Mtor Show oons, as
One dragged on his Marl boro, sending snoke up above himbefore it got
taken by the wind. |If they were heading for the de la Scala, they'd
have to cross over soon and turn off to the right. | stopped, stepped
into the doorway of a bookshop, and got very interested in a French
cookbook with a picture of a big sticky bun on its cover

They crossed. | hit ny pressle again, snmiling away |ike an idiot
chatting on his nobile.

"Hel l o, hello, anybody there?"

They nust be heading for the de la Scala. They were now ny side of the
road and wal ki ng down Avenue Saint-Mchel. | knew that because it was
engraved expensively on a slab of stone just above ny head, like all the
street names here.

They committed to the right-hand bend of the avenue just fifty netres
down the hill and becane unsighted to ne. Dead ahead of them now, about
two hundred netres away, beyond nani cured | awns, fountains and
frost-protected rubber plant things, was the casino and its Legol and
policemen. But they still had about another fifty netres until the end
of Avenue Saint-M chel, where once nore they had a choice of direction

I got on the net again as | started to foll ow

"Hello, hello, hello. Anyone there?" Still nothing.



Thirty-Three.

I didn't want to stay behind them because | wasn't being proactive. |If
I was going to be the only menber of the teamon the ground with the
Roneos, | really needed to be doing Lotfi's job now, waiting for themin

the de la Scala for the neet with the hawal | ada. But that meant junping
ahead, and if they went somewhere el se once they got to the end of the
avenue |1'd be in the shit.

I carried on down Saint-Mchel and talked to nmy imaginary girlfriend
with a big smley voice.

"Hello, hello, this is N" Still nothing. Maybe they were caught in
the traffic; maybe Lotfi was here but down in the car park. \Whatever
was going on, | had to make a deci sion

I turned on to sonme steps that went directly downhill, to cut off the
bend that they'd foll owed towards the casino. They led to an apartnent
bl ock on the steep side of the road, and were well worn, which | hoped
was going to prove it was a short cut.

I hurtled down them past exotic plants and boring grey concrete bl ocks
each side of nme, keeping ny left hand on the bum bag and Browni ng and
checking traser, as if | was late for an appointnent, until | reached
the road below. The casino was to ny half-left about a hundred and
fifty metres away. Legol and policenmen kept people noving so the
Ferraris and Rol |l s-Royces had sonewhere to park. The manicured | awmns
were being panpered by the sprinklers; directly left along the road,

just under a hundred netres, was the junction with the avenue. | turned
right, not checki ng anywhere because the Roneos could already be at the
junction and heading ny way. | continued to play |ooking at ny watch as

I hurried past fur-coated wonen and expensive shops.

By the time | rounded the corner to the de |la Scala square, ny neck was
not just |eaking but drenched with sweat. There was no sign of Lotfi
anywhere on the grass, listening to nmy follow so he coul d deci de when
the tinme was right to go into the nall and get a trigger on the neet.
The only people in sight were the orange-overalled, tree-cutting crew,

having a brew on a bench. | tried again on the radio, but there was
nothing. |1'd just have to get on with it: | night be the only one here
| started towards the gl ass doors of the mall, taking deep breaths to

re-oxygenate mysel f, pushed through with ny shoulder as |I wi ped the
sweat with ny shirt cuffs, and headed straight for the cafe, past the
reception and the Roman marbl e entrance. The sanme i nmmacul ately dressed
dar k- hai red wonman was operating the desk, and still gob bing off on the
phone. The same sort of people were at the cafe, too, talking
discreetly into cell phones or reading papers. Some did both. | pulled
up a chair to the rear of the outside tables and by the | eft-hand corner
of the mall, so | was facing the reception but could also cover the exit
by the dry-cl eaner's.

| started to flap a little as | flattened nmy wet hair on the back of ny
head. What if the Roneos had gone el sewhere? Fuck it, | was comitted
now. |'d just have to wait and see.

The waiter who took ny coffee order was nore interested in watching a
worman crossing her stockinged | egs at one of the other tables than in ny
sweaty face. | took off ny glasses and just hoped that one of the other
two was nearly here. | needed sone back-up desperately. M crane
turned up with a biscuit and a snall paper napkin between the cup and
saucer to take the spills. | handed the guy a fifty-franc note, not



wanting to wait for a bill later. | needed to be able to junp up and
go, without being chased nyself for doing a runner. The change energed
from hi s noney-bag and snacked down on the table just as Lotfi burst on
to the net. He was out of breath and, by the sound of it, on foot and
movi ng fast.

"Anyone, anyone, stand by, stand by. Anyone there? Stand by, stand by.
They are in the square, Romeo One and Two in the square approaching the
mal | ."

I reached into ny jacket as | took a sip fromthe napki n-w apped cup
The snarl of a chainsaw gave ne a clue to his | ocation

"That's conplete the building now, they' re inside."

cick, click

There was relief on the air.

"I's that N?"

Cick, click

"Are you inside?"

dick, click
"OK, I'll stay outside, I'll stay outside."
Cick, click

The Roneos appeared at the bottom of the corridor and | ooked around,
getting their bearings: they obviously hadn't been here before. They
eventual ly wal ked up to the reception and studied the board. They stood
for ten or fifteen seconds before their eyes seened to |l ock on to the
address they wanted: O fice 617, the Monaco Trai ning Consul tancy.

I took another sip of coffee and watched between the heads of two wonen
who were gob bing off in Italian in front of ne, snoking thensel ves and
anyone nearby into an early grave. Ronmeo Two had his gigs back on now.
He took a pen fromhis inside pocket and used it to press the buzzer; |
bet he'd used his shoulders to get through the door as well.

What now? What was | going to do if | was | ocked outside while they got
directions fromthe receptionist?

Ronmeo Two bent down and | watched himsay a few words into a speaker by
the buzzers maybe a confirmation statement. \Whatever it was, he was a
happy man as he stood upright and gave Ronmeo One, who didn't | ook too
certain about things, a reassuring nod.

They waited, not going into the Roman entrance just to their left, and
then | realized why. | needn't have worried. There were caneras behind
the receptionist's desk, and she woul d know what office they'd gone
into. So they waited, admring the Persian rugs in the shop opposite,
per haps wondering, like | had, why people would pay so nuch just for
sonething to stand on. Their nuns coul d probably knock themone up in a
coupl e of weeks.

Lotfi cane back on the air; the chainsaw fired up behind him before
turning into a high-pitched whine as it bit into a tree.

"N, radio check.”" He sounded anxi ous, not know ng what was goi ng on



i nside and needing a bit of reassurance.

| doubl e-clicked himas the reception doors opened and out cane a tall
dar k-ski nned man with bl ack hair, greying at the tenples in a way that
made him | ook quite distinguished. He was about six foot and slim not
Arab, maybe Turki sh, maybe Afghan. They didn't shake hands. He wore an
expensi ve-1 ooki ng navy suit, black |oafers and a dazzling white shirt,

buttoned all the way up, no tie. Maybe, |ike many people, he refused to
wear one because it was a synbol of the West. O naybe he was a fashion
victim 1'd get the boys on the warship to ask himlater.

They finished exchanging half a dozen very serious-I|ooki ng words and
started to wal k back out of the door of the nmall they'd cone in through
I warned Lotfi. dCick, click. dick, click

Lotfi was straight back.
"Com ng out ?"
cick, click
" Same doors?"
Cick, click

They di sappeared from si ght and, no nore than three seconds |ater, the
net burst into Iife once nore.

"L has Roneo sOne Two and Three. They've gone right, your right as you
exit. Towards the rear of the building."

I got up fromthe table, and double-clicked himas | w ped the mug,
keeping the napkin with me. As Lotfi carried on the comrentary with the
chai nsaw i n the background, | shoved the napkin into ny jacket pocket,
where it joined the muffin wapper and plastic coffee cup

"That's Roneos One, Two and now Three, foxtrot on the right, still on
the right-hand side. About half-way towards the rear. They're not
talking. Roneo One is still aware, they have quick feet."

I pushed ny way through the glass doors into the cacophony of traffic
and chainsaw. | didn't bother to look for Lotfi. | knew he was there
sonmewher e

"Do you want me to stay here?"

| double-clicked himas | turned right, and foll owed on the sane side of
the road, putting ny gigs back on



Thirty-Four.

They were now about two-thirds of the way down the narrow road | eading
to the admin area at the rear of the building, still not talking, but at
| east Romeo One wasn't |ooking around any nore. He still had the bag
over his shoul der and hung back slightly because there wasn't enough
room for three abreast on the pavement. They'd chosen a good route,

avoi ding caneras; the only bits of people control were the two-foot-high
steel bollards stoppi ng peopl e parking on the kerb. By Mnaco
standards, it was all quite rel axed

They turned right at the corner and di sappeared fromview | quickened
my pace to get eyes on in case they disappeared conpletely through a
door. | hit the pressle.

"That's all three Romeos right, to the rear, tenporary unsighted."

I got two clicks fromLotfi; | didn't know if he could see and it didn't
really matter, so long as he knew what was going on. There was also a
possibility that Hubba-Hubba could receive but not send as he nade his
way to us.

Reaching the corner, | crossed the road and began to hear what sounded
like a supermarket trolley round-up. Steel containers on wheels were
bei ng shunted backwards and forwards froma lorry backed into the post
office |l oading bay. Once | was on the far pavenent | turned right, just
intime to see the three of them passing through a steel door next to a
garage shutter al ongside the |oading bay.

My mind raced as the door closed. It nust be the exchange -unless this
was a car park and they were about to |eave.

"L ... Hello, L." It was hard to keep ny happy smley face as | chatted
on ny hands-free.

"Are you near your car?"
"Yes, in the car park, in the car park."

"OK, mate, go conplete ... and static outside the car park. Al three
Roneos are unsighted in a garage, | have the trigger. You' ve got to be
qui ck in case they go nobile. Remenber your third party."

I got two clicks as | passed the post-office van and the mail-trolley
pushers, then an anxi ous voi ce.

"Hello, N, hello, L? Radio check, radio check."

At | ast, Hubba- Hubba.

I hit the pressle. This is N. Us here too. Were are you?"
"Near the casino, |I'mnear the casino, |'mnearly there."

"Roger that. That's Romeo One, Two and now Three unsi ghted at the back
of the building in the |last shuttered garage before you get to the post
office | oading bay. | have the trigger, acknow edge."

Click, click

"OK, stay conplete and cover the square, able to take in all directions.
L is going conplete now. |I'll trigger themaway if they go nobile."

Cick, click



"L, where are you?"
No reply: he was probably down in the car park

"That's H static on the square. Can take in all directions. N
acknow edge. "

Cick, click

Seconds | ater Lotfi canme back on the net, and | could hear the Focus's
engi ne cl osing down in the background.

"Hello, N, hello, N. That's L static on the car park road, covering away
fromthe square.”

"Roger that, L. Stay where you are. His here, and is covering the
square and can take in all directions. N still has the trigger, no
change. L, acknow edge."

Click, click

By now | was at the nmall entrance near the dry-cleaner's and there was a
| oud hiss of steam from a pressing nachi ne.

"L, I want you to describe Romeo Three to H. Acknow edge."
Cick, click

There was nothing else | could do now but keep the trigger on the
shutter and listen while Lotfi told Hubba-Hubba what our new best nate
| ooked Ii ke.

I watched the letters and parcel s being taken backwards and forwards in
the carts. Keeping the trigger was so inportant that 1'd have to risk
exposi ng nyself out here in full view of the postal workers, and so
close to the wormen in the cleaner's, but thankfully out of sight of the
camera on the corner of the building.

I | eaned against the wall and checked ny traser. | wasn't interested in
the time, just in making it look as if | had a reason to be there. There
was anot her |oud hiss of steamfromthe pressing shop, and then a snall
group of people cane out of the exit. | had to brass it out. Security
was definitely getting sacrificed for efficiency.

A couple of minutes later there was novenent.

"Stand by, stand by, Romeo One and Two foxtrot. Wit ... that's Romeo
One and Two both carrying bags. Wait..." | started to smle, as though
I was listening to a good story on the nobile. That's both Roneos now
foxtrot right, towards me. Romeo Three still unsighted. He nust stil
be inside. | have to nove. Wit out."

I turned and wal ked into the mall with the big smle still fixed on ny

face. That's Roneo One and Two unsighted, stay where you are. Both
stay where you are. L, acknow edge."

Cick, click
"H, can you get a trigger on the mall entrance?"

"H already has the trigger and can see the road fromthe rear of the
building." dick, dick



Both exit points fromthe shutter, plus both entry points back into the
mal |, were covered if Romeo Three nbved on foot. But it was what we'd
do if he went nobile that worried ne.

As | bent down | took particular interest in the china shop w ndow
across fromthe dry-cleaner's. Painted plates and silver cutlery

gl eaned under the brilliant display lights and | waited to see what the
two Roneos were doing. It was just a few seconds before | caught a side
vi ew of both of them quickly passing the mall's glass doors, going on to
the junction below the camera. They had two bags now, each with a
tennis racquet in the side pocket. The second bag nmust have been inside
the first to give it bulk, and now it just |ooked |ike they were two
mates on their way to a friendly gane.

I got back on the road, hoping that the Roneos weren't waiting at the
junction. Tough shit if they were: | was commtted now and had to get a
trigger on the shutter in case Roneo Three went nobile. | needed to get
a vehicle ID and direction for Lotfi and Hubba-Hubba, who woul d then be
on their own.

I'"d got nyself out on to the other side of the nall door, |ooking right
qui ckly by the canera junction no Ronmeos then left towards the shutters,
as ny earpiece burst into life.

"Stand by, stand by! H has a possible Romeo Three foxtrot towards the
square, that's half-way ..."

He doubl e-clicked as | shot back in through the door, past the cleaner's
and china shop, towards the cafe with a third party smile.

"H stop him He nustn't get back to the office. Stop him"

I got a double-click just as | followed the mall corridor right, passed
the cafe and headed for the other exit. |f Hubba-Hubba didn't stop him
I would have to in the corridor. As | passed the marble entrance and

carpet shop, ny left hand started to unzip the jacket so | had an easier

draw down on the Browning. | had a hot, tingling feeling, and was
sweating again. If we didn't act fast we could | ose himupstairs, maybe
for ever. | wanted himlifted and dropped of f as quickly as possible.

We couldn'tafford to wait around here: security was tighter than a
duck's arse

Bar gi ng ny shoul der against the mall door, | shot back out on to the
road facing the square and the chai nsaw crew. Hubba-Hubba stood on the
pavenent to ny imediate right, with an enornous snile all over his
face, just about to shake the hand of his long-lost friend, Ronmeo Three.
There was a burst of French between them before the Arabic started.

"As-sal aam al aykum "

Roneo Three | ooked perpl exed, but went through the notions and raised a
hand to Hubba- Hubba's.

"Wa al aykum as-sal aam "

Passers-by took no notice as the old friends nmet on the street, and
Hubba- Hubba initiated a bit of cheek-kissing. As | approached, the
hawal | ada' s eyes darted nervously between the two of us. Hubba-Hubba
greeted nme in Arabic, all snmiles, and put a very firmarmout to bring
me into the group and let me know he was running this bit. The
hawal | ada' s hand was | arge but his shake was weak and soft. Hubba-Hubba
carried on gob bing off and gesturing towards nme, acconpani ed by nods
and smiles. Romeo Three didn't | ook so happy, though



"Al' |l ah-sal aam al aykum " | reci procat ed.
"WA al aykum as-salaam" But | left the kissing business to Hubba-Hubba.

As | broke off with the handshake, Hubba-Hubba enbraced us both, and
steered us back towards the rear of the mall, still jabbering away in
Arabi ¢ and tal king about the ol d days.

Roneo Three's eyes betrayed a mxture of fear, puzzlenent and pl eadi ng.
He was flapping big-tinme, but he was too scared to do anything about it,
not that he had the opportunity. Hubba-Hubba kept both of us tightly in
his arnms as he continued to gob off, smiling and nodding |ike a gane
show host. | sniled back and nodded at the hawal | ada. What ever was
bei ng sai d was obviously doing the trick, for Romeo Three turned the
corner without protest, just resignation. W stepped aside as the post
truck thundered past.

We stopped next to the shutter, and Ronmeo Three funbl ed through his
bunch of keys. Wth Hubba-Hubba's help and support, he finally inserted
the right one into the cylinder |ock and opened the netal door. Acting
the gentl eman, Hubba- Hubba ushered hi minside and foll owed a step

behi nd.

I entered the cool darkness last. There was hard concrete beneath ny
feet, and a strong snell of paint. Romeo Three started begging. The

only word | could nake out sounded |ike "Audi'. | pushed the door
closed and hit the light switch on the left-hand side of the steel frane
with ny elbow. | could now see what the hawal | ada was babbling about. A

French-plated netallic silver Audi A4 was parked and filled nost of the
space in here

Hubba- Hubba st epped al ongsi de him just as he was turning towards us and
slammed his right hand over Roneo Three's mouth. The keys slipped out
of his hands and fell to the ground with a jangle. Pulling his head
back, and hooking his left armaround his neck, Hubba-Hubba went down
with himon to the dusty concrete, grazing the skin on his face, their
cl othes covered w th dust.

Muf fl ed screans escaped fromthe jerking body as he kicked agai nst the
side of the car in his struggle to get out from under Hubba-Hubba. The
Egyptian | ooked |ike he was trying to westle a crocodile, and responded
by forcing Romeo Three's head nore firmy into the concrete to the sound
of both of them snorting for oxygen

I was al ready down on ny knees, opening up nmy bum bag and extracting the
insulin pen as the hawal | ada fought non-stop to free hinself, and
Hubba- Hubba did everything to keep his face down and his arse up

That's good, mate, keep himthere, keep himthere." | dug ny right knee
into his left thigh. H s cologne filled ny nostrils and | saw a gold
Rolex glint on his wist. This boy had obviously never seen what a
traser could do for you

I clanped the plastic needl e cover between ny teeth, and put all ny
weight on to his thigh, so | could get to the injection site before
spitting it awmay. | could feel his wallet in the back pocket of his
trousers as | used ny free hand to push down on his arse, trying to keep
it still.

As | funbled with the button to pull it out, there was a hiss of air
brakes and another truck started to back into the post office |oading



bay.



Thirty-Five.
I whispered urgently, "For fuck's sake, keep himstill!"

The sound of the two of themfighting for breath as they heaved about on
the concrete was alnost as loud as the rattle of containers and banter
bet ween the postal workers.

| threw the hawallada's wallet on to the ground and sat on both his

| egs, right behind his knees so his kneecaps were pressed into the
floor. It nust have hurt, but he was flapping too nuch to notice. |

st abbed the pen into the upper right quadrant of his right buttock and
pushed into himhard, pressing down the trigger at the sane tine. There
was a faint ping as the spring pushed the larger than normal insulin
needl e through his clothing and into the nuscle mass. | held the pen
there, pushing down for ten seconds as instructed, as the sound of
angry, frustrated breathing fought its way through Hubba-Hubba's hand.

We both held himdown for the minute or so it took for his struggles to
subside. Very soon, he was en route for the K hole.

| got to ny feet. Hubba-Hubba still held himdown until he'd stopped
nmovi ng conpletely. | reloaded the pen by unscrewing it and replacing
the cartridge and needle. After picking up the spat-out needl e cover,
packed everything away in the bumbag and fished out the nappy pin from
my j eans as Hubba- Hubba di sentangl ed hinsel f and brushed hinsel f down.
The carts outside were still being filled, to the sound of a |ot of
French banter

Hubba- Hubba pi cked up Ronmeo Three's keys and tal ked slowy and softly to
Lotfi on the net, telling himwhat was going on as he inspected the fob

Wth the opened nappy pin in ny hand, | |eant down, forced open the
hawal | ada' s mouth, and pushed it through his bottomlip and tongue
before fastening it and clicking down the pink safety cap. H s nuscles
were conpletely relaxed by the ketam ne, and we couldn't risk him
swal | owi ng his tongue and suffocating. There was also the risk of him
vomting as he came round fromthe drug and if that happened at the DOP
with no one el se there, he mght choke on it. The pin would keep him
safe until he reached his new hone. Meanwhile Lotfi had got the news
from Hubba- Hubba, and | heard him give a double click

Qur new friend was probably having his near-death experience by now,
| ooki ng down at us both and thinking what a pair of arse holes we were.

The Audi's yellow four ways flashed as Hubba- Hubba pressed the renote
and the | ocks clunked open.

I thunbed through the wallet and found that our new mate's name was
Gumaa Ahmed Khalilzad. On the whole, | preferred Roneo Three. Pulling
at his sideburns and fiddling with the nappy pin, | got no reaction
Then | put ny ear to his nouth to check his breathing; it was very

shal  ow, but that was what we'd been told to expect with this stuff.

What | wasn't expecting were the two thick, banded wads of
hundr ed-dol I ar bills Hubba-Hubba held in each hand as he wal ked back
fromthe Audi

I took one bundle off him and threw it down inside ny jacket and
sweat shirt.

"Alittle comm ssion he skinmred off the top?"



Hubba- Hubba nodded i n agreenent as he slipped his bundle down his shirt.
He | ooked at ne expectantly.

"What do we do now?" A quick look at traser told ne it was three
thirty-eight, a couple of hours or so bhefore last |ight.

The banter fromthe postal workers ebbed and flowed as | went through
the options. Hubba-Hubba knelt down and pulled out a crisply |aundered
whi t e handkerchief from Gumaa's now dirt-covered navy jacket. There was
no way | could get Hubba-Hubba's or Lotfi's wagons in here. They
wouldn't fit in the garage, and they couldn't just back up to |load him
in wth people so close.

| wat ched as Hubba-Hubba tied the handkerchi ef around Gunaa's head |ike
a blindfold. It wasn't to stop himseeing, but to protect his eyes. He
had | ost control of his eyelids as well as his tongue, and they m ght
easily open during transportation to the DOP or during his wait there
for pick-up. W needed to deliver himin a reasonable condition so that
the interrogation could start as soon as he came round, and not after
he'd had energency treatment to renove two inches of lollipop stick from
his eyeball. W' d planned to use gaffer tape fromour cars, but you
can't win themall.

I was going to have to drive the Audi out of Monaco with Gumaa in the
boot. There was no other way.

Hubba- Hubba | ooked at nme expectantly. | gave hima nod and hit ny
pressl e.

W on

Cick, click

I could hear vehicles, and people tal king around him The chai nsaw had
st opped.

"Are you still conplete?"
Cick, click

"In the sanme pl ace?"

dick, click

"His going nobile first to clear the DOP. 1'Il then cone out on to the
square, turn left, and pass you in Roneo Three's car, a silver Audi

He'll be with ne. 1'Il count down to the junction and then to you. You

t hen back nme, OK?"

Cick, click
"Good. We'll then nmake our way to the drop-off, just as planned."
Cick, click

"Renmenber, you are Ronmeo Three's protection.”
At last he was able to cone on the air.

"Of course, of course."

| nodded at Hubba- Hubba.

"We'd better get himin the boot."



He went round to the driver's seat and there was a clunk as the boot
opened. Wth ne lifting his | egs and Hubba- Hubba gri ppi ng hi m under his
armpits, we lugged Gurmaa over to the Audi and lifted himin. W were
now vul nerable; himto getting the good news froma tail-end crash, and
us to being conprom sed, so Lotfi would try to stay behind ne, close
enough to stop anyone getting between us in the traffic. As we laid
Gumaa down, | took off his jacket and wapped it round his head as a
cushion, then pushed himon to his side so he could breathe better,

adj usted the handkerchief and threw the wall et back into his pocket
after wiping it free of prints. 1t was part of the package for the boys
on the warshi p.

Hubba- Hubba stood there waiting for the green light.

"Not yet, mate. W need to nmake this ook like a hire car." Fortunately
there wasn't nuch to rearrange, just a plastic air-freshener on the rear
parcel shelf, shaped like a crown, and sonme French and Arabic newspapers
on the seat. They all went into the boot before it got closed down.

| | ooked at Hubba- Hubba.
"First thing, how do | get out of here?"
He pointed at a red and a green button to the side of the shutter

"OK, mate, go and clear the drop-off. 1'lIl come in via BSM and radio
check you to make sure everything's clear up there."

He nodded and wal ked to the door as | half sat in the Audi, turned the
key and wat ched hi m di sappear into the street, closing the door
carefully behind him

That's H foxtrot. L, acknow edge."
dick, click

The engine ticked over gently and exhaust funes filled nmy nostrils as
nmoved over to the electric doors, waiting to be cleared by Hubba-Hubba.
There were still voices outside and | could just hear the chai nsaw rev
up once nore in the distance. It was now magnified in nmy earpiece as
Hubba- Hubba canme on the net.

"N, it is all clear, it's all clear."
Cick, click

I hit the shutter button with nmy el bow and the electric notor whined. As
the steel door squeaked its way up, | slipped ny gigs on to ny nose and
pul I ed ny peak down | ow.

Reversing out, | had to stop parallel with the truck to close the
shutter, before heading for the square. Hubba-Hubba was on his way to
the drop-off.

"His nobile. L, acknow edge."
"Roger that, Nis nobile."

The Audi was an automatic, so it was quite easy to keep ny right hand on
the pressle.

That's approaching the left-hand bend ... at the bend towards the square
hal f-way ... approaching.” | hit the junction



"Stop, stop, stop. Silver car."
"L has, L has."

The black Ford Focus was up the road to ny left, just past the entrance
to the car park and facing away fromne. There was no need to carry on

with the countdown: he had nme. | turned left and Lotfi slotted in
behi nd.
We wound our way back to the casino, down the hill towards the harbour.

Traffic was heavy but steady as peopl e began to head home from offices
and banks, clouds of cigarette snoke and bad nusic bill owi ng out of
their open wi ndows. Hi gher up, nmuch bigger clouds, dark and broodi ng,
gathered in the nountains.

We craw ed around the harbour, with Lotfi protecting the rear of the
Audi frominpatient commuters

Mot orcycl e police were directing traffic on a four-way junction not far
fromthe tunnels. A truck in front of ne eventually got the wave and
turned right. | followed as Lotfi hit the net.

"No, no, no, no, no!"

As the nessage sank in | saw Lotfi in my wing mrror, heading straight
on. There was a series of short, sharp whistle blasts fromone of the
pol i cemen now behind nme. He was wearing high-leg riding boots and a
sidearm and was waving ne to a halt. Another policeman kicked up the
stand on his bike, and nmy mnd raced through the options. It didn't
take long; | didn't really have any. | had to bluff it.

If I put nmy foot down | probably wouldn't even nake it past the other
side of the tunnel. | took a deep breath, accepting nmy big-tine
fuck-up, checked my Browni ng was covered, and pulled over as a few
trucks noved out into the centre of the road to pass the knobber who
didn't know where he was going. The policenan approached and | pressed
the down button on the w ndow, |ooking up at him mny face one big

apol ogy. He still had his helnet on, a BMVIid, the sort that you can
pull up the face. He said sonmething in French and pointed back to the
junction. H's tone was nore exasperated than aggressive.

| stanmrered, |I'msorry, officer, I..."

The bags under his eyes drooped as he | ooked down at ne with an
expression of unutterabl e weariness.

"Where are you going?" Perfect English
To Nice. I'msorry, I'ma bit lost and | m ssed your signal..."

Hi s expression told ne he'd been dealing with dickhead Brits for years.
Wth a resigned nod, he wal ked back towards the junction and beckoned ne
to reverse. A dozen horns were leant on as he held up the traffic with
a | eather-gl oved hand and pointed ne in the direction Lotfi had gone. |
gave hima wave of thanks and tried to avoid the angry glares of the

ot her drivers.

As | pulled away | saw Lotfi on foot to ny left, coming uphill towards
the junction. H's arns were crossed and inside his jacket, which meant
only one thing. He had drawn down in case he had to get ne out of the
shit the hard way. He spotted nme and turned on his heel as | got on the
net .



"L, where are you parked? Where are you parked?”

The roar of the traffic filled his m ke.

"On the right, not far. Down on the right." "OK, I'll wait for you
I"1'l wait for you."

Cick, click

I drove down the hill, looking for the Focus. It felt really strange
knowi ng that soneone had actually been coming to help. Nobody had done
that for me since | left the Reginent.

| saw his car in a small lay by in front of sonme shops. | pulled in

about four cars back, and waited for himto get back behind the wheel. |
wat ched hi m approach in ny rear-view, and felt a surge of gratitude that
| realized was close to friendship. It had been ny fuck-up; he didn't
have to cone back and hel p, but he had been prepared to put his own life
at risk to do so

He wal ked past ne, not giving the Audi a second gl ance, and as he waited
for a line of cars to pass before opening his door, | wote nyself a
mental Post-it to find a way of thanking him



Thirty-Six.

The Audi and the Focus merged with the traffic as we flicked on our
lights to drive through the tunnel. Two Legol and police and three nore
in riding boots, astride their machines, were on duty at the roundabout
the ot her side, checking tax and insurance discs as the traffic filtered
past them The flow speeded up now, as nost of the traffic turned up to
the A8, wanting to get straight hone rather than waste time w nding
along the coast. | was trying to think what to do now that there was an
extra vehicle in the plan.

It was starting to get dark, so the headl anps stayed on. Pinpricks of
light were scattered all over the popul ated slopes to our right, but as
the nountains got higher, they thinned out.

It wasn't long before we arrived at BSM and passed ny Megane behind the
OP and then the marina entrance. | knew | wouldn't be able to see the
Ninth of May fromthe road, but couldn't resist a | ook anyway before
checking the rear-view mrror for the hundredth tinme to nake sure Lotfi
was still behind me. | got on the net.

"H, radio check, radio check."

I got two |ow and crackly clicks.

"You are weak. Have you checked the drop-off?"
The clicks were still crackly.

"OK, change of plan, change of plan. | still want you to cover ne, but
inmy car, cover ne in ny car. Roger so far."

dick, click

"I need you to get rid of the Audi after the drop-off. Lotfi will back
you, and take you back to your car afterwards. H, acknow edge."

Click, click
"L, acknow edge."
Cick, click

"Roger that. Just carry on now as planned. Do not acknow edge."

| carried on along the coast road, Lotfi still behind me; | could see
his dipped lights in nmy rear-view, but | had no idea where Hubba-Hubba
was. It didn't natter: we were communi cating. W eventually reached

the junction that led to Cap Ferrat, and then, no nmore than two ninutes
further on, rounded a sweeping right-hand bend and the bay of

Vill efranche stretched out below us. The warship was lit up like a
Christmas tree about a kilo metre of fshore, and a dozen yachts tw nkl ed
away at their noorings. | didn't have long to take in the

pi cture-postcard view before stopping at the junction that took us to
the DOR | waited with my indicator flashing for Lotfi to overtake, then
followed himup an incredibly steep series of hairpin bends. The road
narrowed, with roomfor two cars just to inch past each other. Lotfi's
tail-lights disappeared ahead of ne every now and again as we wound our
way up the hill, past the walls and railings of |arge houses perched on
the nount ai nside, then steel crash barriers to stop us driving over the
edge.

Qur destination was Lou Soleilat, an area of rough brush and woodl and,



situated around a big car park-cumpicnic area lined with recycling
bi ns, where the Coke Light marker was going to be placed to show that
there was a hawal | ada ready for collection

The pick-up team probably enbassy or naval personnel, would drive past

the picnic area fromthe opposite direction, fromN ce. |If the Coke can
was in position, they'd throwit away with the rest of the crap they'd
be dunmping for cover, and continue downhill about five hundred metres to

the DOP, pick up the hawal | ada, and continue to follow the road down to
Vil |l ef ranche and the warship.

The picnic area had been cut into the woods and laid with gravel. Waoden
benches and tables were sunk in concrete for those Sunday afternoons
with the family. | supposed the bottle banks were just there so the

| ocal fat cats could drive up in their overpowered 4x4s and dunp a
week's worth of enpty chanpagne bottles, and feel they were doing

sonet hing for the environnent.

We carried on until we were about four hundred nmetres short of the
drop-of f point, then | turned off into a small parking area while Lotfi
headed on beyond the DOP to the picnic area. There was room for about
six vehicles; it was used by people during the day while they took their
dogs for wal kies in the woods, and at ni ght by teenagers and

phi | andering busi nessnmen for a different kind of exercise altogether
There were enough used condons scattered around the place for an arny of
dogs to choke on. Whatever, it was too |ate for dogs and too early for
any backseat stuff, so | was al one

As Lotfi disappeared into the darkness | hit the lights on the Audi,
letting the engine tick over. M head fell back on to the headrest for
a few seconds. | was fucked: ny brain hurt just thinking about what |
was going to do next.

Lotfi's job at the picnic area was to warn ne if anything cane fromhis
direction as | dunped off Gumma, and to | eave the Coke Light marker once
the job had been done. Hubba-Hubba would be joining me here soon, and
he woul d cover nme fromthis direction

It wasn't |ong before Lotfi came on the net.

"That's L static in the car park. There are two other vehicles, with a
|l ot of novenment in a Passat. The occupants are being very energetic
with their map-reading. The Renault next to it is enpty.”

| double-clicked. 1'd obviously been wong: it wasn't too early for
that sort of stuff. Maybe they'd just fancied one nore for the road
before they went hone to their respective partners.

Wiile | waited, | got out the pen, hoping that whoever was picking up
Gurmaa woul d be driving past at intervals during the night, and not only
just before first light. It wouldn't be good if he woke up in the
tarpaulin thinking, what the fuck am| doing here with this pinin ny
nmout h?

I couldn't hear any movement from himyet, but he was going to need
anot her burst of Special K to keep himfloating, or whatever he was
doing in the back there.

Headl i ght s approached fromdown the hill and turned into the parking
area. As they bunped over the gravel | recognized the Megane.

Hubba- Hubba pulled up level with ne and powered down the window | did
the sane and | eant over ny passenger seat to talk to him He | ooked



eager for instructions.
"Wbul d L' Ariane be a good place to burn this thing out?"

It needed to be sonmewhere that woul dn't arouse too much attention, not
for three days anyway, and the estate seened a safe bet.

He thought for a moment, his fingers drunm ng on the steering wheel

"I think it would be, but | need to wait until rmuch later. It's too
busy there at the nmonent. Maybe past m dnight sone tine. |Is that

oK?"

I nodded. Al | wanted was to nake sure there were none of ny prints or
DNA, or anything else, to connect us to this job. | said, "Mke sure
you |l ose the plates as well, nmate."

Hubba- Hubba snil ed just enough for nme to nmake out the whiteness of his
teeth.

"OF course. |'ll give themto you as a souvenir." He jerked his head
at the rear of the Audi

"How i s he?"

"Haven't heard a word. He's going to get the good news with the pen
right now, just in case he's got along wait." | felt for the

boot -rel ease catch and got out into the fresh and rather nippy air. The
light came on as | opened the lid, and there was a heavy snell of
exhaust as the engine ticked over. | could just make out his face from
the boot light, and it was obvi ous the nmovenment of the car, or maybe his
own efforts, had done himno favours. The nappy pin had ripped sone of
his lip and tongue. He was still breathing; blood was bubbling fromthe
corner of his nouth and on to the handkerchief that had slipped down his
face, and one glazed and dil ated eye was open.

I pulled his eyelid down and pushed the handkerchi ef up over his eyes
once nore before turning himover a bit. | pressed the pen against his
arse and pushed down the trigger. He was going to wake up thinking
soneone had inplanted a golf ball in his cheek. Not that he'd be
worrying about it that rmuch when he saw he was in the steel hull of the
warship with a roonful of very serious heads bearing down on him

I shut the boot, packed away the pen as | coughed out the exhaust funes
fromny lungs, and wal ked over to Hubba- Hubba.

"What did you say to himearlier on? You know, to get himinto the
gar age. "

He smled even nore, pleased that | had asked.

"I told himl wanted to go back to where he'd just cone from He asked
me why, and | told himl| wanted the nobney. He said he didn't know what
I was tal king about. So | insisted.”

" How?"
"It was easy. | introduced you as the man who cuts off the heads of the
hawal | ada, and prom sed that if he didn't hand over the noney you'd do
that to him | told himthat we all have very thin skin."

No wonder he hadn't been too keen to shake hands.



Hubba- Hubba fi ni shed the story.

"At first he kept saying he had no noney. | knew that he had just
handed it to the Romeos. | just wanted to get himoff the street so we
could lift him But then he started to say that | could have the noney,
that he had it in his car. It was pretty good, no?"

"For a beginner ..." | grinned back at him

"Listen, thanks for getting us all out of the shit this afternoon. It

was really quick thinking."
He took his hands off the wheel monentarily in surrender.

"It was nothing. He had to be stopped. Besides, it was you that was
going to cut his head off, no?" Now there was sonething he wanted to
say.

"About the noney... He touched the lunmp in his chest.
"VWhat are we going to do with it?"
"Split it three ways. Wy not?"

He didn't |ike that.

"W can't, it's not ours. W nust put it with the body and it'll be
taken to the ship. |If we keep it, it's stealing. Lotfi would agree
with me."

If we handed it back, it would be lost in the ether. | shook ny head.

Tell you what, keep hold of it and we'll decide what to do on Sunday.
You never know, there might be a lot nore of this to worry about in the
next two days."

Bef ore he could say anything nore, | explained how!| was going to carry
out the Gunma drop-off.

Hubba- Hubba had sonething el se on his mnd.

"W got away with it, didn't we?"

"One down, two to go. |I'mgoing to check the bins later in the norning
to see if they've shed any light on the Geaseball and Curly connection
It'Il be about five-ish and I'lI|l need Lotfi to take the trigger, sane

pl ace as this norning, when |I'mready. You never know, you m ght get
your chance to sort out Greaseball after all."

That made hi m happy.

"Make sure Lotfi knows what's happening, and tell himwe still need that
God of his for another couple of days. After that we'll be in the
clear, so he can have the rest of the week off."

“I"1l ask him™"
"Good. Come on, give ne a hand."

We |ifted Gumma out of the Audi and replaced his wallet before

transferring himinto the boot of the Megane. It took about two or
three mnutes for us to gaffer tape his hands and feet, then join al
four linbs together. | then taped his eyelids down correctly as

Hubba- Hubba gave Lotfi a sit rep before going back to the Audi with a
new phrase to add to his |ist.



"One down, two to go," he said, and gave a quiet chuckle as | got into
my Megane.

That's N nobile to the DOR L, acknow edge." dick, click.

I took the nmoney out of my sweatshirt and placed it under the driver's
seat, hoping that maybe a little mght find its way back to the US with
ne.



Thirty- Seven.

Wth the brake and reverse lights cut-out on, | backed out into the road
with just a gentle red glow of the rear lights. There was no white
reverse and no bright red as | put on the brakes to change into first
bef ore headi ng uphill.

The DOP was about four hundred netres to ny left, at the end of a snall
grassy track that went in about eight netres before being chained off.

It | ooked as though it had been that way for years. Just the other side
of the chain, old fridge-freezers were piled on top of each other as the
ground sl oped downhill, and there were enough bulging bin liners to feed
the incinerator by the safe house for a year

Lotfi canme on the net.

"Stand by, stand by. There is novenent between the cars. Engines on
N, acknow edge."

| doubl e-clicked and sl owed.

"Both cars are nobile. Wit, wait... at the main ... wait... one left,
one right towards you, N, towards you. Acknow edge."

| doubl e-clicked again, hit the brake and clutch and waited for the
headlights to get to ne. As long as no one el se was com ng from behi nd
I'd be K Wthin seconds, twin beans swept over the high ground then
hit nme full on as the vehicle crested the hill. Woever was in the car
woul d never be able to nmake out whether | was static or not, and it
saved ne having to pass the drop-off, turn round at the picnic area and
try again.

| saw the faded, hand-painted sign nailed to the tree. It probably said
the driveway was private property and dunping was illegal, so fuck off.
I didn't nmuch care. It was ny nmarker to turn ny lights off and take ny
time in the dark. Foot on the brake continuously, | drove slowy over

the hard nmud ruts up to the chain.
"That's N static. No one acknow edge."

They knew where | was and | wanted to cut down time on the air and get
on with the job. The track was lined with fir trees and thorn bushes
pl astered with wi nd-bl own refuse

There was no tine to fuck about.

Wth the engi ne and hand brake on | clinbed out and opened the boot,
maki ng sure the Browning was tucked well into ny jeans and the bum bag
was done up.

Gunmaa was a | ot heavier than he | ooked when only one person was doing
the lifting, and | banged him about a bit as | tried to | oop himover ny
shoul ders. | eventually got his taped and trussed body into a sort of
fireman's lift.

Once 1'd got nmy | egs over the drooping chain, | noved out of the |ine of
sight fromthe driveway and in anong a couple of ripped open bin bags,
an old mattress with protrudi ng springs, and a very ancient tarpaulin. |
dropped Gunma on the tarp, and pulled himon to his side so he could
breathe easier. Finally |I checked that he was still alive, before

wi shing himwell on his onward journey with Ketam ne Airways, and

fol ding the decayi ng canvas over his body to keep hi mwarm



| reversed the Megane back out on to the track, and turned downhill
"That's drop-off conplete. H, acknow edge."
Cick, click

"L, don't forget the marker."

dick, click

Passi ng Hubba- Hubba's parking area, | got back on the net once nore.
That's N now clear. Refuel, get sone food. Andrenenber to change
channel. If | don't hear anything before one thirty, I'mgoing to nove

my car into position, and check out the boat, OK? L, acknow edge."
"Yes, nother hen."

"

"Cl uck cluck."

One down, two to go. | could al nost hear Hubba-Hubba repeating it to
hi nsel f, and having another little chuckle.

As | turned the first of the string of hairpins that |ed back down to
the glittering patchwork of Villefranche, |I threw the nmuffin w apper and
all the other crap I'd been collecting during the day into the passenger
foot well On the main drag, | headed right, towards Nice, stopping to
fill up and buy two egg baguettes, a can of Coke Light, sone bottled
water and a few nore Snickers bars for the OP

Curiosity got the better of ne as | neared Villefranche. | still had
time to kill before returning to the Ninth of May so | parked for a
while in a line of vehicles tucked into the side of the road, stil
facing towards BSM and just short of the DOP junction. The baguettes
were cling-wapped and sweaty, and the Coke was warm It |ooked like
I'"d been a fridge too far.

As | nmunched, | watched the lights of the warship glittering on the
water below nme. It was just after eight when |I'd finished, and the road
was still fairly busy. | settled back, feeling greasy, full of Coke

Li ght, danp bread and not-too-fresh egg. M eyes were stinging, but
once |'d pushed the seat all the way back things started to get nore
confortable. Checking that the doors were | ocked, and the Browni ng
secure, | eased the hamer away fromthe patch of raw skin on my stomach
where it had been rubbing, and made sure that nmy w ndow was open a
fraction to let out condensation, then closed ny eyes and tried to doze.

My head jerked up again less than a mnute later as a car heading
towards ne seened to slow as it neared the junction, but went straight
on.

Next time | |ooked, traser told me it was eleven forty-eight. A very
noi sy Citroen had made its way down fromthe high ground and was waiting
to join the main. The street |anp just short of the junction
illumnated an ol d man hunched over the wheel with a cigarette in his
mouth. He wasn't too sure when to nove out, even though there wasn't

much traffic. Wen he finally went for it, I saw why. Wth a grinding
of gears and a flapping of fan belts, he | aboured his way towards BSM |
wonder ed how he was ever going to nmake it back up the hill. 1'd seen

flashier notors used as chi cken coops.

I changed batteries on the Sony, nmonmentarily peeled off the gaffer tape



and switched to channel two. |1'd watch the junction until about one
o' clock, then go back to the marina, get into position, and wait for the
other two, who'd be at |east another couple of hours.

My bacteria take away was starting to nmake its presence felt; the
at mosphere in the Megane snelt like gorilla' s breath. | hoped I'd be
needi ng a dunp before | got into the OP, rather than after.

At twelve fifty-six, | saw headlights com ng downhill. A small,
dark-col oured Renault van, the sort a tradesman woul d use, cane into
view. It was two up, and | was sure | knew the head behi nd the wheel

They checked the main and turned right, no indicators, towards ne and
Nice. As they passed under the street light | got a better angle from
my sem -prone position, and pinged the driver. He'd had a different top
on the last tine I'd seen him but it was definitely my mate Thackery.
didn't get to see his conpanion that close, but he, too, was young.

As soon as they'd passed, | popped ny head up and watched themturn
left, down towards the bay. | didn't envy Gumaa what was going to
happen next.

| junped out of the Megane and crossed the road, watching the headlights
bounce off the houses along the narrow streets, sonetines |osing them

al together as the van continued downhill. Eventually it reached sea

| evel, and di sappeared into one of the buildings by the water's edge.
Today had been a success. W'd achieved the mission. But we hadn't had
much choice. | couldn't see George being too understanding if we hadn't
brought hi m Gunma.

"But, George, we really had a good trigger and the foll ow was, frankly,
excellent. It was the French getting in the way that nmessed things up
for us. Never mind, | think we've learnt a great deal today and we can
do a lot better next tinme ..."

I wal ked back to the car, feeling a sense of satisfaction. The other
thing I was feeling, as | pulled the seat up into the driving position,
was a naggi ng sensation in nmy bowels. Turning the ignition key m ght
have di sqgui sed the noise, but it hadn't hidden the snell. | powered
down the wi ndow and nmade ny way to the picnic area to see if there was
anything for me from George, having |l earnt one big | esson. No nore
dodgy egg baguettes.

I turned into the junction and headed uphill, reasoning | mght as well
check the recycling bins nowto see if anything had been left for ne,
and save tine and fucking about later. | was going to the sane place
that I'd collected the insulin packs and expl osives from The marker
was the same Coke can. It would be left in position if sonething was
there for me, and | would renove it once | had picked up

| drove past Hubba-Hubba's cover position, then the dropoff, and on to
the picnic area. M headlights hit the recycling bins and two huge
green plastic bottle banks, each with a |arge steel ring poking out of
the top. The Coke Light can was still in position just under the
forward right-hand corner of the nearer one.

There were no other vehicles in sight, so | parked up on the nud and

gravel just past the bins, and turned off my lights. | pushed ny hand
underneath the one to the left of the Coke can, and felt for the broken
brick that would be there if | had a message. Bingo. | dragged it out,

alot lighter than an ordinary brick, then took the can as well.



| turned the car round and headed back the way |I'd come, wanting to be
clear of the area as fast as | could. Once back on the main | turned
left, towards BSM |eaving the warship lighting up the bay behind me. At
the lay by behind the OP, | closed down the Megane, then got out ny

Leat herman and started to dig into the brick with the pliers.

The centre had been holl owed out, then its contents plastered over. |
pul l ed out the cling-fil med package and unravelled it, at the sane tine
brushing the plaster dust off ny clothes. Inside was a sheet of A5,
covered in tight print. | opened the glove conpartnent and laid it on
the drinks tray. There was no introduction, just the message.

George di d know about the connection between Curly and Greaseball. It

al so seenmed the Ninth of May was well known to the French police. They
suspected it had been used nore than once to ferry heroin fromhere to
t he Channel I sl ands.

Curly's actual nane was Jonat han Tynan- Ransay, and he originated from
GQuernsey. | didn't give a fuck: he was going to stay Curly for me. He
had a list of minor drug of fences and had been on court-inposed drug
rehab programres, which he'd failed to conplete. He'd eventually served
five years in jail in England for his part in a paedophile ring, and
left the UK after being put on the sex offenders list. He had lived in
France for the past four years. He and G easeball were nenbers of al
the sane clubs. The sort of clubs Hubba-Hubba wanted to put a bonb
under .

George finished with a warning. The |ocal police were taking an
interest now that the Ninth of May was on the nove; it had | ast been
seen in Marseille three days ago. The police didn't know what had
happened in Marseille, but George reckoned it had picked up the Romeos
fromthe Algiers ferry, and now the police were waiting to see where it
popped up again. It was just routine, he said, but be careful

| tore the nmessage into bite-size pieces and started chewing. As |
headed back down the nountainside, | wondered why the fuck George hadn't
told nme all this in the first place. There'd been enough opportunity.



Thirty-Ei ght.
SATURDAY, 24 NOVEMBER, 01:38 hrs

| passed Lotfi's vehicle position in the hotel car park and coul d see
not hing out of the ordinary. Below and ahead of ne was the marina, and

quite a few of the boats were still lit up. Driving down to the
entrance, | saw nothing to get ne worried, nothing parked up near the
bus stops, no bodies nooching around. | carried on up to the lay by

behind the OP. It was enpty, no sign of Hubba-Hubba's vehicle. Good
man: he had thought about the third party, parked el sewhere and wal ked
over to pick up ny Megane.

So far everything | ooked nornmal which didn't nmean a thing.

A vehicl e approached fromthe other direction, passed nme, forgetting to
dipits lights, and carried on. | followed the |line of the nountains
towar ds Monaco, not wanting to park up behind the OP now in case the van
was back: if d make too nuch noise this tine of the nmorning. The nmarina
lights in ny rear-view mrror disappeared as | conpleted the corner and
drove into the darkness. Eight or nine vehicles were parallel parked in
a lay by ahead. They probably belonged to the cluster of houses above
me on the steeper ground apart from Hubba-Hubba's Scudo. | pulled in at
the end of the line.

I got out, checked nmy bum bag, and noved the Browni nghanmer away from
the sore, which had started to bleed. Fromthe back of nmy Megane,
retrieved the towel, enptied out the cling-filmwapped dunp and
urine-filled water bottle, and replaced themwi th ny fresh supply of
wat er and Sni ckers bars.

I locked the Megane, slung the towel and its contents over ny |eft
shoul der, and started back down to the OP with nmy cap firmy on ny head
to keep ne warm | ater on.

There were just one or two lights on in the houses way up the hill;
other than that the mountain was asl eep

An ani mal scurried anay fromne as | approached the entry point in the

hedgerow. | had a quick | ook round before clinbing over and foll ow ng
the hedge line on ny hands and knees until | reached the V-shaped pal m
shrub.

| sat there for a while and tuned in, then got the binos out of the
towel. They worked well as a night-viewing aid with a little help from
the dull lighting around the marina. | started with pier nine, but
couldn't be sure that the Ninth of May was still there. A boat was

parked up in its position, but it didn't seemto have the sane
sil houette. The binos were inconclusive; they were good, but not that
good.

I'"d have to go down to the pier to confirm physically, and do it
straight away. There was no point sitting waiting for first light, only
to find that the thing wasn't there.

I scanned the general area through the binos for the van. There were
about a dozen vehicles in the car park, only two of themvans. These
were right next to each other, and parked facing the boats. The one
nearest nme had sone sign witing on that | couldn't nake out from here.
Worryingly, both had a good view of pier nine.

Leaving the towel and its contents behind, | cramed to the exit in the
hedgerow but, instead of going through it, carried on for another



twenty-five or thirty metres as a vehicle noved into the marina. |
turned downhill towards the Petite Afrique beach. There was no pat hway,
just scrub and dry earth all the way down to the sand. Once | hit the
sand | got up and wal ked to the car park. M detour neant | was
approaching the vans fromthe rear, on the assunption that if anyone was
inside themthey'd be concentrating on the target.

| passed the swings and clinbing frane, using the huge piles of sand as
cover but walking normally as if | was taking a short cut back to ny

boat. It was pointless getting tactical and running, crawing, ducking,
all that sort of stuff. | was out in the open and, no matter what |
did, I would be seen when | crossed the flat, open expanse of car park,

if not before.

My Tinberlands slipped and slid as | negotiated the sixty-odd netres of
beach; then I hit the heat-cracked tarmac of the car park. | checked
inside the cars as best | could, to see if any heads were pulled back in
their seats, with their car wi ndows open just an inch to prevent that
ever conprom sing condensation. The odd vehicle still nmoved to and fro
along the main, and | heard | aughter fromthe far side of the marina. As
I got closer to the car park | could see the silhouette of a couple
kissing in a saloon to ny right, near the bin area, but that was all. It
was probably the vehicle that had come in while | was nmoving down here

I didn't think I'd seen it there before. | sauntered along until | got
between the two vans. Once there, | stopped and |istened, standing as
if I was taking a piss. |If there was surveillance, it would probably be
in the unmarked one. The other was too easy to spot with such a VDM

vi sual distingui shing mark

There was nothing | could do but stand there and listen. | put ny ear
gently agai nst the side and opened ny nouth to cut off any cavity noise,
but heard nothing. | did the sane with the other one, but again,
nothing. It would | ook highly suspicious to anyone watching, a guy

putting his head against a couple of vans, but | didn't have any ot her
options.

I nmust have been there for about three m nutes, hearing nothing but the
gentl e | appi ng of water against boats, and the odd clanking of the

rigging.

A vehicle screanmed al ong the nain towards Mnaco as | stepped out on to
the pier. | wasn't concerned about the kissers: they had other things
on their mnds, and nmight be there all night. The Germans weren't
dreaning of life on the ocean wave along with everyone el se around here.
Their TV was still going full blare as | passed, but it was the |ast
thing on my mind by then. | had a horrible, enpty feeling in ny gut. |
took a few nore steps and stood, |ooking foolishly at the washing that
hung al ong the back of a boat called the Sand Piper, which was parked
where the Ninth of May should have been. | stood there like an idiot,
willing ny boat to materialize, hoping | was about to discover | was on
the wong pier. But it wasn't to be.

Fuck now what ?

Spi nning on ny heel, and quickening nmy pace, | checked further down the
pier, just in case it had been shifted a few spaces. | went back and
checked the first pier. No luck. | was going to have to search the
whol e fucking place: | didn't know how the system worked, naybe they'd
been noved to anot her parking place, or they had a technical problem and
wer e parked up al ongsi de the workshop the other side of the marina. |
wanted to cover as nuch of the area as | could, in as short a space of
time as possible, but | couldn't run. There was still third-party



awar eness to think about.

As | made ny way back towards the shops | delved into ny bumbag for the
phone card and started to recite the pager nunber to nyself. 04 ... 93
- 45 ... Fuck, what if they'd left for Algeria already? What if

G easebal | had been wrong, and there was only ever going to be one

pi ck-up? M nind raced. The tennis bags had been big enough to hold at
least a million and a half dollars between them nore than enough to pay
of f a coach | oad of relations.

Shit, shit, shit.

Cl enching the phone card in ny fist and reciting the nunber like a
madman, ny eyes darted everywhere, still in hope of spotting the boat.
My plan now was to work my way nethodically around the whol e marina.
There was no other way to confirmwhether the boat was there or not. |
wal ked past the cars that were parked to ny right, but kept on | ooking
out to nmy left, at the boats.

Two bodi es stepped out fromthe kissing car. There was a chall enge from
the driver.

"Arretez! Arretez! Arretez!"

I carried on wal king, my hands in ny pockets, eyes down at the concrete.
I wasn't going to stop, but | didn't know what | was going to do. Water
was behind ne: the only escape was forward, past themand up to the

mai n.

The driver, a man, was about six nmetres away and cane out past his car,
bl ocki ng ny path, his door |eft open

"Police! Arretez!"

Now t he ot her body, a woman, energed, |eaving her door open as well. She
ran behind and past him and carried on down to the quay, maybe to nake
sure | didn't junmp in. Her black |eather jacket glinted dully under the
|'ights.



Thirty-Ni ne.

The man's voice was very calm As he noved forward | could see his
ponytail .

"Arretez, police."

| kept wal ki ng, head down, and did ny best to | ook confused. | didn't
want to open ny nouth unless | had to.

The wonman nmoved in step with him follow ng the waterline no nore than
two metres behind. She kept at an angle to her partner so she had a
clear field of fire. The man kept gob bing off in French as he got

closer to me, noving slowy, like a stalking cat, bending his |egs and
hunkered down a bit, treating me as if | was an unexpl oded bonb with a
trenor switch. The woman sensed this was wong: | hadn't stopped. Never

taking her eyes off me, she noved her right arm pulling back the jacket
to get to the pistol somewhere on her hip.

No nore than three netres separated us now. | stopped as | heard the
squeak of |eather as the woman's pistol canme up. | hadn't exactly

hel ped cal mthe situation down by not talking to themor |ooking as if
this had never happened before. Her hair flicked up as she jerked her
head around, checking everywhere to make sure | was al one, before
getting eyes quickly back on ne.

Ponytail noved forward while she stood her ground, covering him He had
a couple of days' stubble to go with his hair. He thrust his ID at ne
with his left hand. A National Police badge, |ooking very nmuch like a
sheriff's star with the word "Police' set in a blue centre.

"Police," he said, in case | had troubl e reading.

He flicked the fingers of his right hand upwards, but at first | didn't
understand the gesture. Then | twi gged; he wanted ny hands out of ny
pockets and up where he could see them Hi s eyes never |eft mne,

| ooking for signs that | was going to try something. This guy was

real |y experienced; he knew that eyes give away an action a second
before it happens.

He gestured upwards again with his right hand.

"Allez, allez." He wanted ny hands in the air, or on ny head, | wasn't
sure whi ch.

What the fuck was | going to do? Junp into the water and swmfor it?
To where?

He was just a pace away as nmy hands went up on to ny head. He was
pl eased with that and continued to talk to ne in confident, subdued
tones as he closed his I D and shoved it between his teeth.

She was still static at the water's edge, behind himand to my left.

Ponytail closed in and ran his |eft hand over the front of ny jacket.
His right hand was still free to draw down if necessary. Encountering
the Sony, his eyes narrowed. He breathed through his nose, kept the ID
in his nouth, and gave a nuffled but calm "Pistokt."

Even | knew what that nmeant, and the worman noved in closer until she was
at right angles to me. | could alnobst feel her tongue in ny ear as she
whi spered sonething along the lines of "Move and I'Il kill you'



She was too close. You should never be within arms reach. | had to do
sonet hi ng, anything, before he got down to the Browning.

He started to pull on the zip of ny jacket, yanking it with such force
that it snagged about a third of the way down and | got tipped forward.
It was time to act.

H s eyes were still staring into mne. M hands were still on ny head
and ny left elbow was |evel with her pistol. Taking a slow, deep
breath, | counted to three, then forced ny arnms forward to push the
muzzl e away fromne. She shouted out, as if Ponytail didn't know what
was happening. | made a lunge to the left and body-checked her,
toppling her into the water.

Ponytail came at nme. | tucked ny head in and got my forehead into his

face. There was a crunch of bone on bone and he dropped to the ground.
| followed, ny head flashing with pain. It felt like |I'd head butted a
wal |

He arched his back, trying to draw the weapon, which he had hol stered
behind his right kidney, as Leather Grl splashed about below us. His
jacket fell open. | saw a nobile phone clipped to an inside pocket. It
was quicker to get to than nmy Browning or his pistol hand. G abbing the
phone upside down in my right hand, | knelt astride himand stabbed at
him using the stubby antenna |ike a dagger blade, stabbing into his
shoul ders and chest. | didn't want to kill him but | needed to fuck
himup for | ong enough for me to get away. He screaned in pain and

felt his blood warmon nmy hand as ny owmn ran into ny eyes. The pain in

my head was a nightrmare. | kept on stabbing, maybe six or eight tines
more, | wasn't counting. Fuck himand his weapon, | just wanted to make
some di stance between themand me. Scranbling to ny feet, | ran towards

the concrete steps.

Ponytail cried out in pain as he withed on the ground behind ne, and
could hear people calling out fromthe boats in a cocktail of |anguages.
I wasn't too worried about the girl. Wen she got out of the water,
she'd stay with him sorting himout. It mght have been worse. |

m ght have gone for his face or throat.

I was taking the steps two at a tine when Lotfi's voice burst in ny left
ear.

"Hello, N - N, radio check." Alnost simultaneously, |I saw headlights
coming fromthe direction of the town, down towards the nmarina entrance.
I junped over the "lIfuck girls!"™ bench and hit the Sony pressle as

stunbl ed into the scrub.

"Keep going, we have a drama, do not stop. Go to His vehicle. You'l
see nne there, wait there, wait there. Acknow edge."

dick, click

Mud caked ny bl oodstained right hand, as well as the nobile. Lotfi's
lights continued on past the entrance and passed ne as | grabbed the
towel and the OP kit and scranbl ed al ong the hedgerow, |eaving the
screans and lights going on in boats behind mne.

As soon as | was out on to the road | started to sprint uphill as fast
as | could, ready to |l eap back over the hedge as soon as any vehicle
came along the road. M throat was bone dry and ny lungs hurt as
sucked i n oxygen and punped ny free armto get nme up the hill and past
the bend. | found Hubba-Hubba and Lotfi waiting in the Focus, |ights



of f and engine on. Lotfi unlocked the doors as he saw ne approachi ng.
I junped into the back

"Let's go! Drive towards Monaco and get off the mmin quick as you can,
come on, let's go, let's go!"

The Focus revved up and we screaned away fromthe kerb as | tried to
catch ny breath.

| shoved the nobile with the OP kit in the towel, w ping the mud and
bl ood fromny hands as | did so.

The boat it's gone. At least, | think so. | only got to check two
piers. The van, it was definitely the police. |[|'ve been stopped by
them "

They didn't ook at all happy.

"It's OK | think they just want to know what the boat is up to. The
guy who owns it is a drug snuggler, small-time, that's all."

I finished wiping ny hands as the Focus hit the first of the hairpin
bends, and stuck the corner of the towel on the split in ny forehead,
just inside ny hairline.

Hubba- Hubba' s ni nd was al ready junpi ng ahead.

"The device ... if they are on their way to Algeria, we nust stop it

now." "It's an option. W could make the call, if it's still in range.
But we've got other things to consider first. 1t could have noved to a
mari na al ong the coast, so the Roneos can still make their collections.

As far as they're concerned, yesterday was a success."
Lotfi changed down to get up the incline.

"Look. Maybe the alarmand the police scared themlast night. Maybe
G easeball is wong and they nove each day ... maybe it is still down
there ..."

I had regained ny breath now. Leaving ny head, | fished inside the
towel and brought out sone water to finish cleaning nmy hands and face as
wel|l as getting some down ny neck

"Per haps they' ve pinged us and noved, hoping to shake us off for the
next two collections. Maybe they've even prepared an anbush in case we
find themagain."

I rmuch preferred the first two possibilities. Lotfi's face was set in a
frowm as he concentrated on the road.

"If we call in the device now, we mght stop themgetting to Al geri a.
But what if they're still here? Not only do we fuck up the m ssion, we
m ght kill real people, and that's something we're here to stop. So,

reckon, forget about the police, forget about the boat m ssing. These
things can be dealt with. W're here for the hawal |l ada, renmenber? One
down, two to go."

| leant back in the seat.

"Look, we are in the shit, and right now checking the mari nas seens the
best way of getting out of it. Wat do you think?"

It was pointless nme telling themwhat | wanted to happen. Playing the



dictator always |leads to a gang fuck. You've got to bring people al ong
with you. They |ooked at each other, munbling away in Arabic, then both
nodded.

"l have already been to the bins and got nore information about the guy
| saw with G easeball on Wdnesday night and on board last night. The
Ninth of May belongs to him He's a small-tinme deal er and anot her
fucki ng paedophile. H mand G easeball are mates."

I could hear heavy, angry breathing fromboth of them "I know how you
feel, but we have to cut away fromthat and get on with the job.
Renmenber what we're here for. W've got to find the boat. If we have

that, we have hawal | ada. W have to keep focused."

I let it sink in, which gave me tinme to think. There wasn't really a
plan: it was just a natter of getting out there and finding the boat. If
not, we were going to have to stake out both N ce and Cannes tonorrow,
and hope they canme to us.

"OK, we have to check every marina in our areas. |'mgoing to see what
Greaseball knows. We'Ill neet at six a.m in the parking area

Hubba- Hubba uses to cover ne at the DOR | want to get together while
it's still dark, so if we've found the boat again, we can get an OP in
to trigger the Romeos before first light."

They nodded.

"I'f anybody doesn't nmake it to the meeting place, for whatever reason,
the other two must carry on with the job."

I continued nmy quick change-of-plan briefing as it bubbled up in ny
head.

"Anyone who doesn't nmake the neet this norning is to stake out the N ce
address. See if you can raise anybody on the net. |If not, tough. W
all neet up again, twelve thirty tonorrow norning in the same parking
area, whether or not we've dropped anot her hawal | ada off first.

"If we don't find the boat, we're going to have to put triggers on the
Ni ce and Cannes addresses and hope they turn up to collect. W do that
for two days, and if no luck, that's it, we'll have fucked up. Any
questions?"

Lotfi raised his right index finger.
"What if only one of us nakes the neet tonorrow norning?"

My stomach runbl ed. The one who nmakes it has the choice. Put a trigger
on the Nice addresses and carry on as before, or just bin it and go
hone, accept the failure."

Hubba- Hubba' s eyes scoured the coastli ne.
"It's got to be here, it's got to be sonmewhere,” he muttered.

"W can't let the noney leave." Lotfi gob bed off in Arabic and | got
just one of the words. Allah. He turned to nme as Hubba- Hubba shrugged
hi s shoul ders and | ooked back out to sea.

"I"'msorry, Nick, |I forget. | was saying that he is not to worry. If
God wants us to find themwe will, and he will protect us, believe ne."
Hi s eyes shone with conviction



| hoped like hell he was right.



Forty.

The Focus drove around for another twenty mnutes up on the high ground.
At one point the autoroute was visible in the distance; white |ight, not
too much at this tinme of the norning, noved in both directions.

We cane back down the nmountain to the cars. W had to get on with the
search, and had to take the chance of getting closer once nore to the
mari na, no matter what was happeni ng down there now.

Lotfi changed down again as we took a steep right-hander
"Anyway, the Audi." | chanced a smile in the silence.
"How did it go?"

| drank sone nore water as Hubba-Hubba gave a grin that glowed in the
light fromthe instrument panel

"W burnt it near the incinerator." By the |ook on his face, Lotfi had
enj oyed hinsel f too.

"There was anot her dead vehicle already burning there, so we just joined
the party' The main was clear and we parked up where we had started. As
| gathered up ny towel, the snell hit them Lotfi quickly opened the
door to get out. Hubba-Hubba thought it was funny but got out all the
same, for health and safety reasons. He turned back and whispered, "Is
that, how do you say, a "silent but deadly"?" | got out of the car on
Lotfi's side. As he locked up he nuttered, "He really has been watching
too much BE and Bl ockhead. "

Hubba- Hubba shook his head slowy.
"Butt head - Beavis and Butthead."

I checked traser and it was three fourteen as | drove through Cannes,
stopping two or three tines after turning a corner to see who foll owed.
Just short of Greaseball's apartnent off Boul evard Carnot, | turned
three sides of a square, but nobody came with me. Finally, | parked
about half a Kfromhis flat and wal ked in.

| pressed the buzzer for about two minutes and eventually got a groggy,

crackly answer. | knew exactly how he felt.
" Comment ?"
"It's nme. | want to talk to you. Open up."

He was confused.

"Who? Who's me?

"Sonmebody you net in Al geria, renenber?"
There was a pause.

"What ?" He coughed.

"What do you want ?"

"Open up and you'll find out."

The speaker went dead and was repl aced by the high-pitched buzz of the
electric latch. | noved towards the stairs, taking nmy time to mnimze



the squeaki ng of my Tinberlands on the fake marble, and didn't push the
light switch to help me up the stairs. The Browning cane out and

pul | ed back the hamer to full cock and pushed the safety catch up with
my thunmb, ready to take it off at a nonent's notice as | slowy clinbed.

Standing in the stairwell on the fourth floor, | listened with my right
ear at the doorway out into the corridor, nmy nouth open to | essen the
noi se of me catching my breath. There was nothing. | noved into the
hal Ilway with the pistol at my side. | got to Rat 49 and tapped gently
on the door, standing to the left of the frame so | could see into the
flat as soon as it opened. There was the rattle of a security chain,
then the squeak of hinges. He |ooked scared but a bit out of it, dark
rings beneath his glazed eyes. He staggered a little as he led ne into
the living room The glass patio doors and shutter were closed, so the
snel |l of cigarettes was overpowering. Fully dressed, he stood by the
coffee table, taking nervous sips froma small bottle of Evian. A used
syringe lay on top of the table, next to a foil card of obl ong-shaped
pills.

His hair was greasy as always, but now sticking up. H's red-striped
shirt was creased, with the tail hanging out. Judging by the
scrunched-up pashnina on the settee, that was where he'd been sl eeping.

"I's there anybody el se here?"

"No, there's no one. What do you want? | have told you everything '
put the Browning nuzzle to his |ips.

"Shut the fuck up." | nodded towards the door that divided the living
area fromthe corridor into the bedroom and bat hroom then stepped back
and cl osed the front door with nmy arse.

"Go on. You know what to do."
"I tell you, there is no one here. Wiy would I lie to you? Why?"

He held out his arns in subm ssion and swayed a little.

"Just do it."

After two attenpts he recapped the bottle, chucked it on to the settee,
and wal ked into the corridor. | noved behind him clearing the flat.
Not hi ng much had changed: everything was still in a shit state. W cane

back into the living roomand he sat down, slunping into the cushions.
"Where's the Ninth of May?"

Hi s brain wouldn't conpute.

"I't's where | said it would be."

"No, it isn't. It was there yesterday, but nowit's noved. Were has
Jonat han taken the boat?"

He | ooked totally confused now.

"He? Who? | don't understand what you ' "Jonat han

Tynan- | ah-di - f ucki ng- dah- Ransay. | know all about him what he does,
what he's done, who he's done it with | even saw you with hi mWdnesday
night. The Fiancee of the Desert, Juan-les-Pins, renenber?”

| bent down, looking into the wall unit for the Polaroids, but they were
still nowhere to be seen.



| strai ghtened again.

"You hearing nme?" | pushed up his chin and finally got to look into his
eyes.

"l have no time to fuck about. Tell ne where the boat is.

He | ooked genuinely puzzled and very worried as he slunped back into the
settee.

"l don't understand, | don't know what you're saying. He should ' "It's
very sinple," | cut in.

"The Ninth of May has | eft Beaulieu-sur-Mer and | want to know where
it's gone. Back to Marseille?"

I wanted himto know | knew a | ot nore than he thought.

There was no nore tinme to waste. | was |losing valuable mnutes. | went
to the kitchen and used the nuzzle of the Browning to rummage in the
drawers. | picked up a plastic-handl ed bread knife and cane back into

the living room He pushed hinself back an extra three inches in the
settee. He was paying a lot of attention to ne now.

I"mgoing to ask one nore tinme. Were is the boat?"

He hesitated, then began to stutter

"I don't know ... it should be at the port. It isn't going to
Marseille, that was just to pick up the two guys fromthe Algiers ferry.
No, no ... Beaulieu-sur-Mer ... that's what he ' He was rubbing his face

now wi th both hands, |eaning forward and resting his el bows on his | egs.
"I't should be there, I..."

I didn't try to get eye contact again, just pushed him back into the
back cushions and pointed the knife at his face. He needed to see it.

"Listen carefully. |If you don't know where it is, you're no good to ne.
I don't give a shit how inportant you think you are to other people. To
me you're nothing, and 1'd rather have you dead than able to tal k about
me, if you ever live |long enough, punping that shit down you." Hi s dopy
eyes rolled towards the syringe and pills.

"Pl ease, | don't know anything. The boat should be at the port. The
boat was there. | swear, you will make a great m stake, | am protected,
I ' "Shut the fuck up. You've got fifteen seconds left. Tell nme where
the boat is.”" | shoved the Browning into nmy jeans and checked traser

"You saw how nmessy this gets ... especially if this thing isn't sharp
enough. "

Hi s eyes were junping around in his head. He was losing it, big-tine.

"I swear | don't know, please ..
he' d had a revel ation

H s hands suddenly cane up, as if

"Maybe he's gone back to Vauban..."
"Anti bes?"

"Yes, yes. Maybe he's noved back there ..



I knew this place, | knew Vauban. It was a nassive narina in the old
town of Antibes, about ten minutes' drive fromJuan-les-Pins. | pointed
the knife back at him

"Wy t here?”

"It's always there, in the port, that's where he lives. He told ne he
woul d go to Beaulieu-sur-Mer for three days with those guys. | swear
this is the truth, | swear "

"Where in Vauban?"
"Wth the fishing boats."

I reckoned he was scared enough now to be telling the truth. Sweat
poured down his face as he | eaned forward, nervously pushed a tabl et
through the foil and bunged it down his neck, then fought with the Evian
bottle top. | watched as he swallowed it |ike a gul ping dog, hands
shaki ng so badly the water ran down the side of his stubbly face.

He fiddled with the foil, as if making up his mind whether to take a
second for | uck.

"I's everything still going to plan?"
He | ooked up at me, his voice trenbling as nmuch as everything el se.

"Yes, yes, everything. |'msure. | don't know why the boat has noved.

I didn't speak with Jonathan since he returned from Marseille with the
coll ectors on Wdnesday. He stopped at Vauban with those guys for a few
hours, to neet ne and try to persuade themto stay there. That was when
I learnt the addresses of these hawallada. You have to believe nme. |If
the Ninth of May has noved, that is where it will be, by the fishing
boats. Jonathan will not be letting anyone down, there will be a reason
for himto | eave."

I 1 ooked down at the crap he had on the table. He knew what | was
t hi nki ng.

"You' re disgusted. Everything | do disgusts you." He waved the card at
the syringe.

"You think this is heroin, or maybe a little mixer, sonething Iike
that?" He held up the tablet that he'd just pulled out with his shaky
thunb and forefinger. This, ny friend, this is saquinavir, an

antiretroviral..." H's whol e denmeanour had changed. | didn't know

whet her he suddenly just didn't give a fuck, or if the chemi cals he was
taking had made hima bit soft in the head. He put the pill into his
mout h, but didn't followit with any water. It rattled against his
teeth as he spoke.

"How times have changed. | take it for keeping slimat the gates for as

long as | can. The syringe, that is for ny pain. These are the only
drugs Jonathan and | take these days."

He tilted the last of the Evian into and around his nouth before
col l apsing back into his sleeping position on the settee.

The police were at Beaulieu-sur-Mer. They were |ooking at the boat
before it di sappeared.”

He smiled weakly to hinself and noved his head to get nore confortable
in the pashmni na



"He told themhe didn't want to | eave Vauban, he told nme at dinner, but
that's what they wanted, so ..." He shrugged his visible shoul der.

"He is ny friend, I know him He nust have noved back honme to make
things I ook nore nornmal. Yes, that's what he has done. The boat woul d
have been watched because it has noved such a small distance. The
police, they know these things, the boat is known to them But those
two guys, they don't know that."

He smiled to hinself once nore and rubbed his eye like a child.

He might be right. Curly might have used the Roneos' freaking out as an
excuse to nmove back to where he felt safer.

Greasebal | | ooked up at ne, red-eyed
"Do you know why it's called that?"
"What ?"

The ninth of May, 1945. The day Guernsey was |iberated fromthe Nazis.
Jonathan's a very patriotic boy." He was definitely in a world of his
own; nmaybe the pills were nmaking himranble. He sighed and a little
stream of saliva dribbled dowmn the side of his face.

"It is going to be our liberation." He took a deep, whistling breath
through his nostrils, and his eyelids drooped. He gave hinself a small,
secret smile.

"Not sad for long. No, no, no.
"Both of you planning to go out with a bang, are you?"

"Bien sur, nmon ani. That's the only thing that keeps us alive. | know
you want to kill ne. But | don't care what you think. Fuck all of you
Al of you are hypocrites. You find us disgusting, yet you use us if it
suits you. You give nme immunity for what we have done."

"Fucki ng boys, you nean? Does he still do it? You take himto Algeria
with you?"

"And nore, and nore." H's eyes were al nost shut now, and he was
dribbling big-time. Whatever he'd been punping into his veins over the
years had cost him several billion brain cells.

"You don't like me and | don't like you. But |'ve still given you what

you need. You know why? Because we do have sonethi ng between us. W
both hate al-Qaeda." He tried to stare at ne with gl azed eyes, but he
was just off-1line.

"Are you surprised? Wy else do you think | amdoing this? Wy do you
think I told them!| could organize the collections? | have made them a
fortune fromheroin here, and what do | get?" He threw his arm out,
pointing at the flat.

"So, you see, we are the sane, you and ne. You don't like that, do
you?" He gave up trying to lock on ny eyes and turned over

| opened the door with ny sweatshirt cuff and left himto his dreans. |
only wished | could have hel ped himon his way.



Forty- One.

Antibes and its harbour, Port Vauban, is Yachting Central for the
Mediterranean. A third of the world' s nega boats are based on the
Riviera, and the majority of themare parked in this one port. Here,
even boats with a helicopter on the deck are sneered at by those on
MIllionaires' Row, where the smallest looks as if it's owned by Cunard.

The support services for all these thousands of pleasure craft make
Antibes an all-year-round town, not a sleepy, seasonal place |ike
Juan-les-Pins or any of the others al ong the coast.

| passed the nondescript apartnment blocks that had spread out of the old
town |ike a wave, swanping everything in their path, and as | neared the
port the streets began to narrow and the buil dings got much ol der. There
were just inches each side for manoeuvring past rows of scooters and
cars, all of which | ooked abandoned rather than parked. Maybe the nmayor
awarded a weekly prize for the nost artistic parking arrangenent.

The Romans had built Antibesinto an inportant town, but in the
seventeenth century the public baths, agueduct and open-air theatre had
been torn down and the stone used to build its de fences including a
fort to protect the port where Napol eon was once inprisoned. All that
was left of the old city wall was a few hundred netres that faced the
port.

The old town proper was picture postcard stuff, apart fromthe Christnas

lights taped on to windows and straddling the streets. Tall, shuttered
buildings Iined the streets, with washing strung on |ines between them
I drove through a small archway set into the old wall, which was maybe

ten metres thick. The other side and ahead of nme was a forest of masts,
illumnated by the harbour lights. To nmy left was a car park that
followed the wall until it ended, maybe two hundred netres away. To ny
right, the wall continued, and rows of small fishing boats were parked
up in the water. Behind them snall nmarket stalls waited enpty to sel
the day's catch. |[|f Geaseball was correct, then somewhere anong the
fishing boats, in the poor man's area, was the N nth of May.

The car park was virtually enpty, and not a VWcanper to be seen. Not
that | expected to see it: if the police were here, they certainly

woul dn't be using the sane vehicle. Keeping a constant speed, | checked
out the car park opening tines before turning left, back into the old
town, parking in the first space | could find.

If there was a French trigger on the Ninth of May, they'd ping ne as
well if | used the car park. Just like the Romeos, | always wanted to
be behind them out of their field of view |'d abandoned ny jacket and
cap after the gang fuck at the marina and cl eaned nyself up a bit before
putting on the new green baggy sweatshirt 1'd bought at Cap 3000 during
the brush contact yesterday.

Before getting out | checked the Browning and the bumbag for the
unpteenth tine before following the wall town side back towards the
port. To ny right was a |line of small restaurants and cafes in the
shadow of the nassive bl ocks of granite or whatever it was. They were
closed for the night, their outside furniture stacked, wired and

padl ocked to the ground.

| headed past the archway towards the stone steps up to the ranparts, so
that | could get a better view of the boats.

Once through an all eyway between the wall and a cl osed-up bar | energed



into a small, cobbled, tree-lined square that had nmade many a postcard
phot ographer's day. As | started up the steps, | |ooked at the sky. The
cl ouds had gone and stars were out, twi nkling as best they could agai nst
the mannmade stuff thrown up fromthe town and harbour

| stopped about four steps before the top to check out the ramparts.

Al ong each side of the wall was a three-foot-high parapet, which nust
once have run its entire length. Now, it was blocked in both
directions, leaving quite a large area for people to use as a vi ew ng
platform To the left, the wall over the archway was bl ocked by a rusty
wought-iron gate and railings, and to ny right it had been made into a
smal | car park. How they got up here was a mystery, but | saw three
enpty cars and a Renault van. The van was a dark col our, and had been
reversed against the parapet. Its rear wi ndows | ooked down over the
port.

I noved back down the stairs a little, into dead ground, and sat on the
steps. A dog started to yap sonewhere in the old towmn and a noped
rattl ed al ong the cobbl est ones bel ow.

There was only one way to find out if the van was occupied or not. |
stood up and clinbed to the viewing area. The van had a sliding door on
its passenger side, so | kept to the right-hand side of it, in case it
suddenly opened to reveal a bedraggled, short-haired woman in a danp

| eat her jacket.

As | approached, | could see that the driver's cab was bl ocked off from
the rear, screening the interior. 1'd have expected a vehicle like this
to be full of old newspapers and drinks cans, even an air-freshener
hangi ng off the mirror, but there was not hing.

I got on the right side of it, between the flush body panel and a BMN
before standing still, doing nmy open-nouth trick, and waiting.

The dog sparked up again. Still | waited, and maybe three or four

m nut es passed before there was novenent. The steel creaked just a
little; maybe they were changi ng over the trigger; but enough to tell ne
there were people inside. | noved forward, closer to the parapet, but
not beyond the line of the rear wi ndows, to | ook down at the quay.
couldn't help but snmle as ny eyes followed the |ine of boats bel ow ne.
There, tied up next to the first of a whole row of bigger boys, a
fifty-foot nonster called the Lee, was the Ninth of May, looking as if
it was hiding behind its nother's skirts.

Li ke the owners of plenty of other small craft here, Curly had nade the
pl ace | ook just like honme. The quay behind boasted an array of very
weat hered garden furniture

| studied the settee cover on the top deck, and it |ooked nmuch the sane
as when I'd left it. There were no lights on board and the blinds were
down.

| turned slowy, wal ked back to the steps and down into the square,

|l eaving the police to it as | thought through potential exit points for
the Roneos. They'd have to come al ong the quay, past the fishing boats
and stalls, until they got to the road through the archway. They could
then go straight, following the wall on either side until it stopped,
then uphill, out of the old town, towards the railway station. The
other option was to turn left through the archway and head for the bus
station through the old town. Neither was nore than ten minutes' walk
awnay.



According to traser it was three fifty-eight. | still had tine to do a
nmore detailed recce of both, and work out how | was going to get a

trigger in on the boat without getting pinged by the police. | crossed
the archway, staying out of sight on the town side of the wall, and went
to check out the rail option first. | thought about the two, maybe

three people inside the Renault. Chances were, they had a canera

mount ed, ready to take pictures of the boat as soon as there was
movenent on board. Like ne, any food they had with them woul d have been
removed fromits original noisy packaging, and wapped in cling filmor
a plastic bag. Their toilet arrangenments would be a little better than
m ne, though: they mght even have stretched to plastic jerry cans The
i nside of the van woul d be protected to cut down on noise. Maybe the
floor was covered with soft gymnmats and the wall padded with foam
They' d certainly be wearing trainers or soft shoes.

But even so, at night, with hardly any anbient noise to drown their
gentl e nmovenents, thank fuck | had heard them



Forty- Two.

It was six thirty-three when | arrived in Hubba-Hubba's car park, three
m nutes late. The other two vehicles were already there, parked
together, with no one else around. It was far too dark to wal k the dog,
and the sex woul d have happened hours ago.

Once 1'd closed down the Megane, | started towards Hubba-Hubba's Scudo.
The cab wi ndows were slightly open, and the engine was off. | heard a
gentle click behind me as Lotfi closed the door of the Focus. W
approached the van together and as we clinbed in through the side door
the ribbed steel floor buckled gently under our conbi ned wei ght.

Hubba- Hubba turned round in the driver's seat to face us both. | slid
the side door back so it closed gently, and before anybody said anything
| gave thema thunbs-up in the dull |ight of the gl ove conpartnent bulb.

"We've got the boat back. Greaseball gave it to nme and | have checked,
they're in Antibes." Two very relieved people gave big sighs and gob
bed off to each other in Arabic.

"But we do have a problem the police are there."

| described the boat's exact |ocation, then the position of the Renault
van, and the |ayout of the surrounding area.

"The only way | can see us getting a trigger on the target is by having
soneone in the back of this thing." | |ooked at Hubba-Hubba as they
exchanged nore Arab stuff and sounded qui zzed.

"VWhere are the blankets to cover the hawal | adaT He tapped the rear of
his driver's seat.

"Under here."

"CGood, | think it'll work. Basically, one of us needs to get in the
back of this wagon, and stay there all day if necessary, watching the
quay by the fishing boats and the archway so we can trigger the Roneos
away. We need to play about with the back of this thing alittle bit,
but the first thing we need to do is choose the right nman for the job.
Hubba- Hubba, congratul ations."

He didn't nake any sounds of concern

"Don't | ook so happy. You're just about to find out what it's like to

be holed up in the back of one of these things all day, |ooking through
a smal|l aperture waiting for the target, knowing that if you take your

eyes off the trigger for just a second, you could miss what you' ve been
wai ting hours to see.”

Lotfi knelt up and forward and shook Hubba- Hubba's shoul der, obviously
pl eased it wasn't him That's not a problemfor this nan. He's the
smal | est, of course he should do it."

Hubba- Hubba sai d somet hing back that didn't sound too pleasant. |
couldn't do anything but smile because | didn't know what Lotfi was on
about. To ne they |ooked like they'd both cone out of the sane noul d.

| took a breath to gather ny thoughts.

"COK, then, first things first." | was waiting for Lotfi to get his
beads out and, sure enough, | heard a click

"Ground you've just had it. Remenber that the bus and the rail stations



are a lot closer to the boat than they were yesterday. That's good for
us, as it's easier to take them but it's bad if they' ve decided they
can trimtheir tinmngs and get there just in tinme to junp on and go. So
we' ve got to be on the mark and right on top of them

"The boat is in exactly the sane condition as when we |last sawit: the
blinds are down, everything is buttoned up on the device. There's no
reason to believe it's been noved, or that the Roneos have gone."
Lotfi's m nd was el sewhere.

"What about the police, N ck? Wat about what happened to you? Do you
think they have nade a connecti on between you and the boat?"

"I really don't know. W just have to focus on what we're doing.
Not hi ng has changed for me. W have a job to do, an inportant job. The
police are at Vauban so what? They're here for the boat, we're here for
the hawal | ada and the cash. |If we do our job properly they won't even
know we exist. Wen, or if, they do, that's when I'Il start fl apping.
It's a tall order, but we don't have a choice."

Lotfi gently tapped his brother's arm once nore.
"But Nick and I, we are taller."
He was clearly very pleased not to be going in the back of the Scudo.

"Situation. Geaseball and the int fromthe recycling bins both said
the police presence could just be routine, because Curly's used the boat
to smuggl e heroin.

"And because it's noved about quite a bit these |ast few days, the

police have taken an interest. It went fromits normal parking place in
Vauban to Marseille to pick up the Roneos fromthe Algiers ferry, then
back hone to Vauban, then to BSM | reckon they noved back because of

the alarmlast night. The Roneos were spooked big-tine, and | think
Curly used it as an excuse to scurry back home."

Hubba- Hubba adj usted hinself in his seat.

"But why use a boat that is known to the police? That's crazy ..

"Fuck knows, mate. | asked Greaseball and he said the Roneos didn't
know t he boat was known, and | aughed. Maybe himand Curly were so
desperate to make a few dollars they just forgot to tell themthat the
Ninth of May had form Wo knows, who cares?"

Lotfi did. Wy, if they are getting paid for hel ping the Roneos, does
Greasebal | becone the source?"

That | don't know. What | do know is that he's protected, so he
probably has no choice and maybe he thinks he'll get to keep some of the
money." Neither of themcould keep a straight face as Lotfi gave out a
| ow, "Booooom "

I grinned too. | couldn't agree nore.

"I't's just a shanme that Greaseball won't be on board when we make that
call.”

Hubba- Hubba | ooked as di sappointed as | felt.

"So, | reckon that if they don't know the police have eyes on them
we' ve got to assunme that everything fromthe collectors' point of view



is still going to plan, and they're off to Nice tonorrow "
| pressed on.

"Eneny forces. W now have Curly on the list and, of course, the
police. Also, don't forget our |ast eneny. Watch your third-party

awar eness ... "Execution general outline. Phase one is getting this van
in position, which has to be pretty soon, before the car park fills up,
SO we've got time to manoeuvre you into a good spot before it gets busy.
Phase two, triggering the collectors and taking themto Nice, or
wherever they're going to go. Phase three, the |lift of the hawal | ada,
and the drop-off. Phase four, setting up for the last collect in
Cannes. "

| saw Lotfi's fingers getting ready for the next few clicks.

"Phase one, positioning the van." | explained that | needed the Scudo
to nosey-park in one of the spaces near the archway so that the rear
door w ndows faced the fishing boats, w th Hubba-Hubba already in the
back and Lotfi driving.

"You guys need to neet up somewhere near the rail station.” | pointed
at Lotfi.

"Leave your car there, then drive Hubba-Hubba into position. The car
park barrier cones down at six, so nmake sure you | eave the parking
ticket in the cab with sonme cash. W rk out where you're going to | eave
it inthe vehicle, but leave it out of sight. And renenber, there could
be eyes | ooking at you frominside that Renault."

| turned to Hubba- Hubba.

"For the sane reason, just be careful and don't rush comi ng out of the
back of here. You can have a practice |later. Make sure you have the
trigger on the quay, and be able to give direction if the Roneos are
foxtrot or even nobile at that archway. Wwo knows? Curly mght have a
car and give thema lift."

Hubba- Hubba nodded intently.

"So then, phase two, triggering the collectors. On the standby from
Hubba- Hubba, | want you, Lotfi, to cover the rail station. You don't
have to be on it physically all the time; you can be hovering about
havi ng a coffee sonewhere, doing whatever you want to do, but make sure
you have eyes on it within a mnute. And, of course, make sure your car
is nearby so you can react to whatever the Romeos do. |1'mgoing to be
doi ng the sanme, but at the bus station

"Phase three, taking the collectors to the hawallada. W're going to
have to do exactly the sanme as we planned before, and that's why
Hubba- Hubba needs to be in the back here, because | want us all in our
own vehicles today. Does that nmake sense?”

Hubba- Hubba nodded at Lotfi, pleased there was a tactical decision
behi nd ny choi ce.

I ran through all the RV drills if we got split during the take. They
were the sane as yesterday's, but | covered them anyway.

"Any questions?"

None.



"Phase four, the Iift and the drop-off. Sane as yesterday. W don't
know where the hawal | ada is going to be, we've just got to think on our

feet. |If there's one of us, if there's three of us, it doesn't matter.
Whoever's there will just have to inprovise. The nmost inportant thing
is, we nust get these people. 1've got two cartridges left for ny pen,

so I'mgoing to need a spare fromone of you. W can redistribute the
stuff tonorrow "

Lotfi fished in his jacket pocket.

"Any questions? All right, service and support. Renenber the radio
frequency change at midnight. Renenber fresh batteries. Renenber ful
fuel tanks. Renenber the pager nunber. And please, Lotfi, put in a
good word with God for us again." He shrugged his shoulders. There is
no need. | already have."

"Then ask himif he wants to give us a hand sorting out the
arrangenents. "

Hubba- Hubba sparked up.
"W are going to prepare it here?"

Wiy not? It's as a good a place as any. Besides, it won't take nore
than half an hour. Al we have to do is use one of the blankets to cut
off the rear fromthe cab, and neke a snall aperture through the paint
on one of the rear wi ndows. Easy."

We sat in the dark now that Hubba- Hubba had cl osed the gl ove
compart nent.

"But the problemthere is." | poked Hubba-Hubba in the shoul der, 'no
matter how small the aperture, there is always the risk of conprom se
Kids are a nightmare: they always seemto be exactly the sane hei ght as
the aperture. And when they've thrown a wobbler at their nother,
they'll always stop and turn just in tine to notice half an eye | ooking
out at themfroma hole in the van parked next to them That nornally
freaks them out and they scream which, of course, pisses the nother off
even nore, and she doesn't believe the kid's story of eyeballs |ooking
at them and drags them away. "

Hubba- Hubba conferred with Lotfi. He |ooked confused.

"Ni ck, what is a wobbler?"

"A paddy." He still didn't get it.

Lotfi gob bed off sone Arabic as Hubba- Hubba nodded intently.
I leant forward and poked himin the sane spot once nore.

"And that's the least you'll be wanting to throw after a few hours
staring out of the back of this thing."



Forty-Three.
W all exited the Scudo.

"Lotfi, | need you to keep a | ookout on the road while | sort out the
back w th Hubba- Hubba, OK?"

"OfF course.” He walked to the parking area entrance as we put the van
space |ight back in place to see what we were doing, and started to use
gaffer tape to fix up one of the dark patterned, furry nylon bl ankets
Hubba- Hubba had bought so that it hung fromthe roof just behind the two
cab seats.

Hubba- Hubba was leaning in fromthe left, and me fromthe right, as he
whi spered questions about his new job to the sound of gaffer tape being
pulled anay fromits reel

"Wn't ny eyes be seen fromoutside if |I'mlooking through the
aperture?”

"No, mate, it doesn't work like that if we do it correctly. [It'll be
pitch black inside here if we seal the blanket down the sides. You just
need to keep your head back a bit, especially if there's a kid throw ng
a wobbl er next to you."

VWhat about noise? What if | have to nove, what if | get a cramp?”

"That is a problem mate, because if you nove too fast the wagon can
rock. The slightest novenent can be detected. Even when these things
are purpose-built inside a van. If you ha veto just do it really
slowy. You nust keep the noise down in there.

"Nornmal |y these vans would be lined with foam stuff like that, to
absorb the noise. But for you there is going to be jack shit. You'l
just have to take your boots off and |ay out the spare blanket."

"Jack shit... Jack shit. Yes, | like this saying."

"And tal king of shit, don't. Sorry. No food, just water, you can't
afford to need a dunp." | explained the |ogistics.

"Make sure you take sone enpty bottles to piss into Dunping is going to
make too nmuch noise, too nuch novenent, and you won't be able to keep
the trigger. And you can't just dunmp in your jeans, because you need to
get out and join in the take."

Hubba- Hubba coul dn't resi st.
"Have you ever had to dunp during one of these triggers?"

Twi ce. Once on purpose, because there was nothing | could do about it.
I was just about to trigger sonmeone and | couldn't hold it in any
longer. It didn't matter, because | wasn't in the take, just the
trigger, so | was going to be driven away."

Anot her |l ength of gaffer tape was ripped off the roll
"And the other?"
"Let's just say it was lucky | had a long coat on."

The bl anket was now hanging fromthe roof and we were starting to tape
down the sides. Even with half of it hanging down and the rest gathered
on the floor, |I could nake out the picture | was faced with in the dul



light.

"VWhere the fuck did you get this?" | pulled out the blanket fromthe
bottomto expose the remainder of the furry dogs playi ng snooker.

They were all | could get inthe tine..." He giggled as he realised how
stupid it |ooked, and | couldn't help but join in.

I forced nyself to get serious.

"VWhere's your spray paint?"

"In the passenger door conpartnent."

"OK. You need to seal off just a little nore down your side."

I clinbed out of the van and wal ked round to the right hand door, to the
sound of ripping gaffer tape as he got to work. Bythe time | had got
round to the back agai n, Hubba-Hubba was sitting on the side door sill.

"What we need to do now, mate, is scrape a snall hole at the bottom of
the right hand window, in the left hand corner. That way the aperture
is roughly in the centre of the rear, and you'll get a better
perspective."

| shook the paint can and the ball bearing mixer inside rattled about.

"Keep it in the back in case you need to make it smaller once you're in
position.”

Less than five minutes later, and with the use of Hubba-Hubba's thunb
nail, it was done: a nice little scrape, a centinmetre long, ran al ong
the bottom of the right hand wi ndow.

"Once you've triggered the Ronmeos, just crawl under the bl anket, check
first it's clear, and clinb out. You' ve got the Renault to think about,
and we might as well keep the blanket in position seeing as it's so
interesting."

Hubba- Hubba stayed in the back as | got out and slid the side door shut,
and the interior light died. | noved to the driver's seat and could
hear hi m novi ng about i nside.

| opened the gl ove conpartnent for some |ight.
"OK, mate, have a go at getting out."

He started to worm his way under the blanket, trying to keep low. When
he was half way, he stopped and fished down the front of his shirt,
pul l'ing out his charm

"It keeps doing this." He |ay where he was, checking the clasp
"H, can | ask you a question?"
He | ooked up, surprised, and nodded.

"I think I understand Lotfi but,” | indicated his little beaded pal m
"where does this fit in? Are you religious you know, a paid-up MislinP"

He concentrated once nmore on his repairs.

"Of course, there is only one God. To be a true Mislimdoesn't nean we
all have to be like Lotfi. Salvation is attained not by faith but by



works." He took the charmto his teeth, biting down on the netal before
fiddling with it some nore

"You see, when | die | will be able to say the Shahada with the sane
conviction as he will. Do you know what | amtal king about?" He raised
hi s head agai n.

"You heard the old guard say it in Al geria.

"La il aha ill-Alah, Mihanmad-ur rasul-ullah." For you, that means:
"There is no God but Allah, and Muhanmmad is the apostle of Allah." That
is the Shahada, the first and greatest teaching of Islam | just said

that to you with true sincerity, and that is what nakes nme just as good
a Muslimas him" He fastened the chain, and gave it an experimental
t ug.

"When ny book of destiny is weighed it will show God that | was also a
good man, and ny reward will be the sanme as his, crossing the bridge to
Par adi se. Qur Paradise is not |like yours a cloud to sit on, a harp to
play it is a perfumed garden of material and sensual delights,
surrounded by rivers and fountains playing. Sounds good, yes?" He put
t he charm back around his neck

"Lotfi would be able to tell you what Suras that is in. But before
get there, | have to live this life." The charmwas now securely back
on and he lifted it up for ne to see.

"And this gives nme all the help | need."

He repl aced the chain around his neck before finishing his craw up into
t he passenger seat.

"What does Lotfi think of all that?" | was puzzl ed.

"How conme you two are so different? | nean, you with the charmand him
with the Qr'an?"

He smiled as he fought with the seat, jerking himself forwards, trying
to get the thing to nove as he pressed down on the seat adjuster, so
there was nmore roomto crawl into the cab. As the seat finally gave in,
| could see where he had hidden the cash from Gunaa.

"W were both at a Muslimschool together you know, sitting there
cross-legged on the floor, learning to recite the Qur'an frommenory. |
woul d have been like him if it wasn't for the fact that the words just
fell out of my head as quickly as they tried to put themin. So | was
thrown out of school and our nother taught me with ny sister. Qur
father had died of TB, years before." He |ooked directly into ny eyes.
"You see, going to a religious school is not just about faith. For a
famly cursed by poverty, it is a way outboys are fed and cared

for. Qur nother saw it as the only way for us to survive."

"But how did you learn English? | nean, npbst people in your shoes are
still !

He | aughed gently to hinself.

"You know, the first pair of shoes | ever had were fromLotfi. They
were given to himat school." H's smle turned to an expression of
infinite sadness.

"Qur nother died a few nonths after Khalisah was beaten. She never was
the sane after that none of us were."



He put his hand on my shoul der.

"But we stayed together, Nick. That is because the inheritance our
nmot her | eft us was |ove for each other. W are a famly first, no
matt er what di sagreenents we nmay have, no matter what pain we may
suffer. Because we have |ove."

I thought a bit about ny inheritance, but decided to shut the fuck up
He tapped his chest.

"He hates this. He says | will not go to Paradise, but to Gahenna,
hell, instead. But he is wong, | think." H s eyes sparkled.

"I hope ..

He paused for a nonent, but | kept silent. These boys were naking a
habit of saying stuff that came a bit too close for confort.

"Lotfi is not right about everything, but neither aml. And it was Lotfi
who gave up what he had to take us both to Cairo, to our aunt, and to
school. That's why | speak English. W are a famly, N ck. W |earnt
long ago to neet in the mddle, because otherwise the famly is |ost.
And we had a prom se to keep, that we nmade as children.”

He dug into his jeans pocket before pointing a clenched fist at ne.
"What is it?"

"Ket am ne, you needed sone nore, no?"



Forty- Four.

The square was near the bus station in the new part of Antibes. | sat
in my car in a roadside parking space with nmy hat and sungl asses on and
listened to the two of themas they put the Scudo in place, Hubba-Hubba
giving Lotfi instructions as he nmanoeuvred the wheel

"Back, back, back, stop, stop." 1'd asked themto comrunicate in
English so | knew what was happening. Finally everything was to
Hubba- Hubba' s sati sfacti on.

"H has the trigger. | can't see the target, but | will be able to give
a stand-by as soon as they nove al ong the quay, and can give direction
at the archway. The Renault is still on the wall. [It's dark blue. N

acknow edge. "
I put my left hand down to my jeans belt and hit the pressle.
"Roger that, that's N foxtrot. L, be careful."

"Roger that. That's L, foxtrot to check the obvious." He was on his
way to confirmthe Ninth of May was still there. Just because the
police were, it didn't automatically nmean the boat was. The only way
for himto do that was to go up on the wall where the van was, or hug
the port side of the wall so he was in dead ground to the van along the
quay. But that would take himin direct line of sight to the boat. He
opted for the wall and bras sing it out. He wouldn't be there for nore
than a minute, and it had to be done. | got out of the Megane and
bought nyself a twenty-four-hour parking ticket. The last thing

wanted was to come back here and find the car had been towed away. |
had al so learnt a | esson yesterday when | shoul d have pre-bought tickets
in both directions in case the timngs were tight for the Ronmeos when
they caught the train, and there wasn't enough tine to get a ticket

wi thout them seeing nme. | wasn't naking the sane nistake today: both
Lotfi and | had paid a visit to the station earlier this norning.

I left the parking ticket on the dashboard and gl anced down at traser:
seven forty-seven. Dodging the dog shit, | headed across the square in
search of a cafe. | was ready for sonme coffee and croissants. It was
going to be a sunny day; the birds were singing in the norning' s first
light, traffic was noving, people were going to work, nost with

sungl asses on, and a lot with small dogs in tow

Several of the cafes were open, their canvas or plastic awnings out to
shade the handful of custonmers who were already getting stuck in to the
cof fee and newspapers.

I wal ked over the square towards a |large corner cafe that was all gl ass
front, with huge patio doors and wi cker chairs outside, and ordered a
large crene along with a couple of croissants, paying for it there and
then in case | got a stand-by. It was tinme just to sit and relax in the
shade until Hubba- Hubba gave us the hurry-up

Lotfi canme on the net just as the croissants were put on the table. He
was wal king: | could hear French conversation and the beep of a scooter
in the background. This is L. The obvious is still static, blinds down,
gangway up. H, N, acknow edge."

I put my hand down on the Sony and waited to hear the double-click from
H before | gave ni ne.

Lotfi cane back.



"I"'mgoing for coffee. H, what would you |like cappucci no?"
There was no reply to that or, at |least, not on the net.

Cars trundled around the |arge grass- and tree-covered square The sore
on ny stonmach was trying hard to scab but the hanmer on ny Browning
wasn't going to let it. No matter, two nore days and the weapon could
go into the sea. | felt into ny hairline above ny forehead; at |east a
scab had seal ed the head butt split.

I drank cof fee and wat ched doorsteps being washed, and rat dogs bei ng
wal ked by their owners and having a dunp everywhere they could. | could
sit here for an hour or so and no one would see it as anything out of
the ordinary.

| started to think about the police but cut away quickly. [If they
pl anned to do anything we woul d know about it soon enough. And there
was fuck all we could do about themin the nmeantine.

| stretched out ny | egs under the table, and thought about Hubba-Hubba
cranped up in the back of the small van. Although Lotfi and | were
covering the two stations, we also had to make sure we were cl ose enough
to give himsupport if soneone fancied getting their hands on a new van
for mnimal outlay. W'd have to get in there quick, mainly to help
Hubba- Hubba, but also to sal vage the operation

The sun rose gradually over the buildings and began to warmthe right
side of ny face. | took another sip of coffee and dunked the end of a
croi ssant.

Lotfi was exactly on tine with the eight o'clock call.

"Radi o check. H?"

Cick, click

I could hear a dog barking in the background. That was all they seened
to do around here, bark and crap. 1'd not seen one chase after a stick
N

I reached under ny new green Cap 3000 sweatshirt and doubl e-clicked on
nmy belt, then sat back, stubbed at the croissant crumbs on the napkin
with a coffee-wet finger and waited for the stand-by.

Anot her twenty-seven m nutes passed and | was waiting for Lotfi to start
the next radi o check. Hubba-Hubba cane on the net his voice agitated.

"H has lost the trigger ... There's a truck in the way. H has |lost the
trigger. N, L, acknow edge."

I hit the pressle.

"Roger that. N s going for the trigger. L, acknow edge."

Cick, click

| got up and started to nove as | wi ped nmy cup and took the napkin.
Nearly running through the old town, | clinbed the stone steps in the
smal |, cobbl estoned square. As ny head got |evel with the concrete

bet ween the two sides of the ranparts, | saw the Renault, still reversed
against the wall, nowwith a Skoda parked to its right.

Two ot her people were up there with me, old nmen waffling to each other



by the ranpart overl ooking the port, where the wought ironwork net the
stone. | hit the pressle before | got too close as | took the last few
steps up on to the wall

"N has the trigger. N has the trigger. H, acknow edge."
cick, click

I got up top and | ooked out over the port, between the van and the
Skoda. | gave nyself sone tinme to adnire the effect of the dazzling sun
bounci ng off the water around so nmany hulls. |If Hubba-Hubba had any
sense, he'd be using the time to rest his eyes.

I checked that the blinds and gangway were still the sane, then down
over the wall and left, into the dead ground, to make sure the Roneos
hadn't decided to nove out in the minute or so it had taken to regain
the trigger, and weren't wal king al ong the quay. | could see the Scudo,
reversed into a space so that the rear blacked out wi ndows faced towards
me. The vehicl e bl ocki ng Hubba- Hubba's view was a small, refrigerated
van picking up crates of fish fromthe boats. | got ny eyes back on the
Ninth of May as a passionate conversation was devel opi ng on the other
side of the police van, and saw novenment on the Lee. Three kids, aged
fromten to twelve, were doing boaty jobs on the deck. Two adults, whom
| presumed were their parents were in chairs at the back, drinking
cof f ee.

Still playing the tourist, | stared out at the fort overl ooking the nass
of masts and glittering hulls. In less than five minutes the fish van
was on its way back through the archway. | noved back towards the

st eps.

"Hello, H, that's the truck clear. Acknow edge."

| stayed up top, waiting for Hubba-Hubba to take over as the two old nen
saunt ered past behind ne, their arnms flying around as they put the world
to rights. They di sappeared down the stairs with their dogs in tow |
suddenly felt naked, with nmy back to the van and no one el se here.

"H has the trigger. N, acknow edge."
Cick, click

I'"d finished ny bit of tourismand headed back to the steps, wondering
where 1'd go now for another brew

Three paces down | got click, click, click, click in ny earpiece. |
smled, slowed down and hit the pressle.

"I's that a stand-by from H?"

Cick, click

Shit, they were early.

"Are they both foxtrot?"

Cdick, click

"Are they dressed the sane as yesterday?"
Not hi ng.

"Are they carrying a bag?"



dick, click
Then he cane on the net.

"Ronmeo one has the sanme bag. It's full. They're both wearing jeans."
The net went dead nonentarily.

"That's approaching the archway."
| stayed put, smiled sone nore, and sat on the stone step
"N can take, N can take. L, where are you?"

"Nearly at the station, nearly there." H s voice nerged with the
passing traffic.

"Hstill has Romeo One and Two, at the archway ... Wait... wait, that's
now crossing the road, towards nme. They're staying this side of the
wall." The radio went dead as | started down the stairs again into the
square and right towards the archway. |f they had a camera in the
Renault, | bet it had been snappi ng away big-tine.



Forty-Five

I got to the arch and waited for information. It wasn't |ong before
Hubba- Hubba came back on the air. That's Roneo One and Two in the car
park, follow ng the wall and unsighted to me."

I went through the archway, turned left, and could see their backs
i medi ately anong the |ines of vehicles.

"N has Ronmeo One, Roneo Two foxtrot. Half-way along the old wall,
generally towards the rail station. L, acknow edge."

An out-of-breath Lotfi did just that.
"L has the trigger on the station."

"Roger that, L. Roneo One, black |eather jacket on jeans, carrying the
bag. Ronmeo Two, brown suede jacket on jeans. L, acknow edge."

dick, click
That's both Roneos now tenporary unsighted. "

I noved to the right as | passed Hubba- Hubba's bl acked out wi ndows,
trying to get a better view now they were hidden by sone coaches.

"Both Romeos still tenporary unsighted, still generally towards the rai
station."

There was nowhere else for themto go just now, unless they could wal k
through walls. Hubba-Hubba would be crawling his way under the snooker
dogs now and noving out of the car park so there would be no del ay when
he needed to go nobile. He had better do it right. The van could see
himfromup there.

They appeared the other side of the coaches.

"Stand by, stand by. N has both Roneos approaching the end of the wall.
No one acknow edge."

| started to cut in left, towards the wall now, so |I'd be nore or |ess
behi nd t hem when they hit the end of it, with freedomto go in any
direction. Roneo One was clearly nervous.

I hit the pressle. That's at the end of the wall and still straight,
generally towards the station. Approaching the first option |eft they
are aware. No one acknow edge."

I was now behind them by about thirty metres as they passed boat kit and
i nsurance shops before stopping at the junction to let a vehicle out.
That's held option left, still intending straight, towards the station.”

They carried on over once the vehicle had passed. That's now foxtrot
still straight."

Getting to the junction nyself, | overheard a voice straight out of
East Enders as a crewcut thirty-sonething with a bl ack nyl on Dockl ands
bonber jacket gob bed off on his nobile.

"I don't fucking care. What's the matter wiv you, you deaf or some fink
Further down the junction a Brit-plated truck with pallets of Happy
Shopper goods was being unl oaded for "Geoffrey's of London', a shop that
seenmed to supply baked beans and plastic cheese to the huge numbers of
Brits who worked on the boats.



I got back on the net. That's Romeo One and Roneo Two still foxtrot,
approaching the main before the station. L, can you at the main?"

The last leg of the route was uphill and they woul d be unsighted to ne
for far too long once they crossed the main as it was higher, dead
ground to ne.

He coul d.

"L has, L has. Ronmeo One. Roneo Two. At the main, they're crossing,
approaching the station.”

The Roneos were unsighted to me now as | noved uphill and the traffic
screaned past in both directions above ne. The station was the other
side of the main. In front of it was a bay for taxis and a small car
par k.

That's H now conplete. N, acknow edge."
Cick, click

Lot h" kept up the comentary.

"That's approaching the station."

| got to the main and al so watched themwhile | waited for the green man
and Lotfi kept gob bing off on the net.

"That's both Ronmeos conplete the station, unsighted to L."

The green man flashed, the bl eeps cried out, and the traffic stopped

reluctantly. | gob bed off and smled as if |I'd just heard a joke on
t he phone.
"Roger that. Nwll take. H go now, mate, go now. H, acknow edge."

got a double click and hoped |I'd done the right thing by taking a chance
and sending himstraight on to Nice. This surveillance stuff wasn't a
sci ence, and decisions had to be made on what you knew at the tine. Al

I knew was that the traffic was horrendous and the train would get there
far quicker than any road vehicle, and | needed soneone else there to
back me. If 1'd nmade a mni stake and they were going for Cannes, or
anywhere else for that matter, Lotfi had better be able to fly in that
Focus of his and keep up with the train.

The old station had undergone quite a renovation within the |ast couple
of years. It had retained its original shape, but the inside | ooked
very nodern and clean, with gl ass everywhere, glass walls, glass
counters, plate-glass doors. As | went in, the Roneos weren't to the
left by the ticket machines, or to the right where there was a snal |
caf e and news- st and.

Four ki ds were snoking round one of the tables, listening to dance nusic
on their radio. | could see a section of both of the platforns and the
two tracks between. Tinme in recce is seldomwasted: | knew the platform

nearest me woul d be going towards Cannes. What | was hopi ng was that
both of the Ronmeos were going down into the tunnel to the left, and
woul d energe on the far side platform which would nean they were off to
Ni ce.

I got on the radio as | checked the tinmetables. That's the Ronmeos on
the platforns. L, can you see thenP"



"L's foxtrot."

I waited in the cover of the station listening to an NRG Radio jingle
boomi ng out fromthe cafe area

Lotfi came on the net.

"Stand by, stand by. L has the two Roneos on the far platform They're
static the tunnel exit. N, acknow edge."

Cick, click

The framed and Perspex-covered tinmetable on the wall said the next train
for Nice was at nine twenty-seven, stopping at Gare Riquier, just seven
hundred netres or so fromthe target shop on Boul evard Jean Xl I1. Maybe
I'"d made the right choice in sendi ng Hubba-Hubba there, after all

I waited near the tinetable and listened to the high-caffeine breakfast
show blaring fromthe radio. | didn't want to nmove anywhere el se now,
because if | crossed the concourse towards the cafe the two Roneos woul d
be able to see ne.

Posters carried pictures of happy fam lies going on trains and really
enjoying thenselves, all with unnaturally perfect teeth. | studied them
for a couple of mnutes before Lotfi cane back on

"Stand by, stand by. Train's approaching, no change on the Ronmeos. |'m
goi ng conplete. N, acknow edge."

dick, click

The train entered the station fromthe direction of Cannes. The dirty
bl ue and al um nium carriages squeaked to a halt. | ran out on to the
platform turned |eft, and headed for the tunnel. Through the griny
glass of the carriages | followed the two Ronmeos' dark faces as they
waited to step aboard with the dozen or so others al ongsi de them

I raced down the steps and along the dimy lit tunnel, passing the
peopl e who'd just got off the train. It |ooked perfectly natural in
this environnent: who didn't run to catch a train?

Taking the steps two at a tinme and naking sure ny peak was down | ow, |
didn't ook at their carriage, but carried on and entered the next one
along. Taking my seat imediately to keep out of the way, | kept an eye
on the tunnel just in case they'd changed their mnds, or were putting
in some anti-surveillance. The train doors closed before it shunted
forward and off we went as | tried to control my breathing.

"L, we're mobile. Go for it now, go! Acknow edge."
Cick, click

He'd be hitting the coast road on his way to N ce, hot on the heels of
Hubba- Hubba, who shoul d have been at least a third of the way there by
now.

I couldn't see the Roneos through the glass of the connecting door this
time, but I1'd be able to see if they got out at one of the four or five
stops on the way.

We energed fromthe shade of the station building and the norning sun
burned through the gl ass, making ne squint, even with ny sun-gigs and
hat on. | just sat there and watched the Mediterranean go past as we



travelled the twenty m nutes towards Nice.

Gare Riquier wasn't like the station at Antibes, an old buil di ng made
new it was still old, an unmanned pick-up and drop-off point for
commut er s

The two Roneos di senbarked along with a woman in a big flowery dress,
dragging a tartan shopping trolley behind her. Both now w th gigs on,
they wal ked out of the station and left towards the busy road, which was
the main drag |1'd used to get up to L' Ariane and the safe house. |
followed themout. The nain was about forty netres away, and the noise
of traffic was al nost deafening. Trucks, cars and scooters fought for
space on the tarmac in both directions as their exhausts hazed the air.
The Roneos stopped about hal f-way, dug out a map fromthe side pocket of
the bag, and got their bearings. |If they were going to the target shop,
it would be left at the main, straight on for about four hundred netres,
then right on to Boulevard Jean XlIl. | waited by a wall snothered in
spray-painted graffiti in both French and Arabic. | imagined the good
news was that they all fucked girls, but | couldn't be sure. The Roneos
put away their nap and turned |l eft at the mmin, under the railway
bridge, before crossing over and heading north along the right-hand side
of the street, maybe to keep in the shade, naybe because they shoul d be
turning right eventually anyway. Ronmeo One had the bag over his

shoul der and was still looking like a cat on hot bricks as he checked
left and right of him still seeing nothing. They carried on past rows
of low end cafes, banks and shops, everything that fed the east side of
town, all very much the poor relations of their counterparts in Cannes
or downtown N ce

Smal | er roads fed the main fromboth sides and the odd tree stuck out
al ong the pavenents. But instead of grass around them there was just
mud and wi ndbl own McDo cartons, dog shit and butt ends. It was a |ot
easier to do the follow here than it had been in Mnaco; one, because
there was less CCTV to worry about, and two, because there were nmany
nmore people noving around in all directions. Werever they were

headi ng, they were obviously |ate.

I tried a radio check but there was nothing fromeither Lotfi or
Hubba- Hubba. | wasn't expecting there to be, but it would have been
nice if they'd been here somewhere to back ne.

They crossed several snall junctions on the right, then stopped at a

| arger one that had lights, waiting with the inpatient herd, which was
growi ng as vehicles hurtled past and air brakes hissed. There were a

| ot more brown and bl ack faces here than in Mnaco, and the two Roneos
weren't getting a second glance. They took the opportunity to check
their map again, while | took particular interest in the range of
mattresses in the window of a waxy pine bed shop. They should be
turning right at the next junction, which was a crossroads, to get on to
Jean XIlIl. Fromthere the target shop was roughly three hundred netres
up the boul evard on the right.



Forty- Si x.

Ronmeo One still | ooked around as if he was expecting the sky to fall on
his head. He lit up as Roneo Two went back to the map

The green man fl ashed and they crossed. | gave another radi o check
before foll owi ng on behind.

"Hel l o, anyone, this is N Radio check, radio check."
Not hi ng.

They turned on to Jean XIIl and becanme tenporary unsighted. | quickened
my pace and fought with the flow of pedestrian traffic to get eyes on
again as French and Arabic nusic fought its way out of cafes and cheap
clothes shops. It was risky to do so this early in the take, because of
third-party awareness. No nmatter where you are, sonmeone is always
watching. But | had to get in there, | had to keep on top of them

being so close to the target and hawal | ada whomwe still had to

I D

| started across the road at the junction with Jean Xl I1, dicing with
the traffic. A scooter had to swerve to get out of nmy way. The Romneos
were still foxtrot towards the target, still on the right. | got to the

other side, turned right, then had them once nore. Being on the
opposite side of the road gave nme a better perspective of what they were
up to than if I'd been directly behind them The shops were all selling
pots and pans, pedal bins and bundles of brightly coloured plastic coat
hangers, and the Romeos mingled well with the early shoppers who'd just
stocked up on toilet cleaner and bin liners.

The net burst into life. That's Hturning on to the boulevard. Radio
check, radio check."

It was a relief to hear his voice. | hit the pressle on nmy Sony.

"N has Roneo One and Romeo Two on the right on the boul evard. They're
at the Cafe Noir, on the right. H acknow edge." Just as | rel eased
the pressle, | saw his Scudo pass ne.

"H has, Hhas. [|I'mgoing for the trigger."

| double-clicked himas | continued taking the Romeos. Both of them
wer e checking shop nunbers to the right and left of them W canme to a
smal |l street market selling fruit and veg, and the Roneos di sappeared
now and agai n between barrows of apples and nelons and street traders
soundi ng |i ke French Del Boys.

I gave a running comrentary for Hubba-Hubba and al so, | hoped, for
Lotfi, who at sonme stage was going to rejoin the net and would need to
get up to speed on the situation.

"N still has Romeo One and Ronmeo Two. On the right at the fruit narket,
still straight, towards the shop. H, acknow edge."
Cick, click

Ten seconds | ater he canme back on the air.

"That's H static, thirty netres past the shop on the right. The target
is a fabric store, one old man, Arab, white shirt, buttoned up, no tie.
That's H foxtrot."



| doubl e-clicked him The Roneos had stopped at a snmall junction and
were still checking nunbers. Roneo One scanned the crowd of shoppers as
Hubba- Hubba came back up on the net.

"H has the trigger. N, acknow edge."
G eat news.

"Roger that. Romeo One, Roneo Two, still on the right, approaching the
end of the market. Can you after the market?" There was a gap while
Hubba- Hubba worked it out.

Cick, click
"Roger that. That's ten short, still on the right."

I shut up now and waited for Hubba-Hubba to see them They passed the
| ast stall and had gone no nore than three or four paces before he was
back.

"H has Roneo One, Roneo Two."

Now | could drop back a little and | et Hubba-Hubba take theminto the
shop. That's now fifty short, still on the right."

I could still see the Roneos, but the fact that Hubba-Hubba had the
trigger gave ne the freedomto think about what I was going to do next.
I just hoped that Lotfi got here soon

"That's twenty-five short, still on the right, checking nunbers. They're
sl owi ng down, they're slow ng down."

I kept ny head low as | |listened, pretending to w ndow shop as the world
passed by. There was no need to |ook directly at the targets. | was

bei ng told what was going on, and it would be a nightmare if we had eye
to eye.

"That's approaching the target. Wit, wait. That's at the target,

going conplete ... that's complete the target. They're talking to the
white shirt. Wait, wait." The cry of a baby and a flood of fenuale
Arabic burst over the net. | heard their waffle get weaker: he was

wal ki ng away fromit.

"His foxtrot, | can't hold the trigger, | can't hold the trigger."

I qui ckened ny pace.

"Roger that. N going for the trigger. You take the rear, acknow edge."
Cick, click

As | got nearer | could see what the problemwas. Hubba-Hubba was
crossing fromleft to right over the road just past the target: he'd
been lurking in a doorway, which two head-scar fed wonmen with | ong coats
and a pramwere trying to get through

He reached the junction, which was two shop fronts to the left of the
target, and di sappeared. His route would take himround to the rear of
the shops and the wi de all eyway.

Security was now definitely being sacrificed for efficiency as | stopped
to have a | ook at the display outside a hardware shop. Ladders on the
pavenent | eant against the wall, and broons and brushes sprouted between



the rungs. No matter; at least | could see the shop
"N has the trigger."
cick, click

I could al so see the conversation that was happeni ng between the unknown
in the white shirt and Roneo One and Ronmeo Two. When that finished,
they started to walk towards the rear of the dimy lit shop. | had to
take off my glasses so | could see inside clearly. It |ooked al nost
enpty, with not rmuch nore stock than a fewrolls of nmulticoloured fabric
lining the walls. They passed a long glass counter with |l engths of cut
material all over the place, then another man enmerged fromthe rear
internal door with a group who'd been standing in the shadows.

"Stand by, stand by. Unknowns on target."

Then | realized they weren't unknown. It was the man with the goatee
I'd seen get out of the Lexus on Wednesday ni ght in Juan-les-Pins, and
go into the Fiancee of the Desert. H's smaller, bald-headed driver was
standing to his right, still |ooking bored.

Goatee |l eant forward and spoke into Romeo Two's ear without any
greeting. | got back on the net. That's a possible Ronmeo Three. Tall
Arab, black on jeans, and goatee beard, with three or four unknowns."

There was a little nore novement in the gloom M view was abruptly
bl ocked as a truck rumbl ed between us. By the tine it had passed,
everybody was starting to pile back through the internal door.

They' re heading to the back of the shop," | said. That's all three
Roneos unsi ghted, could be com ng your way. H, acknow edge."

"Nearly there, I"'mnearly there. Wit out." It had to be the
hawal | ada. They were whi spering the password.

I noved away fromthe hardware shop. It was pointless being exposed to
the white shirt who had now returned to the glass counter. | could
still keep the trigger froma distance. | turned back the way |'d cone,
maki ng sure | could still see the place.

"Hello, this is L. Radio check, radio check."

Relief wasn't the word for it as | felt for the pressle and stopped by
the door of a flat, behind a news-stand.

"N has the trigger on the shop. Were are you?"
" Approaching the target fromthe main."
"Roger that. Wait."

I kept nmy eyes on the shop as a group of teenagers in the world's
baggi est jeans anmbled past with WAl knmans in their ears and cigarettes in

their hands. It gave me tinme to think before | hit ny pressle.
"L, sit rep. | have the trigger front. Roneo One and Ronmeo Two are
conplete the shop with a possible Roneo Three. Arab, tall, black on

blue and a goatee. His foxtrot and getting the trigger rear. o
static and stay conplete in case Roneo Three goes mohile. L
acknow edge. "

dick, click



As soon as that finished, Hubba-Hubba cane on the net.

"H has the trigger." | heard himtrying to control his breathing so he
could be heard clearly.

"N, acknow edge. N, acknow edge."
Cick, click

That's L static. First junction past the market and can take in all
directions. N, acknow edge."

Click, click

I guessed he was on the junction facing the boul evard now to be able to
do that, so he could come on to the avenue and turn left, right, in all
directions.

Hubba- Hubba started to give plate checks in case any of the vehicles
behi nd the shop went mobile with the possibl ehawal | ada.

"White Mercedes van, Zulu Tango one five six seven. Large scrape on the
| eft-hand side. Blue Lexus, Al pha Yankee Tango one three. Highly
pol i shed. "

I was right, it was him
"Stand by, stand by nmovenent by the vehicles.”

The net stayed open for a few seconds and | could hear Hubba-Hubba's

| aboured breathing and the rustle of his clothes before it went dead.
There was a | ong pause and | could feel ny heart go up a gear as

wai ted for the next stand-by to say vehicles had gone nobile. Lotfi
woul d be doing the sane, and his engine would be running in preparation
The worl d just wal ked on past as we both waited on Hubba- Hubba.

The net crackled into |ife.

"That's an Arab, short, fat, brown wool on jeans. Foxtrot fromthe
shop. Wit... He's going to the Mercedes, he's heading for the van
Wait... wait... no good, | think he's seen me, he's using a cell. That's
me foxtrot. Lost the trigger, lost the trigger."

I hit the pressle with ny eyes still on the front of the target.

"H, go conplete. Stand by to take anything that goes mobile. L, go-
Two guys exited fromthe front of the shop. The expression on their
dar k-ski nned faces said they were on a nission

"Stand by, stand by. That's two unknowns fromthe target front, both
Arab and bl ack leather. That's right, towards the junction. H, go
compl ete, get out of there. H, acknow edge."

Click, click
Lotfi burst back on the net.

"Lis nobile." Hs voice was tight with tension and | understood his
concern.

The two guys fromthe shop had reached the junction and turned right. |
hit the pressle. That's the unknowns now right at the junction,
unsi ghted, towards the rear. H, acknow edge."



Hubba- Hubba' s voi ce was a whi sper

"H has the two unknowns, | can't nobve yet. Engine on, engine on the
van."
He was close, | could hear it.

That's ' The next sound was of Hubba-Hubba resisting and Arab voices
shouting. There was |ots of grabbing going on around the Sony as it
crackled like a forest fire.

Fuck. It had gone noi sy.



Forty- Seven.
Shit, shit, shit!

| sprinted across the road, not bothering to | ook out for traffic. W
right hand forced the Browning down into ny jeans to stop it falling
out, and ny left held the earpiece in place. M whole being was focused
on that corner, two shops to the left of the target. | got that
famliar feeling in the pit of nmy stomach, the sane sensation that

al ways cane when shit was on. 1'd had it even as a kid, running away
fromthe bigger boys who wanted to beat me up and ni ck ny di nner noney,
or froman angry shopkeeper whose stuff I'd tried to lift. It was a
horrible feeling: you know there's a drama, you wish it wasn't there,
you know you' ve got to do sonething about it, but your |egs just won't
take you fast enough.

| turned the corner but saw nothing except a few peopl e standi ng naybe
twenty nmetres further down on the other side of the road. Al eyes were
turned to the alleyway. Screans still canme over the net, mxed with
shouts and the sounds of a struggle. Everything was in Arabic but none
of it was from Hubba-Hubba. Then | heard himin the background. He was
in pain, he was getting filled in, he was getting subdued.

My mouth was dry as | drew down and, alert to the third party, kept the
weapon by nmy side. | turned the corner into the alleyway, not bothering
to clear it. There wasn't tine.

| was too |late. The Merc van was bouncing over the potholes away from
me, with one of the unknowns trying to close the rear door. Mdre Arabic
commotion streamed over the net. Even if |'d spoken the |anguage

woul dn't have been able to understand what was being said it was so
confused and | oud. But for sure Hubba-Hubba was in there. | caught a
glinpse of his trainers; he was fighting back as two guys clinbed on top
of him trying to keep himdown in the back

The I eft door was already closed, the small w ndow covered by bl ack
plastic. The second door was pulled shut frominside; that, too, was
covered. | kept running towards the rear of the shop

The Lexus was still there. The back of the shop was cl osed down. Shit,
who to go after, Hubba-Hubba or the hawalladal Lotfi swung into the

all eyway |ike something out of Hill Street Blues. Sonebody somewhere
woul d be getting on a phone to the police. | motioned with ny hand,
trying to get himto slow down, to stop. The vehicle nearly
somersaul ted over its two front wheels as he hit the brakes. H's eyes
| ooked frenzied. The growing crowd on the road turned and gawped.

Junpi ng out, Lotfi had his pistol up, ready to fire.

"Keep it down, for fuck's sake!" | pointed along the alleyway, which
was now clear. The van, black plastic covering the rear wi ndows. He's
in the back. o, go, take it."

I turned to run back the way 1'd come, shouting at him as he junped back
into the Focus.

"I''"ll give you directions at the boulevard, go to channel four, channe
four. Go, go, go!"

| disappeared |left around the corner, going back towards the boul evard.
Fuck the third party now. People everywhere were stopping to
r ubber neck.



| got down to the corner and | ooked left. The van had slowed as the
traffic hit the vegetable market. | turned the dial on the Sony to four
and hit the pressle as | sucked in oxygen.

"L, they've gone left, they' ve gone left towards the main. L,

acknow edge, acknow edge." The Focus screaned into view at the
junction, Lotfi still playing cops and robbers. He was going to have to
sl ow down before he had a crash or ran somebody over. Either would stop
himbeing able to take. He was | ooking frantically left and right,
trying to see where the van had gone, then | ooking down, probably having
just renmenbered to change channels. | kept on sending. They've gone
left, they've gone left towards the main."

He didn't reply, but he nmust have heard nme because the Focus screaned
round towards the market, braking hard as the horn screaned out at
people trying to cross the road in front of him then hurtled down
towards the mass of fruit buyers.

| turned right and had gone maybe twenty netres up towards the Scudo
when | got a blast of screanming and ranting in ny ear. | couldn't
understand any of it.

" Sl ow down, slow down! Say again."

| got to the wagon and started to pull at the soft steel nunber plate at
the rear, feeling for the key and fob taped behind it. Lotfi carried on
trying to get the nessage across; he'd sl owed down but the voice was
still very high-pitched, he was really hyped up

"L has, L has! Past the market straight for the main. They're going
for the main. N, acknow edge, acknow edge."

| doubl e-clicked, not wanting to talk yet, in case he got nore sparked
up.

By now |'d extracted the key fob and hit it to release the centra

|l ocking. | junped in and began turning the Citroen round so | could
back Lotfi. A cluster of third party watched; at |east two were on
mobi |l es. This was a weapons-grade screw up

Forcing the Scudo round into the traffic and driving down towards the
mar ket, | checked ny decision to go for Hubba-Hubba. It nust be right:
Lotfi wouldn't help ne lifting Coatee. But deep down | knew we woul dn't
get CGoatee either way; he would be well and truly going to ground now.
The job was destroyed and | would be, too, if | got caught by the
police. But what could | do about it? Abandon the two of them and just
head for the airport? It was tenpting. | instinctively nmoved ny hand
down to the bum bag, making sure nmy docs were still with ne. | could
just turn round and drive straight to Nice airport, get the first plane
out of here ... Lotfi had calmed down a bit when he cane back on the
net, trying hard to keep the speed and tension fromhis voice.

"L still has, L still has. They are approaching the nmain, lights are
green, lights are green. No indication. Wit, wait. They're intending
right, that's now right on the main, towards the autoroute. Acknow edge,
acknow edge. "

Cick, click

By now | was hal f-way down the market. | couldn't see Lotfi ahead of ne
and just hoped that he was still with them and hadn't got held by the
lights. | couldn't guarantee it, because he was too sparked up to give

me a full comentary.



| tried to anticipate. The main drag went on for about a kilo nmetre and
a half, until it took a sharp |eft-hander at the bridge over the railway
lines fromthe freight depot. |If the van went that route they'd
eventually hit the feeder road that followed the river towards the
autoroute at the north end of town, where the safe house was.

"L still has approaching the freight station." Despite his efforts, he
was still hyped up, tal king an octave above his normal voice, but at
| east | coul d understand hi m now.

I reached the main on red, getting right up close to the car in front in
case it was a short |ight.

That's now at the freight station still straight towards the autoroute.
N, acknow edge."

"Roger that, I'mheld at the main."
cick, click

They changed. All the cars in the queue made it through, and | turned
right, following Lotfi, trying to get closer and back himas he carried
on with the comentary. That's approaching the sw nming pool on the
right." | heard the hiss of an artic's air brakes over the net.

That 7s now at the swiming pool. Still straight, speed forty,
forty-five. N, acknow edge."

"Roger that, N's nobile."
Cick, click

Rai lway |ines appeared on ny left, running into the freight station just
ahead. | couldn't be that far behind them The swi mm ng pool was maybe
three hundred netres further on and | was travelling at roughly the sane
speed as themin the flow of traffic.

Al of a sudden | got a frenzied, "Stop, stop, stop! That's at the
lights before the railway bridge. The van's five vehicles back, I'm
four behind that, lights still red. N, where are you? Were are you?"

I held down the pressle.

"The swi mm ng pool, not far."

"Roger that. Stand by, stand by. Lights green. Wait, wait... Now
mobile. That's left over the bridge. Wit, wait ... Stand by. They
are going ... Wait, wait. That's themin the right-hand |ane ..

intending right, they're going to the autoroute. That's them now
towards the autoroute, they are following the river to the autoroute.
Acknowl edge, acknowl edge. N, acknow edge. \Where are you?"

dick, click

He was starting to get sparked up again as he took the van over the
junction. The inportant thing was that he knew | understood where he
was and he knew I was behind hi m somewhere

The railway bridge traffic |ights were about a hundred netres ahead of
me as Lotfi resuned his comrentary.

"Speed, sixty, sixty-five. Half-way to the autoroute turnoff. N, where
are you? Were are you?"



It was time to talk, now that he'd finished nanoeuvring around
junctions, and was on a straight drag.

"At the bridge lights, and held."
"Roger that, speed no change."

They were on the dual carriage way towards L' Ariane, the autoroute way

above them and ahead, on the viaduct. |If they carried on straight this
side of the river, they could take the ranmp for Mnaco and Italy, or
cross the river and head for the Cannes and Marseille ranp. | didn't

care which one; it'd be nuch easier to take themup on the autoroute,
fuck the toll booths and canmeras now.

Lotfi had nore to say.

" Approaching the bridge over the river, on red. W're going to be
hel d. "

Good, | could catch up. Cigarette snoke billowed out fromthe car in
front, and its radio blared as we waited for ny lights at the railway
bridge to change

"N's nobile."

"Roger that, N. That's at the lights, intending left. They're going to
cross the river, they're going to cross the river."

I turned right on to the fast-flowing road and the riverbed to nmy left.
Ahead of nme were the other two vehicles. | could see the autoroute
vi aduct ahead and accelerated up to ninety Ks, trying to close the gap.

"Stand by, stand by, lights to green ... that's left over the river,
left over the river. N, acknow edge."

Cick, click

Lotfi's voice was still high-pitched, but slower.

"That's hal fway over the bridge. They're intending right, they're
intending right, not for the autoroute, intending right towards
L' Ariane. N, acknow edge, where are you?"



Forty-Ei ght.
Cick, click
Lotfi came back.

"Stop, stop, stop. Held at the lights, still intending towards

L' Ariane. The autoroute traffic nowis noving on. W are held. N
they are definitely intending right. Acknow edge, acknow edge. Where
are you? Wiat if they go into the nountains?"

It was still not the tine to talk to himyet. dick, click

I got nmy foot down and tried to nmake up the distance. |If the van
carried on further north, past L' Ariane and the built-up area, the roads
becane very narrow and wound up the nobuntains on either side. It would
be hard to follow a target in that sort of terrain even with a four-car
team let alone two. It would need both of us to keep on top of the

van, changing positions often so the sane vehicle was never behind the
target for long. At the sane tine, we'd have to keep close to each

ot her, because once we got up into those hills there was no telling if
we coul d keep communications. |f the van becane unsighted, we'd have to
split up and look in different directions to try to find it, which would
totally screw everything

Lotfi canme back on

"Stand by, stand by. Lights to green. They're nobile, right, towards
the incinerator. N, acknow edge."” dick, click

"Roger that, approaching the bridge, approaching the bridge."

"Roger that, N. Still towards the incinerator. Speed four five, five
zero. Increasing."

"Roger that, roger that, I'mat the bridge, at the bridge."

Cick, click

| turned on to the bridge and followed the |line over the stony riverbed.
The viaduct and the incinerator funnel towered into the sky to my right.
| turned right, past the filter light, and as | followed the other side
of the riverbank, | could see Lotfi's Focus about four cars back from
the Merc van. Lotfi was regaining control once nore. That's half-way
towards the incinerator.”

"Roger that. N s backing. |'m now backing. Acknow edge."

"Good, good, that's approaching the incinerator. Wit, wait, at the
incinerator, still straight. Now straight towards the apartnments."”
Cick, click

Lotfi was sounding a ot better now That's approaching the apartments.
Wait, wait. Past the first option left, speed six five, seven zero. It
| ooks like they're not slow ng down around here. N, acknow edge. N
acknow edge. "

"Roger that. That's nme at the incinerator."

"Roger that, N, that's past the second left, wait, past the third. Still
straight, they're still going straight, speed no change."

Driving past the incinerator, | saw the burnt-out shell of the Audi in



the dead ground to the right of it, and the skeleton of a van a few
metres away that had al so been torched.

That's now past the apartnments, still straight. They' re heading north,
it looks like they're heading out of the city, speed no change. |I'm
going to need you soon to take. N, acknow edge." He was getting

spar ked up agai n.
cick, click

That 7 s now approaching the bridge on the right. Brake lights on, brake
lights on! Intending right, intending right, they going back over the
river. That's now right on to the bridge. N, acknow edge. N

acknow edge. "

Cick, click

Looking along the line of the rocky riverbed, ahead of ne | could see
the van crossing the bridge fromleft to right, with the Ford Focus
directly behind. Lotfi cane back

"Hal f-way over the bridge brake |ights on, brake lights on, intending
left."

I could see the the van's rear indicators flashing.

That's now over the bridge, they're intending left into the industria
area. |I'mgoing ' Don't go with them don't go with thenml Acknow edge,
acknow edge. L, acknowl edge. Don't do it."

The van di sappeared as it took the first left just over the bridge. The
Focus went straight as Lotfi told nme what he could see down the option
That's the van at the horse, at the horse. They've gone straight, into
the industrial area beyond the horse, sonmewhere to the left. [|'m

unsi ghted. "

"Roger that. N is checking, Nis checking. L, acknow edge."

I got a double-click as | saw himtake the next turning left and

di sappear. | got to the bridge and turned right, and got a burst of air
brakes and fl ashi ng headlights from an approaching truck as | crossed
his front.

I didn't want Lotfi to go in there. Going into a closed area was
dangerous and it night be a trap. O they night just be stopping in
there to see if anyone was foll ow ng.

| was about hal f-way over the bridge when | heard, "L's foxtrot."
"Roger that. That's nme on the bridge."

As | reached the other side of the rocky riverbed | |ooked into the
first option left and could see the horse he'd been on about. Down on
the left-hand side of the road was a thirty-foot-high stone nonster,
prancing on his hind | egs, Roman fashion. It was to the left of an
entrance into what | ooked |like a decaying light-industrial estate. To
the left of the gate was a |arge, rundown brick warehouse with a faded,

hand-pai nted sign running the full length of the wall, announcing it was
a brocante, selling second-hand furniture and all sorts. There was a
line of vehicles parked into the wall. Fuck it. | turned, crossing

over the traffic and headed to the left of the horse and the vehicl es.

The road qui ckly became a nud-caked, potholed nightmare wi th puddl es of



di esel and muck. At last | saw Lotfi in my wing mirror, wal king down
towards ne fromthe bridge road. | swung |eft by the horse and backed
up against the brick wall of the warehouse, in line with the other cars.
It was out of sight of the industrial estate entrance, in case | was
bei ng watched, and it |ooked natural. | was just your everyday
furniture buyer.

Lotfi was just a few netres short of the estate gates, and was going for
his pistol. |If he'd seen ne, he certainly wasn't com ng over to join
ne.

I powered down the wi ndow and waved to himfromthe Ctroen |like a
long-lost friend, smling and gesturing for himto cross over. It
didn't look as if it was working. Al | could hear was the noise of
traffic runbling over the bridge and the hissing of air brakes. He

| ooked over to ne and nust have had a change of heart, because he ran
reluctantly towards ne, avoiding the potholes as | held out nmy hand in
wel cone fromthe wi ndow for the benefit of any third parties. He played
his part in the pretence, but his eyes were still dancing around just
like they'd done in Al geria.

I tried to cal mhimdown and glanced at the pistol

"Put that away, mate, get in the car."

He i gnored ne.

"Get in the car."

"No, come. That is wasting tine. W' ve got to go and get him Now. "

| started to plead with himthrough the wi ndow, and both of us had
smles on as his eyes screaned round |like a pair of Catherine wheels.

"We just can't go in like that." | gestured for himto get into the
wagon.

"Look, we don't know where they are, how many of themthere are. It
could be a trap. Come on, get in the car, let's take our time and we'l|
all get out of this alive." But Lotfi wasn't having any of it.

"He m ght be dead soon. W have to ' "I know, | know. But let's find
out where he is first, so we can work out howto get himout in one
pi ece. "

"I will not |eave ny brother behind."

"We're not |eaving anybody behind. Just get in the car. W've got to
stay cal mand work out how to get himout. Come on, you know it's the
right thing to do."

He thought about it for a couple of seconds, then wal ked round the front
of the Citroen and clinbed in beside ne. He stared at the rocky

riverbed to the right, where the wall of the brocante ended. | left him
to it, changed channel back to two and listened in case Hubba-Hubba was
sending. There was nothing comng over the air at all, so | switched it

off and renoved it fromny belt as Loth checked chanber.

"l cannot wait any |onger, he could be dead any m nute. Are you coning
with me?"

| turned to a heavy, nostril-breathing Lotfi, who was trying to calm
hi nsel f down as he stared into ny eyes. | couldn't nake out whether he



really cared if | went with himor not: he was going anyway.

"You know this is fucked up ... You don't know how many there are, you
don't know what weapons they have, you don't even know where the fuck
they are. You are going to die, you know that, don't you?"

"God will decide ny fate." He turned for his door handle.

I hated this shit. | should have just cut away and headed for the
airport back at the boulevard. Fuck it. | started to suck in ny
stomach so | could draw down the Browning. | tapped his armwith ny

spare hand to get his attention before nodding at the radio.

"W can't use these things any nore, mate. They might start scanning
channel s on Hubba-Hubba's. Let's just hope they didn't switch to
channel four and listened to us flapping on the way here, eh?"

Lotfi turned and gave ne a smle as | pulled back the hamer from
hal f-cock and checked chanmber. M/ head was spinning Wy was | doing
this? Thank you," he said quietly.

"Yeah, right. Kisnmet ny arse. If I'mgoing to die | mght as well nake
sure a couple of those fuckers come along with nme so they can get their
books, whatever they're called, weighed."

He fini shed checking that his rmagazi nes were correctly positioned on his
belt carrier before |looking up at me as | did the sane.

"Destiny their books of destiny. You know exactly what it is called."

"Come on, then, let's get ' Lotfi's eyes darted beyond nme and he sank

back into his seat. Instinctively, | followed.
"Lexus."
I heard a vehicle crunch over the gravel filling some of the potholes on

the road towards the industrial estate.
"Two up in the front."

I |1 ooked, but now being side on | couldn't see who was behind the
darkened rear wi ndows. Baldilocks was definitely driving.

"Ronmeo Three, with the Goatee, | saw himin the sane restaurant as
Greaseball the other night. | don't know if they nmet or what, but..."

The vehi cl e had gone past the gates and | junped out of the Scudo,
shovi ng away ny Browni ng.

"Come on, we can do this without getting killed now, we have tine."

Lotfi ran round the vehicle to nake up the distance with ne as | headed
towards the rusty, sagging chain-link gate that hadn't been closed in
donkey's years. | kept to the left against the brocante wall for a
little cover as | passed the gate. Lotfi had caught up with nme, and he
still had his pistol out.

"Put it away!" | snapped. Third party, for fuck's sake."

Leaving hima few steps behind to sort hinself out, | kept walking. In
front of me was a ranshackl e collection of buildings, at least thirty,
probably forty years old, sone of brick or stone, sonme of a corrugated
fibre. Pipes that ran between the buil dings had been | agged and pai nted
with tar, and held together with bits of chicken wire. Skips were



overflowing all over the place. Stacks of old tyres had coll apsed
across the diesel-infected tarnac that long ago had lost its straight
edges and was starting to nmerge with the nmud. There was even an old
stone farmhouse and barns, which had |ong since given up the struggle
agai nst the encroachi ng banli eues.

I inched forward, using the wall, trying to |l ook as nornmal as | coul d.
Then, as | reached the end of the wall of the brocante, | saw novenent
to ny left. The rear of the Lexus was disappearing inside a tall brick
building. | held out ny hand behind me.

"Stop, stop.”

| leant back against the wall, just as a train canme into the station off
to ny right, beyond the estate. The screech of its braking wheels
drowned out the clatter of the roller shutter as it crashed down behind
t he hawal | ada and his nen.



Forty- N ne.

I took nmy gigs off for a better | ook at the building and put theminto
t he bum bag.

The estate consisted of six or seven worn-out structures spread around
the edge of a | arge open square. The target building, which | hoped the
van had driven into, was in the left-hand corner furthest away from us.
It was about forty netres long and twenty-five high, and constructed of
dark, griny brick. There were no wi ndows on the front elevation, just
the rusty shutter in the left third, tall enough to take a truck. The
roof was flat, with lines of triangular glass skylights sticking up in
the air like a dinosaur's fins, or sonething in a Lowy painting. Two
other buildings a converted stone barn, and the ol d farmhouse forned the
|l eft side of the square and net the back of the brocante. Just beyond
them was the river.

Lotfi was trying hard to control his breathing; he had his nmouth cl osed
and pulled in air heavily through his nose. The veins throbbed in his
tenpl es as his eyes stayed glued to the building.

"He knows |I'mcoming for him" he said.
"He's waiting for nme."

He started to nove forward and | held out ny armto stop him | ooking
around anxiously for third party. It was m dday, people were on the
move, traffic hummed up and down the nmin.

"I reckon nothing's going to happen to himjust yet, mate. GCoatee wll
want to know what all this neans that's why he's here, it nust be. W
have time nowto do a little planning."

I made an effort to get eye to eye with him but he was too focused on
t he buil di ng.

"W won't be able to get in there anyway | ook, there are no wi ndows this
side, no possible point of entry. Just those shutters, and they're down
and | ocked. And even if we could get in, we haven't got a clue how many
pl ayers are in there ..."

Lotfi's gaze was still |locked on the building as he lifted his hand to
cut off my objections.

"None of that matters to nme. God will decide the outcone. |[|'ve got to
go."

"We'll both do it. Look, if God's going to deci de what happens, let's
give hima hand here and do a recce, give himsonething to work with."
managed eye contact, and he sort of sniled.

"You might be in the good lads' club with him but I'mnot sure | am" |
tilted nmy head to indicate the way we'd just cone.

"Let's | ook round the back."

There were two elenments to this now The first was to get Hubba- Hubba

out in one piece, the second was to Iift the hawallada. W still had a
job to do. If we did it right, maybe we coul d achi eve both but not if

we just went for it like Lotfi wanted to.

We turned right, passing the Scudo, and wal ked al ong the front of the
brocante towards the fence line just as two happy shoppers tried to fit



a couple of chairs on to the roof rack of their N ssan. | hoped we
could work our way along the river-bank, passing the barn and the
farnmhouse, get behind the target building, and see what we could see.

As we took a right again at the far end of the brocante, we were
confronted by a dry, worn nud path that seened to run the whole [ ength
of this side of the industrial estate. It was about four netres wi de,
in the space between the river and the buildings, and strewn with
rubbi sh and dog shit. The remains of a chain-link fence ran parallel
with the riverbank to our left. Od concrete posts were still standing
at five- or six-metre intervals but the wire was either rusty and pushed
down, or missing altogether. About a hundred and fifty netres away on
the other side of the river was the busy main that followed it, and a
cluster of blocks of flats that | ooked as though they'd wanted to join
the L' Ariane club, but couldn't afford the menbership fee.

I wal ked slightly ahead of Lotfi, followi ng the natural path rather than
ki cking through all the decayed Coca-Cola cans, old cigarette packets
and faded plastic carrier bags. About a hundred nmetres ahead of us was
the solid brick side elevation of the target building, easily the
tallest structure in the estate. W followed the path past the end of
the brocante, and now had the solid stone back wall and terra
cotta-tiled barn immediately to our right and traffic scream ng over the
bri dge behind us.

A group of half a dozen wonen suddenly appeared from another path at the
rear of the target building. | |ooked back at Lotfi to make sure he'd
seen. His weapon was out again, down by his |eg.

"Put that fucking thing away, will you?"

The group were headscarfed Arab wonen wei ghed down with overl oaded

pl astic bags. They didn't turn left to cone down towards us, but
carried on straight, through the fence-line. They didn't give us as
much as a second glance as they began to pick their way across the
dried-up riverbed. It looked as if they were heading to the flats on
the other side of the river, and couldn't be bothered going all the way
down to the bridge

The farmhouse was derelict, and graffiti-scrawl ed steel sheets barred
anyone getting in through the wi ndows that faced the river. Sonebody
had started a fire against the steel-covered doorway; black scorch marks
stained the stone and the paint had blistered off the steel. W
continued, trying to |l ook as normal as possible as we negotiated the
remmants of a disenbowell ed nmattress |ying across our path.

We turned right, behind the target, and on to a track that was just as
wel | -worn and covered in litter. Instead of a fence on ny left, there
was now a stone wall about ten feet high. | could see straight away
that there was nothing at the rear that would help us gain entry no
vents, no wi ndows, just nore unrelenting brick

Lotfi canme up level with ne.
"This nust be a short cut to the station."
"VWhat are you on about ?"

There's a railway station just the other side of the buildings, at the
end there. That's where |'ve parked."

We carried on, following the rear of the building; there was still the
other side elevation to check out. At the far corner, about forty



metres along, | finally found sonething useful, a wi ndow frame set into
the brickwork. Lotfi and | exchanged a | ook

"See? | told you it was worth it." At last | got another snile

The wi ndow was netal -framed, with a single glass panel that opened
outwards not that it had been opened in years. The frame was rusty, and
covered with cobwebs and grime. The glass was heavy-duty, frosted and
wired, but there was a small wi nd-activated plastic ventilator fan,

about four inches in dianeter, cut into its centre. The main problem
was going to be the two bars on the other side that | could see casting
dark vertical shadows agai nst the gl ass.

We carried on the five or so paces to the end of the building, and both
| eant against the wall, trying to |l ook as if we were having a casua
chat while | took a | ook round the corner and back into the estate. On
this side, there was nothing but brick once nore. Past the far edge of
the building, | could see the gate off to the left, and beyond that
traffic buzzing al ong the bridge road.

Lotfi | ost patience and started wal king back to the window. | followed,
gl anci ng down the track towards the station, then back at the river

"Listen, mate, nothing's going to happen to himyet. He knows you're
comng, he'll hold on. W've got to do this right."

He was now i nspecting the w ndow.
"The only way is up," | said.

"VWhat do you reckon? Shall we go and see what we're up against first?"
Lotfi wanted to go through the wi ndow. | shook my head.

"It could take far too long. Better to use the tinme clinbing up there.
Maybe there's a skylight open or sonething."

He surveyed the wi ndow once nore, then the twenty-five netres of clinb,
bef ore nodding reluctantly.

"Let's do it. But, please, let's hurry.”
"One of us at atime, OK? It's old."

He checked that his weapon wasn't going to fall out, and | did the sane.
| started to clinb the rusty down pipe hot fromthe sun. It shifted as
it took my weight and there was a small shower of rust flakes, but there
was nothing | could do about that. | clinbed with no great technique,
apart frompulling down on the pipe as opposed to pulling out. | didn't
know how good the fixings were, and | was not sure | wanted to find out.

My hands eventually got to the top and | thrust my forearns on to the
flat roof. My shoulders, biceps and fingers ached fromthe effort of
clinmbing, but they needed to produce one | ast burst of energy. | heaved
and clawed ny way upwards and across, until | could eventually roll on
to the rooftop. It was hot bitunmen and gravel, alnpst nolten under the
sun. It burned into ny knees and the palnms of nmy hands as | sw velled
round to | ook down at Lotfi.

As | leant out, | could see beyond the industrial estate, in al
directions. W were overlooked in the distance by the flats across the
river and a few houses on the high ground this side but, apart from
that, there should be no problemwth third party. | hoped none of the
tenants decided this was the tine to test out a new pair of binocul ars.



I could see the railway station a small one | ess than a hundred netres
away to nmy right. A well-worn path led to it fromthe rear of the

war ehouse, through a gap in the fence, over the line, and into the
parking area. | could just nake out the shape of Lotfi's Focus estate
in aline of vehicles near the road.

The railway line ran parallel to the river, and there was al eve
crossing just past the entry point to the estate that Lotfi nust have
belted over before turning |left and parking.

Lotfi's grunts becanme audi bl e above the drone of traffic as he clinbed.
Two hands appeared at the top of the pipe and | pulled on his wist as
he gripped me. | heaved himover and we both lay on the flat roof,
getting our breath back. | closed ny eyes against the sun, and felt the
heat of the roof burn through ny sweatshirt and jeans.

I rolled on to ny front, nmy clothing pulling at me as the bitunen tried
to nake it stay where it was. After checking that my Browning was stil
secure, and not covered in tar and grit, | crawl ed on ny hands and knees
towards the line of six skylights in the centre of the roof. Even from
here | could see they weren't frosted and wire-neshed, just clear but
grimy. Some of the panes had cracked, and nany were covered in pigeon
shit. It didn't matter: it was a way in.

As | crawled, with Lotfi just behind, the hot tarmac substance beneath
the gravel slowy noved under the weight of ny el bows, toes and knees.
Then its surface split, like the skin on old custard, and | sank a few
mllimetres into the black stuff.

I noticed that ny shadow was nmore or |ess under ne, and a quick | ook at
a now tar-covered traser told ne it was after twelve thirty. The sun
was high, but all the same |'d have to be careful as | stuck ny head
over the glass that | didn't cast the world's biggest shadow across the
fl oor below. Shape, shine, shadow, silhouette, spacing and novenent are
al ways the things that give you away.

| headed for the second skylight fromthe left, because there was gl ass
mssing fromit. | was no nore than a netre away when | heard a scream
frominside, |ouder than the drone of the traffic and the blast of horns
and air brakes.

Lotfi heard it too, and scranbled past ne to get to the missing pane.
I put my hand up.
"Slowy, slowy. Renmenber your shadow. "

He nodded and noved his head up gently, trying to get his face against
the hole. Hi's nose was doing all the breathing now, and his
sweat - covered face was screwed up in anger

I went to the left of himand, with bitumen-covered fingers, rubbed the
grime slowy fromthe glass to get a better view.



Fifty.

Years of pigeon shit hung fromthe steel roof supports like grey
icicles. Then, down at ground | evel, anpbng the ol d faded newspapers and
| unps of rubble, I saw why Lotfi's breathing was suddenly a | ot nore
agitated. Romeo Two was on the concrete floor, naked and covered in

bl ood, getting kicked to bits by the two unknowns |'d seen conme out of
the shop and walk to the rear, the ones who nmust have lifted

Hubba- Hubba. They still had their black |eather jackets over jeans.
couldn't see any weapons on them

There was novenent from Ronmeo Two. He was trying to crawl towards the
Lexus, parked next to the Merc van, which was two up, opposite the
shutter at the far end of the building. Blood dripped off his noustache
and nouth as the two unknowns just followed him kicking, and having a
good laugh. They pushed himdown on to the ground, then kicked him
again, turning himaway fromthe vehicles. The engine sparked up on the
van and it drove slowy to the shutter. The passenger got out and
pulled on the chain. He clinbed back in and the Merc di sappeared, while
one of the black l|eather jackets |owered the shutter

Bel ow us, in the nmiddle of the building, were two vehicle-inspection
pits and two sets of concrete ranmps. Romeo Oneand Hubba- Hubba were
inside one of the pits, also naked. Ripped clothes were strewn around
on the concrete, probably having been checked inch by inch for tracking
or listening devices. Blood had dripped fromtheir faces on to their
sweat - drenched bodies. They were kept in the pit by what |ooked like a
heavy old iron gate froma stately honme, maybe bought fromthe brocante
next door, which had been dragged over the top of it.

Hubba- Hubba sat cross-1egged in one corner, his head down. His
bl ood-wet hair was matted and glinted in the sunlight. | couldn't see
hi s face.

Sweat dripped into ny nouth as | took in the scene. GCoatee stood above
them on the gate, shouting and poking themw th a broomhandle, as if
baiting a couple of pit bulls before the Big Fight.

Al the faces below nme were Arab. Baldil ocks was | eani ng agai nst a
concrete ranp in a baggy blue short-sleeved shirt and bl ack trousers. He
took a long drag on a cigarette and swapped funnies with the fat van
driver, who had a brown pullover stretched over his gut. | thought that
he had been the one to spot Hubba-Hubba at the rear of the shop, as the
Ronmeos prepared for |oading inside. But none of this nmade sense. Wy
lift him and why lift the Ronmeos?

Lotfi was inches fromnme now, his eyes fixed on the pit. Hubba-Hubba's
head was still bowed. He wasn't reacting to the blows, just rolling
with them taking the pain. Ronmeo One was on his knees, beggi ng Goatee
for mercy. What he got instead was another burst of good news fromthe
br oom handl e.

Lotfi turned to ne, his face determ ned.
"He's waiting for ne."
| nodded.

"Not long now, mate. Go beyond the skylight, see if there's a trap
door."

He took another long, hard | ook at his brother before craw i ng backwards
and making his way to the other side of the roof. Maybe there was a



fire door, with a steel escape | adder attached to an interior wall. It
woul dn't hel p us nuch: we'd be spotted at once coming down it. But at
|least it got Lotfi out of the way for a while. | didn't want hi m sparked
up any nore than he was al ready.

As | listened to the screams and shouts | | ooked around bel ow me. The
bui |l di ng was just one big open space, and had obvi ously once been used
as a garage workshop. | was lying with ny head towards the shuttered
entrance at the far end of the building. There was nothing behind it
now, apart fromthe Lexus. It |ooked as though it had been the
vehi cl es' hol ding area, before they were brought over to the inspection
pits and ranps for repair in the mddle. At the other end, the
ground-fl oor wi ndow was hi dden by two Portakabi ns, which stood at right
angles to each other in front of a rough, whitewashed breeze bl ock cube,
no nore than eight foot high, which jutted out of the corner. Unless
Lotfi canme up with sonething nmagical, the only way in was through the
shutter, or that w ndow.

Coat ee stepped off the gate and barked an order at the boys by the ranp.
Bal di | ocks and Van Man threw down their cigarettes, wal ked over to the
pit, and dragged the ironwork gate to one side. Wen there was a big
enough gap, Roneo Two was herded into it by the bl ack-Ieather brothers.

Hubba- Hubba didn't react as the newconer fell in beside himand the gate
was dragged back over. But the reunited Ronmeos gob bed off to each
other and did sonme nore begging to the peopl e above.

A nobil e phone rang. A couple of themreached into their pockets, but
it turned out to be Goatee's. He flipped it open, and did a bit of
busi ness as the other four congregated by the ranps. Cigarettes were
passed round and |it as Goatee carried on his conversation in what
sounded |i ke French. There was even a little laughter fromhimas he
wal ked towards the shutters.

Coatee had a big smle on his face, and waved his left armgently back
and forth as he talked. He was maybe in his early forties with a short,
very neat hairstyle that made him | ook even nore |ike George M chae
today. Hi s body | anguage was cajoling, and he kicked snmall imaginary
footballs against the wall as he noved.

Lotfi appeared fromthe other side of the skylight on his hands and
knees, shaking his head as he closed in on ne. He stared down at
Hubba- Hubba, then shifted his attention to Coatee.

"I't's a woman, " he whi spered.
"He says he'll be home late, there is lots to do."

And then, as if a switch had been thrown, the phone was thrust back into
Goat ee' s pocket and he strode back to the pit. The smile had gone.

The two Roneos were on their knees, beseeching himin rapid Arabic. |
turned to Lotfi.

"VWhat are they sayi ng?"

He put his ear to the hole instead of his eyes and plugged the other one
with his thunb as a jet passed overhead and vehicles raced about us, his
face screwed up in concentration. Wile | waited for himto work it

out, | nmoved the Browning to the back of ny jeans and turned the bum bag
round, letting ny front sink into the bitunen. It didn't make nuch
difference, | was already covered in the stuff. | felt as if |I'd been



crawing in hot vol canic nud.
They don't know who ny brother is. They' ve never seen him before.”

I watched Goatee light a cigarette while he gl owered at the two nen
gi bbering on their knees bel ow him picking off sonme tobacco that was
left on his lips.

They' re saying they're just here to collect noney fromthree | ocations.
One yesterday and two today. They don't understand what's happeni ng.
They know not hing apart fromwhere to collect the noney' He had the sane
thought as | did.

"Ni ck, two collections today?"

Shit! | glanced over to him then back at Goatee, who was holding a
hand out as Van Man brought over Hubba-Hubba'syell ow Sony. He brought
it up to his nmouth and nout hed, "Bonjour, bonjour, bonjour,” with an
exagger at ed sneer.

He flicked his unfinished cigarette into the pit and crouched over
Hubba- Hubba, shouting questions. There was no reaction at all fromthe
Egypti an.

"He wants to know who he was talking to on the radio." Lotfi w ped
sweat fromhis face.

"He wants to know who we are, where we are, what we're doing." And
then, strangely, Lotfi snmled. He |ooked ne in the eye.

"He won't say a word, Nick. He knows |I'm coning."

Hubba- Hubba was still facing the bottomof the pit, not responding.
Maybe Lotfi was right: he actually did believe. Goatee got pissed off
at the lack of reaction and hurled the Sony at the gate. Shards of

pl astic and el ectroni c conponents showered into the pit |ike shrapnel
Then, in what | ooked like an explosion of frustration, he forced the
broom handl e down on to the base of Hubba-Hubba's neck with both hands.
Hubba- Hubba just took the pain and went down, his bl oodstai ned head
falling into Romeo Two's | ap.

Lotfi stared down as Goatee screaned into the pit. He was |ooking far
too calm It was as if he had a plan.

"What el se are they saying, nmate?"
Lotfi closed his eyes and cocked his ear to the broken pane.

"He doesn't believe the Roneos. He says it doesn't matter who is
telling the truth and who is lying. It doesn't matter if he kills them
and he is wong. Soneone else will collect the cash." He opened his
eyes again and | ooked at ne.

"It is nowtinme, Nck."
| nodded back.

"W only have the windowto ' Lotfi jerked away fromthe glass and up on
to his knees. Wping his hands on his jeans to get the bitunen off, he
nodded over towards the gate. The heat burnt into ny palns as | put ny
hands into the black stuff and pushed nyself up to see what he'd seen

He was already crawling towards the down pipe

A Peugeot estate with police markings and blue |ight bar had stopped at



the junction opposite the line of cars in front of the brocante, where
the Scudo was parked. It was three up, and the front passenger was on
the radio.



Fi fty- One.

I had to assune the worst: that third-party calls earlier had alerted
the police about the Scudo and these three boys were just about to get a
pronotion. They'd find the radi os and the boot set-up, and the cash
under the seat together with enough fingerprints to keep them dusting
for weeks. The first thing they'd do was | ook for us around here.

I checked Lotfi's Focus. Nothing was happening there, but it wouldn't
be long before it did after his cops-and-robbers inpersonation. |
couldn't help thinking that maybe it was God's" way of saying, "That's
enough of a recce for ne today, now just get on with it."

Still trying to work out how we were going to do it, | decided to take
one nore | ook down into the building before | went to join Lotfi. |
hadn't reckoned on things getting worse. Goatee was still on the gate,
but the boot to the Lexus was now open and Bal di |l ocks was handi ng him a
red plastic fuel canister. The can was then held up, like a bottle of
Wwine at a restaurant, for the three in the pit to see.

Hubba- Hubba finally | ooked up. The charm had gone from his neck. There
was no reaction at all: he just took the shouting, and bowed his head
once nore. He was waiting for Lotfi to come. But in the neantine he
was preparing to die. Lotfi was nearly at the corner of the roof as a
train squealed into the station. He stopped at the parapet, waiting in
case anyone took the short cut. By the time | had reached him the
train had left. Should | tell himwhat 1'd seen? Wat would it change
if I did? W were still going to have to get down and try to nake entry
through that window. Would it help for himto know that his brother was
on the verge of being torched -especially if it turned out we couldn't
get inside?

Lotfi checked for people crossing the railway line.
"Al'l clear. Ready?"

I nodded, checked ny Browni ng and bum bag, then cl anbered over the
parapet, scrambling down a bit too fast. Slivers of rust sliced into ny
hand, but ny pain was nothing conmpared to Hubba-Hubba's. As soon as

hit the ground, Lotfi started to follow.

I switched the bumbag and Browning fromny back to ny front once nore
and took ny Leatherman out of its belt case. | wanted the weapon back
where it nornmally sat, because it was an instinct to draw down fromthat
position and | got the feeling I'd be needing it.

Lotfi |anded beside ne as | opened the bl ade of the Leatherman. Reachi ng
up on tiptoe with nmy left hand and pushing up with ny free hand on the

concrete window sill, | started to stab and cut into the plastic fan
casi ng.
Lotfi was against the wall, keeping watch. It seenmed a good idea to

prepare himfor failure.

"If we can't get these bars off, the only way to go in is through the
shutter. We wait for soneone to cone out, or nmaybe the van to cone

back, then ' "God will decide what we can and cannot do, Nick. It's in
his hands.” He didn't look at ne: his eyes stayed fixed towards the
track.

That was all well and good, but what if God decided it was tine to |ight
up the pit?



I lifted out the centre of the four-inch-dianeter fan and tried to | ook
through at the bars beyond the now grinmy, bitunmen-snmeared glass. Fuck
it, | had to tell him

"Before we left the skylight, | saw Goatee waving a fuel can at the
three of themin the pit. You know what that could mean, don't you?"

Hi s expression didn't change. H's eyes still didn't |eave the track
But he did have his beads in his |left hand, threading them between his
fingers and thunb, one by one.

"Yes, | do know what that neans." Hi s voice was unbelievably calm
unbel i evably col | ect ed.

"Let's just carry on."
I needed help to get ny hand through the hole.

"Gve us a leg up, mate." | lifted nmy right foot, and he cupped his
hands. W both grunted as | stretched out nmy arm and he pushed up
agai nst the bricks.

I got a glinpse of urinals as | reached through, and at the fourth
attenpt | managed to pull down the rusty wi ndow | atch. Not rnuch
happened. The frane was so old it had been glued in place by years of
weather. | |owered nyself back to the ground and used the Leat herman
bl ade to prise open the frane.

There was no noise frominside, which was good: if we couldn't hear
them chances were they couldn't hear us. | just hoped none of them
suddenly decided they wanted to take a | eak

Pushing at the bars was no good, they were solid, but | used themto
pul | nyself up the extra foot so | could see what was goi ng on. They
were secured by three straight head screws, above and bel ow the frane,
driven through two strips of metal that were welded on to the bars.

| dropped back to the ground and got out the screwdriver of the

Leat herman. "You know we still need to get the hawall ada, don't you, as
wel | as Hubba- Hubba? We've already |lost the third one, and without
these people we don't get to the ASUs. W need them you know what's
going to happen if these ASUs aren't jumnped on?"

"Ni ck, | understand the inportance. You forget, ny brother and
vol unteered." His expression was so calmit was unnerving. He really
did believe in right and wong, and all that Kisnet stuff.

"You al so know it's finished, after this? W are conprom sed to the
police, we have missed the other collection. Let's just get both of
them out, drop off the hawal |l ada, and get the fuck out of this country.

OK? No revenge shit, it'll take too |long."

I pulled nyself up again, using the bars, and managed to half sit on the
sill so |l could get to work with the screwdriver. At |east the stained
toilet and two dust-filled urinals had no snell, just dried cigarette

butts, fromthe eighties probably; the filters gathered around the drain
hol es were faded white with age.

Layers of paint covered the screw heads near the ceiling, and | had to
dig themout first with the blade before | could get the screwdriver to
bite. It eventually started to turn after the head had tw ce slipped
out of the groove and scraped ny knuckl es.



The first screw canme out and | handed it to Lotfi and stayed silent as
got to grips with the remaining ones. There was too nuch to think and
worry about. | glanced at Lotfi, still calm watching up and down the
path. M, | was flapping a bit, but ready to go for it so we could get
the fuck out of France before the police got hold of us.

I didn't bother with the bottom screws, just prised the bars downwards
Then, getting out nmy Browning and turning nmy bumbag round to the back
of nmy spine again, | went in head first, belly-flopping on to the
toilet, using the two urinals as support to stop nme falling on to the
fl oor and maki ng noi se.

I could hear voices the other side of the door

Lotfi followed me through, closing the wi ndow behind himbut not pulling
down the catch.

The door was an over painted cheap interior one, with an old,
brushed- al um ni um handl e. The gap at the bottom was too narrow for me
to | ook through, but the screams and shouts didn't | eave rmuch to the

i magi nation. At least | couldn't snmell petrol or burning yet. Lotfi
al so got his ear to the door. They're begging themto stop we nust
hurry now "

"W need to spread out so we can cover themall. [|'Il take the left,
usi ng the Portakabin that side as cover. You take the right, using the
ot her one."

One of the Romeos screaned so loudly it sounded as if he was in here
with us. Lotfi got very sparked up, his eyes flashing once nore the
same as they'd done in Algeria. | put a hand on his shoul der

"Me left, you right, and this God of yours knows I'mw th you, yeah?"

As he nodded, both Roneos cried out again. | pulled the hamrer back
fromits half-cock position on the Browning and checked chanber by
gently pulling back the backslide just enough to see the brass of the
round in position. Then | pushed it back into position

Lotfi was doing the sanme as | checked nmy bumbag for the last tinme and
wi ped the sweat fromny eyes with a bitunen-stained hand.

Slowy, | pushed down on the door handle and it gave way with the
smal | est of squeaks. | didn't want to burst in. | wanted us to get in
as far as we could, using the Portakabins as cover, before it went

noi sy.

There was a little resistance fromthe hinges, but | nmanaged to pull it
towards ne an inch as Goatee's shouts and the screans fromthe pit
increased. M view was nostly obscured by the Portakabins, but between
themto ny half-right | could see the concrete ranps. And no one was
there any nore.



Fi fty- Two.

I couldn't understand the Arabic, but | could tell the difference
bet ween beggi ng and demanding. Lotfi's hard-set jaw told me that for
himevery word nattered.

I just had to assune that they all were at the pit; there was nowhere
el se for themto have gone, unless they were bumm ng around in the
Port akabi ns or giving the Lexus a polish.

Change of plan now that | couldn't see anyone. | visualized how | would
go straight through the gap in the two Portakabins to the ranps, so
could use themas cover while | dominated the area. None of them would
be able to outrun M. N ne MIlinetre.

That woul d give Lotfi a chance to nove in and |ift Hubba-Hubba, and once
that was done, there would be three of us to get CGoatee into the car and
get the fuck out. And that was about as far as | got. W'd just have
to get in there with the maxi num anount of speed, surprise and
aggressi on, weapons up, making sure they didn't have time to draw down.
Only Lotfi's God could tell where things went fromthere.

I noved ny head back so | could whisper to Lotfi.

"Change of plan, I'll head straight for the ranps and ' A piercing
scream forced its way through the gap in the door. Lotfi junped up,
pushing me over. Pulling at the door, he drew down his weapon before
hurling hinself into the warehouse, scream ng Arabic, running straight

t hrough the gap between the Portakabins then turning right, to the pits,
and di sappearing from vi ew.

I followed, safety off, screaming at the top of my voice, joining in
with everyone el se now as the noi se echoed about the building.

"Hands up! Hands up! Hands up!"

I'd taken only three steps into the warehouse when there was a | oud
whoosh fromthe other side of the Portakabins to ny right, then agonized
screans that drowned every other sound.

| emerged past the Portakabins to see the group to the right of the

bl azing pit staring open-nouthed at us. W both screaned |ouder, trying
to overcome the noise frombel ow us as the flames shot higher than our
heads.

Bal di | ocks was in position to draw down, but coul dn't deci de whether to
do so or not. He |looked at Goatee. He was |looking at ne. | stayed
static, weapon up, out in the open

Lotfi had reached the pit, his screans now just as |loud as those of the
bur ni ng men.

I kept ny Browning up, pushing down with ny thunb on the safety.
"Hands up! Hands up! Hands up!"

The bl ack-1eather brothers were trying to work out whether to take a
chance and draw down, | could see it in their eyes. | felt the heat on
nmy face as | noved in closer, to get better shots, never crossing ny
feet over as | noved, wanting to keep themapart so | had a constant,
stable platformto get sone rounds off on target. | didn't have that
many to fuck about with.



Lotfi, on his knees by the pit, roared with all the air in his lungs as
he battled with the hot, heavy iron gate, trying to drag it just a few
feet.

Hands flailed fromthe flanes bel ow. Di senbodi ed, high-pitched screans
filled the building.

Above ground, the group's eyes were still darting everywhere, at the
pit, at me, at each other. | noved towards themnore and with each step
the stench of burning flesh becane stronger than the fuel's. It was

tenmpting to do all four of them but Goatee was in the mddle of the
group. | needed himalive.

Lotfi yelled for his brother, fighting the flanmes, fighting the gate.
VWhere was Van Man?
There was novenent to ny right and | was too |ate.

The piece of scaffolding swung in hard. | felt a crushing pain in the
right side of nmy chest and the Browning flew fromny hand. | |ost al
the air fromny lungs before hitting the concrete.

Between the flashes in ny head | could see Lotfi lying on the floor,
gripping a charred hand that strained up through the bars of the gate.
The flames were beginning to die. Even if his brother hadn't burned to
deat h, he woul d have been asphyxi ated | ong before now.

Lotfi bellowed |like a wounded animal, a |long, drawn-out, pitiful how of
despair. His sleeves were snoking and burnt away, and his hands and
arns were blistering. Bodies noved in and he was kicked away fromthe
gate, but it wasn't physical pain that was causing his anguish

My glinpse of himlasted a second nore, before feet rained in on ne too.
I could do nothing nore than curl up, close ny eyes, grit ny teeth, and
hope it woul d stop very soon

Angry Arabic echoed round the walls. The kicking stopped. Hands
grabbed ny feet, dragging me on ny stomach and chest towards the pit.
Lotfi's screans got closer. | pushed down on the heels of ny hands to
try and keep ny face frombeing grated al ong the concrete floor and felt
the skin of my palms com ng away.

| opened ny eyes intinme to see the charred but still recognizable
bodies in the pit, and the snouldering paint on the gates. M/ |egs were
rel eased, ny bumbag got pulled off me and | was pushed agai nst the

ri ght-hand Portakabin. Lotfi was frog marched over to join ne and
forced on to his knees. Al four of themstood around us, letting off a
good ki ck now and again. The hem of Bal dil ocks' trousers was just
inches fromny face | could snell cologne and cigarettes, and heard
heavy, | aboured breathing as one of them gob bed on to ny neck

Lotfi seemed oblivious to the state of his arns and hands. Hi s skin was
hangi ng off himlike potato peel, sone flakes red, some black. His

wat ch and Medic Alert |ooked as if they had sunk into his grotesquely
swol len wists. The raw skin on my hands, ingrained with grit, was

i ncredi bly painful, but nothing Iike he was goi ng through.

A pain in the right of nmy chest was as much as | could bear. | had to
take rapid, shallow breaths, and each one felt like | was being stabbed.

Lotfi caught ny eye and started rocking slowy backwards and forwards
with his arns out so he didn't touch them just taking the pain.



"l should have ' He got a kick that rolled himoff to his side. They
closed in on us again just as Goatee pushed his way through the crowd.
They gave hi m some space as he | ooked down just a few feet away from us,
havi ng nearly recovered his breath. 1In his left hand he held our
passports. The four behind himwere already counting out our cash. In
his right hand he held an un tipped cigarette, unlit, and a di sposabl e
lighter. Eyeing us both with nock concern, he placed the cigarette
between his lips and clicked the lighter twice before he got a light.
H s watch, a very slimgold thing, glinted in the sunlight.

He hadn't bought his clothes at a street market either. The black shirt
| ooked quality, and his jeans had an Armani | abel on the back. He snelt
of expensive col ogne and as he snoked | could see well-mani cured nails.
The fingernail on the little finger of his right hand was rmuch | onger
than the rest, to the point where it nearly started to curl. Maybe he

pl ayed the guitar, or perhaps he just didn't like using a spoon to scoop
up his cocai ne.

He traded stares with Lotfi while | cleared the snot and bl ood from ny
nose on to the concrete and ny jeans. Hubba-Hubba lay |ess than fifteen
feet away fromhis brother, yet Lotfi gazed at his killer as if he was
studying a painting. | was inpressed |'d known a few people over the
years who coul d keep their head in a gang fuck, but this was sonething
el se.

Coat ee | ooked down at us and breat hed deeply, before kicking Lotfi in
the 1 eg.

"Do you speak English too?"
Lotfi nodded, his gaze never waveri ng.

Coat ee took another drag of his cigarette. Wen he exhal ed, the hal o of
snoke danced in the sunlight above him

"l suppose you are the people on the other end of the radi 0?" H s tone
was icy. He was waiting for an answer, but Lotfi wasn't giving, and he
was right, but only up to a point. This wasn't the tinme to answer
questions, it was the tinme to start begging for our lives.

| w ped another fistful of snot and bl ood off my nose, then went for it.

"Look, | don't know what the fuck is going on here." | nodded in the
direction of the pit.

"W were just told to follow those two. W thought they were noving
heroin to the Channel |slands. Soneone there was worried it was going
to affect his business. Watever's going on here, we don't need to
know. What the fuck, we can just wal k out of here now and forget the
whole thing ..."

I knew | had lost himon the first fewwords. He didn't even | ook at

me, but remmined staring at Lotfi, and took another drag before gob bing
off at himin Arabic. Lotfi replied with three or four sentences, which
meant nothing to me. | just knew Coatee was getting fucked off by him
big-tine.

Coatee forced a lungful of snoke out through his nostrils as he turned
to face ne.

"What does it matter? | do not care who you are. |If you cane to stea
fromnme, or you didn't, it matters not." He flicked the ash over



towards the pit

"They are dead. You are dead. | still have the money, and I'Il sinply
wait for another collection. | can't afford to take chances. | don't
care what's happened. God understands, God will forgive me." He turned
to Lotfi.

"No?"
There was no reply.

CGoat ee took another drag and turned back to have a word with the

bl ack-1 eather brothers. Lotfi's |lips started to nove; he put his head
down and rocked backwards and forwards slightly | didn't understand all
of it but certainly got the "Mihamrad rasul -ullah' bit.

The Shahada; he was preparing for death.
He might be ready to neet his nmaker, but | wasn't.

Goat ee heard Lotfi too, and turned his head round to watch, before
shruggi ng his shoul ders and throwi ng both passports towards the pit.
They | anded on the gate, one falling dowmn on to Hubba-Hubba's bl ack and
red charred body. Coatee wal ked away and yelled stuff at the other
four.

Lotfi's eyes followed the bl ack-Ieather brothers, one of whomcarried
the enpty petrol container, as they wal ked towards the Lexus. |If God
was on our side, he needed to get his finger out of his arse and do
sonet hing pretty quick.

One of the brothers sparked up the Lexus while the other pulled on the
chain to open up the grease- and grinme-covered shutters. The vehicle
reversed, then turned to face the exit as the hawal | ada's nobil e gave
another ring. He opened it up and headed towards the other side of the
bui l ding. The Lexus went through the door and di sappeared. Van Man
started closing the shutter as Bal di |l ocks kept watch on us, sunlight
bounci ng off his sweat-covered head.

It was a very short phone call: | got the inpression that Goatee was
telling her he mght be back in tine for tea after all, but not to keep
calling himat the office. Watever we were going to do, we had to do
it before the Lexus got back. | |ooked over at Lotfi and his eyes were
still locked on Goatee. Blood dripped fromhis nostrils, bubbling as he
pr ayed.

Goat ee put the phone in his pocket and wal ked back over to us. He'd
al nost reached us when two shots rang out outside. Van Man |let go of
the chain. The shutter stopped rattling, about two feet fromthe
ground, as they all drew down and Van Man dived to one side of the
entrance.

There were nore shots, followed by shouts and the revving of engines,
then the screech of brakes and the sound of a collision. Baldilocks
froze, looking to Van Man for sone kind of clue about what the fuck he
shoul d do next. There were nore single shots. Van Man took a quick

| ook outsi de.

"Pol i ce! Police!"

Goat ee barked instructions at themboth. Lotfi had stopped in
m d-prayer. The light was back in his eyes. He glanced across at ne
with a look that said, "You see, Nick? | was right. God's cone to the



rescue. "

I gave himone back that said, "Let's get the fuck out of here, and
let's do it now..."

He | aunched hinself at Goatee, as the pain in ny chest disappeared and
wr apped nysel f around Bal di | ocks before he had the chance to switch
hi nsel f back on. | hung on to himlike a drowning man, trying to keep
his arnms down and the weapon out of the way. | kept pushing hi m back,
moving ny legs as quickly as | could to keep himoff bal ance. The
pistol clattered to the concrete and we crashed into the ranp, then fel

to the floor, me on top, still wapped around him The pain returned,
big-time. M ribs felt like they'd been given the good news by a
jackhammer. | fought for breath. | heard nyself scream as he squirned

under nme, his pistol just over a netre away.

It was a Beretta, and the safety catch was still on. M brain shrank
That weapon becane ny whol e worl d.

I fell sideways, arm outstretched, but Bal dil ocks managed to sl ow me
down, grunting with the effort, dragging at my leg, pulling at ny
sweatshirt, trying to beat ne to it.

The nuzzle was facing us; ny hand was no nore than six inches fromit. |
could feel his fingers scrabbling at nme, trying to clinb over nme. But |
was there, no pain in nmy hands now, gripping it to nmy chest.

| couldn't breathe. | couldn't suck in any air. Trying to turn the
thing round, | got it in ny right hand. He was now on top of ne,
forcing the weapon down between me and the concrete. M ribcage started
to collapse. | pushed up with ny arse, trying to nake space under ne,

trying to spin the weapon round, stripping the skin off ny knuckl es.

He grabbed my throat. His teeth bit into ny shoulder. | felt his

| abour ed breathing on ny neck

If I didn't get sone air into nmy lungs soon, | was goi ng down.
Starbursts of light flickered across ny eyes. | needed oxygen, ny head

was about to expl ode.
More gunshots out si de.

I got the weapon in ny hand, but his weight was still pressing down on
me too nuch to nove it.

| twisted left and right, jerking up and down, trying to create a gap so
I could free ny hand. He bit harder, his hands shifting fromny throat
to ny arms.

I rolled on to ny right side, got the Beretta into his biceps, and
fired. He shrieked and sprang off me, clutching the wound, wiggling
like an eel. | could see bone and blood as | lay there trying to

br eat he.

Lotfi was lying by the pit, a few feet from Goatee. Both were curled
up, both | eaking bl ood.

Sunl i ght poured in through the gap underneath the shutter. Shots
ricocheted off the steel as Lotfi crawl ed over to the hawal | ada. |
screaned at him "No, let's go, let's go!"

He'd got on top of CGoatee and was forcing the pistol into his face. Fuck
him we'd never get himto the DOP anyway.



"Just do it, let's go come on! Cone on!"
He | ooked over at ne, his face covered with bl ood.
"Conme on! Do it! The w ndow"

Sirens wailed. Rolling off Goatee, he lifted the pistol to fire at Van
Man, who was still at the shutter, but he was in shit state; it would be
a waste of rounds, and he knew it.

The weapon cane down as | noved to the cover of the Portakabins, ny head
swi M ng, vision blurred, eyes wet with pain.

"Cone on, kill him" | croaked.
"Let's go!"

We had to get out of there before the police threw a cordon around the
estate.

Lotfi haul ed himself on to his knees, clutching his stomach. Take him
take himnow ..."

He was still scarily calm
"Fuck him Let's go!" "No, | need revenge, you need the hawal | ada."

He staggered to his feet and stunmbled towards Bal dil ocks, firing two
rounds into himas soon as he was cl ose enough. One exited his head at
an angle and ricocheted of f the ranp.

As he headed for Van Man, | shuffled forward and got hold of GCoatee by
the feet, dragging himbehind the Portakabin. H s head bounced on the
concrete as he tried to keep his hand over the gunshot wound in his
stomach. His black shirt, wet with blood, glistened in the sunlight.

| stopped at the toilet door. | couldn't catch nmy breath, everything
was too painful. But | had to keep dragging. Sonehow, | got to the
wi ndow. Blood streaned fromny nouth as | bent down and tried to get
Goatee on to ny shoul der

I had to get on ny knees to do so, then haul nyself upright on one of
the urinal pipes. He gave a whinper as | stopped to chug up and gob out
anot her mout hful of blood, before trying to shove himout through the

wi ndow.



Fi fty-Three.

He fell out of the wi ndow head first, gasping in pain as his shins
scraped against the metal rimof the frane, before he hit the ground
with a crump and a nuffled cry.

I followed, trying to keep nmy wei ght off ny chest as | wornmed ny way

through, fighting to stop nyself shouting with pain. | finally tunbled
down beside himon the dried mud of the track. Sirens wailed in the
distance. | got to ny knees, trying to suck oxygen into nmy |ungs

wi thout noving nmy ribs. Every intake of breath still felt as if | was
bei ng stabbed. | was sweating all over, the pulse throbbing heavily in
my neck.

On ny knees, | lifted CGoatee by the arnpits, manhandling himback on to
my shoulder. | struggled to get nyself upright, using nmy legs to push,
and ny free hand to claw ny way up the wall. | tried to take deeper

breaths, but the effort just nmade me cough up nore blood that in turn
bl ocked ny nose.

As | stunbled towards the railway tracks and Lotfi's Focus, the sound of
sirens got closer, comng down the main behind me and foll owing the
river.

I made ny way to the end of the building and peered round it, towards
the estate entrance. The white police patrol car was blocking it. The
Lexus had smashed into its rear, spinning it round inits attenpt to get
away, and ending up off towards the farnmhouse in the right-hand corner.

I couldn't see any sign of the black-Ieather brothers, but the three
pol i cemen were bobbing and weaving on the far side of the patrol car
Their main attention was towards their left and the farmhouse area.

Lotfi appeared in the open ground, staggering towards the police with
hi s weapon dangling in his hand. They started scream ng orders at him
as he made his way slowy towards their line. He was buying ne tine to
get away. The gap between this building and the next was about two
metres; after that 1'd be in cover right down to the railway tracks. He
rai sed his hands as nore orders were screaned at him but held on to the
pistol. He noved forward, blood drenching his clothes, taking his tine
to come level with the Lexus, making sure they were follow ng his every
nove.

Woul d they spot ne as | crossed?
Lotfi noved to the right.

I tried to fill my lungs, adjusted Goatee on my shoul ders as Lotfi noved
to the right, towards the farnhouse, firing at the bl ack-Ieather
brot hers who were over there sonewhere, firing back

I went for it.

Sirens seened to be coming fromeverywhere. | couldn't tell if |I'd been
seen or not as | crossed. It didn't really matter. Al that did was
getting to the car.

I lurched along the path, a stone building to nmy right and the brick

wall to ny left, bunping into both. M vision was blurred; | was
feeling dizzy, | needed nore oxygen, but it just hurt too nuch to fight
for it. | heard a fusillade of shots fromthe police that seenmed to
last for ever. |If it meant they were still shooting at Lotfi as he ran

out of rounds and went at themw th his bare hands, | could only hope



his end cane quickly.

The track di sappeared into a cutting, which was |ined both sides with
bushes and caked with drinks cans and cigarette packets. The cutting
was no nore than five or six netres deep on each side, but that would be
enough to hide CGoatee in while | went to get the Focus.

I scranbled and slid down towards the railway. Goatee was naking
spasnodic attenpts to free hinmself, but they only lasted a few seconds.
He lost it once nore and slunped on to ne. | could feel his blood
soaking into ny bitumen-covered sweatshirt and mixing with ny own sweat.
Hi s beard rubbed against ny right forearmas | struggled to keep himin
posi tion.

Signs that probably said "Do not cross here' were nailed up to warn
users of the dangers of this rat run. | picked ny way carefully over

t he stone beddi ng, then crossed the tracks. M nose was still bl ocked,
and by the tinme we were on the far bank ny nouth was full of bl ood
again, making it hard to breathe

I couldn't muster the strength to get himup the other side of the
enbanknent. | tried, but we fell together on to the dry earth path just
a metre up the bank. Sirens were directly above us, on the main beyond
the station. It was decision tine.

I lay there in nuch the sane condition as Goatee, both on our backs and
desperately trying to take in oxygen. He munbled to hinself then

screaned out. | swung a clenched fist to make him shut up, hitting him
sonmewhere in the face. | wasn't too sure where, because ny eyes were
still wet and blurred, but it seened to do the trick

I rolled on to ny front and crawl ed over him | eaving himwhere he was,
and headed slowy up the bank, finally comng | evel with the cracked and
pot hol ed tarmac of the packed car park. The station itself, a dirty
cream brick building, was imediately to ny right. | lay there for a

m nute, fighting for breath, and against the pain that each breath
brought with it. Blood continued to pour out of ny nmouth each tine |
coughed.

Craning my neck around the tyres of the car nearest me, | spotted the
Focus, parked facing the road about fifteen netres away, its tailgate
towards ne. People had stopped, trying to see what was happeni ng, and
were getting on their mobiles to tell their friends about all the
excitenent. More police cars swooped into the area, one passing left to
right on the main. There was nothing I could do to hide myself. | just
had to go for it, and get us both into the Focus before there was no way
out.

It was fuck-it tinme again. | got up and staggered towards the black
estate car, squinting in the sunlight, trying to wal k upright and stop
nmysel f coughing, and failing at both.

| burped up sonme nore blood and gob bed it out. | was going to need to
control my breathing soon, and McDonald's cane to ny rescue. A binto
my right was overflowing with MDo burger containers and grease-stained
brown paper bags. | picked one up, tipped out the used napkins and

ket chup sachets, and shoved it into ny back pocket.

It was then that | heard the gentle thwack of rotor bl ades up above ne
somewhere. | couldn't be arsed | ooking up, just focused instead on the
car.



The glare of the sun made ny eyes water even nore as | bent down and
started to pull at the thin rectangul ar nunber plate Wth the key and
fob in nmy hand, | pulled nyself upright to go round to the driver's
door, and found nyself face to face with a skinny, mniddl e-aged bl ack
worman with a freckled face and multicol oured dress. She stood on the
pavenent by the Focus with two carrier bags of shopping. She just
opened her nouth and stared at ny bl oodstai ned, bitunen-streaked
sweatshirt, and at the blood and snot all over ny face.



Fi fty- Four.

The four ways flashed as | hit the key fob. | grinned at her like an
idiot, not having a clue what to say.

Hal f clinbing, half falling into the driver's seat, | settled for a
smley "Bonjour', and, to ny amazenent, she just replied in kind and
carried on wal king. Maybe she saw bl okes |ike nme every day round here.

I closed the door on the stifling heat and snelly plastic of the
interior and started the engine, checking the fuel gauge as | did so. It
was just over three-quarters full. Good skills he'd filled up at every
opportunity.

I tried to turn nmy head to find the closest gap to the path, but the

searing pain in nmy chest made ne think again. | couldn't get a lungfu
of air. It seemed to be going into my nmouth all right, in short sharp
gasps, but nothing would go down. | was starting to hyperventil ate.

I reached into the back of ny jeans, pulled out the McDo bag, and got it
over ny nose and nouth. Wth both hands cupping it in position, |
concentrated on breathing slowy in and out a few tines, puckering ny
lips. It was a bit juddery, but | managed to get at l|least hal f-lungfuls
before holding ny breath for just a second, then exhaling slowy.

Leaning forward over the steering wheel with the bag over ny face,
repeated the cycle. M eyes flashed up as a red ponpi ers anbul ance
passed ne on the main. This just wasn't happening qui ckly enough.

was fighting to draw oxygen, but | wasn't getting anywhere. And then,
painfully slowy, | started to succeed. The bag coll apsed hal f-way,
then filled out again. It was a big effort and took ne severa

attenpts, but at last | got things under sone kind of control. That was
all 1 could do for now, | really needed nore tine if | was to get ny
breat hi ng back to anything |ike nornal.

I reversed the Focus out of its space, scraping it along the Peugeot
next to me, and carried on backing into the gap nearest to where 1'd

|l eft Goatee. The heels of nmy hands stung as the raw skin ran over the
hot plastic of the steering wheel, snearing it wth bl ood.

Leaving the engine idling, | got out once nore, opened the tailgate and
scranbl ed down the bank. He'd shifted on to his side, and was curled up
in pain. |1 got himon to ny shoul ders once nore, and began to work ny

way up the bank. His weight pressed against ny lungs as | noved up the
hill, and I couldn't stop coughing.

Still nore sirens in the distance, but closing in.

Wen | finally got on to level ground, |I felt like cheering. | reached
the car and tipped Goatee into the boot just as the helicopter closed
in. There was next to no resistance fromhimas | pushed and bent his

legs to fit himin. | checked that the back tray came down flat and
closed the tail gate, pushing down on whatever bit of himwas in the way
until he noved it. Back in the driver's seat, | got the bag over ny
mout h once nore, trying to regulate ny breathing before I made ny nove
My eyes were still watering, ny head banged, everything was bl urred.

The qui ckest way out of the city was north into the nountains. | turned
the ignition and rolled out of the car park. The sun was still fairly

high and to ny left.

To help relieve the pain, | had to | ean ny body left or right rather
than turn the wheel with ny hands. | caught sight of nmy face in the



rear-view. | was really fucked up. | screwed it up further to try to
keep the sweat out of ny eyes as | noved into the traffic.

| carried on out of the city, concentrating on the road ahead as best |
could. Wping my eyes with nmy sleeve didn't seemto nake nuch
difference. Goatee found another little burst of energy, kicking out at
t he back and screaning, then went quiet again.

The road narrowed and we were soon clinbing steeply. The pain in ny
chest was too bad for ne to change gear, and | had to stop in a lay by
to let a small convoy of cars pass before they got termnally annoyed at
my snail's pace. | used the opportunity to take controlled breaths into
the bag, the paper inflating and deflating Iike nmy lungs weren't.

I didn't know where | was, but the sun was still to the left of ne. |
was definitely noving north. There was no way | was going to take the
risk of driving back into the city, just to get on to the main drag that
I knew led directly to Villefranche. | was going to do it
cross-country.

| stayed in the lay by for maybe ten nminutes, breathing into the bag.

Now that | had tinme to do it properly, | was able to breathe back in the
carbon dioxide that | needed in ny blood to relieve the synptons.

W | power al one wouldn't have done the job: | needed the bag to break
the cycle of hyperventilation. | knew | nust be in shit state for this

to be happeni ng.

Breathing a lot better but still in small gulps, | thought about how I
was going to get to the DOR From here, | knew that as long as | kept the
sun on ny left, to the west, the coast would be behind nme. 1'd chuck a

right at the first opportunity, and head east, with the sun behind ne,
paralleling the coast. That way |I'd be able to bypass the city. \When I
chucked anot her right, heading south, 1'd eventually hit the sea. Wth
luck, 1'd be able to sort myself out fromthere.

I rejoined the road, keeping in first gear, only changing up into second
when the engi ne was scream ng. There was anot her outburst from Goatee
in the boot and | turned on the radio to drown the noise. It was

nmonot onous, rapid dance nusic, but at least it was |ouder than he was.

Even if | got Coatee successfully to the DOP, | didn't know what | was
going to do next. There was no way | could go to a hospital. No
identification, no noney, no nothing |I'd be picked up in mnutes. What
had happened down in the industrial estate would be a nassive deal, even
for such a rough banlieue. The police heli was up: they'd be | ooking
for runners. TV and radio would carry saturation coverage any m nute.

I had no chance of getting out of this. The police would find my docs
in the pit soon enough, and then I'd really be in the shit. | couldn't
run to the Anerican consulate. They'd fuck me off at the door. The
only chance 1'd have would be to junp over the wall, giving nyself up to
someone inside the conmpound. Even then they'd probably chuck me out. |
could try making a run for Italy, but 1'd still be in the same boat.

I worked nmy way up on to the high ground, |eaning on the wheel to take
sonme of the weight off nmy chest. The coughing persisted, and the
knifelike pain cane back each tinme ny body tensed as | tried to stop it.

The only chance | had was to get on board that warship. It didn't
matter how!| did it, even if it meant posing as one of the hawall ada.
Only the warshi p guaranteed nedical attention, and offered the
possibility of escape.



| drove with the sun to my left for what felt like hours. | stil

didn't know where | was because |'d been concentrating too nmuch on ot her
things. | eventually took a junction right, which led into a narrow

|l ane with steep, rocky sides, dotted with clunps of grass and the odd
stubby tree. | was headi ng east now, the sun half blinded ne in the
rear-view mrror. The dance nusic banged out, and the boot tray gave a
junp now and again, not quite in time with the beat. | didn't have a
clue how far inland I was, but | knew | was paralleling the sea and was
some way above Nice.

I was feeling nore and nore exhausted. |'d gone on naybe anot her hour
Any road south would do ne now. | found one and with the sun to ny
right and getting | ower, began ny descent towards the coast.

The rapid breathing returned, and | had to pull in at the roadsi de and
get the paper bag on to ny face. The radi o booned, and Goatee gave the
back tray another couple of kicks as | puckered ny lips and kissed air.



Fifty-Five

I gob bed out some nmore bl ood and covered ny nmouth and nose once nore
with the McDonal d's bag, but it was getting wet fromne dripping into it
every five mnutes, and wouldn't be good for nuch | onger.

After about fifteen minutes, the hyperventilation had eased and | threw
the bag back on the passenger seat. The road ahead swamin and out of

focus. Al | knew was that as long as | kept heading south, towards the
sea, | could sort nyself out and get to the DOR As darkness began to
fall, 1 found nyself on an avenue of |arge houses set well back fromthe

road, at the end of which was a sign that told nme Villefranche was to
the left, and Nice to the right.

The volune of traffic increased, and | had to concentrate even harder as
the headlights cane on and the wipers failed to shift the snmear of
insects on nmy windscreen. |In just a fewnore Ks | was approaching the
picnic area. | stopped by the bottle banks, and | evered nyself slowy
out of the car, letting ny arms take ny weight. The car park was enpty,
but | left the nusic on to cover any noise Goatee night make. Opening
the rear passenger door, | bent down to retrieve a full can of Coke
Light froma six-pack in the foot well and shoved it under the right
corner of the nearest bottle bank. My chest felt |like a knife thrower
had used it for target practice as | pushed nyself back up

Back behind the wheel, |I felt under the dash for the brake and reversing
lights cut-out, pressing down on the brake so the rear of the wagon was
now a blaze of red. It was in the same position as on the other two
cars so that everyone knew where to find it, just like the keys. MW
fingers found the switch, and the gentle glow fromthe tail lights
returned in the rear-viewmrror.

I circled the car park and headed downhill, eyes peeled for the DOP
driveway. |If | missedit, |I'd have to go into Hubba-Hubba's ol d
hol di ng-up point, then nmake ny way back uphill, and I didn't want to do

that if |I could avoid it. Every novenent was agony.

| kept the vehicle lights on full beamand let the car just coast on its
brakes, |eaning on the wheel to relieve the pain. | turned off the
radio to help me concentrate. There was no sound fromthe boot.

At last | sawit. | noved into the onconming |ane, killed the lights,
put the Focusinto first and nanaged to make the sharp right turn on to
the track. My chest burst into flames again, and | coughed bl ood on to
t he dash.

The rusty chain was padl ocked to a wooden post at either end. | put ny
foot dowmm. | hit it dead centre and the Focus |unged forward, but then
stopped, throwi ng ne agai nst the steering wheel. The engine stall ed.

My chest was agony. | coughed up anot her nouthful of blood and nucus
and reached for the soggy McDonal d's bag. Wen ny breathing had sl owed,
I lowered the window, l|istening for vehicles. There was nothing; |
nmoved the gearshift into reverse, checked there was no white |ight
behi nd ne, backed into the road, and tried again, this time with nore
revs.

The post ripped out and | braced nysel f and braked, not wanting the
Focus to go all the way down the hill just yet. | turned off the

engi ne, put the hand brake on, and pressed the boot-rel ease catch before
stunmbl i ng outside. Shoving the wet MDonal d's bag down ny sweatshirt
and using the car to support nyself, | waded through a river of broken



boxes, enpty cans and burst bin liners.

The light canme on as | lifted the tailgate. Goatee was still out of it,
just a linp bundle. 1 got hold of his feet and swung them out, bent
down and half lifted, half dragged himout on to the ground. It was
just as well there was no resistance fromhim | wouldn't have been able

to fight back.

I made ny way back to the driver's seat, released the hand brake and
gave the Focus as nuch of a push as ny grating ribs would allow. It
rolled slowy forwards, gathered a bit of nmonentum and carried on down
the slope until it hit a barrier of old washing machines. It hadn't
gone far, but was out of i view of the road, and that was what mattered.

I turned and |inped back to Goatee, got mnmy hands under his arnpits, and
dragged himon to the canvas tarpaulin to the right of the driveway.

A car cane downhill fromthe picnic area, bathing the roadsi de and
bushes in light. | waited for the sound of its engine to die, then
pul l ed hi mover on to his side to make sure he didn't choke on his
tongue. He curled up like a baby. | sat over him | tried |ying down,
but it was just too painful

Coughi ng out nore blood, | checked traser. It was just past seven
o'clock: it could be hours before we got a pick-up. Goatee's condition
was a worry. | wasn't sure he was going to nmake it. Cone to that, |

wasn't too sure about nyself.

I lifted the corner of the tarpaulin and covered him trying to maintain
his core tenmperature. | tried to get sonme of it over ne as well, but it
hurt too much to pull it any further. | started to hyperventilate again
with the effort and the McDonal d's bag finally fell apart as | tried to
breathe into it again. There was nothing | could do but use ny cupped
hands. | rested nmy el bows on ny knees for a monent, but that was too
pai nf ul

More vehicle lights bathed the skyline intermttently for the next hour

or so, then | heard a diesel engine conming down the hill. | |istened
and hoped it would stop at the driveway, but no such luck. It passed
and the lights disappeared. | checked traser again. Only ten mnutes

had passed since the last time |'d | ooked.

CGoatee retched, and | heard a splash on the tarpaulin. He wheezed and
fought for breath, then coughed again and | felt warmliquid on the hand
that | was using to support nyself.

Two or three nore vehicles passed in each direction as | just sat there,
cross-legged, trying to keep ny trunk upright, wishing ny |life away
because | desperately needed Thackery to turn up and get us out of here.
CGoat ee npaned gently bel ow nme; now and again his body tw tched and his

| egs pedalled on the tarpaulin, but at l|east his breathing was nore
regul ar than nine.

Suddenl y, soft bl eeping noises filled the air. | wondered if | was
hal lucinating. It took me several seconds to realize they were coning
from Goatee's nmobile. He started to straighten out his |egs, munbling
to hinmself in Arabic. | lay down next to him feeling in the dark,
finding his hand as it tried to find his pocket. | pulled it away
weakl y.

"Fuck you," he grunted. There were only a few inches between our faces
now and | could snell his rancid breath. M ne was probably no better



I dug into his trouser pocket with ny left hand and pulled out the
mobile. It had stopped ringing, and Goatee was whining in Arabic,
thought nore in anger at not being able to take the call than fromthe
pai n.

"What you sayi ng?"

I could hear slurping as he opened and cl osed his nmouth a coupl e of
times before nuttering, "My wife."

| opened up the phone and a dull blue display glowed in the dark

"Tough shit." Wth the blood- and bitunen-covered thunb of mny right
hand | tapped in the digits 001, then the rest of the Massachusetts
number .

It would be afternoon in Marbl ehead, and she should be hone. She had to
be it was her day to look after the B-and-B. It rang three or four
times, then | heard her voice

"Hel | 0?"

"Carrie, it's ne. Please don't hang up."

"Oh. "

"l need help."

"I'"ve been telling you that for nonths." Her tone changed.

"So, Nick, where do we go from here?"

"Listen, | really need your help." | tried to stop nyself coughing.
"Are you OK, Nick? You sound ... have you got sonebody with you?"
"Yes, | have." | hesitated, then realized |I had no choi ce.

"Look, I'mstill working for George." | mpoved the phone away from mny

mout h, and this time coughed up some nore bl ood.
"N ck?"

I"mall right. | need you to call your dad for nme. Tell himI'm comn ng
inwith today's collection, and the collection is ready now. Tell himwe
bot h need nedi cal attention, and quickly. Can you do that? Can you
contact hinP"

"Sure, his pager. But "Pl ease, just nake the call."
"Of course.”

"Please do it nowit's inportant."

"N ck?"

"I'"ve got to go just do it now, please.” | hit the off button, but kept
the power on in case the phone had an access code.

Goat ee coughed and cl eared his nouth before speaking.
"Your wife?" He lay there waiting for a reply.

"You're dying. People are going to pick us up soon and try to save you,



but that's only because they want you alive. They want to know what you
know. After that, | don't know what happens, but it's not going to be
good. "

There was a pause. He didn't say anything, but | could hear his head
movi ng up and down on the canvas and the smell of his breath came and
went in waves.

"Me, I'mgoing hone. That's the end of it, apart fromthe fact that
sonebody stitched both of us up. Those two you lifted in the shop, they
were the real collectors.” | could hear his head nove again. W were

there to followthem to get to you and then do exactly what |'m doing
with you now So ny job is done, but my two friends are dead. And so

are yours, and chances are you'll never talk with your wife again. Tel
me who you saw in Juan-|es-Pins Wdnesday ni ght, and what they said."

let it sink inalittle before continuing.

"Look, you're fucked, but | can do sonething for both of us."

A vehicle passed by, up on the road, so | let ny words sink in alittle
nor e.

"You've got nothing to | ose, you've lost it already."

He gave what sounded |ike a sob, then made an effort to pull hinself
together. He turned his head towards nme, and the rancid snell returned.

"He said he knew that the collection was taking place today ... He said
the collectors were not the real guys. They were coming to steal the
money, but they were comng with the correct code. He also told me that
there woul d be other guys out there follow ng themas protection.”

What did this man | ook |ike? Was he white? Black?"

"Arab. "

"Wth | ong, greying hair?"

"No, no. Greased back." He coughed, and | heard liquid in his throat.

"I had to do what | did. Surely you understand that? Just tell ne your
price and let me go. |[|'ll pay you noney, nore than you can inmagi ne. No
one will know what happened. You can say | escaped. How nuch do you
want ?"

My mind was on other things. |'d heard all that crap a mllion tines
before, over the years. | thought about the first time |I'd been to
Greaseball's flat. He hadn't been expecting nme, and that was why he'd
tried to hide the tennis bags. 1'd thought he was trying to stop ne
seei ng the syringes when he kicked them under the bed, but that wasn't
it at all: he was going to collect the money in them There were even a
coupl e of racquets out on the landing. Their plan couldn't have been
simpler: they were even prepared to sacrifice this collection so they
could hang on to the other two, Mnaco and Cannes. | opened up the
mobi |l e once nore, nmentally reciting the pager nunber. The first four
nunbers toned out fromthe phone, then | stopped. What if they were

still in the harbour, or anywhere near real people? | couldn't do that.
| had to stop the noney novenent, but it was nmy anger dialling, not the
job. 1 could get sonething organi zed fromthe warship. After all, they

had enough technol ogy on board to find anything, anywhere.

I kept the phone in ny bl ood-stai ned hand as Goatee stirred again.



"Please tell ny wife ... please call her."

I thought about Iying to himto make himfeel better. Then | thought
about Hubba- Hubba's charred hand reaching through the wought-iron gate.
I turned to face himagain in the darkness.

"Fuck you."

He didn't reply, just coughed up even nore blood than | had and started

to breathe very quickly and shallowy. | forced nyself up on ny arse to
relieve some of the chest pain, and felt nyself breathing out of rhythm
| cupped ny hands over ny nose and nout h.

Anot her vehicle roared up the hill and | checked traser. 1t was eight
twent y- seven.

I slid ny way down again, and |lay next to Goat ee.

Al | could do was wait now, try to control ny breathing, and hope that
we were going to get picked up before both of us were dead.



Fifty-Six.

Anot her vehicle swept down the hill, but this time slowed as it neared
the entrance to the track.

Whoever it was canme to a conplete halt, with his engine ticking over. |
heard the hi gh-pitched whine of the vehicle reversing; then a m xture of
red and white |light swept across the bank of bin |iners beside us. There
was just a second's silence before the doors swung open. There was
sonet hi ng about their echo that nmade ne think van, not car. It nust be
them Then the crunch of footsteps headed ny way as red |ight now
fought its way past the collapsed chain barrier

I didn't nove a nmuscle. Mybe it was just sonmebody about to do sone
late-night fly-tipping. |If it was Thackery, he'd know where to find us:
I didn't want to spook him in case he and his nmate were arned. |
wanted to get into the back of that wagon in one piece

Coatee stirred, and | |eant over and cupped nmy hand over his nouth.
realized that | still had the phone in nmy other, and slipped it into the
pocket of mny jeans.

Two sil houettes appeared in front of the gentle red gl ow, weapons
al ready drawn down, and picked their way through the rubbish. The one
on the right saw us first.

"Shit! W've got two!" The other one closed in and gave Goatee a kick
I didn't know whether he was | ooking for a reaction, or if it was just
for the hell of it.

The hawal | ada responded with a dull mpan and curled up even nore. |
didn't want any of that: | didn't know if my ribcage could take it. |
| ooked up and kept mny voice very | ow.

"He's the one you're here for. He's got a gunshot wound to the
abdonen. "

The shadow | eant towards ne.

"I'"'mthe one who delivered him The man ' The punch fl attened ny nose
against nmy face. M eyes watered, and white stars flashed inside ny
head. | lay there, just trying to get ny breath back, as a hand ran
over ny body, checking for weapons. The phone was found and

confi scat ed.

The other did the same to Goatee, then they both picked himup and
carried himby his arnms and |l egs to the van, beyond the bushes. | hoped
they were going to cone back for ne, but just in case, | struggled up on
to ny hands and knees and started to foll ow.

My route was paved with rusty cans and broken gl ass.

I got to the track as the two shadows reappeared. | held up my hands,
taking the pain in nmy chest.

"I"'mone of you," | gasped.
"l need to get to the ship."
They closed in and | got a very thick New York grow in ny left ear.

"Shut the fuck up." Hands gripped ne and half lifted, half dragged ne
into the back of the van. The pain was unbearable but | wasn't



conpl aining. One of the shadows got in with us and the door closed. In
the gentle red glow fromthe rear lights, | could see himripping apart
the Velcro fastenings on a trauma pack. As we started to nove, he
turned on the interior light and | saw Thackery's face at |ast.

He conpletely ignored nme, concentrating on Goatee in the mx of white
and red light fromthe rear units exposed in the back as we bounced our
way back to the road.

He was wearing nuch the sane gear as he had in Cap 3000. | tugged at
his jeans.

"I't's nme. Cap 3000, remenber? The brush contact, the col our was bl ue.
Ilt's me ..."

He ripped open the plastic wapper of a field dressing with his teeth.
"Do you recogni ze nme?"

He nodded.

"You OK?" He sounded |ike one of Dolly Parton's backing group

"Not sure." | dribbled sone blood down the front of ny sweatshirt, as
if to show himwhat | neant. W headed steeply downhill and encountered
the first of the hairpins.

Thackery held the dressing in place over Goatee's gut, and manhandl ed
himover to look for the exit wound. Not finding one, he started to
wap a bandage aggressively around the hawal | ada' s stonach.

"What the fuck's going on here, ny friend? Sone buttons got pressed and
we were told to do the pick-up quick as we could."”

The driver hit the brakes. Thackery held Goatee in place and | put ny
hands on the fl oor of the van to steady nyself as we took another sharp
ri ght-hander, and | ost sone nore of the now drying top |layer of skin
fromny palns. There's been a fuck-up. | need your help."

He conti nued bandagi ng, checki ng Goatee's tongue wasn't bl ocking his
ai rway.

"Hey, man, | don't know what this is about, and I don't want to know. We
know not hi ng, we just do what we do."

More red light bled into the white as the driver hit the brakes for the
next hai rpin.

"l need you to go to the port at Vauban."

"All we do is pick up and drop off, man. Don't even have comms wth
the guys down the hill."

"Look, the nmen who killed the rest of ny teamthey' ve got the noney,
they've got the boat. W have to stop them or all this has been for
not hing. They don't know it yet, but the guys down the hill need to
know where it is. That's why |I'mhere, that's why you got the fast bal
for an early pick-up. W need your help, there just isn't time!"

He finished dressing the injury and stared at ne intently. | explained
about the N nth of May.

"I need to know if it's still there. |If not, bang on other boats, wave
our weapons around, shout do whatever we need to do to find out what's



happened to it."

He hesitated, and got back to checki ng Goat ee.
"How do | contact you?"

"You got a cell?"

He nodded.

“In the front."

"Keep mine, and I'Il take yours. Find out what's happening in Vauban,
then call your own phone."

He nodded and slid back the hatch on the bul khead.

"Hey, Greg, we have a situation here. W have to kick ass in Antibes
after the drop-off."

| 1 ooked through the hatch as we continued downhill. W' d already
crossed the main drag, and were heading into Villefranche. People were
out and about, restaurants were open, neon was flashing.

Then, to our left, | saw the warship, still lit up like a Christmas tree
in the centre of the bay.

Thackery's phone was passed back and the hatch closed. He turned it on
before handing it to ne.

Greg banged on the bul khead and Thackery said, We're here."

The vehicle cane to a halt, then noved on another ten or fifteen netres
bef ore stopping again. An Anerican voi ce echoed outside, "Lights."
Thackery opened the rear door and disappeared |left as the |ast of the
fluorescent strip lights flickered on along a wall. W were in a stone
building with a high terra cotta roof; | couldn't see anybody, but there
were nore Anerican voices around the van as they closed in on Thackery.

We got two guys.”

Thackery didn't fuck about. The one in the sweatshirt covered in tar is
one of ours. He's injured. He needs to talk to whoever is in comand

here. There's nore going down, he'll explain. The other guy, the
pi ck-up, has a gunshot wound to the abdonmen. Looking pretty bad. Look,
we gotta go, he'll explain." A radio crackled and a slick East Coast

voi ce started relaying the information to the ship. Three or four
peopl e appeared at the back of the van, led by a black woman with Venus
WIlliams hair, and a sheet of paper in her left hand. She was dressed
as if she'd stepped straight froma Gap wi ndow, apart froma C ock .45
on her right hinp.

Tour name?" She was fromthe South, too.

"Nick Scott."

"What did you deliver yesterday?"

"A man, Gumaa ... Gumma sonmething. @iy in a blue suit."
"What's the next authentication col our?"

I didn't want to fuck this up. | tried to get ny brain in gear. Blue
was the brush contact, and red was the Nice enunil.



Wiite, it's white."
"OK "

She noved out of the way as Goatee got lifted out by two nen in jeans
and safari jackets with pockets full of shiny scissors and other nedica
kit.

She reappeared, and | saw that the paper she held was a printout of my
Scott passport phot ograph.

"You OK?"

"You in comand?"

"No. He's on board. He knows you're here."
One of the safari jackets cut in.

"Has he been drugged?"

I shook ny head and | ooked back at the wonan.
"I need to get over there."

It was pointless talking to her. | didn't know how far down the food
chain she was, and to relay stuff just wastes tine -which was sonething
we didn't have

As soon as Goatee had been lowered on to a stretcher, a young guy got a
line into his armand attached to a bag of fluid. Two others tended the
gut wound.

Venus held out her armto ne.
"Can you nove?"

I nodded and eased myself down on to the concrete, clutching Thackery's
cell phone to ny chest in a vain attenpt to ease the pain.

I could see now that we were in a boathouse. A grey Navylaunch with a
hard top was waiting at a jetty. The place echoed with | ow but urgent
voi ces and the sound of feet on concrete as the stretcher was taken on
board

Venus put her armround ny waist to help ne to the launch, but it wasn't

the kind of help | needed. | could al nost hear ny ribs grating agai nst
each other.
"It's OK " | gasped.

"I'"ll sort nyself out."
There was a shout from sonewhere behind ne.
"Lights!"

W were thrown into darkness as a set of well-oiled shutters was |lifted
and the van reversed out. The shutters canme down again and the neon
flickered back to |ife.

Keepi ng ny back as straight as | could, | hobbled towards the |aunch.
Venus went to lock up and sort things out. No one was renotely
concerned about ny condition. It was Goatee they were here for.



| pressed a button on Thackery's phone to illuminate the display. The
signal strength was fives

| stunbl ed aboard |ike an old man and sat on a hard plastic bench while
Coatee got the five-star treatnent. He had an oxygen nmask on now, and
was having nore trauma care than a major RTA

We were ready to go. Venus hit the switch again as another set of
shutters opened seawar ds.

The launch started up, snothering nme with diesel funes, then reversed
out into the bay as soon as she'd junped on board.

As we gathered speed, the line of restaurant |ights along the quay
receded. | went back to staring at the phone screen, willing the signa
to stay strong, and hoping that Thackery and Greg weren't scream ng
towards Antibes at warp speed, risking a crash or getting pulled by the
pol i ce.



Fi fty- Seven.

The side of the warship | ooned high above us. A rectangle of red |ight
glowed at us fromthe top of a gangway, about six or seven netres above
the waterline. At the bottomof it two shadows stood ready to receive
the launch. Two bl ack and businesslike RIBs frigid inflatable boats],
each with two huge outboards, bobbed up and down on the swell beside

t hem

The | aunch's props powered down, and we cane slowly al ongside. The two
guys grabbed our side rails. They were dressed in dry bags and bl ack
wool Iy hats, and had rolled-up life preservers around their necks. Venus
got to her feet as they pulled us al ongside.

"Come with me." She nodded down at the stretcher
"\Where he's headed, you don't want to go."

I left Goatee to his fate, and nmade ny way up the gangway behi nd her.
was feeling weak and nauseous, and salt water gave the good news to ny
hands as | tried to get a grip on the guardrail.

W apping nmy arns around ny chest like a cold child, | stepped into the
red glow There was a gentle humof radio traffic, and rmurnured
exchanges anong the dozen or so bodies crouched in the snall,

steel -encased hol ding bay. They were all in dry bags, unzipped to |et
in some air. Next to each man, a Protect helnet, the sort canoeists
wear, rested on top of a black nylon harness, holding nagazi nes for the
10mm versi on of the Heckler & Koch MP5. All wore leg holsters with .45
Clocks. The red light was to protect their night vision; sonething was
going to happen out there in the dark and, by the ook of things, it was
goi ng to happen soon.

One of the bodies stood and spoke quietly to the wonan. Her nanme wasn't
Venus, it was N sha.

Then he turned back to the group.
"White light, people. Wite light."

Everybody cl osed their eyes and covered themw th their hands as he
threw the | ock on a bul khead door and pushed down the handle. White
light poured in fromthe corridor, drowning the red. | followed Ni sha;
as the door closed, we stood blinking in a corridor lined with some sort
of imtation wood veneer. There was conplete silence, except for the
gentle hum of air-conditioning fromthe ducts above us. Qur rubber

sol es squeaked on the highly polished Iino tiles as | foll owed N sha

al ong the corridor, expecting a squad of inperial stormtroopers to
appear at any nonment.

| kept unw apping an arm checking the phone. The signal bars suddenly
di sappear ed.

"Stop!"

She spun around.

"What's the probl en"

"I can't go any further." | started to turn back towards the red room

"l haven't got a signal. The two guys in the van, they're heading to
Antibes there's a boat, we need to know where it is. | need a signal."”



"You tal king Ninth of May?"

| nodded.

"W got it. Left Vauban a couple hours ago."
"You're already tracking it?"

"We'll hit it just as soon as it crosses the line into internationa
waters." She turned back the way we were headi ng.

"Come on. Sonmeone is waiting to talk to you."

W cane to anot her veneer-covered steel door, with a stainless-stee
entry systemalongside it. She tapped in a code, there was a gentle
buzz and she pulled it open for me. Banks of radar and conputer screens
glowed at us fromthree sides of the room This had to be the ops
centre. Mybe a dozen people, all dressed in civilian clothes, talked
quietly into radios and to each other as they studied the screens.

The room was snall, maybe five netres by five, with wires gaffe red to
the floor and wall; this wasn't a pernanent fixture. A |large command
desk dom nated the centre of the space. A grey-headed forty-sonething
in a green polo shirt stood by it, poring over charts, nmapping and

phot ography with two nore serious-1ooking heads. All three grasped nugs
of steam ng brew, and none of them | ooked up

As N sha and | approached, | could nmake out satellite inmages of Vauban
and BSM and then an enl argenment of my passport picture.

Greyhead finally acknow edged our presence. He raised a pale,
overwor ked, acne-scarred face.

Ni sha noved over to one of the conputer screens.

"You in conmand?" | asked.

He gave ne the once-over

"You OK?"

I shrugged.

He nodded in the direction of N sha, who was now hol di ng a phone.
"I wouldn't keep himwaiting."

"Who?"

He didn't answer, but | didn't really need himto. As he turned and
told someone to get me a nmedic, | dragged nyself over to N sha, eased
mysel f down into a padded swi vel chair, but couldn't stop another spasm
of coughing. Stuff cane up, but there was nowhere to gob it, so

pul I ed out the neck of ny sweatshirt and used the inside. | wiped ny
mouth on ny sl eeve before taking the phone. | put the nobile on the
desk top; there were two signal bars on the display.

"N ck?" 1t was George
"Where are the ' The collectors? They're dead. It's not themon the
boat, | reckon it's ' "Stop. | need two things right now One: where's

the rest of the tean?" "Both dead. The police will have the bodi es by
now ..."



"You sure they're dead?"

I took a long, slow, painful breath.

"l watched one die, and heard the other."

"Good. Were you part of the incident in L' Ariane?"
"Yes."

"CGood, we can contain that." | heard himturn away from t he nout hpi ece
and speak to the people around him This was a deni abl e operation: they
were making sure every track that could | ead to us had been bl ocked.
Lotfi and Hubba- Hubba were no | onger assets. They'd been witten off
George' s bal ance sheet.

I could hear nurmurs of approval fromthe voices around George as he
fini shed passing on the great news.

"OK. Two: is the device still onboard? Qur people are going to
intercept."

"Listen, George, it's not the collectors on board. | just told you,
they're dead. It's the source and Ransay. They got the team and the

collectors killed, and they've taken the noney."

"W know, son, we found out yesterday. They won't get to keep it for
| ong. "

We found out yesterday? They knew? Wiy the fuck hadn't we known?

"What ? We coul d have done things differently ... the other two could
still be alive."

"I keep telling you, son, | don't tell even God everything. Now, is the
goddamed device still in position? They don't know it exists yet they
need to know if it's still there.”

I shook ny head in disbhelief.
"What ' s happening? You lifting then?"
"All we want is the noney."

"You're just letting themgo? They got our guys killed ' "OK, son, this
is howit goes down. |It's over. They go free, we get the nobney, we get
the hawal | adas, you get a nedic, and a good night's sleep."

"My team are dead, George. You're letting the fuckers go?" He didn't
even pause to draw breath.

"l have other plans for those two. Don't mess up on ne now. You have
everything to | ose, and nothing to back up with."

I remained silent for a nonent. | thought about the boys on the RIBs
giving Greaseball and Curly a big kiss on both cheeks and wavi ng as they
di sappeared into the night.

George seened to be reading ny nind.
"Son, do | need to worry about you?"

"No, GCeorge," | said.



"l know what |'ve got to do."

"Good. Tell them about the device. W'I| neet soon."
The phone went dead and | gave Ni sha back the receiver
"There's an expl osive device on board."

She turned to G eyhead.

"Simon, we definitely have a device on board."

He | ooked up sharply from his desk

"On the top deck, a plastic cylinder tucked into the settee behind the
wheel. There's no anti-handling device ... just twi st the cylinder,
take the two AA batteries out and it's safe. |'lIl draw a picture."

Ni sha was already fetching nme paper as the informati on was passed down
to the red roomvia one of the radi o operators.

One of the nmedics arrived as | started sketching a diagram of the device
and its location, trying not to smear it with too nuch bl ood.

Greyhead had other things on his mnd

"Stand to, the crews. The Ninth of May ... Looks like they've stopped
huggi ng the coast and are heading out to sea. Should be over the line
in twenty-five."

The red roomwoul d be a hive of activity now as the crews pulled on
their chest harnesses, made ready their weapons, and finally put on
their Protects and |ife-preservers.

As | sat there, trying to cut away fromny anger, the thenme tune to
M ssion | npossible struck up. Heads spun to see which shit-for-brains
had brought a cell phone into the ops centre.

| pressed the green button and i nmedi ately got Thackery hollering in ny
ear. |It's gone, the boat left!" | heard the kids fromthe Lee in the
background. There were two on board, the guy who owns the boat, and his
friend ..."

I 1 ooked around me as things started getting nore intense. The crews
were in the boats, ready to go.

"Stand down, mate, it's all been taken care of."
" \Mat ?Il

"It's all been taken care of, stand down. Thanks, mate, thanks." | hit
the end-of-call button, then finished the drawing and handed it to
N sha.

| sat in the swivel chair as G eyhead confirned the crews were ready in
their boats. As soon as they had the drawi ng, he'd give themthe go.

"Contact thirty-three mnutes." He wanted to nake sure they were in
i nternational waters

George was right, of course. This was going to be a |long war, and
Greaseball would be even nore useful in future. Now they'd stolen from
al - Qaeda, George had both of themtightly by the bollocks, and could



poi nt themin whatever direction he pleased, as long as HV didn't get
themfirst.

"Contact twenty-nine mnutes," a voice called out fromthe radar screen

I wondered what was happening on the Ninth of May. Curly would probably
be doing the driving, |leaving Geaseball to pull the cork on a bottle of
good chanpagne. Next stop, nmaybe, sone boy town Greek island and the
start of their own big bang theory.

The ops room continued to follow the progress of their two crews.
"Same headi ng. Contact twenty-one mnutes."

But then ny snile disappeared. So what if they |ost the nbney? They'd
still be alive: they'd still get to go wherever it was they were
headi ng.

As the nedic lifted ny sweatshirt and started to have a good | ook at
what was left of my ribcage, | pictured Lotfi and Hubba-Hubba in their
Mari gol ds at the safe house, having a good |augh as | gave them ny
jester inpression. They had saved ny life, and kept their promse to
each other. Nowit was tinme for me to keep nmine to them

| started pressing the buttons with ny right thunb as the nedic dug into
his bag. A gentle beep sounded each tine | hit another digit of the
pager number, willing it still to be in range.

Suddenly the answering service was gob bing off to ne in French. |
didn't understand a word it was saying, but | knew what it neant: "Wit
for the tone, then tap in the nunber that you want the pager to display.
After that just hit the star button."

I waited for the tone, and did exactly that, just hitting the eight
button a few tines, then the star. | pushed the phone agai nst ny ear
and hel d ny breath.

We had done our job, and done it well; so fuck George, and fuck
everyt hing he had for ne.

A few seconds | ater the answering service cane back to ne, and this tine
I understood every word.

"Message bien reque.”
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The coast road north ran parallel with the rail track out of Boston. |
wat ched fromthe carriage as it cut through the icy marshland. The day
was dull and grey, the only burst of colour a huge Stars and Stripes in
the distance, fluttering froma flagpole at the point where the earth
met the sky. | wondered how cold ny reception was going to be at
Wonderland or if | was going to get one at all

The ot her passengers on the aluminiumcommuter train still |ooked at ne
as if I'd just escaped fromthe |ocal nuthouse, naybe because | was in
the sane greasy, unshaven state as last tine, nmaybe because | still had
traces of bruising, and the cuts on ny hands and head had not yet
healed. | was too exhausted to worry.

The front pages of their papers still carried pictures of troops in

Af ghani st an, where the Taliban were now on the run

"Inside the Manhunt' read the cover of Tinme nmmgazine, and Bin Laden's
face stared out at ne through the cross-hairs of the art departnent's
sniper rifle.

I hadn't seen George yet, and still didn't know what was goi ng to happen
to ne. M big hope was that I'd find a passport in ny Christnas
stocking, but | wasn't hol ding my breath.

The train rattled on across Rivere. Every tine | did this journey |
felt as though | was in the mddle of an Anerican history | esson
everywhere you | ooked there was something to remnd you that the Brits
had had their arses kicked here a couple of hundred years ago.

remenbered telling Carrie, "W'lIl be back as soon as the | ease runs
out." It had seened quite funny at the time, but | couldn't raise nuch
of a smle right now | was too busy wondering how nuch Brit arse was

going to get kicked today.

The war shi p had wei ghed anchor within hours of the Ninth of My

expl oding, after Greyhead' s boat teans had finished trying to make sense
of the fireball they'd seen in the distance as they closed in. Once we
were within reach of the western Italian coast, | was shoved on a heli.

The headquarters of the US 16th Air Force, based at Aviano, was about an
hour and a half from Venice, but | missed out on the sightseeing. My
three days there were spent in a featureless adnin block, getting
debriefed by two men and a woman to the roar of F-16 fighters and a

cof fee percol ator whose power kept cutting out. At |east the coffee was
hotter on the flight back to the States, courtesy of the USAF.

They told me George had gone ballistic about G easeball getting the good
news. | spent a bit of time describing how the device worked, but
couldn't for the life of ne explain what had caused the detonation

Maybe a wrong nunmber? That had al ways been a worry.

They nodded, then noved on, but | wondered how long it would be before
George took a long, hard | ook at Thackery's phone records. Watever, |
woul d just have to play dunb: it was one of the things | was really good
at .

Bei ng holed up at Aviano at |east gave nme tine to rest ny two broken
ribs, with some help froma shedful of codeine and sl eeping upright on a
settee.



Gunaa and Goatee hadn't been so lucky. They'd wasted no tine in telling
the interrogation teamwho their contacts were in the US, and a bunch of
six-man ASUs, one living in the Detroit area, had al ready been covertly
rendered. There would be nore to come: the two hawal | ada were giving
out information faster than Bl oonberg.

The Detroit ASU had planned to drive to the Mall of Anerica in

M nnesota. Seven times |larger than a baseball stadium wth nmore than
forty-two mllion visitors every year, it was the perfect target for a
dirty-bomb attack. Their plan was pretty nmuch along the lines George
had feared. All six were going to nove into the mall at different
times, through different entrances, on to different floors in different
sections. They had ained to detonate thenselves at exactly two p.m on
24 Decenber. The place would have been filled with tens of thousands of
shoppers, kids in line for Santa, all that sort of Christmas stuff.

I thought Lotfi and Hubba- Hubba woul d have been pretty pleased to have

got in the way of that. | just wi shed they'd been here to cel ebrate.
Their bodies were probably still in a norgue in Nice. No one was goi ng
to cone forward to claimthem they'd probably be burned, or buried by
the French in paupers' graves. | hoped that they' d both be getting

their little bit of the Paradise Lotfi had spent so nuch tine talking to
God about, and that they'd been able to | ook down on the N nth of My
with a big smile on their faces as it got the good news.

I thought about the three of us fucking about with the hats in the safe
house, and Hubba-Hubba with that evil eye thing around his neck, and

couldn't help but smle. Then, fromnowhere, | could hear his voice as
clearly as if he was sitting next to ne: "He hates this. He says | wll
not go to Paradise ... But he is wong, | think. | hope ..."

I hadn't been able to stop thinking about their sister, Khalisah. What
woul d she and their famlies do now? They'd be needing noney. | didn't
know how t hese things were done: would George see to it that they were
| ooked after? He'd have to, surely he'd have a hell of a job recruiting
nmore Lotfis and Hubba-Hubbas if they discovered their famlies wouldn't
bet aken care of if everything went to rat shit. But there was no way |

could trust him even if he said he would. 1'd do sonething about it
nmysel f. The Megane woul d have been towed fromthe square in Anti bes by
now, but with luck the noney we'd taken off Gunaa would still be under
the seat. It wouldn't be nuch, but it would be a start... The bridge

over the Saugus river took us into Lynn. W were nearly at Wonderl and.
Last time I'd come up this track |'d | ooked forward to a new job, a new
life. But what now?

I didn't even know if she was going to take the day off work to neet ne.
But if she didn't, 1'd just go and sit on the doorstep until she cane
hone. There were sonme things | needed to say, and thought she needed to
hear .

Hubba- Hubba had hel ped make nmy mnd up
He'd been sitting in the cab of the Scudo, repairing his evil eye.

"W are a fanmily first, no matter what disagreenents we nay have, no
matter what pain we may suffer ... We learnt long ago to neet in the
m ddl e, because otherwi se the famly is lost."

I couldn't be a student or a bartender or anything else, for that
matter. | couldn't do anything other than what | did. Sure, |I didn't
much like a ot of the stuff that went with it. But she had once said



to ne that she didn't care what | did, as long as | was good at it.

Well, this was what | did, and | was good at it. And, thanks to ny two
friends with the Marigolds and the shower cap fetish, 1'd realized | was
wor ki ng for something | believed in. The people | cared for lived in
the country | had played a small part in protecting, and for once in ny
life |l felt good about what | had done. And if the angels did conme down
and wei gh nmy book of destiny for a |augh, then maybe there'd be a page
or two of good stuff for themto read.

Maybe Carrie would read it too. WMaybe | could tell her about Lotfi and
Hubba- Hubba and Khal i sah, and we could take a few steps towards the

m ddl e. People can stay together if they really want to, even if
there's a whole lot of shit going on around them | knew that now |I'd
seen it happen.

The train canme to a halt and people stood and reached for their hats and
coats, and gathered up their bags of Christnmas shopping. The automatic
doors drew back to reveal the signs for Wnderland station

| stepped out of the carriage. It was as cold as it ever was, and the
wind was bitter. | zipped up nmy fleece jacket, and joined the throng
heading for the barrier
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