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It was a pl easure boat.

At | east, that's howowner and ski pper Geor ge Crane woul d have descri bed
it. It had been bought for pl easure back inthel ate-1980s when busi ness
was t hriving, noney both plentiful and cheap. He' d bought it to indul ge
hinsel f. H s wife had nagged about the waste of nobney, but then she
suf fered fromchroni c sea-sickness and wouldn't set foot on it. She
woul dn' t set foot onit, but there were plenty of wonen who woul d. Pl enty
of wormen for George Crane and his friends. There was Li za, for exanpl e,
who |iked to stand on deck clad only in her bikini bottom waving at
passi ng vessels. God, Liza, Siren of the South Coast. Were was she
now? And all the others: Gail, Tracy, Debbie, Francesca ... He smiled
at the nenories: of routes to France, Portugal, Spain; of trips taken
around the treacherous British Isles. Trips taken w th wonen aboard,
or with wonen pi cked up en route. Wne and good food and perhaps a few
lines of coke at the end of the evening. Good days, good nenories.
Menories of the pleasure boat Cassandra Chri sta.

But no pl easure toni ght, the boat glidingacross acal mBritish Channel.
This was a business trip, the client bel ow decks. Crane hadn't caught
much more than a glinpse of her as she'd clanbered aboard with her
rucksack. Brian had gone to help her, but she hadn't needed any. She
was tall, he was certain of that. Dark maybe, as in dark-haired, not
dar k- ski nned. Eur opean?

He couldn't say. Brian hadn't been able to add nuch either.

"Just askedif she coul d go bel ow. Better downtherethan up here getting



in the way.'

' She said that?

Bri an shook his head. 'All she said was "I' m goi ng bel ow'. Not even
a question, nore |like an order.'

"Did she sound English?

Bri an shrugged. He was a good and honest soul, unburdened by i ntell ect.
Still, he woul d keep his nouth shut about tonight's work. And he cane
cheap, since he was already one of George Crane's enpl oyees, one of
that dwi ndling band. The busi ness had overextended itself, that was
t he problem Too big aloan to push the business into new areas, areas
drying up just as George Crane arrived. More |l oans to cover the earlier
loan ... It was bad luck. Still, the business would weather it.
Cassandra Christa, however, might not. He'd put word out that she was
for sal e, and an ad had been pl aced i n a coupl e of newspapers: onequality
Sunday, one daily. There had been just the one phone call so far but
it was early days, besides which maybe he woul dn't have to sell after
all. He gl anced at hi s watch. Five m nutes short of threeinthe norning.
Crane stifled a yawn.

"Want ne to check the cargo?' Brian asked. Crane smled.

" You stay where you are, yourandy little sod. The cargo can | ook after
itself.'

Crane had been told - had been ordered - not to be interested, not to
be nosy. No chit-chat, no questions. It was just a delivery, that was
all. He didn't know quite what he' d expected. Sone chisel -chi nned | RA
bastard or ex-pat felon. He certainly hadn't expected a young wonan.
Young? Well, she noved like a young worman. He had to adnit he was
intrigued, despite the warning.

The worst part woul d be coning up soon: the | andi ng on the coast. But
she spoke English, so that shoul dn't pose any probl emeven if they were
stopped. A midni ght cruise, take the boat out, breathe in the ozone,
that sort of thing. A nod and a wink to Custons or whoever. They
under stood these things. The pl easure of making | ove on the deck of
a boat, sky above, water all around. He shivered slightly. It had been
a long tine. The good days seenmed an awful |long tinme ago. But nmaybe
they'd return. Afewnore runs like this wouldn't go am ss. Money for
old rope. And to think he'd worried about it for weeks. Shane really
that he was selling the boat. But if he did a good job, a snpoth job
of work, they night enploy his tal ents again. Another job or two would
save the Cassandra Christa. Another couple of jobs |like this one and
he'd be honme and dry.

' Shoreline, Skip.'

"I told you | don't Iike "Skip". Skipper's okay.'

"'Sorry, Skipper.'

Crane nodded. Brian's attributes included sharp night vision. Yes,



thereit was now. The coastline. Hyt he and Sandgat e probabl y. Fol kest one
just alittletotheeast, their destination. Fol kest one was t he drop-off,
t he danger point. Then they' d turn the boat back t owar ds Sandgat e wher e
it hadits nooring. Moreinstructions: after depositingthecargo, head
back out to sea before maki ng for final nooring. Do not hugthe coastline
as this would nmake themnore likely to be spotted.

Asilly order really, but he'dbeentoldat thestart: youeither foll ow
the orders to the letter or you don't take the job.

"I''l'l take the job," he'd said. But the man had shaken his head.
"Don't make up your mind so quickly, M Gane.' That was the way he'd
said it - Grane. He had trouble with

consonant s. Dani sh? Somet hi ng Scandi navi an? Or Dut ch naybe? ' Take your
time. You need to be sure for yourself. I'll tel ephone you next week.
Meanti me, happy sailing.'

Happy sai ling? Wl |, plainsailinganyway. Crane di dn't expect trouble.
Ther e was no Cust ons activity tospeak of round herethese days. Cut backs.
The British coastline was |ike a net - full of hol es t hrough whi ch you
coul d push unseen anything you liked. Crane had been definite about
t hat .

"Not if it's drugs. | won't have anything to do with drugs.'

The forei gner had shaken his head slowy. 'Nothinglikethat. It's just
a body.'

" A body?'

"Alive body, M Grane. Very nuch al i ve. Soneone who want s t o see Engl and
but finds thenself stranded on the Continent w thout a passport.’

" Ah.' Crane had nodded at that. He had hi s i deas: m ssi ng peers, runaways,
crooks fromthe Costa Del Sol who'd decided they'd pay anything for
the pleasure of an afternoon in a British boozer. 'Wat about a name
t hen?'

Anot her shake of the head. 'No nanmes, M G ane.'

"So howw Il | know I've got the right person?

An i ndul gent smile. ' How many people do youthink will beinthe mddle
of the English Channel at mdnight, waiting to neet a boat?

Crane had | aughed. 'Not many, | suppose. Any night in particular?

"Il let you know. | nust warn you now, you won't get nuch noti ce,
a fewhours at nost. So make sure you are home every eveni ng. Make sure
you remain available. And M Gane ... ?

' Yes?'

"Better think up a story to tell your wife.'

H s wife! Least of his problens, he'd assured the man. But t he nan had
seemed to know quite a | ot about his problens, hadn't he? The way he'd
approached Crane that early norning outside the office, telling him
he m ght have sonme work for him But he hadn't wanted to discuss it
in Crane's office. They'd arranged to nmeet in a pub instead, that



l unchti me.

Wth nothing to |l ose, but suspecting sone kind of trap, Crane had gone
al ong. What he hadn't told the nan was that one of his own nen, M ke
McKillip, was inthe bar too. First sign of trouble, Mke's orders were
to wade in. Mke liked a bit of a barney, and Crane had slipped him
a twenty as drinking noney.

But there'd been no barney, no trap, just a nuted conversation, nostly

one way. Abusiness proposition.. . believeyouownaboat.. . financial
difficulties .. . would like to hire your services. That was the way
he'd put it: "I would Iike to hire your services.' Like George Crane

was sone tugboat skipper. But then the man had started to tal k serious
nmoney. He offered £1, 000 on acceptance of the contract - he'd called
it that too, naking it sound | i ke 'gontrag' - £2,000 on delivery, and
a further and final £2,000 twelve weeks after delivery.

' Three nont hs? Howdo | knowyou won't... | nean, |I' mnot suggesting. ..
but all the sane.' Crane's head spun with t houghts of noney. He gul ped
a mout hful of whi sky.

Cue the smile. 'You are a businessman, M Gane. Cautious, prudent,
and suspicious. Youarequiteright. But thetime-lagis sowe canassure
oursel ves of your silence. If we don't pay, you could go to the police
with your story.'

"Hardly! 1'd be an acconplice.’

' Nevert hel ess, you could tell your story. W would

rat her pay for your silence. Two thousand seens to me a small price
to pay for the gift of silence.'

Ceorge Crane still wasn't sure about that. What story coul d he possi bly
tell? Still, he'd have done the job for three grand in any case, and
t hree grand was what he' d have by the end of tonight'slittle adventure.
Three t housand beauti ful pounds, a thousand of which had al ready been
| odged i n what he cal | ed hi s ' Nunber Four Account', one of several he'd
managed t o keep hi dden fromt he I nl and Revenue' s sni ffer-dogs (t he sane
sni ffer-dogs he' dsuspectedof layingatrapfor himinthefirst place).
There was fifty quidto pay Brian, of course. It didn't seemnuch, but
anyt hi ng hi gher and he nmight start to get suspicious. Fifty was just
right for Brian: enough to buy his fidelity, but not enough to get him
exci t ed.

There were |ights al ong the coast, wel cominglights. Heturnedto Brian
now. 'Better tell her we're hone.'

"I think she already knows.'

And here she was, coming in a crouch through the small doorway and on
to deck, pulling her rucksack behind her. She stood up straight,
stretchi ng her back. She was tall, five-ten or thereabouts. Tall and
thin. Hard to tell much nore through t he waterproof she was weari ng.
She had a package with her which she held out to Crane. He accepted



it.

"Brian,' he said, 'take over here for a sec'

"Ri ght, Skipper.'

Crane made his way to the side of the boat, nearest to the | and. There
was enough light to see by. He didn't want Brian to see how nmuch noney
was i nvol ved. He tore open the package and fli pped through t he wad of
notes. Fifties. Looked |i ke about forty of them Wll, he wasn't goi ng
to stand here counting themout |ike Shyl ock. He stuffed theminto his
i nside jacket pocket,

creating a confortabl e bul ge, and returned to t he wheel. The wonan was
| ooki ng at him so he nodded t owards her. Only towards her, not at her.
It was difficult to neet her eyes, difficult to hold their gaze. It
wasn't that she was beautiful or anything (though she mght be in
daylight). But she was ... intense. And al nbost scowing, |ike she was
spoiling for a fight.

"Round the coast a little way yet, Brian,' Crane said. 'Just outside
the town, that's the drop.’

"How rmuch | onger?' she asked. Yes, European, thought Crane. Probably
British, but she | ooked as if she'd been away for a while.

"Five minutes,' he said. He produced a hip flask fromhis pocket and
unscrewed the top. "Adrop of malt,' he explained. 'Care for a tot?
She shook her head, but as he drank deep she said: 'Good health.'
He exhal ed noisily. 'Thank you. And here's to yours.' Then he passed
the depleted flask to Brian, who finished it off in a nouthful.
"W' ve got adi nghy,' Crane announced. It was good policytol ook hel pful
if he wanted future contracts. 'W can row you ashore.'

"Il swim Just get nme close.’

'The water's freezing,' Brian protested. 'You'll catch your death.'
But she was shaki ng her head.

" And what about your bag?'

"It's waterproof, and so am|.'

"It'1l sink I'ike a—

She was taki ng of f the waterproof, slipping out of her shoes, undoi ng
her j eans. The t wo men wat ched. Under neat h, she was weari ng a one- pi ece
bl ack bat hi ng cost une.

"I must get one of those for the wife,' Crane nuttered.

She was stuffing her clothes intothe rucksack. 'I'Il change back when
I reach shore.'

Brian, staring at her long white | egs, seenmed to be picturing this.
Truth be told, Crane was picturing it too. She m ght not be beautiful,
but she had a body. Christ, she had a body.

' Thanks for the thought,' she saidfinally, with a slight tw st of her
lips. It was as if she'd been reading their m nds.

"It's been a pleasure,' said Crane. 'A pleasure.'



They dropped her off and watched for a few nonents as she struck for
shore. She swamstrongly, draggi ng the rucksack after her. They were
no nore than a hundred yards fromland. It |ooked |like she'd nake it
with ease. Then Crane renenbered his orders.

"Back out to seawith her, Brian. We'll come around to Sandgate. Hone
before dawn with a bit of |uck.'

' She was sonet hi ng, wasn't she, Skip?' Brian was still gazing towards
shore.

'Yes, son,' adnitted Crane. 'She was sonething.'

She changed qui ckly. The rucksack contained quite a lot, including
several changes of clothes and shoes. It also contained air pockets
tohel pkeepit afl oat. She defl ated t hese. The rucksack had been heavi er
early oninthe evening. She snled at the nenory. Wapped i n pol yt hene
i n an al ready wat er pr oof ed pocket was a di ary, and beside it sonme odds
and ends of nake-up. The makeup was like a talisman to her. Mke-up
was t he begi nni ng of di sgui se. What el se was i nthe rucksack? You coul d
tell a lot about a wonman fromthe contents of her bag. If you tried
hard, thisrucksack wouldtell youalot too. Passport, drivinglicence,
money. Afewsmal |l tools. Sone packages of what | ooked | i ke pl asti ci ne.
A tarot pack. A handgun. That was about it.

She didn't look out to sea, but she listened to it. The steady cl ash
of waves, the whistling w nd. Exhilarating. Her hair, pinned back, was
still drying quickly, her scalp chilled by the wind. Asharp salt snell
clung to her. Her eyes were closed slightly as she listened. Then, in
t he di stance, she heard a | oudi sh pop, there and then not there. Like
t he neeting of balloon and pin at a children's party. She knew she had
nmeasur ed the anount of the charge well, and had placed it well too,
down in the bowels of the boat. The hole blown in the hull would be
acoupl e of metresindianeter. The vessel woul d si nkinseconds, seconds
of shock and horror for its crew And if the explosiondidn't kill the
twonmenoutright . .. well, what chance of their reachi ngl and? No chance
for the ol der man, m nimal for the younger. M ninal was as nuch as she
liked to | eave to chance. But she hung around for a whil e anyway, just
i n case anyone did reach shore. There was a certain amount of shelter
so she did not freeze. In fact, the breeze was grow ng al nbst warm
O perhaps she was just getting used to bei ng back.

No sign of the two men. She waited seventy-five m nutes, then unpi nned
her long hair, lettingit fall forwards over her face. Asinple trick,
but one which reduced her age by several years, especially when she
was not wearing make-up. She t hought of the boat afinal tinme. It would
be a nere oil slick now. Perhaps banknotes were floating on the tide.
Usel ess things anyway.

She made her way to the main road and began to wal k. Hitching al ong
the south coast. Goingtovisit afriendin Margate. (O diftonville:



dare she say Cifton-ville?) Didn't get alift out of Fol kestone, so
spent the night there, sleeping rough by the roadside ...

That was the story she would tell to whichever

nmotori st picked her up. Someone would pick her up. Sonme nman, nopst
probably. She was a si ngl e woman, young. They m ght | ecture her about
t he danger s of hitchi ng al one. Shewoul dlisten. Shewas agood i stener.
Alorry driver mght even go out of his way and take her to Margate
or Ciftonville in a single run. O course, he woul d expect a favour
inreturn, sonething nore than her good ear. Her good nout h maybe. But
that was all right. That wasn't a probl emfor her. She was soneone el se
after all, wasn't she? And t onorrow she woul d be soneone el se again ...
Cassandr a

Tuesday 2 June

Everyone inthe Collator's O fice had what m ght be terned a ' cleri cal
mnd . Wiichis tosay that they were scrupulous intheir filing. They
were, in fact, a kind of pre-information technol ogy production Iine,
feeding data into the central conputer. This was their purpose in the
Collator's Ofice. It was up to the conmputer to deci de whet her sone
news i t emor ot her m ght bei nportant. The conput er was capabl e of t aki ng
a petrol station holdup in Kel so, the abduction of agirl in Doncaster
and the finding of a body inrural Wil es, and nmaki ng of thema pattern.
But nost of thetime it didn't. Most of thetine it just sat wherever
it sat, a glutton's bottonl ess stonmach, ingesting story after story,
itemafter item w thout excreting anything inreturn. Alot of false
roads were taken, al ot of pal pabl e nonsense spewed up by t he conmputer.
And occasional | y a nugget of truth, but not often. No, not very often.
There were tines when Col | ator's Assi stant Jack Constant thought that
t he only t hi ngs keepi ng hi msane were t he edi ti ons of French newspapers
whi ch he brought into work with him Constant t hought he'd pl unbed t he
dept hs of boredomand futility during his year-long stint as Ceri cal
Assistant inthe of fice of Her Maj esty's Col | ect or of Taxes. He' d spent
t he year sendi ng out denmands and remni nders and final notices, noting
paynment s and passi ng t he non-payers on to his boss. Ayear of | edgers,
producing in hima | edger nmentality. But then conputerisation had
"saved' him by taking over his nbst onerous tasks, and a series of
shuffl es between departments had seen him dropped finally into the
Collator's Ofice. The pit.

' So howgoes t he Font of All Know edge?' asked Cynt hi a Crockett, afell ow
CA. Each day, sonetinmesinthe norning, sonetimes after thel unch break,
she asked t hi s questionw ththe sane qui zzi cal smile. Maybe she t hought
it was funny.

' Foak knows,' replied Constant, FOAK bei ng the Font of Al Know edge,
the central conputer. Another CA, Ji mW/Ison, had anot her nane for it.
He called it the Fat Controller, or, when in a bad tenper, even the



Fat Bastard. He'd once conme into work wearing a T-shirt printed with
the | egend who's that fat bastard? M Grayson, the office head, had
sumoned hi mi nto the i nner sanctumfor a qui et, disciplinedword about
dress code.

Afterwards, W1 son had not been nollified. 'Wants us wearing suits and
bl oody ties. | mean, it's not like we're dealing with the public, is
it? W never see anyone. Nobody except old Gayskull hinself.’

But he hadn't worn the T-shirt again.

Constant suffered his coll eagues, even 'old Gayskull' of the shiny
head and tweed-knit ties, drifting towards his pension. M G ayson's
wi fe packed himexactly two sal nbn paste sandw ches, one apple, and
one snal | chocol ate biscuit for hislunch every day. Yvette woul d never
do that. It would be a fresh baguette and sone Canenbert, maybe with
pi ckles or a small salad with vinaigrette. The French took their food
seriously, and Yvette, Constant's girlfriend, was French. She lived
in Le Mans, whi ch neant that they nmet only for holidays and occasi onal
franti c weekends (trips barely sustainable on a CA's sal ary, not when
hi s phone bill was so big). Yvette was still studying, but woul d soon
come to England for

good. She'd get a job as French assistant in sone school. They woul d
be together.

Meanti me, he had hi s newspapers. Usual |y Le Monde but occasi onal |y one
of the others. He read themto i nprove his French, and al so because
Yvette didn't seemso far away whi |l e he was readi ng. So whenever a br eak
was due, Jack woul d reach i nto his desk drawer and bri ng out his French
newspaper, sonething to digest with the unspeakabl e coffee.

He read t he sni ppet of news again. It was squeezed onto the front page
bel ow a nuch | onger story about forest fires in the Mediterranean. A
boat had sunk in the Channel, barely twenty kilometres fromits home
port of Calais. There were no survivors. Four sailors dead. The story
j ogged Jack Constant's nenory. He'd filed a story earlier inthe day,
somet hing about a boat sinking off the south coast of England.
Coi nci dence? He wondered i f he shoul d mentionit to someone. He | ooked
up fromthe paper and sawthat M G ayson had appeared fromhis inner
sanctum He was | ooki ng around as though bew | dered to find hinself
there. He saw Constant |ooking at himand deci ded to approach for a
conversati on. Anot her day, sonmeone el se woul d suffer. Past t he conmputer
screens and the brown fil e-cases and the newspaper cuttings and the
print-outs and the fax sheets he canme. Past the cl ack of keyboard and
the sizzle of disk-nenory. Towards Jack Constant.

" Jack. "

Constant confirned this with a nod.

" Everyt hing qui et ?

"Quiet as it gets, sir.'



Grayson nodded seriously. 'Good.' His breath snelt of sal non paste.
Wth a sad half-snile, he began to turn away.

Why not ? thought Constant. It might pep the old

bugger up a bit. 'Ch, sir? he said. 'lI've got a story here m ght be
of interest.'

M Grayson seened to doubt this. To be honest, Constant was doubti ng
it too.

Wednesday 3 June

Inthe service, there was al ways soneone above you. But the information
| adder coul d splinter - amissingrung. Theinformation |l adder depended
on people like Jack Constant reporting sonmething to soneone |ike M
Gray-son. And it depended on Grayson's instinct or 'nose', his ability
t o weed out what was i nteresting fromwhat really was nmer e coi nci dence.
The i nformati on was t hen passed up t he | adder to hi s superior, who m ght
make further inquiries before either filing the piece or passing it
on to someone nore senior yet.

These were | of ty hei ghts now. Wirki ng fromhi s own snall office G ayson
had never net his superior's superior. He'd once received an inquiry
fromthat person. The inquiry had been dealt with as a priority. M
Grayson's of fice had never had to deal with i nquiries fromyet higher
of ficials.

The item the bare conparison of two sinkings on a single night, was
passed quickly fromrung to rung until it reached an of fice somewhere
incentral Londonwhereatwenty-five-year-oldnman, onlytwoyears ol der
t han Jack Constant hinmsel f, readit. He was humi ng an ari a and chew ng
a pencil and had his | egs stretched out infront of him one foot crossed
over the other. He had pushed his seat out fromhis desk to facilitate
this, hislegs beingtoolongto stretch beneath the desk itself. There
was a wall imrediately in front of the desk, wi th nenos and postcards
and fire instructions pinned to it.

He read the itemthrough three tines. Spotted in Le

Monde of all places. Either somebody was on the ball or this nman .
what was the nane, Grayson? Yes, this man Grayson ran a tight ship.
Poor met aphor under the circunstances. The itemhad grown unwi el dy by
now, attached as it was to notes fromthe various of fi ces t hrough whi ch
it had passed. But though unwieldy it was also irritatingly flinsy,
constructed fromthin sheets of fax paper. It had been faxed (standard
practice) by the last office to seeit. The real thing would turn up
here eventual |y, but the fax was supposedto save val uabletine. M chael
Barclay did not |ike faxes. For a start, no matter how often the
Engi neering Section explainedit to him he couldn't see howthey were
safe froma tap. Tap into a fax Iine with your own fax, and you'd get
a copy of anything sent tothe origi nal machi ne. Codes coul d be decoded,
scranbl ers unscranbl ed. As he'd told his coll eague from Engi neeri ng,



"If you can nake sonething, you can unmeke it.' To prove his point,
he' drigged up his owninterceptiondevice. It had worked, just, proving
his point if nothingelse. After all, GCHQmade alivingfrominfornmation
intercepts, asdidthelisteningposts dottedaroundthe UK |f anything
there was an intelligence overload these days. Too rmuch i nformation
to assiml ate.

Assim | ate? There was too nuch to sift, never mind taking any of it
in. Whiichwas why thislittle story interested him It was a fl uke that
it had conme this far. The image that popped into his head was of a
particul ar sperm breaching an egg. A fluke. This fluke called life:
those very words were printed on a nmeno above his desk.

Well, this particular fluke did have its curiosity aspect. It would
bear i nvestigation. There was only one thing for it. Barcl ay woul d have
to show it to his superior.

M chael Barclay did not think of hinself as a spy. Nor

woul d he even say he belonged to the secret service or the security
service - though he'd agree security was at the root of rmuch of his
work. | f pressed, he night nod towards the word Intelligence. Heliked
the word. It nmeant knowing a lot. And 'Intelligence’ neant know ng at
| east as much as and preferably nore than anyone el se. This was the
problemwi th the word 'spy'. It belonged to the ol d days, the Col d War
days and before. Breaking and entering, sleeping with the eneny,
m crofilmand mcrophones in ties and tunnels under enbassi es.
These days there was no black and white: everyone spied on everyone
el se. This was no revel ation, it had al ways been the case, but it was
nor e open now. More open and nore cl osed. Spy satellites were toys only
theveryrichandthevery paranoidcoul dplayw th. The spyi ng comunity
had grown | arger, all-enconpassing, but it had also grown smaller,
forming itself into an elite. Al change.

He' d actually used the word ' paranoid' in one of his selection board
interviews. Acalculated risk. If the service didn't want to think of
itself as paranoid, it would have to recruit those who suspected it
of paranoi a. Wl |, he' d passedthe exans andthetests andtheinterviews.
He' d passed the initiation and the regul ar assessnents. He' d begun his
own slowcrawl up theladder. And he' d seen that t he worl d was changi ng.
No spies any nore. Nowthere were only the technicians. Take tel enetry
for exampl e. Who t he hel | knewwhat al | t hat garbl e of i nf ormati on neant ?
Who knew howto ungarble it? Only the technici ans. Machi nes m ght tal k
to machines, but it took a wonderful human mind to listen in and
comprehend. Barclay had done his bit. He'd studied electronic
engi neering. He' d been a dab hand with a few ni crochi ps and LEDs ever
since his early

teens, when he'd constructed his own digital clock. At sixteen he'd
been bui | di ng | oudspeakers and anplifiers. And at sevent een he' d bugged



the girls' showers at his school.

At university he'd been 'noticed' : that was the way they'd phrasedit.

H s work on | ong-range surveillance had been noticed. H's grasp of
geostationary satellite technology had been noticed. H s special

project on mniaturisation had been noticed. Fortunately, nobody
noticed that he'd cribbed a lot of the project fromearly R& done by
Japanese hi-fi conpanies. A career path lay ahead of him full of

i nterest and vari ety and opportunities for further |l earning. Acareer
in Intelligence.

M chael Barclay, Intelligence Technician. Except that he'd ended up
here i nstead.

He didn't need to knock at Joyce Parry's door. It was kept w de open.

There was sone argunment in the office as to why. Was it to keep an eye
onthen? O to showsolidarity with then? O to showthemhow hard she
wor ked? Most of the theories bubbledto the surface on Friday eveni ngs
inthe Bull by the Horns, the frankly dreadful pub across the road from
the of fice bl ock. The Bull was a 1960s creati on whi ch | ooked no better
for its 1980s refitting. Inthe 80s, refitting had meant a | ot of fake
wood, eccentric ornanments and books by the yard. The effect was kitsch
Edwar di an St ept oe and Son, with sad beer and sad graffiti inthegents'.

But on the occasional Friday night, they nanaged sonehow to turn the
Bull into a cosy local, full of laughter and colour. It was anmazing
what a few drinks could do.

Joyce Parry's door was cl osed.

Unexpected refusal at first hurdle. Barclay, who had rolled the fax
sheets intoascroll the better to brandi shthem nowtapped the scroll

against his chin. Wll, no matter. She was in conference perhaps. O

out of the

of fice. (That was one thing: when Ms Parry wasn't at honme, her office
door stayed firmy | ocked.) Barclay might do alittle work neanti ne,

so he coul d present her with not only the original itembut with his
notes and additions. Yes, why not show willing?

John Greenl eaf hadthe feelingthat somewhereintheworld, every second
of the day, sonmeone was havi ng al augh at hi s expense. It stoodtoreason,

didn't it? He'd seen it happen with jokes. You nade up a joke, told
it tosoneoneinapub, andthreenonths|ater whileonholidayinEcuador

some nativetoldthejoke backtoyou. Because all it took was one person
totell two or three people, and for themto tell their friends. Like
chainletters, or was it chainmail? All it took was that first person,

t hat someone who mi ght say: '|I know a man call ed G eenl eaf. Guess who
he works for? Special Branch! G eenleaf of the Branch!' Three nonths
| ater they were | aughing about it in Ecuador.

I nspect or John G eenl eaf, ex-Met and now - but for howl ong? - worKking
for Special Branch. So what ? There were pl enty of butchers call ed Lanb.



It shoul dn't bother him He knows Greenl eaf is a nice nane, wonen keep
telling himso. But he can't shift the nenory of |ast weekend out of
his nind. Doyl e's party. If youcouldcall twenty nen, two hundred pints
of beer and a stripper, a 'party'. Geenleaf had debated skipping it
al t oget her, then had deci ded he'd only get a slagging fromDoyle if
he didn't go. So along he went, along to a gym and boxi ng school in
the East End. That was typical of Hardman Doyl e who fancied hinself
with the fists. Rawanimal snell to the place, and the beer piled high
onatrestletable. No food: a curry house was booked for afterwards.
There had been five or six of themin front of the table, and others
spread out across the gym Sone
were puffing on the parallel bars or hal f-vaulting the horse. Two t ook
wi | d swi ngs at punch-bags. And the five or six of themin front of the
table . . . They all nmuttered their greetings as he arrived, but he'd
heard the words that preceded him

eenl eaf of the Branch, geddit?
He got it. Nothing was said. Doyle, his snile that of a doubl e gl azing
sal esman, slapped himon the back and handed over a can of beer.
"d ad you could nake it, John. Party's been a bit |acklustre without
you.' Doyl e took anot her can fromthe table, shook it nmightily, veins
bul gi ng above bot h eyes, then tapped t he shoul der of some unsuspecti ng
guest.
'Here you go, Dave.'
' Cheers, Doyle.'
Doyl e wi nked at Greenl eaf and wai ted for Dave t o unhook the ringpull...
And G eenl eaf, G eenleaf of the Branch, he | aughed as hard as any of
them and drank as nuch, and whistled at the stripper, and ate line
chutney with his madras ... And felt nothing. As he feel s nothi ng now.
New Scotland Yard . .. Special Branch . .. this is supposed to be Big
Time for a copper. But G eenl eaf has noticed sonethi ng curi ous. He has
noticed the truth of the saying, 'It takes a thief to catch a thief.'
Some of hi s present col | eagues don't seemso different fromthevillains
they pull in. As narrow m nded as terrorists, as devi ous as smuggl ers.
Doyl e was a good exanpl e, though effective at his job. He just didn't
m nd cutting corners. Doyl erefusedtoseetheworldinblack and white,
as a sharply defined Us and Them while G eenleaf did. For himthere
wer e t he good guys and t hen t here was t he eneny. The eneny was out there
and was not to be suffered. If it was useful as aninformant, then fine,
use it.
But don't reward it afterwards. Don't let it slink away. Lock it up.
" John?'
"Sir?
"My office.’
Oh hell, nowwhat? Hi s | ast big job had been putting together a report



on aspects of security at the forthconi ng London summit. It had taken
hima fortni ght, worki ng weekends and ni ghts. He'd been proud of the
finished result, but no one had conmented on it - yet. Now here was
the Add Man hinself, the Chief, the Boss, here was Conmander Bill
Trilling sumoning himinto the office which snelt perpetually of
pepperm nt.

'Sit down, John. Mnt?

"No thanks, sir.'

Trilling took out a sweet and slippedit into his nmouth. It was seven
nmont hs si nce he' d gi ven up snoki ng and he was up to four packs of mints
a day. Hs teeth were in ruins and he'd gained half a stone - half a
stone he couldill afford. Seatedin his chair, withits high arnrests,
it | ooked as though it woul d take a crowbar to get hi mout agai n. There
was a sheet of paper on the notoriously tidy desk in front of himbut
no sign of Greenleaf s report. He picked up the paper.

"Bit of a job for you, John. May be sonething or nothing. A sinking
of f Fol kestone. W' ve been asked to look into it. Happened a couple
of days ago. Can't say | saw anything about it.'

It was well known that Trilling only ever |ooked at two newspapers,
the Financial Tinmes and the Sporting Life. He was a betting man,
sometines putting his noney on a sure-fire stock or share, sonetines
a horse or dog. Nobody real |l y knewhowsuccessful he was si nce he didn't
share informati on, even when goaded by Doyl e.

"I think | read about it in my paper, sir.'

"Didyou? Good, weE .. .' Trilling handed over the sheet. ' Report back
when you' ve got anything.'

"How far do |I take it, sir?

"As far as a day trip to Fol kestone. Better liaise with Doyle.'
"Doyle, sir?

"I"ve put himonto the French end.' Greenl eaf | ooked puzzled. 'Didn't
| say? Anot her boat sank the same night off Calais. W're to | ook for
a connection. Doyl e speaks passable French apparently.’

Aday out in Cal ais for Doyl e, an afternoonin Fol kest one for Greenl eaf.
Typi cal .

"As | say, liaise with Doyle. You m ght even consider travelling down
toget her. But see what you can do by tel ephone first. W don't want
expensive outings on office tine if we can avoid it, not with them
counting how many paper-clips we use. Like the man says, John, val ue
for nmoney. Maybe you should wite aletter rather than use the phone.'
The Conmander was sniling. This was how peopl e knew he' d made a j oke.
Thursday 4 June

Hs first "liaison' with Doyle was at el even the next norning.
"Bring your chair over,' Doyle said, thereby seizing the initiative:
the neeting woul d take place at Doyl e's desk, in Doyle's territory.



Greenleaf lifted his heavy netal -franmed chair with both hands, first
resting his notes onthe seat of the chair itself. But as he was pl aci ng
itinfront of Doyl e's desk, the notes sl ewed fl oorwards. Doyl e af f ect ed
not to notice. H's own notes, Geenleaf noticed, were neatly
wor d- processed: not because he'd | aboured hard, but because he had a
"closefriend inthetypingpool. No doubt she' dignored noreinportant
work this norning so she could prepare these sheets for Doyle. It all
| ooked efficient, a single paper-clip holdingthe whole | ot together.
Doyl e now slid the paper-clip fromthe corner of the sheets and | et
it fall to the floor. He spread the sheets in front of him
"Right,' he said, 'what have you got?

"A small touring boat,' Geenleaf said fromnmenory. 'Miust have sunk
about two miles off the coast, just south of Fol kestone. There was an
aut omat i ¢ al ar msyst emon boar d whi ch al ert ed t he coast guard. The system
only operates in two situations: when set off by a crew nenber or when
it's exposed to water. No sign of the boat itself, just sone debris
and oil and the two bodies.'

" Post nortens?

"I"'mwaiting for the reports.’

"What tinme did all this happen?

"The alarmwent off at three twenty-seven.'

' The French boat sank around three,' Doyl e added. ' So who was on boar d?’
"Two nmen, Ceorge Crane and Brian Perch.'

'Crane and Perch?' G eenleaf nodded, and Doyl e produced a gust of
| aughter. 'Wre they out fishing?

"Not fishing. If anything, the boat was a pl easure crui ser. You know,
a sort of notorised yacht. | don't know nmuch about sailing but that's
what they tell nme.’

'So what were they doing out at that time of night?

' Nobody knows.'

"VWere had they been?

G eenl eaf shook his head. ' Crane' s wi dowdi dn't even know he was t aki ng
the boat out. He told her he was going for a drive. He suffered from
i nsommi a, she says. Al Perch's famly knowis that he was doing a job
for Crane. The boat's nmooring is along the coast from Fol kestone, a
pl ace call ed Sandgate.'

"But the boat itself was nearer Fol kestone when it went down?'

"Gt her side of Fol kestone from Sandgate.'

Doyl e tapped his fingers agai nst the edge of the desk. His suit | ooked
crunpl ed but confortable. Greenleaf, on the other hand, felt as if he
was wearing arestraint of some kind. Tine to buy a newjacket or start
a diet. 'Wiat did Crane do?' Doyl e asked.

"Had his own building firm'

Doyl e st opped tappi ng and reached i nto his jacket, scratching slowy.



"Figures with a nanme like that. Do you know why the boat sank?
'"They'regoingtotrytorecover it thisafternoon, for what it'sworth.'
Doyl e brought his hand out of his jacket. 'I can tell you what they'l
find.'

" What ?'

Doyl e smi | ed and | ooked down at the sheets spread across the desk in
front of him Eventually he | ooked up. 'They're a bit quicker off the
mar k t han us across the Channel. They haven't quite got the boat up
yet, but the post nortem s been done. | spoke to the pathol ogiste this
nmor ni ng.' He smi | ed agai n. Greenl eaf hated hi mfor the way he' d dr opped
the French pronunciation into his speech. 'Docteur Lagarde had sone
interesting things to say. Incidentally, they reckon there were four

on board the vessel. It was a fishing boat, registered in Calais.'
' So what does the doctor say?
Doyl e sniled at Greenleafs inpatience. 'Wll, for a start the bodies

suffered sonme puncture wounds.'

"What sort?

"Splinters of wood, nmetal, glass. Lagarde took a nine-incher out of

some poor sod. Enbedded itself inthe stomach and punctured the heart.'

" Meaning there was force behind it?

"Oh, yes, there was force all right. Upward force. And burn marks t oo.

One of the bodies in particular was badly scorched.'

"An expl osion,' Geenleaf commented.

" Absol utely."’

" Anyt hi ng el se?

"Only what they found floatingaroundinthesurfaceoil. Hundred-doll ar
bills. Fifteen of them not in very good nick. They got a couple of

serial nunmbers. The Anmericans are checking.'

"Fifteen hundred dollars. What do you reckon, drugs?

"Drugs or arms, but probably drugs.’

"You think the two boats net m d-Channel ?

"It's an idea. There's only one way to tell for sure. W need the PM
results from Fol kestone. Want ne to give you a lift?

" What ?'

Doyl e | eaned down behi nd his desk and rai sed a bul gi ng hol dal |l hi gh.

"I"'moff to Calais on the evening ferry. Spending the night there, do
a bit of sniffing tonorrow, then hit the hypermarche before headi ng
back. | got the nod fromTrilling an hour ago.'

"The luck of the Irish.’

Doyl e's face darkened alittle. What had he sai d? Ah, Doyl e was t ouchy
about his nane's Irishness, was he? CGot you, thought Greenl eaf, got

youl!

When Doyl e spoke, hewas still subdued. '|I'vegot toalter ny headlights,

dip themthe right way, but after that 1'mready toleave. Soif you're



headi ng for Fol kestone .

"I''"l'l take my own car, thanks.'

"Suit yourself,' said Doyle. He seened to be staring at Greenleaf s
straining suit as he said it.

"I wish you'd conme to ne with this earlier, Mchael.'

It wasn't quite the opening |ine Mchael Barclay had expected fromhis
boss. Joyce Parry sat there, invulnerable behind thick-rinmed
spectacles, his report held up in front of her. Having glanced at it
for effect, she laid it back down and slipped off her glasses. They
hung around her neck by a string, and she | et themdangl e agai nst her
chest. Fromtinme totine, they grazedthe triple-string of Cro pearls
resting just below her throat. Her throat, thought Barclay, was the
ol dest part of her, permanently |ined and stretched. Her good | egs,
face and hair m ght say early-40s, but the neck gave the lie to this.
Lat e-40s, the neck said to Barcl ay.

"Sit down,' Joyce Parry's nmouth told him

Barcl ay had al ways believed that he was attractive to

wonen. To wonen and to nmen actually. He had used his

good | ooks and steady unblinking gaze to good effect

both socially and professionally. He felt that he'd al ways

got on well with Joyce Parry, being at his charm ng best in her office
and at neetings where she was present. So nmuch so in fact that soneone
had sent hi man anonynous Val enti ne addressed: ' To a creeping, sliny,
boss-1 oving toad' . The card was pi nned above hi s desk, its sender still
a mystery.

Barclay didn't mndit. Hedidn't mi nd envy inthe workplace. He didn't
m nd that others thought he was getting on well with the boss. He'd
al ways i magi ned t hat t here was sonet hi ng speci al between Ms Parry and
him He mght alnbst have called it a 'special relationship'.

And now t his.

"I really wishyou' dshownnethisearlier, Mchael.' She used his first
nane softly, the sentence f adi ng away, t o showt hat she was di sappoi nt ed
inhim As he sat in front of her, his legs felt overlong and cl unsy.
He rested his hands on his knees, hiding them

"I did try, but you were—

"You shoul d have tried later. Any news from Conmander Trilling?'
"Just that he has two men working onit. One of them s off to France,
the ot her to Fol kest one."'

"Abit too early for Special Branch,' she said. ' You shoul d have done
some di ggi ng of your own first. You should have spoken to nme first.'
Now t he endi ngs of her sentences were |ike stabs at him ' You j unped
the gun.' She nodded slowy towards him letting this sink in, then
wheel ed her chair to the corner of her desk where it net with another
in an L-shape. Her main desk was all paperwork, but on the side desk



stood a conputer, the screen angl ed just enough so that no one sitting
where Barclay was could see it. This large desk al so hosted printer
and nodem whileinafar corner of theroomsat afax machi ne and docunent
shredder. There were three tel ephones on the main desk. One of them
rang just as

she was accessing the conputer. She pushed her chair back into place
and, instead of lifting the receiver, hit one of the buttons.

"Ms Parry here,' she said, swivelling back to her conputer screen.
Asmall femal e voice cane fromt he tel ephone' s | oudspeaker. '| checked
the computer files—

‘"I told you not to bother, didn't I?

"Yes, but I—

"M El der bel ongstothepre-mnicrochi pdays. He believedinpaper files.'
Sensi bl e man, thought Barclay. Elder . .. the name was fam liar. The
voi ce was speaki ng agai n.

"Yes, well, |I've got those files too.'

' Good,' said Joyce Parry. "All | need to knowis ... no, on second

t houghts, bring themin here.'

Once nore she wheel ed back, this time to cut the connection. Then
forwards again, her fingers fast on the keyboard. Barclay knew t hat
hi s superi or had conputer cl earance far above his own. He knewt oo t hat
he coul d beat the conputer system giventinmeandthewll. If he wanted
to, he could access anything. If he wanted to.

"Ah, herewe are,' saidJoyce Parry. He studi ed her profile. Cassically
Engl i sh, whatever that neant. The way she rai sed her chin as she read
fromthe screen. Along straightish nose, thinlips, short well-kept
hair, showing just alittle grey. G ey eyes too. She was one of those
wonen who grow better | ooki ng as they get ol der. She pressed a fewnore
keys, checked that the printer was on, then pressed two nore keys. The
| aser printer began its quick quiet work. She swivelled back to the
mai n desk and handed the first sheet to him He had to rise fromhis
chair to take it. The paper was still warm fromthe machi ne.

There was a sudden tapping on the w de-open door.

Parry signalled for the secretary to cone in. She was carrying two
bul ging folders, tied securely with what | ooked |ike shoel aces.

' Thanks, Angela, |eave themon the desk.' Joyce Parry extracted two
nore sheets fromthe printer. Barclay triedto concentrate onthe piece
of paper he was holding but it was difficult not to stare at those two
files, the files of soneone called El der. The nanme definitely stirred
a menory, but this wasn't the time for reflection. Joyce Parry began
untyi ng t he shoel aces whil e Barclay read fromthe | aser-printed page.
The report was dated six years before, and had been filed originally
by the Cl A before bei ng passed along 'for information' to the British
authorities. What Barcl ay nowhel d was formed as a preci s, as abri dged



by D. El der.

"On 16 May,' he read, 'a small fishing boat | eft the South Korean port
of Pusan. Crew of six. Known and well liked in the port. No hint that
the crewwere involved in any illegal activities prior to this tine,

t hough nost boatneninthe arearegard snuggli ng as above t he | awanyway.

'"On 17 May, debris and bodi es (six) washed up on t he i sl and of M shi ma,

of f the Japanese mainl and. Earlier reported sighting of the boat near
t he Japanese coastal town of Susa. No reason why boat shoul d have been
inthis area. Skipper/owner an experienced sailor. Scal e of damage to
vessel suggested an expl osion rather than collision, grounding, etc.

However, no report of anyone seei ng or hearing a bl ast. (Sout hern-Asi an
ears and eyes not always fully functional. Renenber, to thempirates
arestill an occupational hazardrather thana 1930s Errol Flynnfilm)'

Barclay smled and started on the second sheet.

"Investigation undertaken by Japanese and South Korean authoriti es.

No further evidence uncovered up to

date of this report. However, there was tal k i n Pusan of a young woman
who had been seen talking with the boat's owner in a bar a few days
prior to the final voyage. She is described as being tall with short

dark hair, probably speaking English.

'"From18-20 May, | nternational Conference for Wrl d Peace (I CWP) based
at various locations in Hiroshima, Japan. Conference attended by 240
del egates from forty-six countries, supplenented by invited guests
(e.g.: fromJapanese uni versities, media) and, to sone events, general

public. Wrld nediainvitedto attend. Four intelligence agents anong
t hose accepting. (See file no. CI/46377/J/DE.) Six keynote speeches
gi ven prom nence during conference. Other activities included film
shows, art exhibition, theatre events, and concert by Misic for Peace
(the latter with its HQ in London, investigated 1984: see file no.

UK/ 0/ 223660/ L/ JP) .

JP: Joyce Parry's initials. Barclay was begi nning to sense what this
was al |l about. Hi s hands grew cl anmy, sticking to the sheet as he read
on.

"On closing day, 20 May, final keynote address was to be given by
i nternational peace activi st Jerone Hassan (Cl / 38225/ USP/ DG . However,

M Hassan was taken ill with suspected food poi soning and his speech
(rmuch abbreviated - Hassan was known to work by inprovisation) was
delivered by a coll eague, Dr Danielle Brecht.

"M Hassan di ed i n hospital on eveni ng of 20 May, just as |live tel ecast

at cl osi ng concert was beani ng nessages by pop and fil mlum nariesinto
Japan.

'Post nortemwas carried out on norning of 21 May, with M Hassan's
hotel (and over 100 diners from the previous day) keenly awaiting
findi ngs. Laboratory anal ysi s showed atropi ne poi soning. (Atropineis



an al kaline found in Deadly Ni ghtshade. Fromthe G eek atropos, "the
Fate that cuts the thread of life".)

"While still conscious, but thought to be delirious, Hassan spoke of
agirl, a student probably. He spoke of her "beauty and generosity".
Hot el staff when i ntervi ewed acknow edged t hat on t he ni ght of 19 My,
a young worman had acconpani ed M Hassan to his room No one saw her
| eave, despite a twenty-four-hour reception area. Descriptions given
varied. One assessed her height at nearly six foot, another at only
five foot six. One said black hair, another brown. Hair was probably
cropped short, and woman was fair-skinned though tanned. European
per haps, or Asian. No one heard her speak. She had crossed the | obby
with M Hassan and entered the lift with him She was dressed i n bl ack
denins, light T-shirt, light-col oured jacket. M Hassan was carrying
a plastic carrier bag, weighted down with books. Reception staff got
the inpression the bag bel onged to the wonan.

"Wman has never been traced. Hassan's previous sexual history
questioned. (Wdow not forthcoming.) As a footnote, woman's entry to
the country was clunsy, creating i nmedi ate suspicion. And her use of
atropi ne, or at | east the dosage used, was al so cl unsy, sinceit all owed
the victimtine total k before dying. Pity is, he did not say anyt hi ng
useful .

"See: witch file.

"Final footnote: Susa is c. fifty niles fromHiroshim.'

Barclay turned to the third and final sheet, expecting nore. But al
he read were edited newspaper reports of Jerone Hassan's nurder
ment i oni ng poi son and t he mysterious young worman. A jeal ous | over was
hinted at. He | ooked up and saw t hat Joyce Parry was i mrersed in the
contents of one of the Elder files. He glanced through his own sheets
again, quitelikingElder'stone- theexplanationof theword atropine;
the nention of the

final night's rock concert; that nice late nmention that Hassan was a
married man.

' You see t he coi nci dence,’ Parry sai d wi t hout warni ng. She was | ooki ng
at himnow. ' An assassin is dropped off on the Japanese mai nl and and
t hen destroys t he boat whi ch | anded her. Now, si x years | ater, sonet hi ng
simlar occurs.'

Barcl ay considered this. 'Special Branch are thinking nore along the
lines of drugs or arns.'

"Exactly. And that's why |I'd rather you hadn't alerted themthis early
on. They may be of f on hal f a dozen wi | d goose chases. Then, if we approach

themw th newinformation, they' Il wonder why we didn't come up with
it sooner. Do you see what | nmean?' Her gl asses glinted. Barclay was
noddi ng.

"It nmakes us | ook bad."



"I't makes nme | ook bad.' She wet two fingers with the tip of her tongue
and turned a page.

"What's the Wtch file? Barclay asked.

But she was busy readi ng, t oo busy t o answer. She seenmed t o be suppressi ng
an occasi onal smile, as though rem ni scing. Eventual ly she gl anced up
at hi m agai n.

"The Wtch file doesn't exist. It was an idea of M Elder's.’

'So what is Wtch?

Sheclosedthefilecarefully, andthought for a nonment bef ore speaki ng.
"I think it would be best if you asked Doni ni ¢ El der that, don't you?'
Once a year, the fairground came to diftonville.
Ciftonvillelikedtothinkitself the genteel equival ent to next-door
nei ghbour Margate. It attracted coach tours, retired people. The
younger hol i daymakers usual |y nade for Margate. So di d t he weekenders,
down from London for a spot of seaside mayhem But diftonville
was strugglingwithadifferent problem acrisisof identity. Afternoon
bi ngo and a deckchair in front of the pronenade organi st just weren't
enough. Candy fl oss and an arcade of one-arned bandits weren't enough.
Too much of the town lingered in the 1950s. Few wanted the squeal and
glitter of the 90s, yet without themthe town would surely die, just
as its clientele was dying.

If the town council had wanted to ask about survival, they m ght have
consul ted sonmeone at the travelling fairground. It had changed t oo.
Therides had beconealittlenore' daring' andnore expensive. Barnaby's
Qun Stall was a good exanple. The original Barnaby (whose real nane
had been Eric) hadusedrifleswhichfiredair-propelledcorks at painted
tins. But Barnaby had died in 1978. Hi s brot her Randol ph had repl aced
the cork-guns with proper pellet-firingrifles, usingcircular targets
attached to sil houette human figures. But then Randol ph had succunbed
to al cohol and the charns of a woman who hated the fair, so his son
Keith - the present Barnaby - had taken over. Nowadays the Gun Stall
boast ed seri ous entertai nment intheformof anautomatic-firingairgun
rigged up to aconpression punp. This machi ne gun coul d fire one hundred
| arge-bore pellets every mnute. You just had to keep your finger on
the trigger. The young nmen paid their noney gladly, just to feel the
sheer exhilaration of that mnute's |ethal action. Afterwards, the
target woul d be brought forward. Keith still used cardboard circles
mar ked of f fromthe outer to the small black bullseye, and attached
to the heart of a human sil houette. The thi ng about the automatic was,
it couldn't be said to be accurate. If enough pellets hit the target,
t he cardboard was reduced to tatters. But nore often than not the kids
m ssed, dazed by the recoil and the noise and the speed.

The nore dazed they were, the nore likely they were to cone back for
nmore. It was a living. And yet in other ways the fair was very nuch



an ol d-fashioned place. It hadits ghost trainandits waltzers, though
thi s eveni ng t he ghost trai nwas cl osed. There were snel | s of spun sugar
and di esel, and t he scrat chy sounds of the next-to-Iatest pop records.
Oni ons, the roar of machinery, and three-balls-for-fifty-pee at the
ki ddie stalls.

Gypsy Rose Pellengro's small caravan was still attached to its Vol vo
estat e car, as t hough she was t hi nki ng of headi ng of f. On a board out si de
t he caravan door were letters of thanks fromgrateful clients. These
letters were | ooking rather frail, and none of themseemnmed to incl ude
t he date on which it had been witten. Beside themwas a scraw ed note
announci ng ' Gypsy Rose back in an hour'.

The two wi ndows of the caravan were tightly closed, and covered with
thick net curtains. Inside, it was much |Ii ke any holiday caravan. The
small sink still held two unwashed pl ates, and on the table sat not
a crystal ball but a portable black and white tel evision, hooked up
tothe battery of the Volvo estate. The interior was | it by cal or gas,
the wal |l -nmounted | anps roaring away. A wonman was wat ching TV.

There was a knock at the door.

"Conme in, sir, please,' she called, risingto switch off the set. The
door was pul | ed open and a nan clinbed intothe caravan. He was so tall
that he had to stoop to avoid the ceiling. He was quite young, very
thin, and dar k- ski nned.

"How did you know it was a man?' he asked, taking in the scene around
hi m

"l saw you peering in through the w ndow.

The man smled at this, and Gypsy Rose Pel |l engro | aughed, showi ng the
four gold teeth in her nouth.

"VWhat can | do for you, sir? Didn't you see the notice outside?
"Yes. But | really would Iike ny fortune told.' He paused, stroking
a thick bl ack noustache, before addi ng neaningfully: 'l think I have
a lucky future ahead of ne.'

Gypsy Rose nodded, not that she'd been in any doubt. ' Then you' ve cone

totheright place,' shesaid. 'I'minthe futures market nysel f. Wul d
you like to sit down?
"No, thank you. I'Il just leavethis . . .' Hereached inside his jacket

and brought out a | arge brown envel ope. As he made to place it on the
table in front of the wonman, she snatched at his wist and turned his
hand pal m upwar ds.

"Yes,' she said, releasing it after a nonent. '| can see you've been
di sappointed in love, but don't worry. The right woman isn't so very
far away.'

He seenmed scandal i sed that she had dared to touch him He rubbed at
hi s wist, standi ng over her, his bl ack pupi|s shadowed by hi s eyebr ows.
For a nonent, violence was very close. But the woman just sat there



wi th her old, stubborn [ook. Wary, too. There was not hing he could
do to her that hadn't already been done. So instead he turned and,
muttering foreign sounds, pushed open the caravan door, slammng it
shut behi nd hi mso hard that it bounced back open agai n. Now Gypsy Rose
could see out onto the slow procession of fairground visitors, sone
of whom st ared back.

Slowl y, sherose fromthetabl e, cl osed and | ocked t he door, and ret urned
to her seat, switchingonthetelevision. Fromtinetotinme she fingered
t he | arge brown envel ope. Eventual |y, when enough ti ne had passed, she
got up and pul |l ed her shawl around her. She |l eft the I anps burning in
t he caravan, but | ocked the door behi nd her when she |l eft. The air was
hot, the ni ght sticky. She noved qui ckly, expertly, throughthe crowds,
occasionally slipping between two stalls and behind the vans and t he
| orries, pickingher way over cabl es, | ooki ng behi nd her to seeif anyone
was follow ng. Then back between two nore stalls and into the crowd
agai n. Her path seened to | ack coordi nation, sothat at one point she'd
al most doubl ed back t o her starting point beforestrikingoff inanother
direction. Inall, shewal kedfor nearlyfifteentiringmnutes. Fifteen
m nutes for a journey of |ess than four hundred yards.

Dar kness had fallen, and the atnosphere of the fair had grown darker

and nore restless, too. The children were honme in bed, still excited
and not asl eep, but safe. Tough-speaki ng t eenagers had t aken over the
fair now, swilling cheap beer fromtins, stopping now and then for

passi onate ki sses or tolet off sone shots at an unnoving target. Yells
broke the night-tinme air. No | onger the sounds of fun but feral sounds,
t he sounds of trouble. Gypsy Rose renenbered one | eat her -j acket ed boy,
cradled in a friend s arms.

Jesus, missus, he's been stabbed. He didn't die, but it was touch and
go.

Less than four hundred yards fromher caravan was t he ghost train. On
t he narrow set of tracks between the two doubl e-doors sat the parked
carriages. Thesignonthekiosksaidsinplyclosed. Wll, therewoul dn't
have been many people using it at this tinme of night anyway. A chain
prevent ed anyone gai ni ng access to the wooden-sl atted runni ng boards
infront of theride. She lifted her skirt and st epped over the chain,
wi nning a cheer and a wol f whistle fromsonewhere behind her. Wth a
final gl ance over her shoul der, she pushed open one of t he doubl e-doors,
on whi ch was pai nted t he grinning face of the devil hinsel f, and st epped
i nsi de.

She stood for a nonent, her eyes adjusting to the newer darkness. The
doors muffled nmuch of the sound

fromoutside. Eventually, she felt confident enough to wal k on, novi ng
past the spindly mechani sns of ghost and goblin, the wires and pul |l eys
whi ch | ower ed shreds of raffia onto young heads, the skel eton, at rest



now, which would spring to its feet at the approach of a carriage.
It was all so cheap, so obvious. She couldn't recall ever havi ng been
scared of the ghost train, even as a tot. Now she was noving further
i ntothe cranped construction, off therails, away f romt he papi er mache
Frankenstein and the strings that were supposed to be cobwebs, until
she saw a gli mmer of |ight behind a piece of black cloth. She nade for
theclothand pulledit aside, steppingintothe soft |ight of thetiny
makeshi ft room

The young wonman who sat t here, sucki ng her t hunb and humi ng t o hersel f,
| ooked up. She sat crosslegged on the floor, rocking slightly, in her
lap a small arm ess teddy bear, and spread out on the floor a tarot
pack.

"He's been,' Gypsy Rose said. She fished the envel ope out fromunder
her skirt. It was slightly creased fromwhere she had cli nbed over the
chain. 'l didn't open it,' she said.

The t hunb sl i pped wetly out of the nmouth. The young wonan nodded, then
arched back her neck andtwi stedit to one side slowy, nouth open wi de,
until a loud sound Ii ke breaking twi gs was heard. She ran her fingers
t hrough her | ong bl ack hair. There were two streaks of dyed white above
her tenpl es. She wasn't sure about them She t hought t hey nmade her | ook
nmysterious but old. She didn't want to | ook ol d.

"Sit down,' she said. She nodded towards a | ow stool, the only seat
in the room Gypsy Rose sat down. The young woman gat hered the tarot
cards toget her careful ly, edgi ngthemoff thetarpaulinfloor withlong
nails. She was wearing a |ong black skirt, tasselled at the hem
and a white open- necked bl ouse beneat h a bl ack wai stcoat. She knew she
| ooked nysterious. That was why she was playing with the tarot. She
had roll ed her sleeping bag into the shape of a | og against the far
wal I . Having gathered up the cards and slipped themback into their
box, she tossed the box over towards the sl eeping bag and took the
envel ope from the older wonman, slitting it open with one of her
fingernails.

"Work,' she said, spillingthe contents out ontothe ground. There were
sheets of typed paper, black and white five-by-ei ght photographs wth
notes witten in pencil on their backs, and the noney. The banknotes
wer e hel d together with two paper rings. She slit themopen and fanned

the nmoney in front of her. '"I've got to go away again,' she said.
Gypsy Rose Pel | engro, who had seened nesneri sed by t he noney, now began
to protest.

"But | won't be gone for long this tinme. Aday or two. WII you still
be here?

"W pack up Sunday afternoon.'

' Headed where?

"Brighton.' A pause. 'You'll take care, won't you?



'Ch, yes,' saidthe young worman. '1'I1 take care. | always take care.'
She t ur ned one of t he phot ogr aphs t owar ds t he woman. ' What do you t hi nk?’
"He's nice-looking,' said Gypsy Rose. 'An Asian gentleman.'

" Asi an, yes.'

' The man who nade the delivery was Asian, too.'

W tch nodded then read t hrough the notes, taking her tine. Gypsy Rose
sat quite still, not wanting to disturb her, happy just to be here.
She | ooked at the noney again. Eventually, the young worman pl aced
everyt hi ng back i n the envel ope. She got up and lifted the tarot from
where it lay, tossing it into Gypsy Rose Pellengro's |ap.

'Here,' she said, 'take the cards.' There was a screamfrom out si de.
Agirl'sscream Maybeafight wasstarting. It mi ght bethefirst tonight;
it wouldn't be the last. 'Now, Rosa, tell ne. Tell me what you see.
Tell nme about ny nother.'’

Gypsy Rose stared at the tarot pack, unwilling tolift it. The young
wonman sl i pped her thunb i nto her nmout h agai n and began to hum rocki ng
backwards and forwards with t he t eddy bear on her | ap. Qutsi de, sonmeone
was still scream ng. Gypsy Rose touched the box, pushed its fl ap open
with her thunb. Slowly, she eased out the cards.

Friday 5 June

Geenleaf was in the office early. He'd spent the previous
| at e- af t er noon and eveni ng i n Fol kest one, gettinginthe way, bothering
people, not meking any friends, but finally gathering all the
i nformati on he needed, information he just couldn't get by tel ephone
al one. He'd spoken to George Crane's wi dow, Brian Perch's parents,
Crane' s accountants, to peopl e who knewthe nmen, to ot her boat men. He'd
asked questions of the coastguard, the local police, forensics, and
t he pat hol ogi st. He' d been busy - so busy that he hadn't | eft Fol kest one
until teno' clock, arrivinghomeinEdnmontonat cl ose onm dni ght, thanks
to ajamon the M0 and the Bl ackwal | Tunnel being cl osed. Shirl ey was
pretending to be asl eep with the bedside I anp of f but still hot to the
touch, and her book pushed under her pillow.

"What time is it? she'd nuttered.

'Ten past ten.'

"Bl oody liar.'

"Then stop trying to make nme feel guilty.'

The hour was too late for an argunent, really. The nei ghbours had
complained in the past. So they kept it jokey and | owkey. Just.
He' d taken her toast and tea in bed this norning as penance, despite
feeling dead on his feet. And the drive into work hadn't hel ped. A car
smash at Fi nsbury Park and a defunct bus hol di ng everybody up bet ween
Oxford Street and Warren Street. There was not hing he coul d do about
it except consult the A-Z for usel ess shortcuts and

swear that he'd start travelling to work by tube. Good old public



transport: a brisk nmorning wal k to the bus stop, bus strai ght to Seven
Sisters, and hop onto a Victoria Line tube which would rush himto
Victoria and the short final walk to his office. Good old public
transport.

Only he'dtriedthetripafewtimes andit didn't work Iike that. From
t he hal f dozen cramred buses that gli ded past his stop wi t hout sl ow ng,

right to the crushed and sweaty tube conpartmnment and the feeling that

he woul d kil l the next person who jamed their el bowinto him. .. Good
old public transport. London transportation. He'd stick to the car.

At least in the car you had a choice. Stuck in a jam you could park
and wait it out ina cafe, or try another route. But stuck in a tunnel

in atube train. .. well, that was a tiny rehearsal for hell.

He t hought of Doyl e, dawdl i ng over croi ssants and cof fee at sone French
bar, making ready to stock up on cheap beer and duty free. Bastard.

But Doyl e was useful . Or rat her, Greenl eaf' s di sli ke of Doyl e was usef ul :

it goaded him It nmade himwant his work to be efficient, and that

i ncluded his reports. Wich was why he was here so early. He wanted
to get his notes typed up into presentabl e shape, so he coul d hand t hem
to Trilling before |unchtine.

Basi cal | y Doyl e had been right. The pathol ogi st noted burns, scorch
mar ks, on both nmen. A razor-sharp section of plastic had al nost taken
of f Crane's head. And there were splinters and shards - of wood, gl ass,

nmet al , perspex - enbedded i n bot h bodi es. Definitesignsof anexpl osi on.

' Somewher e beneat h them ' t he pat hol ogi st added. ' Bel owdecks. The two
men wer e probabl y on deck at the ti ne. The vari ous angl es of penetration
areal | consistent withablast frombel ow, sendi ngthe shrapnel upwar ds.

For exanple, one splinter enters above the |eft knee and

makes its way up the leg towards the groin, the exit wound appearing
on the inside upper-thigh.'

There were photographs to go with the doctor's various graphic
descriptions. What coul dn't be shown, and mi ght possi bl y never be shown,

was what had caused the explosioninthe first place. That was al |l down
to deduction and supposition. G eenl eaf guessed that a bonmb woul dn't

be too far out. One of those sinple IRAjobs with tiner attached. Messy
t hough, bl owi ng t he whol e caboodl e up I'i ke that. Wiy not shoot t he nen
and dunp the bodies with weights attached? That way the bodies
di sappeared, andt he boat remai ned: anystery, but without thecertainty
t hat rmur der had been done. Yes, al oud and nessy way to enter the country.

Intryingtocover their tracksthey' dleft acalling-card: noforwarding
address, but a sure sign they'd been there.

And coul d now be anywhere, planning or doing anything, with a cache
of drugs or of arns. It had to be a sizeable haul to nmerit killing two
men. Six if you included the French ...

Vel |, so much for the doctor. The | ocal police were on the ball, too.



I nsi de CGeorge Crane's jacket they'd discovered a wad of bank notes,
£2, 000 or thereabouts. The wad had been pierced by a chunk of netal,
but thenoteswerestill recogni sable. Moreinportant, sone of t he seri al
nunbers remai ned intact. Steeped in blood, but intact.

There were ways of checking these things, and G eenl eaf knew all of
them He'd faxed details that evening to the Bank of England, and to
the Counterfeit Currency Depart ment i nsi de NewScot | and Yard, suppl yi ng
phot ocopi es of several of the cleaner notes. The photocopi es weren't
great, but the serial nunbers were the crucial thing anyway. The notes
t hensel ves he was car ef ul not to handl e, except withthe use of pol yt hene
gl oves and tweezers. After all, it was unlikely that Crane carried so
much noney around wi t h hi mon every boatingtrip (unl ess he was pl anni ng
to bribe sonme custons officials). It was much nore likely that the noney
had been a paynent made to him by whonmever he'd transported from
m d- Channel to the English coast.

As such, the notes night well boast the odd fingerprint. The corpse
of George Crane had al ready been fingerprinted - on Greenl eaf's orders
- sothat the dead nan's prints coul d be elim nated. Sonehow, G eenl eaf
didn't think George Crane woul d have |l et Brian Perch near the noney,
but Ms body was being fingerprinted too. Best to be rigorous.

Perch was an enpl oyee, a no-questi ons-asked hired-hand who woul d, as
a fell ow worker had put it, "go to the end of the earth' for Crane,
so long as there was overtinme in it. Wiy had Crane taken hi mal ong?
For protection? Because he di dn't trust whonmever he was carryi ng? Maybe
just for conpany onthe voyage out to m d- Channel ? What ever, Bri an Perch
didn't really interest Geenleaf, while George Crane did.

The account ant tot he buil di ng busi ness wasn't about to saythat Crane's
company was in termnal trouble, but he agreed that tines were hard
and t hat t he conpany was ' overstretched fi nancially'. Wi ch nmeant there
wer e bi gger | oan repaynents than there were cheques fromsati sfi ed and
sol vent custoners. For exanple, alarger than usual contract had gone
unfini shed and unpaid when the conmpany enploying Crane's firm had
t hensel ves gone broke. Crane just managed to hol d hi s head above wat er.

Vel l, inthe financial sense anyway. He still had t he bi g house out si de
Fol kestone with the swi mm ng pool and sauna. He still had a Porsche.
He still had hi s boat. But Greenl eaf knewt hat often t he nore prosperous

a man tried to | ook, the deeper he was sinking.

He' d consi dered an i nsurance scam Take the boat out at dead of night
and blow it up, then claimthe noney. But it didn't add up. Wy not
just sell the boat? One reason might be that no one was buyi ng. Ckay,
so why did he have to die too? Amscalculation with the tinmer or the
anount of explosive used? Possible. But Greenleaf still didn't rate
it. Wiy take soneone el se along? And besides, there was the French
sinking to consider. It had to be tied in with the British sinking;



too nuch of a coincidence ot herwi se.

Bri ngi ng hi mback to nurder.

Crane' sw fedidn't knowanyt hi ng about anyt hi ng. She knewnot hi ng about
her husband' s novenent s t hat ni ght, not hi ng about hi s busi ness affairs,
not hi ng about any of his neetings. Al she knew was that she should
wear bl ack and deserve synpathy. She seemed to find his questions in
particularly bad taste. Crane's secretary, when tracked down, had been
no nore forthcomng. No, no neetings with strangers. No sudden
"appoi ntnents' out of the office which couldn't be squared with his
diary. No nysterious tel ephone calls.

So what was Greenl eaf left with? Anman in debt, needing a fewthousand
(well, fifteen or so actually) to see himback on dry | and. Personal
financial affairs which had yet to be disentangled (it seened Crane
had been a bi t naughty, stashing hi s cashinseveral accounts kept hi dden
fromthe prying taxman). A m dni ght boat trip which ends with himtwo
grand i n pocket but not in any positionto spendit. It all cane back
tosnuggling, didn't it? Just as Doyl e had sai d. Arns or dope or soneone
creepi ng back into the country unannounced. Wl |, hardly unannounced.
What ever it was, it had cost six lives so far, which was too high a
price to pay, whatever the payoff.

Most of these thoughts G eenleaf kept to himself. On

paper, hestucktothefacts andthe procedures followed. It still | ooked
like atidy bit of work, scrupul ous and unstinting. He began to feel
quite pleased with hinself. He'd get it to Trilling before |l unchtine.

Definite. When woul d Doyl e file his findings? Not before tonorrow. He
was due back tonorrow norning. Say tonorrow afternoon then. G ving
G eenl eaf over a day clear, a day during which he'd be ahead of his
nenesi s. He breathed deeply and deci ded to pause for another cup of
cof f ee.

When he got back fromthe machi ne, his phone was ringing. He al nost
spilled hot coffee all down his shirt as he lunged for the receiver.
'Yes? Greenl eaf here.

"John? Terry Wllard at CC

"Morning, Terry.' Good. Terry W1 I ard was one of Counterfeit Currency's
best workers. 'What can you do for ne?

"You sound chirpy for a man who nust've been in -where was it? -
Fol kestone? - till all hours last night. W're not usedto gettingfaxes
after six.'

G eenl eaf |aughed and relaxed into his chair. 'Just conscientious,
Terry. So you've got some news, have you?

'The notes aren't counterfeit. I"mpretty sure of that.'
"Oh.' Greenleaf tried not to sound di sappoi nt ed.
"Better than that, really,' said Wllard. 'I've already traced them

"VWhat ?* Greenl eaf sat forward in his chair. 'Terry, you' re a geni us.



Christ, it's not even ten o' clock yet.'

' To be honest, it wasn't the hardest work | ' ve done. The comput er pi cked
the nunbers out inside a couple of minutes. Those notes are anci ent
hi story. You probably woul dn't have noticed that [ ast night, the state
nost of t hemnust have beenin, but takeit fromnethey are ol d banknot es.
And they've been out of circulation for sone

time. W were beginning to doubt we'd ever see them again.'

"VWhat do you nean?'

"I mean they' re marked. The serial nunbers are on record. They're part
of a kidnap pay-off.’

"A ki dnap?'
' Best part of fiveyearsago. Inltaly. ABritishbusinessnan's daughter
was ki dnapped by sone gang ... It's a bit of along story. lnt nme to

send you over what |'ve got?
"Christ, yes. A kidnap?' Geenleaf's head was reeling. 'Yes, send ne

what you've got. And Terry .. . ?

' Yes?'

"I owe you a beer.'

"No sweat.'

Commander Trilling showed no enption as Greenleaf told his, or rather
Wllard' s, story. Greenleaf's report was in front of Trilling, as was

the file sent over fromW IIlard, and he gl anced at themfromtine to
time as the Special Branch officer recapped.

"The father's nane is G bson, sir. At thetine he was an executive with
the G roni chemcals conpany in Turin. The daughter, Christina, was
in a private school near Genoa. She disappeared during a visit to an
art gallery. She was missing two days before M G bson received a
tel ephone call fromthe ki dnappers.

"By that time the Italian police were already i nvol ved. They knowt hat
when a rich businessman's daughter goes missing, there's usually a
ransomdemand somewhere at the back of it. They' d set up tel ephone taps
at the G bson hone and the G roni headquarters before the first call
cane.'

Trilling crunched down hard on a m nt and nodded.

'The problemwas timng,' Geenleaf went on. 'The

gang tel ephoned on four occasions that first day, but never for nore
t han ei ght seconds, not | ong enough for any tracing systemto work.
The first call merely stated that Christina had been ki dnapped, the
secondidentifiedthe terrorist gang responsible, the third stated how
much of a ransomwas required, and the fourth was a pl ea fromChristina
hersel f.

" Anot her two days passed before the gang got in touch again.'
Trilling interrupted. 'Was the caller nale or fenal e?

"Mal e, sir.' Greenleaf had studied the casefile well over the previous



hour. He knewt hat he was | eavi ng j ust enough out so that the Commander

woul d ask hi mquesti ons. He al ready knewt he answers t ot hose questi ons.

It was an old trick which made you | ook not-quite-perfect but not too
far off it either.

" And t he gang?'

"La Croi x Jaune: Yellow Cross. Nothing much about themon the files.

Probabl y a splinter groupfromone of the other terrorist organi sati ons.

The name may be sonme obscure joke to do with the Red Bri gade. They cane
onthe scenein'85 and seenmed to di sappear againin'88. Infact, there
are doubts they ever existed at all as a group. The nane may just be
a cover for two or three crimnals working together. Two ki dnaps and
t wo ar med bank r obberi es. They were never identified, | et al one captured.
The only time a bank canmera caught them they were masked.'

"You say two or three nenbers?

"That's all Christina G bson saw. They kept her blindfol ded nost of

the tine, and at others they were dressed i n bal acl avas and sungl asses.

But she was fairly sure there were two nmen, one taller than the other,

and one woman, as tall as the men but slimer.'

Trilling nodded thoughtfully. 'So what happened?

"M G bson cooperated throughout with the police. It was an
international effort by then, as far as these things go. Two Speci al

Branch nmen were flown out to assist. Matt Duncan and |ain Canpbell.

The ki dnapper s—

" Anyone el se?'

"Sorry, sir?

"The British contingent: did it include anyone el se?

"Not on record, sir.' Greenleaf frowned. This was the first question

to have stunmped him But Trilling was snmiling, nodding to hinself.
' That neans nothing,' he said quietly. 'Go on.'
"Well, sir, the kidnappers wanted dollars, but we asked M G bson to

persuade themto take sterling. He told themdollars woul d take sone
time, while he had the sterlingto hand. They agreed. So we put toget her
thirty grand's worth of notes. The intention was to catch themcold,
but there was a shoot-out and they got away. The girl was rel eased,
but the noney had flown with the gang.'

"C unsy."’

"Agreed. The ltalians reckonedthey wounded one of t he gang, but not hi ng
came of it. And t he noney di sappear ed, despite a check by all clearing
banks. The notes on Crane's body are the first to have surfaced.'

" Poor choice of word,' conmented Trilling. 'Still, good work, John.'
" Thank you, sir.'

'Yes, very good work. So, what do we nake of it?

"Well, it links Crane to a terrorist group, which indicates arns
smuggl i ng rather than drugs.'



"All it links himto, John, is dirty noney. You can buy dirty noney
for fivepenceinthepound. It's acheapway of paying soneone a |arge
sum when you're not

bot her ed what happens to the person afterwards.' Trilling thought for
a norment. 'You know, 1'mnot at all sure that we' ve been given a | evel
playing field here.'

"Sir?

"It al | smacks of t he cl oak- and- dagger bri gade. Who di d you say cont act ed
us in the first place?

Christ, what was his name? Barrow. . . Beardsley . .. Barkworth .
"Barclay, sir.'

"Barclay. Never heard of him But he's one of Joyce Parry's. | wonder
what Joyce is playing at? | think 1'd better have a word with her.'
He was about to pick up his receiver when there was a knock at the door.
G eenl eaf rubbed his stomach to stop it fromrunbling. It was quarter
to one, and so far today all he'd had was five cups of coffee.
"Come in.'

It was Trilling ssecretary. Shewas hol di ngtwo sheet s of paper, stapl ed
together. 'M Doyle's report, sir.'

" Thank you, Celia.' Trilling held out his hand, took the report and
laidit on his desk, ontop of Geenleaf's ownreport. G eenl eaf stared
at the closely typed top sheet. He was oblivious to Celia' s smle, or
the cl osing of the door after she | eft. He kept hearing her words: M

Doyl e's report ... M Doyle's report. Wien G eenl eaf | ooked up from
t he desk, he saw Commander Trilling studying him

"Efficient, isn't he?" Trilling nused.

"Very, sir. But how. .. ?

"Oh, quitesinplereally. Doyl e requested al aptop conputer. He's taken
it with him C ever devices, they work on rechargeabl e batteries you
know. Si zeabl e menory, too. | can never get onwi th the screens onthem
but sone people can.'

"So Doyle's witing his report as he goes?'

"That'sit. Then he plugsthelaptopintoanodem presses afewbuttons,
and his copy arrives at a conputer

here. AIl we havetodoisrunoff ahardcopy.' He patted Doyle' s report,
thenlifted it up. "Now, let's see what he's got to say for hinself.’
But instead of reading, he |ooked at G eenleaf over the paper. 'If
there's a case to investigate, John, | want you and Doyle to work on
it together. Understand? Toget her. Do you think you can manage t hat ?'
"Of course, sir.'

Trilling continuedtolook at him ' Good,' he said, before turning his
attention to the report.

Dom ni c El der was a | arge man, | arger than Barclay had expected. That
sur nanme, El der, had put hi monthe wong track. He' d expected a hunched,



defeated figure, the sort who had been elders at his nother's
Presbyterian church. But Dom nic El der was large and fit and strong.
He' d be about fifty, a year or two older than Joyce Parry. His face
had been handsome once, but tinme had done things toit. He | ooked out
of place inthe garden of the pretty cottage, on his knees and pl anti ng
out seedlings in a well-kept vegetabl e- bed.

"M Elder? Barclay had driven slowly down the | ane, and had parked
right outside the gate before ejecting Il Trovatore fromthe cassette
pl ayer. But, even as he pushed open the gate, the man in the garden
seenmed not to acknow edge his presence.

"M Elder?" Barclay repeated. 'Doninic Elder?

"That's nme, M Barclay,' the figure said, rising stiffly toits feet
and brushing soil fromits hands. 'Wo did you expect to find?

' There's no nunber or name on the gate,' Barclay explained. T wasn't
sure | had the right house.'

El der | ooked around himslowy. 'You may not have noticed,' he said
in his quiet, deep voice, '"but this is the only house there is.' He
said it slowy, as if he were

expl ai ni ng sonmethingtoachild. H seyesfixedonBarclay's as he spoke.
He was massagi ng his back with the knuckl es of one hand. 'I| suppose
you were recruited straight fromuniversity, yes?

Barcl ay nade a non-committal gesture. He wasn't sure where this was
| eading. He'd had a long drive, and an exasperating one. RoadworKks,
wrong turnings, andtroublewiththecar'sthirdgear. It kept slipping
back into neutral. On top of which it was twenty-ei ght degrees, and
he needed a dri nk.

'Yes,' El der was saying, 'straight fromuniversity. Wiat di dyou study?'
"El ectronics.'

"Ch, brave new world.'" Elder chuckled. 'So they put you into
surveillance first, did they?
"Yes, but—

"But it was routine and boring. You wanted out.'

Barcl ay shuffl ed his feet. Maybe El der was astute, but then agai n maybe
he'd learned all this fromJoyce Parry. Barclay wasn't inpressed by
tricks.

" And eventual | y you got your transfer.' El der checked the dirt beneath
his gardener's fingernails. 'What school did you go to?

"I really don't see what ..." Barclay sighed. Losing his patience
woul dn' t do any good. Besi des, thismanwas anoldfriendof Ms Parry's.
It might pay to humour him 'It was a conprehensive,' he conceded. |
suppose that's what you want to know. '

" Scottish?

"I was born there.’

' But you noved away when you wer e young. The nane's right, but there's



not much of an accent left. Father in the armed forces?

" RAF.'

El der nodded. He checked his fingernails again, then

stretched a hand out towards Barcl ay. ' Pl eased to neet you, M Barcl ay.'
Bar cl ay t hought about refusing the handshake, but eventual |y gave in.
Elder's grip was a lot firnmer than he'd expected. He did his best to
squeeze back.

"A rough journey, eh? Elder comented. 'I| was expecting you
three-quarters of an hour ago, allowing for one stop at notorway
services.'

' Roadwor ks, Barcl ay explained. 'And my gearbox is playing up.'
'Been to Wal es before?" Elder was wal ki ng back towards the cottage.
Barclay followed him

"Only to Llandudno.'

' Strange choice.'

"It was a day trip. W were on holiday in Southport.'

' Strange choice. This was when you were younger?'

"El even or twelve, yes. Wiy do you say "strange"?'

"Most families with children wouldchoose Bl ackpool or Morecanbe. |'ve

al ways t hought Sout hport very ... reserved. WAs there nuchto do t here?'
They were at the front door now. It was al ready open, and El der wander ed
i nside and along the narrow hall. 'l don't renenber,' Barclay said.

"Some woul d say there's not a lot to do in rural Wales either.'
"They'd be right.' At the end of the hall, Elder entered the kitchen
and stood in front of the sink, rinsing his hands. Barclay, who had
foll owed, felt awkward standi ng in the doorway. ' That's why |' mhere,’
said Elder. 'To enjoy ny twilight years.'

"Twilight? But you' re only—

"Fifty. Like |I say, twilight. In our profession.'

Qur. For the first time, Barclay felt alittle of his hostility fall

away.
' Take ny advice, M Barclay, set your sights on

retirenent at fifty. Maybe even at forty-five. | know, it all seens
a long way off. What are you . .. late-twenties?

"Twenty-five.'

"Twenty-five then. Inafewnore years, you' Il beginto notice things.
You' Il notice your reactions slow ng -al nost inperceptibly, but with
t he proper equi pment you can nmeasure the decline. You'll start to feel
aches and pains, twi nges. Try testing your menory, speed and accuracy
of recall. Do it every six nonths or so and chart your decline.’

"Very conforting.'

El der, dryi ng hi s hands on a t eat owel, shook hi s head. ' Not conforting,
no. But by bei ng aware of your linmitations, you may save your own life.
More i nportant still, you might just save ot her people's. Think about



it. Think about our profession. That's all |I'msaying.' He reached a
hand behi nd his back and rubbed at it slowy, thoughtfully. 'Tea? O
woul d you prefer a beer?

" Somet hing cold would be gratefully received.

"I think I've sone bottles in the fridge. We can take a couple into
the living-room It's cooler in there.'

Cool er and darker. There were wi ndows only to the back and si de of the
cottage, and these were part-overgrown with ivy. The room was snal
and confortable. It hadanessy, lived-inlook, likeafavouritepullover.
The wal | s were whit ewashed stone, and agai nst one stretched a series
of chi pboard and nel am ne bookcases, standing at crazy angl es due to
t he wei ght of books pressing down on them over the years. On a | ow
tile-topped tabl e sat a range of bottles - gin, Pimmis, whisky, vodka
- full or nearly full. Various knick-knacks filled the wi ndow | edges
and a few of the spare shel ves. The roomal so contained TV, video, a
hi-fi, half awall of classical LPs, a sofa, and two arnthairs. El der
made for one of these. Again, he nmade no notion, no gesture to
hel p Barcl ay deci de what to do. Should he opt for the other chair or
the sofa? He decided on the chair, and sank slowy into it, |ooking
round appreciatively at the room Yes, confortable. But dusty, too.
There were edges of fluff where the carpet net a chair or a bookcase.
There was a | ayer of dust on the video recorder, and anot her covering
the front of the hi-fi

Wl |, thought Barclay, let's try playing him at his own gane. He
swal | oned a nmout hful of cold beer and said: 'You're not married, M
El der ?

But El der was noddi ng. He waved his | eft hand towards Barclay. There
was a ring onthe wedding-finger. 'Didn't you notice? | suppose you' ve
got conputers to do that sort of thing for you.'

Bar cl ay knew now what Joyce Parry had been getting at when she' d t al ked
of El der as though he were sonme di nosaur fromthe ancient past. He'd
retired only two years ago, yet his i deas were Stone Age. Barcl ay had
come across them before, these troglodytes who thought the Enigma
code- breaker was a bit too high-tech to deal with. They bel onged to
old spy novels, left unread in second-hand bookshops.

"A penny for them' Elder said, startling Barclay.

"Ch, | was just wondering about your wife.'
1 W]y?l
"Curious, | suppose.'

"We're separated. Have been for years. No plans for divorce. Funny,
we get on fine when we're not living together. W can neet for dinner
or the theatre.'

"And you still wear your ring.'

"No reason not to.'



Barclay noticed a small franed photograph on one of the shelves. He
got up the better to study it. A young girl dressed in pal e col ours.
A big gap-toothed grin and short

black hair. It |ooked |ike an old photo. He waited for Elder to say
somet hi ng, but El der was ignoring him

" Your daughter?' Barclay offered.

El der nodded. ' Deceased.'

Barcl ay put t he photograph back carefully. '"I"msorry,' he said. ' How
did she—

'"So," Elder interrupted, 'how s Joyce Parry?

"Fine.' Barclay sat down again.

"It was nicetohear fromher. W haven't really kept intouch.' Apause.
"W shoul d have. Have you worked it out yet?

"Worked out what?'

El der smiled. ' Sonmething we all used to wonder: whether she's an iron
fist in a velvet glove, or a velvet fist in an iron one.'

Barclay smled back. 'Both have the sane effect, surely?

'Not when the gloves are off.' Elder took another nouthful of beer.
'So,"' he said, sounding suddenly businesslike, 'you' re here to tell
me sonet hing.'

"Wl l, yes.'

' Sonmet hi ng about Wtch.'

"W don't know that yet, even supposing Wtch exists

' She exists.'

' She?!

' She, M Barclay. One woman.'

"I thought it was a group.'

El der shook his head. ' That's what t he departnment thought at the tine.
It's what Joyce believestothis day. It's not a gang, M Barclay, it's
an individual, an assassin.'

"And femal e?

'Femal e. '

' Because of the Hiroshim nurder?

"No, not just that. Hiroshi mawas nerely her entrance. And nowsonet hi ng
simlar has happened?’

'Two boats, one either side of the Channel —

"Yes, so Joyce said. One off Calais, the other near Fol kestone

' The Cassandra Christa.'

' What ?'

'The English boat, it was called the Cassandra Christa.'

'Cassandra . . . extraordinary.'

Barclay didn't follow 'You knowit?

But El der shook his head. 'I nmeant the parallel. You didn't have a

cl assical education, M Barclay?



Barclay's voice was as cold as his drink. 'Apparently not.'

' Cassandra, ' El der was sayi ng, 'was t he daught er of Priam Ki ng of Troy.
The god Apoll o endowed her with the gift of prophecy . .. but not of
bei ng believed."

Barcl ay nodded slowy, smling. 'And you' re Cassandra, M El der?
H s eyes twinkled. 'Inthe present case, yes, perhaps | am' He paused.
"M Barclay, do you know why Joyce has sent you here?

Barclay took a deep breath. 'To be honest, off the record, no.'

"Me neither. | admit I'mintrigued. Are Special Branch investigating
t he sinki ngs?'

'Yes.'

"They' Il probably plunp for an arnms shipnent. Believable scenario.
Strange, if it is Wtch ..."

' Yes?'

'She's a quick | earner, M Barclay. That's why she's survived so | ong.
We haven't seen hide or hair of her for a couple of years. | thought

maybe she' dretired. Yet here sheis, announci ng hersel f | oud and cl ear.
You see, she didn't use that particular trick again. She tends not to
use the sane trick twice, ever. She enters and | eaves countries in

di fferent ways, using different disguises, different nmeans of killing
her victims. Nowshe seenstohavereturnedtoher original calling-card.
Wy ?'

' Maybe she's run out of ideas, gone back to square one.'

' Maybe. '

"M Elder, you say this group ... you say she's an assassin.'
"Yes.'

' For noney, or for an ideal ?

"Both. Having an ideal costs noney.'

"And what is her ideal?

El der shook his head. 'If | knewthat, | mi ght have caught her by now. '
He sat up suddenly. 'There are two ways of doing this, the fast and
the slow. |'d prefer the sl ow. Do you have any pl ans for this eveni ng?
"No." This was a lie, but Barclay was intrigued.

"Then I'I'l cook sone supper. Come on.' Heroseto his feet. 'Let's see
what needs picking in the garden.'

The eveni ng stayed bal ny, and they were able to eat at a picnic table
i nthe back garden. Apart fromthe i mmacul at e veget abl e pl ot, t he garden
itself had been left wild. But there was order in the wilderness. The
phrase that sprang to Barclay's mnd was: the organisation of chaos.
He didn't know what to nake of Elder. Partly, he thought the man
intelligent, cautious, inpressive; partly, he thought hi mjust anot her
ol d service crank. The story he told seenmed harshly at odds with the
scenery surrounding themas they sat into the twilight and beyond.

"Hi roshima was the first,' Elder said, alnpst drowsily. 'Except that



it wasn't. That sounds like a riddle, but I'Ill

explainit as | go along. | filed the report on the Hassan killing.'
"Yes, | read it.’

"But of course, | couldn't knowthen .. . well, nobody coul d know about
Wtch. Then there were other i ncidents, other operations. Mdst of them
terrorist-related. | like to imagine Wtch as a pure terrorist.' He
smled. '"I"'msure she isn't though.' He seened to be drifting away.
Barclay feared the nan was about to fall asleep.

"And after Hassan?' he asked.

El der stirred hinself. 'After Hassan . .. well, there was an Italian
ki dnapping. A British businessman, working for sone chenical
congl onerate. They took his daughter. | was sent over there to liaise

with police. It was an utter farce. The gang got away, and with the
ransom'

' The daughter?'

'"Ch, freed. But she's been a nervous weck ever since, poor child.'

"You said a gang: not Wtch then?

"Not just Wtch, no. Two nen and a wormman. You see, this was her training
period, atermof probation on the one hand and | earni ng on t he ot her.

She didn't work alone in the early days.'

" And since?

' Si nce?' El der shrugged. ' The probl emisthat there'ssolittleevidence.
Seven ar ned robberies on the Continent . .. three assassinati ons. Many
nore assassination attenpts, either foiled or botched. And al ways a
woman mentioned afterwards, maybe just a passing note in sonebody's
report, but always a wonman, atall young wonan. The npst extraordi nary

story concerns a NATO Ceneral.' Elder toyed with his fork. "It was
hushed-up at the time, for reasons you will appreciate. He was an
Aneri can based i n Europe, but hadtoflyout to... let'sjust sayAsia...

as part of a very sensitive del egation.

Thi s General, however, had a taste for violent, forced sex. Ch, he was
willing to pay. He'd nmade several pinps and madans very wealthy in his
time. He was intrigued by stories of a very special prostitute. The
rougher things got, the better shelikedit. That was the story."' El der
paused and gl anced around his garden, either appraising it or else
playing for time, wondering how to phrase what cane next. 'He was
di scovered |ying naked on a bed with his head severed fromits body
at the neck. The head had been pl aced between his I egs. In effect, the
corpse was giving itself a blow job.'

Now El der | ooked towards Barclay. He was sniling.

"l never said Wtch didn't have a sense of hunour,' he said. Then he
rose fromhis chair and wal ked into the house.

Barcl ay found that his hand was shaking just alittle as he picked up
his glass. This was his third glass of wine, on top of two beers. His



thirdandl ast gl ass, otherwi sethetrip back woul d be fraught. Hel ooked
at his watch. It was getting late. He'd have to start off in the next
hour or so anyway. He still didn't know what he was doi hg here. He was
still intrigued.

Somet hi ng expl oded on the tabl e. Looki ng round, he saw El der standi ng
just behind him The man had approached in absolute silence. And on
the tabl e sat a fat docunent wallet, its flap open, spew ng paper and
gl ossy phot ographs across the table-top.

'The Wtch Report,' Elder said, sitting down again.

‘"I was told there wasn't a file on Wtch.'

"Joyce told you that? Well, here's one | nade earlier.' Elder slapped
the file. "Wat |'ve been telling you so far are the facts, such as
they are. This is the supposition. And it begins several years before
the Hassan killing. It beginsin 1982, when t he Pope vi sited Scotl and."
El der was reaching into the file. He drew out three large bl ack
and white photographs. ' There was anot her tourist in Edinburgh that
sumrer. Wl f Bandorff.' El der handed t he photo over. It was a cl ose-up
of a crowd scene, picking out three or four people, focusing on two
of them A young couple. The man had a | ong t hi ck mane of hair and wore
circular spectacles. He was | ooking over the person in front of his
shoul der. He | ooked to Barclay | i ke a post graduat e student. Beside him
was a girl with long straight bl ack hair and dark eye nmake-up. In the
60s, she mi ght have passed for a nodel.

"You won't have heard of Wbl f,' Elder was saying. But he waited until
Bar cl ay had shaken hi s head. ' No, t hought not. He' Il bein sone conputer,
and that excuses us our bad nenories and failure to learn. He was a
West Germanterrorist. | say "Wst" because this was i nthe days before
glorious unification, and | say "was" because he's currently serving
a sentence in a maximum security prison outside Hanover. German
intelligencetippedus off that he was inthe UK There were a fewfal se
starts before we found himin Edi nburgh. As soon as he knew we were
ontohim he di sappeared, alongwithhisgirlfriendthere. These phot os
are the slimprize for our tine and effort.’

Barcl ay put the phot ographs down and waited for nore. Elder dug into
the fil e agai n and produced a si ngl e phot ograph of sinilar size. 'The
girlfriend was Wl fs acol yte. You know what acol yte neans?'

' Someone who's learning, isn't it?

El der's eyes seened to sparkle in the disappearing |ight. The garden
was il lum nated nowchiefly by lights frominsidethe cottage. ' That's
right,' he said softly. 'Soneone who's learning. In the early days,
she attached herself to men, tothe |l eaders of the vari ous groups. That
way she |l earned all the quicker, and gai ned power and infl uence too.
That way, she gained contacts.' Now he

handed over the photograph. ' This was taken just under four years ago,



after the Hassan killing and the Italian kidnap. It was taken during
Operation Warl ock."

Barcl ay | ooked up. 'Warl ock?

' Named by sonmeone with aninterest inrole-playing ganes. And not very
apt, si nce we soon found we were deal i ng not with a man but wi t h a woman,
apparently working alone. If there's any pattern to the way she wor ks,
I'd say she joins or puts together a group, then plans sonmething with
some financi al reward - a bank robbery or ki dnap or pai d assassi nati on.
Then she uses her sharetofinanceher ... other activities. For exanpl e,
the NATO CGeneral. No group ever clained responsibility. There's no
nformati on that any group wanted hi m dead specifically.'

"A femnist assassin,' mused Barcl ay.

'That may not be so far fromthe truth.'

"And this is her? Barclay waved the photograph.

"I think so. Gthers aren't convinced. | know Joyce thinks Wtch is a
group, and | knowot hers think that too. Stickingtofacts, this picture
was taken at arally by the opposition|eader i none of theleast stable
Sout h American countries.'

It was another crowd picture, focusing on a young worman with a dark
t anned f ace but bl eached and cropped bl onde hai r. Her cheeks were pl unp,
her eyes small, her eyebrows al nost non-existent.

"W knewt here was a pl ot to assassinate him It woul d have been agai nst
everyone's interests if such a pl ot had succeeded. There was concerted
effort to stop the attenpt taking place.’

" Operation Warl ock.'

"Yes, Qperation Warlock. After thisrally and despite all our war ni ngs,
there was a notorcade. He died a few hours | ater. Poison. A pin-prick
was found on the back of

hi s hand. Anong t hose who "pressed the fl esh", so to speak, was a young
supporter with bl eached hair. Despite those distinctivelooks, she was
never seen again.'

Barcl ay turned t he photo towards El der, who nodded sl oWy back at him
before sliding the Wolf Bandorff photo across the table.

'Look again, M Barclay. Look at Wl fs acolyte.'

"You think they're the sane person?'

"I"msureof it.' Elder wat ched as Bar cl ay conpar ed t he t wo phot ogr aphs.
'l see you're not convinced.'

"I can't really see any resenbl ance.’

El der took the photos from himand stared at them Barclay got the
i mpressi on t he ol der man had done this many ti mes over the years. ' No,
maybe you're right. The resenbl ance is below the skin. And the eyes
of course. That look in the eyes ... | knowit's her. It's Wtch.'
"I's that how she got her nane? Operation Warl ock?

"Yes. Fromwarlock to witch, once we knew the sex.'



"But there's no proof it was the worman who killed the—

' Not ashredof proof. | never sai dtherewas. Suppositions, M Barclay.'
"Then we're no further forward really, are we?' Barclay was in a nood
to wind things up. What had he | earned here tonight? Stories, that's
all. Merely stories.

' Perhaps not,' Elder said ruefully. 'You know best.'

"I didn't mean—

"No, no, | knowwhat youneant, M Barclay. Youthinkthisfilerepresents
t he npost t enuous specul ati on. Maybe you' reright.' He staredat Barcl ay.
' Maybe |' m bei ng paranoid, a synptom of the whole organisation.'
There was sil ence between them El der still staring. Barcl ay had heard
t hose words before. Suddenly he

realisedthey were hiswords, the ones he' d used at hi s sel ecti on-board.
"You,' he said. 'You were on ny interview panel, weren't you?' Elder
smled, bowinghisheadalittle. 'Youdidn't say aword the whol e tine,
not one.'

"And that unsettled you,' Elder stated.

"Of course it did.'

"But it didnot stop you making your little speech. And as you can see,
I was listening.'

"I thought | knew your nane, | wasn't sure how.'

El der had begun sl otting the photos back in their proper places inside
the file. Barclay realised suddenly just how rmuch this file neant to
El der.

"M Elder, could | take your report with ne to | ook at?

El der considered this. 'I don't think so,' he said. 'You' re not ready
yet.' He rose and tucked the file beneath his arm 'You' ve got a | ong
drive ahead. W' d better have sone coffee. Conme on, it's too dark out
here. Let's go inside where it's light.'

Over coffee, Elder would speak only of opera, of Il Trovatore, of
perf ormances seen and performances heard. Barclay tried consistently
to bring the conversation back to Wtch, but El der was havi ng none of
it. Eventually, Barclay gave up. They noved fromopera to the cricket
season. And then it was time for Barclay to | eave. He drove back to
London i n sil ence, wondering what el se was in Dominic Elder's file on
Wtch, wondering what was in Joyce Parry's files on Elder. The word
acol yte bounced around in his head. You' re not ready yet. Was El der
inviting himto ... to what? To | earn? He wasn't sure.

He bri ght ened when he renenbered t hat t hi s was Fri day ni ght. The weekend
stret ched ahead of him He wondered if he' d be able to put Wtch, El der,
and the Anerican General out of his mind. Then he

recal l ed that he hinsel f had set these wheels in notion. He had noti ced
the original report on the sinkings. He had contacted Speci al Branch.
"What have | let nyself in for?" he wondered as the overhead sodi um



arc cane into view, the light emanating from London.

The Operating Theatre

Fri day, Saturday, Sunday

| dr es Sal aam Khan - known t o everyone si nply as Khan - had a good |ife.

Khan knewit, and Khan's chauf f eur - cum bodyguard knewit. Agoodlife.

As a senior official (thoughnot adirector) of asmall, anonynous bank,

hi s sal ary was kept undi scl osed. It managed to bury itsel f am dst still

| arger figures on the yearly accounting sheet. But whatever it was,

it was enough to bring to Khan the sinple and not so sinple pleasures
of life, such as his Bel gravia nmews house (a converted stables) and
hi s country housein Scot | and, hi s BMN7- Seri es (somuch | ess conspi cuous
than a Rol | s- Royce) and, for when conspi cuousness was t he whol e poi nt,

his Ferrari. These days, though, he did not use the Ferrari much, since
there wasn't really room in it for his bodyguard. These were
unconfortabl e tines, agai nst which luxury proved a flinsy barrier. A
bodyguar d was sone conf ort. But Khan di d not | ook upon Henri k as al uxury;

he | ooked upon himas a necessity.

The smal | anonynous bank's smal | anonynous headquarters (Europe) was
in London. The clients cane to it precisely because it was snall and
anonynmous. It was discreet, and it was generous inits interest rates.

H gh pl ayers only though: there were no sterling accounts of |ess than
six figures. Few of the custoners using the bank in the UK actually
ever borrowed fromit. They tended t o be depositors. The borrowers were
el sewhere. In truth, the | argest depositors were el sewhere too, but

none of this bothered the UK operati on.

Certainly, none of it bothered Khan, whose role at the bank was, to
many, such a mystery. He seenmed to spend three days there each week
- Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday - with Friday to Monday being spent

el sewhere, nost oftenthese daysin Scotl and. Hel i ked Scot | and, fi ndi ng
it, likethe bank, small and anonynous. The only thing m ssing, really,

was ni ghtlife. Which was why he'd decided, thistrip, to bring his own
nightlife with him She was called either Shari or Sherri, he'd never

really worked it out. She seened to respond to both nanmes as easily
as she responded to questions |ike 'Mre chanpagne?', 'Mre snoked
sal ron?', and ' Anot her |ine?'

Khan had effortl ess access to the nost exotic drugs. There were those
i nthe London cl ubs who woul d have gi ventheir eye-teethfor hiscontacts.
But Khan nerely smledwithlipstightly shut, heighteningthe nystique
around him To have answered ' di pl omati ¢ baggage' woul d have burst the
bubbl e after all, wouldn't it?

Inthe clubs he frequented, Khan was al ways ' Khan t he banker'. Few knew
nmore about his |ife than that sinple three-word statenent. He al ways
either brought with him or else ended the evening with, the nost

beauti ful woman around. He always ordered either Krug or Roederer



Cristal. And he always paid in cash. Cash was his currency, crisp new
Bank of Engl and notes, and because of this he found favour with every
cl ub owner and restaurateur.

He was an acknow edged creature of the night. There were stories of

chanpagne at dawn in Hyde Park, of designer dresses being delivered
out of thebluetoKensingtonflats- andfittingtherecipient perfectly.
There were gol d taps i n his Bel gravi a house, and br eakf ast was actual |y
delivered froma nearby five-star hotel. But Shari or Sherri was the
first person to take the

tripto Scotland with him She was an agency nodel, with no booki ngs
all week. She was, with a name like that, naturally American - from
Cincinnati. Her skin was soft and very lightly tanned, and she just

| oved what Khan did to her in bed.

Ther e was a probl emt hough. It wasalongandtiringdrivetothe Scottish
resi dence, situated just outside Auchterarder and not a ten-nminute
drive fromd enea-gl es Hotel . Henri k and Khan had drivenit inthe past,

but recently Khan had opted for the bank's private twel ve-seater pl ane
whi ch was kept at an airfield to the south-west of London. It could
be flown to a small airfield adjoining Edi nburgh Airport, fromwhere
it was an hour by hired car to Auchterarder. The plane usually stood
i dl e anyway, with a pilot on pernmanent contract, and Khan reckoned al |

he was costing his enployers were sone fuel and the pilot's expenses
i n Edi nburgh. But this week, the plane was booked. Two of the bank's
Sout h- East Asi a personnel were in Britain, and t he pl ane was required
for trips to Manchester, Newcastle, and d asgow.

However, the airfield s owner, recognising val ued custom asked if he
m ght be of assistance to Khan. There was an ei ght-seater avail able
whi ch coul d be hired for fifteen hundred pounds a day, thefeetoinclude
apilot's services. The airfield owner stressed that fifteen hundred
was cheap t hese days, and Khan knewthis to be the case. All the sane.

He woul d be char ged per day, and stayingin Scotl and fromFri day t hrough
Monday . .

"Wuld the pilot be willing to fly us up there then bring the plane
back t he sane day, and returnto Edi nburgh to coll ect us onthe Monday?'

Khan |istened to the silence on the other end of his car-phone. The
airfield owner was considering this proposition.

"l suppose that'd be all right,' the man answered at | ast.

"And the charge would be for the two days only?'

"l don't know about that, M Khan. See, if he's got to pick you up on
t he Monday, that nmeans he's tied up. He can't take any other work.'

"l see,' said Khan. '"I'Il get back to you.' And he terni nated the call.

He consi dered for a nonment, then placed another call, thistime tothe
Edi nburgh airfield. '"It's M Khan here. Wuld it be possible to hire
a small plane, a six-seater would suffice, to bring some peopl e back



from Edi nburgh to London on Monday?' He listened to the answer. ' And
hownuch woul d it cost?' he asked. ' Two t housand? Yes, thank you. That's
a definite booking. It's Khan. K-h-a-n. I'Il be arriving in Edi nburgh
this afternoon. | can pay the deposit then, if that'sall right. | don't
suppose there would be a cash di scount ?'

As he said this, he tried to nake it sound like a joke. But it was
certainly not taken as a joke at the other end of the line. There was
an agreenent. Aten percent discount for cash, and no receipts i ssued.
Khan rang of f, andrangthe Englishairfieldagain. 'I'll take the pl ane
and pilot for today only. One way. Fifteen hundred pounds as agreed.'
Again, he termnated the call and sat back in his seat. The BMN was
entering Jernyn Street. Khan needed sone shirts.

Ri ch people are often those who are nbst canny with their noney. At
| east, the people who stay rich are, and Khan had every intention of
bot h hi mand his bank remai ni ng wealthy. He was a born haggl er, but
only when it mattered. It was not, for exanple, worth asking for a cash
di scount on a bottle of Krug or a club nmenbership. This would nerely
make one | ook cheap. But in business, haggling was an ancient and
honourable adjunct. He didn't really understand the British
reserve in this matter. He enjoyed the London nmarkets, where
stal |l - hol ders woul d caj ol e peopl e i nt o buyi ng by addi ng anot her bunch
of bananas to t he box they were al ready hol di ng. And anot her bunch ...
and another .. . until suddenly some invisible, unspoken point was
reached, and several hands shot out hol di ng noney. O course, only one
of them was chosen.

Londoners, native Londoners, working-cl ass Londoners, were excell ent
hagglers. Otenit was trained out of them but many retai ned t he habit
and the skill. Just look at the City, at the young brokers who were
just as likely to cone fromthe East End as from Eton. These peopl e
were a pleasure to do business with. Khan totted up that he had j ust
saved £2, 300, either for the bank or for hinself (depending on howit
swung) . He was pl eased. But then, what was £2, 300? The cost of a single
bottl e of Petrus at sonme wi ne nerchants. The cost of an adequat e vi nt age
i nseveral Londonrestaurants. Thecost of thirtyshirts: ascant nonth's
worth. OF course, because the Edi nburgh end of the deal involved no
recei pts, there coul d be no al | owances agai nst tax either . .. but then
Khan and his bank were not worried by UK taxation | aws.

' The parking | ooks difficult,' Henrik called fromthe driver's seat.

"Shall | drop you off and drive around the bl ock?
"Ckay. | shouldn't be nore than twenty minutes.'
"Yes, sir.'

The car stopped, bl ocking the narrowstreet. Behindit, ataxi sounded
its horn. Khan stepped slowy fromthe back of the BMNand gave the
taxi driver a cool gaze. The pavenments were wet, but drying fast. The



sunmrer shower was over, and t he sun had appeared agai n. Steamrose into
t he sky. Khan wal ked on | eat her sol es and heel s t hrough t he st eam and
into the shop. The shop

was anot her saving. He had found that, due to his 'regular shape',
tailored shirts fitted hi mno better than a decent ready-nmade. There
were four customers in the shop, each busy with an assistant.

"Wth you in a nonent, sir,' sonmeone said to Khan, who bowed his head
i n acknow edgenent. He was in no hurry. He slipped his hands into his
trouser pockets and exam ned the collar-sizes on the rows of wooden
shel ves. The hand in his | eft pocket touched sonethi ng small and col d:
an alarm If he pressedits round red button, Henrik would arrive with
all speed. This, too, Khan did not perceive as a |uxury.

They flewup to Scotl and over the west coast. The plane's interior was
cranped yet sonehow confortabl e. There was sonet hi ng reassuri ng about
the cl oseness of proximty. Henrik shifted seats half a dozen tines,
when he was not di spensing drinks. There was a cool -box on board, in
whi ch had been pl aced t wo bottl es of chanpagne, several rounds of snmoked
sal mon sandwi ches, and smal | cockt ail packets of pi stachi os and al nonds.
Pl asti c cups for t he chanpagne t hough: an obvi ous over si ght. Khan handed
two cups to Henrik.

"Ask the pilot if he'd |like one.'

"Yes, sir.'

The pilot could be seen, there being no curtain between cockpit and
passenger deck. This annoyed Khan, too, thoughit could hardly be said
to bethe pilot's fault. Henrik returned with the two beakers. He was
grinni ng.

‘"Not while he's driving, M Khan, but he thanks you for the thought.'
Khan nodded. Sensible, really, but then sone of the pilots he'd had
i n the past were not what one would call top-flight. They were getting
old and getting fat. Fat

pilots worried Khan. They should be full of nervous energy, wiry as
aresult. He'd waited until well into the flight before offering the
chanpagne, just to see if the pilot's will would crack. It hadn't.
Khan | ooked across to Henri k. He too was show ng signs of the good,
easy life. He was paid well for his services, and those services so
far had not exactly taxed him either physically or nentally. Wien Khan
had hired him Henrik had been nmuscul ar; al nost nuscl e- bound. Wr ki ng
wei ghts and hoping to turn pro, paying his way by acting as bouncer
for a Wst End cl ub owner. Khan had asked the cl ub owner's permni ssion
bef ore approachi ng Henri k with an of fer of ajob. The chauffeur's role
hadn't appeal ed to the Dane, but he'd taken the job anyway. He was not
stupi d. He knewt hat as bodyguard he woul d have t o acconpany Khan j ust
about everywhere: everywhere glanobrous, everywhere expensive,
everywhere that was Sonewhere.



But too many hours in the driving seat were taking their toll. Henrik
was still big, still strong, but there was excess fl esh now, too. Khan,
who wor ked out each day, appreciated Henrik's problem it was one of
ment al appli cation. The Dane was no | onger hungry. Look at hi m chanpagne
in both hands, sipping fromone cup then fromthe other, gazing out
of the wi ndow down on to the visible | andscape. Khan was aware t hat
Henri k m ght have to go. There m ght be a term nati on of contract, the
hi ri ng of someone new, soneone strong but hungry. Wul d he per haps keep
Henri k on as driver? He was a good, safe driver after all. But no, that
woul d be to denigrate the man, to hunble him Mreinmportantly, it m ght
wel | make Henrik bitter. And a bitter man was an eneny. It didn't do
to enpl oy potential spies, potential adversaries. No, Henri k woul d have
to go. Soon. There was that new doornman at the Dorica Cub .
"Thisisgreat, really great.' Shari or Sherri sl unped her head agai nst
Khan' s shoul der. She was dressed well. He' d been relieved when they'd
st opped t he car out si de her bl ock and she' d opened t he door and started
down t he steps, smling, waving, carrying two large holdalls . .. and
above all dressed well. Discreetly sensual. Not too nuch nmake-up, not
too much perfume. A clinging red dress which just nmet her knees. Her
tanned | egs did not need covering. Her shoes were red too. She knew
how wel I her bl onde hair and hi gh cheekbones suited red.

"You're very special,' he told her now, rubbing one snooth knee. It
was true: they were all very special.

' Touchingdownintenninutes,' calledthepilot. Onebottl e of chanpagne
was still unopened, the sandwi ches barely touched.

"You're special too, Khan,' said Shari or Sherri.

' Thank you, ny dear.' He patted t he back of her hand, which lay on his
right thigh. '"I"'msure we're going to have a wonderful tine.'

'Yes,' she said. 'Me too.'

Across the aisle fromthem Henrik drained first one beaker and then
the other. Hs chin dropped against his neck as he stifled a bel ch.
A wonderful time. Well, yes, at first it was. But it struck Khan that
there was sonmething not quite right. The tine was wonderful but not
perfect. It wasn't that he was worryi ng about bank busi ness. The bank
was al ways i n and on his mnd, even on these trips north. Scotl and was
not a refuge. There were conput ers and nodens and f axes and t el ephones
in his house. Acall might come on his portabl e phone during |unch or
dinner, or to his bedside telephone in the mddle of the night. New
York mght call to warn of an incom ng fax, for his eyes only. Seoul
m ght need information. Karachi, Lahore, Patna,

Bonbay, Bangkok, George Town, Shanghai .. . not everyone appreciated
what the | ocal hour was when they called. If it was the niddle or the
begi nning or the end of their banking day, then it was Khan's banki ng
day too.



But no, it was nothing to do w th busi ness. Busi ness was not a problem
Was the problem Shari or Sherri? Ah, yes, maybe. Maybe that was it.
She did | ove what he did to her in bed .. . and el sewhere in and out
of the house. Her Anerican accent grated, but only alittle. She was
not over-tal kative, which was arelief to him And she | ooked good al |
the time. She made hersel f presentable. Wat then?

Well . . . There cane a tine when, sated, he liked his wonen to open
thenselvesupalittletohim totell himabout their lives. Normally,
he was uni nterestedi npasts, but therewas sonet hi ngabout theafternmath
of the sexual act. He liked to listento their stories then, and file
t hemaway. Sot hat he coul d assur e hi nsel f he had been f ucki ng soneone' s
history, areal flesh and bl ood hunman, and not just a beautiful dunmy.
And it was here that Shari or Sherri had di sappointed him She had
di sappoi nted hi mby being at first vague, and then by maki ng obvi ous
nm st akes. For instance, she told hi mabout a chil dhood incident when
a boy nei ghbour had lifted up her skirt and slipped his hot little hand
i nside her pants. Shetoldthe storytwice, andthe first tinethe boy's
hand had gone down the front of her pants, the second tine the back.
Khan hadn't comented, but it had nade hi m wonder. He made her work
harder, recalling nore and nore of her past for him He got her to go
over the sane story twi ce, once at breakfast and once over dinner,
checking for mistakes in the retelling. There were one or two, not
significant in thensel ves.

He renenbered how he nmet her. In a club. She'd been with a friend, a
mal e fri end, an admi rer perhaps. She' d caught Khan's eye several tines,
and he' d hel d her glances, until eye contact between thembecane nore
prol onged and rneani ngful. He was a sucker for this kind of conquest,
t he ki nd where he al nost literally tore awnman fromanother man' s arns.
By the end of the evening she was at his table, and the other suitor
had vani shed. It had been easy, and she' d been ravi shing, and he'd felt
t he sweet, warm gl ow of success.

He knew she worked as a nodel. Well, he knew she said she worked as
a nodel. He'd once picked her up outside a prestigious nodel agency
of f Oxford Street, but then when his car had arrived she' d al ready been
wai ting on the pavenent, hadn't she? Howwas he t o knowthat she' d ever
actual |y been inside the buil ding? Wiat really did he know about her?
Preciouslittle, it suddenly seenedto him He'd|ikedthat inthe past,
had preferred it. Keeping things casual, no hint of a nore neani ngful,
a nore lasting relationship. But now. .. Suddenly he wanted to know
nor e about her. What was her | ast name? Kazowski ? Kapri nski ? Sonet hi ng
East European. She told himshe'd changed it to Capri for nodelling
pur poses. Shari Capri or Sherri Capri. Stupid nane. Stupid names.
And another thing, wasn't she overfriendly towards Henri k? Wth her
' Thank you, Henrik' whenever she stepped into or out of the car. Her



smles to him The way she lightly touched his armif she wanted to
ask hi msonet hi ng. Checki ngthat shewas inthe bath, Khan strode qui ckly
to his study, unlocked the door (he was never so foolish, so trusting
astoleaveit unl ocked, but thenl ocks wereeasytopick, weren't they?),
and made for his desk. He gl anced at it, | ooking for signs that things
had been noved, pages turned over. Not hi ng. He

checked his conputer for a certain phone nunber, then picked up the
t el ephone and di all ed London. An 081 nunber, Quter London. There was
a young firmused by the bank soneti nes. They were dynam ¢, and they
got results. Nobody wanted to know how t hey got results, but they got
them There was no one in the office, but as he'd expected a recordi ng
gave hi manot her phone nunber where he coul d reach one of the partners.
He entered this nunber onto his conmputer for future reference, then
dialled it. The call was answered al nost i mmediately.

"Hello, isthat M Allison? It's Khan here. |'mcalling fromScotl| and.
There's ajobl'dlike done. Private, not onthe bank's account. | want
you to check on a Mss Sherri S-h-e-r-r-i or Shari S-h-a-r-i Capri
Ca-p-r-i. I'"lIl give you her hone address and where she says she wor ks.
I want anythi ng on her you can find. Ch, and M Al lison, she's up here
with me, so there should be no problens. | nmean, you won't bunp into
her should you happen to . . . well, you know what | nean. Her hone

address? Yes, of course ..."

Afterwards, he felt alittlerelieved. Allison was extrenely capabl e,
ex-Cl D. And his partner Crichton had a pedi gree which took in both the
Parachut e Regi nent and the SAS. Yes, a trouble shared was a trouble
hal ved. Khanfelt better. So nuch sothat he was abl eto put his troubles
out of his mnd for quarter of an hour, tinme spent in the bathroomwi th
a wet and so very slippery Shari or Sherri Capri

On their | ast evening, they dined in. There was a | ocal chef who, on
days off, could occasionally be persuaded to cook for Khan and his
guests.

Usual |y, Khan reserved this treat for larger dinner parties. But on
Sunday norni ng news cane through of a

spectacul ar deal which had been concluded by the South-East Asia
personnel during their whistlestop tour of the British Isles. A great
deal of nmoney woul d be travelling fromthe UKto the bank's Sout h- East
Asia office, and it woul d travel via the London office where a certain
anount, as always, would be held back in the nane of handling fees.
A sumslightly in excess of one mllion sterling.

It was a job well done, and Khan, who had played no part init, felt
alittle of its success rub off on him Aquickcall tothe chef, Gordon
Sinclair, had secured his services, and when all was said and done it
was practically as cheap as eating out since this way Khan woul d dri nk
chanpagne, wine and spirits fromhis own well-stocked cellar. And at



t he end of the eveningit was al ways pl easant to shareanalt with Gordon
and tal k about food and t he appreci ati on of food. Gordon knewt hat Khan
had contacts in London, that he had eaten in all the top restaurants
and was on first-name terns with many of the restaurateurs and chefs
- not nmerely in London but, it seened, all over. And Khan knew t hat
CGordon had itchy feet, that the only thing tying himto Scotl and was
his Scottishness. He woul d have to flee soonif hewerereally to start
-thetermcaneto Khanwi thasnile-cooking: aquality Londonrestaurant,
where he could nmake a nanme for hinself, and then his own restaurant
under his own nane. That was the route to success.

They woul d tal k about these things and nore. Perhaps Shari woul d be
listening, or perhaps she woul d haveretiredfor the night, to bejoined
by Khan |l ater.

Yes, it was Shari, not Sherri. Shari Capri. Allison had phoned with
thisinformation, and with a fewother sni ppets. But as he poi nted out,
weekends weren't the best tine to track down i nformation, especially
not from places of enploynent. Come Monday, he could work on

t he nodel agency, but not before. It was half in Khan's mnd to ask
if he'd considered breaking and entering, but such a question would
have been in consi derabl e bad taste besides which, if his phone were
bugged, he could be accused of incitenent to comrit a crimnal act.
That woul d never do. So he had to accept what scant i nformation Allison
had gl eaned, and wait until Monday. By Monday he woul d be back i n London,
he woul d have sai d goodbye to Shari, with prom ses of phone calls and
nmeeti ngs for dinner —prom ses he sel domkept as a rule. But it m ght
be that he'd have to keep tabs on her for alittle while |longer, just
until he knew the truth.

‘'More wi ne, Shari?

They were alone in the dining room The kitchen was a | ong way away.
Henri k, dismissed for the evening, would be in one of the bars in
Auchterarder. He'd told Khan about a barmaid with whom he'd becone
friendly. Soit was just Shari and Khan, and, his presence no nore than
a di stant cl ang of pots and si zzl e of fat, Gordon Sinclair. And Gordon's
girlfriend, who had come to help himin the kitchen. She woul d | eave
bef ore dessert was served, while Gordon would linger, clearing up a
little and | oading his excess ingredients back into the boot of his
small sports car. Khan hadn't net the girlfriend before. She was
attractive, if a bit red in the cheeks. Very Scottish: shy, elusive
even. Plunp too, or at | east wel | -rounded. Khan had t he i dea t hat Gor don
and she m ght nake a go of a restaurant together. Perhaps she was the
knot which tied himto the area. Khan was beginning to forman idea
about a restaurant, financed by him and run by Gordon and his
girlfriend ..

'Yes, please,' said Shari. 'This is delicious.'



Trout inal nonds. Local trout, naturally, withthecreamsauce fl avour ed
by alittle island malt. The sauce succeeded i n not overpowering the
delicate fish. The

julienne of vegetables remainedalittle overcooked for Khan's tastes,
but he knew Shari |iked them soft alnpst to the point of nush. She
ret ai ned t he annoyi ng Aneri can habit of cutting and spooni ng everyt hi ng
up with the use of just her fork.

"Delicious,' she said again

He | ooked at her and sni | ed. Maybe he was beconi ng par anoi d. Maybe t here
was not hi ngtoworry about. Look at her - beautiful, fragile. Everything
about her was surface. She couldn't possibly be hiding anything from
hi m No, he was bei ng stupi d. He shoul d f orget everythi ng and j ust enj oy
this final night with her

"Yes, it is delicious, isn't it? he said, pouring a little nore
Meursault. Meursault was a little rich for trout onits own, but the
sauce both deserved and could cope with it. He knew Gordon liked to
surprise him but Khan guessed sone prinme beef woul d be next (albeit
in a sauce of exotic provenance), followed by an Orkney cheese and
freshly made crannachan. And the beauty was that all the ness in the
ki tchen and t he pl ates and t hings i n the di ni ng-roomcoul d be | eft just
as they were. Ms MacArt hur woul d cone i n on Monday afternoon and tidy
the 1ot up.

Bef ore he'd enpl oyed her, and again tw ce since, Khan had had Ms
MacArt hur checked over by a detective agency in Dundee. The agency
reckoned that not only was she cl ean, she was practically unbri babl e.
So Khan didn't mind that she held a set of keys to the house and to
t he al armsystem Besi des, she never entered the study, which was kept
on a separate alarmcircuit anyway (to whi ch Khan and the | ocal police
hel d the only keys).

"Delicious,' he said, raising his glass as if in a toast.

It was one of those special pubs where at weekends after

closing time the lights are turned off and the regulars drink on in
darkness. But not on a Sunday. Sone traditions held fast on a Sunday,
and the pub closed at ten-thirty sharp. Wich suited Henrik really,
since he'd offered to drive Nessa hone and she had | aughi ngl y accept ed.
"Though it's only a five-mnute wal k,' she'd added.

"Well, we can always drive hone the |ong way.'

She'd said nothing at that. He'd been waiting outside in the rented
Ford Scorpi o, the stereo playing, engine running. She sai d goodni ght
to the barman, who was | ocki ng up, then wal ked smartly to the edge of
the kerb. Henrik was already out of the car, so he could hold the
passenger door open for her. She gave hima funny | ook.

' Thank you, kind sir,' she said.

He got back into the driver's seat. 'Were to? he asked her.



' Home, of course.’

" Strai ght honme?

She gave himthe | ook again. 'Not necessarily.'

They stopped by a field just off the dual carriageway to the south of
the town, and stayed there half an hour or so, chatting, kissing. They
wer e as cl unsy as t eenagers, evenwiththeseatstiltedback. Eventually
she | aughed again and | oosed herself from him

"I'"d better get back. My mumi || be getting worried.'

He nodded. ' Okay.' They drove nore or lessinsilenceafter that, except
for her few directions. Until eventually they arrived at the stone
bungal ow.

"This is it. Thanks for the lift.'

"I''"l'l be back again next week probably. What about dinner?'

' Di nner ?'

"At the hotel if you like.'

' Depends on ny shifts really."’

' Maybe | can phone you at the pub?

She thought this over. 'Yes, okay,' she said. 'Do that."'

' Goodnight, Nessa.' He pulled her to himfor a final kiss, but she
wriggled free and gl anced out of the wi ndow,

"My not her mi ght be wat chi ng. Night, Henrik.' And she rel ented, pecking
hi m on the cheek. He watched her as she opened and cl osed her gate,
gave hi ma fi nal wave, and cli nbedthe stepstoher front door. Het hought
he saw a curtain twitch in one of the unlit w ndows. The hall 1ight
was on. She cl osed t he door softly behind her. Henrik slippedthe gear
| ever intothe Drive position and started off. At the end of her road,
he ej ect ed Barry Mani | owfromthe t ape- pl ayer and pushed hore sone heavy
nmetal , turningthevoluneall theway up. He drovet hrough Auchterarder's
dark deserted streets for some time with the driver's w ndow down,
grinning to hinself. Then he headed horme. No doubt he woul d have to
lieinbedandput upwithall that squealing and squawki ng fromKhan's
room all the grunting and puffing. He wondered if it was a put-on,
maybe a recordi ng or sonething. Was it supposed to i npress hin? O did
neither party realise he had ears?

M nd you, she was a particul ar beauty, this present catch. And t he way
she | ooked at Henrik hinself. .. the way she touched him as though
wantingtoassure herself that his buildwas afact and not sone f ant asy.
Yes, maybe when Khan had fi ni shed with her, nmaybe there'd be roomfor
Henrik to nove in. He knew where she worked in London. He knew where
she | i ved. He mi ght just happen to be passing. He was pretty sure she'd
make even nore noi se wi t h hi mt han she di d wi t h Khan. Yes, pretty dammed
sure. Hi s grinwas even w der as he drove t hrough t he gat es of the wal | ed
and det ached house.

He | ocked t he hi gh netal gates behind hi m The chef woul d be | ong gone.



There was no sign of another car. A short gravel driveway led to the
front of the house. The place |looked to be in darkness. It was only
tento twel ve. Maybe they' d fini shed and wer e asl eep. Maybe he woul dn' t
have to resort to vodka to send himinto oblivion. He l eft the car at
the top of the drive rather than parking it in the small garage. He
stood for a nonent, |eaning against the cooling body of the car,
listeningtothe silence. Arustling of trees, a bird inthe distance,
maybe even sone frogs. But that was all. And it was so dark. So utterly
dark, withthe stars shining highinthe sky. So different fromLondon,
so quiet and isolated. Certainly isolated. They'd tal ked of keeping
guard dogs whi ch coul d prow the garden around t he house, but then who
woul d feed them and | ook after then? So instead there was the alarm
system linkedtothelocal stationandtoPerthconstabulary (thelatter
for times when the former was closed or unmanned).

H s eyes having adjusted to the dark, Henrik wal ked to the front door
and opened it, then locked it behind him using the nortice deadl ock
as well as the Yale. The light was on at the far end of the hall, where
the central alarmsystemwas contained in a netal box secured to the
wal | besi de the door to the kitchen. He used one key to open the box,
and anot her to turn on the system The bedroons upstairs were en suite,
so he set the pressure-pad al ar mfor t he whol e house. No need f or anyone
to l eave their roonms before norning. Inthe norning, the first person
up woul d have a mi nute to deactivate the alarmsystembefore the bells
started ringing both outside the house itself and inside the police
station.

Now, havi ng turned on the system he had a minute to get to his room
a mnute before it was fully operational. He headed for the stairs.
There was a soft

buzzi ng f romt he al ar mbox whi ch t ol d hi mi t was wor ki ng. When t he buzzi ng
st opped, the various w ndow devi ces and novenent - sensitive beans and
pressur e- pads woke up for the evening. Silence upstairs, and no |ight
from Khan's bedroom Henrik switched off the hall Iights and cl osed
hi s door behind him

She knows t he house al nost as wel |l as she knows the surroundi ng ar ea.
In the past two days she's been here half a dozen tinmes, and twice at
t he dead of night, the w tching hour.

She's been in the grounds, and has peered t hrough wi ndows i nto roons,

through the letterbox into the hall. She has seen that the al arm box
sits at the end of the hall, attached to the wall. She knows t he ki nd
of alarmit will be. She has checked door and w ndow | ocks. She has

even gone so far as to pass an angl ed nmirror onthe end of astickthrough
the letterbox, the better to see the locks fromthe inside. Al has
proven very sati sfactory. The nearest house is half a mile away. There
are no alarns in the garden, no infra red beans which, when broken,



woul d turn on floodlights. Nolights at all to conplicate her approach.
No cameras. No dogs. She is especially pleased that there are no dogs.
The gates are high and topped with spikes, but the wall is a pathetic
affair with broken bottle-glass cenented toits top. Too pathetic for
it to have been Khan's work. It must al ready have been in place when
he bought the house. The gl ass has been worn snmooth over the years.
She won't even bot her to cover it with a bl anket before she clinbs into
t he garden.

But first, there is the alarm system She straps on a special
clinmbing-belt - thesort knowntoeverytel ephone engi neer - and att aches
spi ked sol es to her shoes. The spi ked sol es are for wear by gardeners
so they can aerate

their lawns. She has nodified the spikes only alittle. She drove to
a garden centre outside Perth for the spike-shoes, and bought a | ot
of other stuff aswell, stuff she didn't need, bought sol ely to disguise
this singul ar purchase. She passed two garden centres before reaching
Perth. Policem ght i nvesti gate oneor two gardencentres, but she doubts
they would go rmuch further afield.

She i s now st andi ng besi de a tel egraph-polein afieldacross the |l ane
fromKhan' s house. She knows this is a dangerous period. She will soon
be visible fromthe house. She checks her watch. Two. The bodyguard
| ocked up two hours ago. They will rise early tonorrowto catch their
pl ane back south. O rather, if things go as intended, they won't.
She wai ts anot her m nute. What noon there i s di sappears behind a hefty
bank of cloud. She ties her belt around the pole as well as herself,
grips the pole, hugging herself toit, and beginstoclinb. Eventually,
she knows, twenty-odd feet up, there will be foot-holds to help her.
But for nowshe has only her own strength. She knows it will be enough.
She does not hesitate.

At the top of the pole, beneath the wires thenselves, sits a large
junction box containing the thinner wires running back to hones inthe
area. She thinks Khan's alarmsystemworks via tel ephone |ines. From
what she's seen of it, it looks just the type. If it doesn't. .. Well,
she will fall back on other plans, other options. But for now she has
to keep busy, working fast while the noon stays hidden. She slips a
pencil-thintorchinto her nouth, holding it as she would a cigarette,
and, by its light, begins to unscrewthe front fromthe junction box.
Terrorists aren't just peoplewhoterrorise. They are peopl e who hunger
for know edge, the know edge of howthi ngs work. In know ng howthi ngs
wor k, you di scover

how soci ety works, and that know edge can hel p cripple society. She
knows she can di srupt comruni cati ons, bringtransport systenstoahalt,
generate mayhem by conputer. G ven the know edge, anything can be
achi eved. The junction box hol ds no surprises for her, only a certain



nmeasure of relief. She stares at the confusion of wires for a nonment,

and knows that she can stay with plan one.

Thereisadistinct col our-codingfor thew resfromKhan's al armsystem

The puzzleis that there seemto be two sets. One for the mai n house .. .

The other? A roominsi de the house, perhaps, or a garage or workshop.

She decides to take both sets out with her neat rubber-handled
wire-clippers. It was a good al armsystem but not a great one. A great

al armsystemwoul d send a constant pulse to the outside world. And if

that pul se were interrupted, then the alarmbells would ring. Cutting
the wi res woul d cause the al armto sound i nthe di stant police station.

But such systens are unreliable and sel domused. They are nui sances,

soundi ng whenever a fluctuation in current occurs, or a phone-Iline
nmonentarily breaks up. Soci ety demands that al arns not be a nui sance.

There were times when Wtch worried about society.

The j ob done, she sl i pped sl ow y back down t he pol e and unti ed her harness
at the bottom putting it back in her heavy bl ack holdall along with
t he spi kes and her tools. Now for the wall. She clanbered up and sat

on the top for a second, studying the wi ndows in the house, then fell

into the dark garden. She had clinbed the wall precisely twelve feet

totheleft of thegate, sothat shefell ontograss and not i ntoshrubbery.
She' d deci ded t o ent er t he way nost burgl ars woul d - by t he back entrance
- not that she was intending to nake this look |ike a burglary. No,

this was to be nessy. Her enpl oyers

wanted her to | eave a nmessage, a clear statement of their feelings.

The kitchen then, its door bolted top and bottomwith a nortice | ock
besi de t he handl e. The bedroons are to the front of the house. She can
make a certai n anount of noi se here. Sil ence, of course, woul d be best.

Silence is the ideal. In her holdall is a carefully nmeasured and cut

pi ece of Fabl on, purchased at a departnent store in Perth. CGhastly
pattern and col our, though the assistant had praised it as though it

were an | npressionist painting. Wtch is surprised people still use
it. She nmeasured t he kitchen wi ndows yesterday, and chose the small er
for her purpose. Slowy, carefully, she unpeel s t he Fabl on and presses
it agai nst the smaller wi ndow, covering it exactly. Inthe departnent

store she al so purchased sone good-quality yellow dusters, while at

a smal|l hardware shop the keen young assi stant was only too pl eased
to sell sone garden twi ne and a hamrer to a | ady keen to stake out her
future vegetabl e plots.

She takes the hamer fromher hol dall. She has used sone twine totie
a duster around the head. Qut of the spare cuts of Fabl on she has nade
sone makeshi ft handl es, whi ch she attaches to t he sheet of Fabl on st uck
to the window. She grips one of these handles as, softly, near
soundl essly, she begins totap away at the gl ass, which falls away from
t he wi ndow-frane but stays attachedtothe Fabl on. Wthinthree nm nutes



she is lifting the whole wi ndow out fromits frane, laying it on the
ground. The alarmis just outside the kitchen door. If she'd set it
off, it would probably be buzzing by now. But she can't hear it. She
can't hear anything, not even her heart.

Upstairs, Henrik is asleep and dream ng i n Danish. He's dream ng of
barmai ds with punps attached to their

breasts, and of flying chanpagne bottles, and of wi nni ng a bodybui | di ng
cont est agai nst Khan and t he pre-novi e star Schwarzenegger. He drank
one gl ass of neat vodka before retiring, and watched ten m nutes of
the satellite novie on his eighteen-inch television before falling
asl eep, waking half an hour later just |ong enough to switch off the
t el evi si on.

He sl eeps and he dreans wi th one hand ti ght bet ween hi s | egs, somet hi ng
he's done since childhood. Grlfriends have conmented on it, |aughed
at it even. If he catches hinself doing it, he shoves the hand under
apillow but it always seens to creep south again of its own volition.
The barnmai ds are singing. Topless for some reason, and singing in a
| anguage he doesn't understand. H s nane? Hi s nane? Can t hey possibly
be singing .. . his nanme?

"Wake up!' A whisper. Awonan's urgent hiss. Hi s eyes open to bl ackness
and he tries to sit up, but a fenm nine hand pushes at his chest, and
he si nks back down agai n. The hand remnai ns agai nst his chest, rubbing
it. A silky-snooth hand.

Shari's hand.

"What is it?" he hisses back. 'What's the matter, Shari?

Her face seens very close to him 'It's Khan. He's sound asleep ...

as usual . He just doesn't ... | don't want to put hi mdown or anyt hi ng,
but he just doesn't satisfy ne.'

Topl ess barmaids . .. breasts. Henrik gives a groggy half-snmleinthe
dark. He reaches a hand to where he inagi nes her chest is. He's not
sure whether he finds it or not. She's wearing her clothes .. . maybe
some sort of nightdress, a baby-doll or sonething.

"I knew you' d cone,' he whispers. '|I was going to call on you when we
got back to London. Khan's a shit, he'll dunp you the m nute the pl ane
| ands. "

"I know.' Her hand rubbing him rubbing in wider circles, taking in
shoul der s and down over hi s stomach. Feel s good. ' He doesn't under st and
how | like it.'

"Like it?
"Sex.' Alowguttural sound, nore noan than whisper. '| loveit." Stil
rubbi ng, smooth hand. 'I like it tied up. Khan doesn't |ike that, but

it's such a turn on. Wiat about you, huh? Is it a turn on for you?
"Sure.' He's waking up now. Tied up?
"Want to try? |'ve got sonme of Khan's ties. Want to try it with his



ties?

"Why not?' Her hand is insistent on hi mnow. She noves one of his arnms,
thenthe ot her, until his hands are behi nd hi m graspi ng at t he bedposts.
He realises now that she wants to tie himup ... not what he had in
m nd, but all the sane ... And in fact she's already busy. It's easy
for her to slip the ties around his wists.

"Not too tight are they?

"No." Lying. Hs wists feel like the circulation's been cut.

And around hi s feet too, so heis splayed and naked on t he bed. He knows
he's in good shape, but sucks his gut inalittle anyway. He's stiff
as a beer-punp hinself now. Damn, he'll make her bells ring, little
Shari's bells ring. Ch Christ, but if shecalls out . . . what if Khan
hears? He's a pretty light sleeper, what if he bursts in while he's
lying here all trussed ...

Bells . . . nake her bells ring .

How conme she hasn't set off the al arm systenf?

He's forni ng t he questi on when he hears tape bei ng torn, and next thing
her hand i s over his face, wapping tape around hi s nouth, around the
back of hi s head, nout h agai n, and agai n, and agai n. Jesus fucki ng Chri st!
He grunts, struggles. But then he hears a cli-chick, and another, and
anot her, and anot her. Four. And he's not

bei ng hel d by ti es any nore. Sonet hing coldinstead. And then the |ight
goes on.

It takes his eyes a second or two to deal with the difference. He sees
hi nsel f naked, and t he handcuffs around hi s ankl es. They' re around hi s
wrists too, pinning himto the bedposts top and bottom No problem
He can contract hinself and snap t he goddammed bedposts off if he has
to. Idiot that he was in the first place. Khan'|l kill himfor this.
But who i s the woman? The woman dressed i n bl ack, who's standi ng there
at the foot of the bed. He hasn't been able to focus on her yet, but
now she's stepping forwards and

Thwock!
One blow to the right tenple with her hammer, and it's back to the
barmai ds for Henri k. Wtch | ooks down on hi mand smles. Well, what's

the point of working if you can't have a little fun?

Across the corridor and down the hall, two people are asleepinalarge
runpl ed bed. The whol e roomsnells of perfune and bat h-soap and sex.
Their cl othes are di stributed across the fl oor wi t hout any di scerni bl e
pattern or progress. The man i s naked and | i es on his side without any
covering. The woman |ies on her front, hair tangl ed across the pill ow.
She is covered by a white sheet, and her left armhangs linmply down
fromthe edge of the bed, fingernails grazing the carpet. No fun and
games here. Nowthe work begi ns inearnest. The armis actual |y a bonus,
| yi ng bul gi ng-veined | i ke that. She uses the pencil-thintorchto help



her prepare and test the syringe, which she then jabs honme into one
of Shari Capri's veins, just where the forearmneets the el bow. Not

nmerely asleep now but unconscious. An explosion woul dn't wake her.

Qunshots woul d cause no flickering

of her eyelids. She'll wake up in the norning, gluey-nouthed, thirsty,

with a sore head npbst probably.

These will be the | east of her problens.

Now onl y Khan renmai ns. He seens to be sl eepi ng peaceful |l y. She wonders
what he's dreani ng of. What do you dreamof when you have everyt hi ng?
You dreamof nmore. O else the terror of | 0sing everything you' ve got.

Ei t her woul d be appropri ate, considering what is about to happen, and
why it's about to happen. Wtch squats on the floor, her face in line
wi th Khan's. She's not six feet fromhim- not quite cl ose enough for

himto take a waki ng, desperate | unge at her, but cl ose enough so t hat

she can study him And studyi ng him he becones | ess human to her, and
| ess hunman still. He becones a notive, a deal, a set of crooked figures
on an accounting sheet. He becones her pay-off.

"M Khan,' she says softly. "M Khan.' An eye openstoaslit. Her voice
is as casual as any nurse's would be to the patient who's cone out of

the operating theatre. 'Tine to wake up now, M Khan.'

The di fference bei ng, of course, that nowKhan i s awake, the operating
theatrewaits for him Wtch, snmling, already has the good sharp knife
in her hand. It flashes through her mind that she has been in Britain
exactly a week.

Happy anni versary.

The Protean Self

Monday 8 June

' So howwas France then?' G eenl eaf was sniling. Sone m ght have cal |l ed
it a grinmace.

Doyl e smil edtoo: withpleasure. ' Mag-ni -fique, John. Just mag-ni -fi que.
Here .. .' Hereachedinto a carrier bag. 'Have a bottl e of beer. |I've
anot her 199 of themin the garage at hone.'

G eenl eaf accepted the snmall green bottle. 'Thanks,' he said. "1'l]I

savour it."'

"You do that, John. That's one franc's worth of best Al sace lager in
t here. Four-point-nine al cohol, so take it slow, eh? And Doyl e gave
G eenl eaf a big w nk.

| don't really hate him G eenleaf thought suddenly. He's smarny all

right, but I wonder how seriously he takes hinself. Mybe the whol e
thing is just himsending hinmself up. | don't really hate him It's
just gentle | oathing.

' So,"' Doyl e was saying, |ooking around hi mat the office. 'The pl ace
didn't crunble in nmy absence? | ' mhurt. | used to think | was the only
thing holding this place together.'



"W do our best, Doyle. It's not easy, but we do our best.’

' Good man. So, what did you get in Fol kestone?

"Some cod and a couple of bloaters.'

Doyl e | aughed for a full fifteen seconds. ' Christ, John, | think a bit
of me's rubbing off on you. Don't ask ne which bit, mnd."'

"As long as | don't catch anything.'

' Ther e you go agai n! Catch anyt hing. You' re pinchingall nmy best |ines.'
"Li nes, eh?" Even Greenl eaf was sniling now. also with pleasure. 'Can
| take it I'mpart of a running gag about fish?

"Bear in mnd one of the poor sods who got bl own up was cal |l ed Perch.'
"Yes, | net his nmother.'

The snil e vani shed fromDoyle's face. 'Yes, doesn't do to joke, does
it? So, what did you really find in Fol kest one?'

'Haven't you read the report?

Doyl e wrinkled his nose. '"Gve nme the details. |I'Il read it later.'
"Well, | found pretty much what you said | would. Looks like it was
an explosion all right. GQuy's business was in trouble, he was open to
any ki nd of offer. They found two grand on him | nanaged to trace the
notes."'

Doyl e' s eyes opened wi de. 'Yeah?' Greenleaf nodded. 'Wl I, good for
you, John. Good for you. And?

"Addnotes. Part of aransompaidto sone ki dnappersinltalyfiveyears
ago.'

" What ?'

"It's all in ny report.'

‘"Maybe 1'd better read it after all.’

' So what about Cal ai s?'

"Not a lot to tell really.’

"I saw the stuff you sent through by nodem on Friday."

Doyl e shrugged. ' Sonething to i npress the ol d man. Abit of technol ogy.
There wasn't nuch substance to what | sent.'

G eenl eaf nodded. Thiswastrue. What' snore, it was a shrewd observati on
of Trilling, who had sl avered over

the print-out nore for what it was, the manner of its transm ssion,
than for what it contai ned.

"Still," saidDoyle, 'sendingit as it happened neant | had t he weekend
clear. | found this great restaurant, five courses for a tenner. You
shoul d nip over for—

"Doyl e! Greenleaf! In ny office!"

They | ooked at one another for a silent nonent. G eenl eaf spoke first.
' Sounds |ike the headrmaster wants to see us.'

"John,' said Doyle, 'you took the words right out of ny nmouth.'

It occurredto Greenl eaf that the reason he was feeling so... so damed
mel l ow t his norning was the weekend he'd just spent with Shirley. A



gl ori ous weekend. On Saturday they'd gone shopping at Brent Cross and
bought a new di ni ng-roomsuite, the one she'd been naggi ng hi mabout
for nonths. The sumer sal es had suddenly seen it reduced in price by
twenty-five percent, and Greenleaf, seeing this as a reward for his
previous prudence, had agreed they should buy the thing. They'd
cel ebrated with di nner at an I ndi an pl ace near their hone, then wat ched
hal f a video before going to bed. And on Sunday, waking late, they'd
takenapicnicto Trent Park ... All very different to Doyl e' s weekend,
he was sure, but he felt the better for it.

"Sit down, please,' said Commander Trilling, hinself already seated.
He didn't | ook i nthe best of humours. Hi s Fi nanci al Tines sat fol ded,
apparently unread, on a corner of his desk. 'I've just had a | ong chat
with Ms Parry over at Spook City. It seenms | was right. She's been
hol di ng out on us.'

"Tut tut,' conmented Doyl e.

"Yes,' said Trilling. 'This double sinking is, apparently, a near
copycat of a sinking several years ago off Japan.'

"Japan?' This from G eenl eaf .

"Japan,' said the Cormander. 'Aterrorist entered Japan and t hen bl ew
up the boat which had taken her there.’

"Her?' From Doyl e.

"Her,' said Trilling.

"VWich group, sir?" asked Geenleaf.

"Ms Parry's nore than a bit vague on that. She's sendi ng over a courier
wi th what informationthereis. The pair of you' d better study it. Makes
sense i f you think about it. Terrorists kidnap agirl, then the ransom
nmoney turns up after the Fol kestone expl osion. Sinplest explanation
i sthat soneone fromthe original terrorist group has enteredBritain.'
"And,' added Doyle, 'the "soneone" in question also carried out an
assassination in Japan.'

"Quite so.'

"Political?

"Not entirely. A peace canpai gner. The runour, accordingto Ms Parry,
is that some arnms deal ers might have chipped in to hire a killer.'
"Nice people to do business with,' said Doyl e.

G eenl eaf said nothing. He was noting howTrilling harped on that Ms.
He really was pissed off with Parry.

'So now,' the Commander was saying, 'there's a good possibility that
aterrorist, a hired assassin, is sonewhere in the country. Maybe a
woman. And she's been here for a few days now, while Ms Parry has
wi thheld vital information fromus.'

Greenleaf: 'So by now she could be anywhere.'

" Anywhere.'

"And her target?



Trilling shrugged. 'That's our next |line of inquiry. Al ways supposing
we are dealing with anindividual - of whatever sex. Parry hersel f only
sounds hal f-convi nced, but the original theory starts with aretired
agent called

Domi nic Elder. | know El der of old. He's prone to exaggeration but
basically sound."

'So what do we do, sir?

"I want you to put together a list of possible targets, political or
ot herwi se. Includi ng peace canpai gners, journalists, judges, anyone
of influence really. Alot of it will already be in the files, it's
just a matter of collation.'

'The sutmmit' s the obvious contender,' said Doyl e.

Unfortunately that's true.'

Do we have a description of the woman?'

Not one that would help.'

It's not nuch to go on, is it?

"No," said Trilling, "it's not. But we've got the point of I|anding,
and that's a start.'

' Depends, sir,' said G eenleaf. ' She may have | eft t he boat at any poi nt
al ong the coast."

"Well, let'stakeit that she. .. or he... or they. . . didn't. Let's

start with athree-nile strip either side of Fol kestone. Either there
was a car waiting, which woul d make sense, or el sethe terrorist wal ked
into town.'

'O away fromit.'

"Oraway fromit,' agreedTrilling. 'Watever, it was wel | past m dni ght.
At that time of night, anything arouses interest. A parked car on a
desertedroad. .. soneone wal ki ng al ongthat road. .. maybe even soneone

com ng ashore. Let'sget menontoit, askingquestions, stoppingdrivers.
Put up checkpoints on all the roads into Fol kestone, and especially
after mdnight. Stop every driver and ask themif they saw anything
suspi ci ous. Most vehicles that tinme of night will belorries, so check
haul age firns, delivery vans, the lot.'

"That's a ton of work, sir.'

"I knowit is. Wuld you rather we l et this person take a pot-shot at

a visiting dignitary? Think what it would do to the tourist trade.'

"I't'd make the roads a bit quieter,' comented Doyle, and received a
filthy look fromTrilling.

" Maxi mumeffort, gentlemen, starti ngnow. As soonasthecourier arrives,
I'"1l | et you have copi es of whatever thereis. Renenber, nmaxi mumeffort.

What ever it takes.'

"VWhatever it takes, sir,' agreed Doyl e.

"Sir, what about a name for the operation?

"For what it's worth, Parry and her crew used the name Wtch.'



"But that's not the nane of the gang?

"No, it's just sonething Dom nic Elder thought up.'

"VWhat about QOperation Bedknobs then?' Doyle suggested. 'You know,
Bedknobs and Broonsticks.'

"Or just Wtch Hunt,' G eenleaf added.

"I don't li ke the connotations of witchhunt,' conmented Trilling. ' And
Bedknobs is nerely stupid. Let's go with Broonstick. Operation
Broonsti ck. Now, both of you, get sweeping!'

In unison: 'Yes, sir.'

She sat staring fromher desk, staringtowards and out of her open door.
It had been an unconf ortabl e conversati on, andt hi nki ng back onit Joyce
Parry realised that she m ght have phrased things differently; that
she m ght, unusual Iy for her, have playedit all wong. There were strong
ti es between her departnent and Special Branch. The secret services
hel d no powers of arrest, and depended on Speci al Branch hel p in that,
as in many other things. It didn't doto fall out. Especially not with
Bill Trilling, who was a crotchety sod at the best of tinmes, and not
the easiest person either to work or nmerely to liaise wth.

No, she'd played himall wong. She'd tried to soothe things, to work
around the probl em Best just to have dived in, admtting a cock-up,
gi ving assurances that it

woul dn' t happen again. Alittle bit of grovelling and Trilling would
have been sati sfied. But havi ng seen her grovel once, woul dn't he have
demanded nore? She didn't like to | ook weak. She certainly didn't |ike
tol ook weak to peoplelike Trilling. No, inthelongrun she'd probably
donetheright thing. She'dbeenstrongandshe'dtriedtobediplonmatic,
and he woul d renenber that. Al ways supposi ng one or both of themkept
their present jobs .

If the woman Doni ni ¢ El der called Wtch had entered the country, and
if she carried out an assassi nation, then questions woul d be asked of
thesecurityandintelligenceservices. There coul d be no doubti ng where
the buck would stop: it would stop with Bill Trilling and with her.
But Trilling had a trunp card. Hi s nmen had been sent to investigate
t he doubl e si nki ngwi t hout knowi ng of t he possiblelinkw ththeJapanese
sinking six years before. So the buck cane, finally, to Joyce Parry.
In her defence, she could point out that it was six years ago, that
it was nerely a notion that had cone i nto her head. There was not hi ng
to prove that Wtch was in Britain. Probably, there woul d be no proof
until she or he or they made her or his or their nove. But by then it
woul d be too | ate. O course, Barcl ay shoul d have spoken to her before
contacting Special Branch. He'd take a certain portion of the bl ane,
but not enough to save her fromforced resignation .. . She shivered
at the thought. She'd worked so hard to get here, harder than any man
woul d have had to work to achi eve the sane high office.



She didn't need Bill Trilling as an eneny; she needed himas a fri end.
But she was dammed i f she'd crawl or beg or even si nper. She' d be hersel f.
I f he hel ped, he woul d hel p because it was i n everyone's interests for
himto and not because she'd asked him' pl ease'. Yes, she was

st ubborn. Domini c had al ways said it was her | east alluring attribute.
He was one to talKk.

Di d Domi ni ¢ hol d t he key? She shoul d t al k t o hi manyway about hi s neeti ng
wi th Barcl ay. She wondered what he'd nade of M chael Barclay . . . She
t hought she knew the answer, but it would be interesting to hear it.
Besi des, Doni ni ¢ knewsuch a lot - or thought he did -about Wtch. She
needed friends. She needed peopl e working for her rather than agai nst
her. If Wtch was in the country, and if Wtch was goi ng to be caught,
she coul d ignore nobody.

She pi cked up her receiver and, fromnenory, dialled his nunber. For
her efforts, she got a constant tone: nunber unobt ai nabl e. She checked
hi s phone nunber onthe conputer: she' dtransposedthelast two nunbers.
She diall ed again. This time, he picked up the tel ephone on the first
ring.

"Hello, Dominic, it's Joyce.'

"Yes, hello. | thought you'd call. |'ve been thinking about you.'

" oh?'

"You just can't get the staff these days, can you?

"I take it Barclay didn't nmeet with your approval ?

"Let's say he strikes ne as ... naive.'
"Wren't we all once?
He ignored this. "I blane conputers. People sit in front of themall

day thinking they're the answer.' Joyce, staring at his phone nunber
on her conmputer screen, sniledat this. 'They' re just the tools. People
don't go out into the world any nore.'

"I don't renmenber going out into the world.'

' Ch cone on, Joyce, you were a field agent for - what? - five years?'
"And much good did it do ne.’

"It broadened your mnd.'

"I had to be broad-m nded, Dom nic, working with you.'

'That joke's a decade old, Joyce.'

'"Then let's change the subject. | take it you weren't able to help
Bar cl ay?'

'"He wasn't able to focus on what | was telling him'

"So you did tell himabout Wtch?

"I told himall about Wtch. Miuch good will it do any of us. Joyce,
if you need ny help, I'"'mhere. But | can be anywhere you want, just
say the word."'

"I may take you up on that, Dominic'

' Do "



"I"mnot sure there's funding for a freelancer.'

"I don't want noney, Joyce. | want her.'

Joyce Parry smled. Yes, he was conmitted all right. Mre, he was
obsessed. Was she nerely opening an ol d wound, or could she help him
exorci se the ghost?

"I''"ll call you,' she said nerely. 'Meantine, any suggestions?

"I take it Special Branch are covering this end of things?

"At the nonent, yes.'

"Then at the nonent, |1'd | eave themto it. What about sendi ng soneone
to Cal ai s?

'y 2"

"I't was her | eaping-off point this trip. Someone may know sonet hi ng.'
' Speci al Branch al ready sent soneone.'

"VWhat ? Sone det ective fromNew Scot | and Yar d? Spoke French di d he? What
was he | ooking for? How | ong was he there?

Still sharp, Doninic. Maybe thisw |l be good for you. God knows, you're
not ol d enough for the cottage-and-

garden routine, she thought. 'I believe he stayed t here overni ght, and
he spoke a little French.'

"One night? Dinner at his hotel and afewgifts for his mstress. He'll
have listened to what the | ocal gendarnmes tell him then reported it
back verbatim It's hardly what you'd call Intelligence.'

'"So you think we should send one of our own?

"Yes.' A pause. 'Send Barclay.'

"Barcl ay?'

"Why not? He speaks French, and travel does broaden the mind.'

"I thought you said you didn't Iike hinP

"I don't recall saying anything of the kind. Renmind ne to play back
the tape |I' mmaki ng of our conversation, just to check. No, but let's
say | think he could do with some .. . training. On his feet, so to
speak, rather than with themstuck beneath a term nal screen. Term nal
bei ng the operative word."

Joyce Parry smled at the pun, whether it was intended or not. "I'Il
think about it,' she said. 'I hope you're not up to your old tricks,
Donmi ni ¢!

"add tricks?

"Using people, getting themto run your errands.'

"l don't know what you mean.'

She sawt hat Barcl ay hi nsel f was st andi ngi n her doorway, readytoreport
on his nmeeting with Elder. 'I1'd better go. Talk to you later."
‘Joyce, |'mserious about wanting to help. You know that.'

"I know. ' Bye."' She put downthereceiver. 'Bonjour, Mchael,' she said.
' Comment ga va?'

G eenl eaf was back at hi s desk barely quarter of an hour when t he phone



call came from Fol kestone. It was Chief |nspector Rennie.

"I nspector G eenleaf?

"Yes, Chief Inspector. What can | do for you, sir?

"M ght be not hi ng. W' ve beental ki ngwith M Crane's enpl oyees, present
and past.'

' Yes?'

"One man, a M MKillip, said sonething quite interesting. | thought
you might like to talk to himyourself

It was a sl owdrive to Fol kestone. Roadwor ks and hol i day caravans. But
Trilling had been adamant: Greenl eaf shoul d go strai ght away. God knew,
t hey' d been novi ng t hrough treacl e t hese past fewdays, ever since the
ori gi nal phone call from M chael Barcl ay.

Mke McKillip wasn't at the police station. He'd got tired of waiting
and had gone hone. It took Greenleaf afurther twenty mnutes tol ocate

McKi Il lip's house fromthe directions given himat the police station's
front desk. You take a left here, then a right at the chip shop, then
third on the | eft past the postbox .. . Wat chip shop? What postbox?

MKillip was watching TV when Greenleaf finally arrived, hungry and
parched. McKillip lay slunped along the saggi ng sofa, guzzling beer
fromthe tin. He did not offer the policenan any, nor did he bother
switching off the TV, or even turning the sound down. He just kept
conpl ai ni ng about how the firmwas going to the wall now that Crane
was dead, and what was he supposed to do for work around t hese parts,
and who' d have himat his age anyway when there were younger nen out
t here?

Mke MKillipwasthirty-seven. About sixfoot twotall, G eenl eaf woul d
guess, and probably fifteen stones. It wasn't a fit fifteen stones,
but it was wei ght, weight to be thrown about, inposing weight. Which
was why George Crane had paid himtwenty quid to drink in a pub one
l unchti me.

"What did he tell you, M MKillip?

"Just that he had to talk business with sone geezer, and the geezer
m ght turn nasty. He didn't say why or anything, just that it night

turn nasty. | was supposed to stand at the bar and have a drink, not
stare at them or anything, just casual I|ike. But if anything
happened . .." McKillip punched a neaty fi st down into the soft fabric

of the sofa

"And di d anyt hing happen?’

'"Nah. Soon as | saw the geezer | thought, He's not going to give any
trouble. Big... tall, |I mean. Though |'ve seen nore neat on a butcher's
pencil."' Another huge slurp of beer. Christ, G eenleaf would nurder
for a drink.

" Anyt hi ng el se about the nan?

"Fair hair, | think. Youngish, early-thirties. Goingabit thinontop.



Seriously thin on top, nowthat | think about it. They had one dri nk,
bit of a natter. | wasn't watching particularly. The geezer wasn't to
know ! was there. | just did nme drinking. Easiest scorel've ever nmade,
| cantell you.' Alowthroaty chuckle. The can was enpty. He crushed
it and placed it on the carpet beside three other derelict cans, then
gave a bel ch.

"Did M Crane say anything afterwards?

McKillip shook his head. ' Looked pl eased as punch t hough, so | asked
himif it had all gone off all right after all. He said yeah, it was
fine. That was the end of it, far as | was concerned.' He shrugged.
"That's all.'

"VWich pub was this?

' The \Weat sheaf .

"At lunchtime, you say?

"That's right.'

"Wul d you know the nan again, M MKillip?

"No sweat. |'ve got a nenory for faces.'

G eenl eaf nodded, not that he believed MKillip .. . not

as far as he coul dthrowhi m He was desperat eto be out of here, desperate
t o assuage both t hirst and hunger. He swall owed drily. ' You hadn't seen
hi m bef ore?"

"Nor since.'

' How was the neeting arranged?'

"I don't know. Christ, man, | was just the nuscle. | wasn't the boss's
| awyer or anything.'

"And you didn't see anything change hands between M Crane and this
ot her man?'

' Li ke what ?'

" Anyt hing. A parcel, a bag, sonme noney naybe .. .7

" Nah, not hing. They' d cooked sonet hing up all right though. The gaffer
was chipper all that afternoon and the next day.'

"When was this neeting exactly, M MKillip?

'God, now you're asking ... No idea. Weks ago.'

' Weeks?'

"Well, a couple of weeks anyway, maybe nore like a nmonth.'
'Between a fortnight and a nonth. | see. Thank you.'

"I toldthemdown the station. | said, it's not nuch. Not worth bot heri ng
about. But they hadtoreport it, they said. You cone down fromLondon?'
G eenl eaf nodded. McKillip shook his head. ' That's nmy taxes, you know,

paying for all this farting about. Not that |I'l|l be payi ng taxes nuch
| onger. You'll be paying ny dole instead. That wife of his is wi nding
t he conpany up. Bl oody shanme that. |f there'd been a son .. . naybe

he coul d have made a go of it, but not her. Bl oody wonen, you can't
trust them Soon as your pocket's enpty, they're off. I' mspeaki ng from



experience, mind. Wfe took the kids with her, back to her mum s in
Croydon. Good luck to her. | like it fine here

"Yes,' said Geenleaf, risingfromthetactile surface of his arnchair,
"I"'msure you do, M MKillip.'

McKillip wished hi ma good drive back as G eenl eaf nmade his exit. He
got back in his car but stopped at the first pub he sawand drank several
orange juices, using themto wash down a cheese and oni on sandw ch.
Too late, he renmenbered that Shirley hated it when his nouth tasted
of onion. Afterwards, he headed back to the police station where he
made arrangenents for an artist to nake an appoi ntrment with McKillip.
They' d get a sketch of the stranger in the pub. It m ght cone i n handy.
Then again .. . Still, best to be thorough. Christ knows, if Doyl e had
come down here, he'd returnto London with an oil painting of the man.
In his flat, Mchael Barclay was busy packing for the trip to Cal ais.
He' d pack one item then have to sit for a while to ponder the sane
question: why me? Those two words bounced around in his brain Iike
cursors gone mad. Why nme? He couldn't figure it out. He tried not to
think about it. If he continuedtothinkabout it, he'dbesuretoforget
somet hing. He switched onthe radio to take his mnd off it. There was
musi ¢, not very good nusic, and then there was news. It included astory
about sone banker murdered in his bed. Barclay caught nentions of

handcuffs and glanobrous nodels. Well, you could tell what that
particular dirty banker had been up to, couldn't you? Handcuffs and
nmodel s . .. some guys had all the | uck.

M chael Barcl ay went onwi th hi s packi ng. He deci dedtotake hi s personal
cassette player and sone opera tapes. It might be along crossing. And
he tried out a fewsentences in French, desperately recallingthe work
he' d done for A Level (Cgrade pass). Christ, that had been seven years
ago. Then he had a brai nwave. On the bookshelves in his study, he
eventually tracked down an old French grammar book and a pocket
French- Engl i sh

di ctionary, bot h unused si nce school days. They, too, went i nto hi s case.
He was pausi ng f or cof f ee when he caught the next | ot of news headl i nes.
It seemed t he banker had been found handcuffed to t he nodel, that she'd
been hysterical and was now under heavy sedation. M chael Barclay
whi stled. Then he zi pped up his case.

Tuesday 9 June

When Greenleaf arrived in the office that norni ng, Doyl e was waiting
to pounce.

"You are not going to believe this,' he said. '|I could give you five
t housand guesses and you still wouldn't guess.'
" What ?'

Doyl e just | eered and t apped t he si de of his nose. ' The Conmrander wants
us in his office in five mnutes. You'll find out then.'



G eenl eaf suffered a nonent's panic. He was going to be carpeted for
somet hi ng, sonet hi ng he ei ther hadn't done or didn't know he had done.
What ? But t hen he rel axed. Doyl e woul d have sai d sonet hi ng, sonet hi ng
nmore than he'd hinted at. And besides, they hadn't put a foot wong
so far, had they? They'd set up the Fol kestone operation, and they'd
made good progress withthe list of possible assassinationhits. They'd
started with 1,612 nanes on the list: 790 individuals (MPs, military
chiefs, senior civil servants, prom nent businessnmen, etc.), 167
organi sati ons or events (such as the summ t neeti ng), and 655 bui | di ngs
and ot her | andmar ks, everything fromStonehenge to the O d Man of Hoy.
Thi s was an ext ensi ve, but not an exhaustive, fist. It had been desi gned
by the Intelligence department known as 'Profiling' to enconpass the
nmost likely terrorist targets in the UK The details of Wtch sent by
Joyce Parry to Special Branch had al so gone to Profiling, and they'd
used these details to begin whittling the [ist down.

Events and individuals were Wtch's specialities; even at that she
usual |y targeted an i ndi vi dual at an event rather thanthe event itself.
Profiling had spoken by phone wi th Dom nic El der, who had agreed with
their assessnment. They were | ooking for an event, where a specific
i ndi vi dual woul d be targeted.

Usual |y, asitting of Parliament would be top of thelist. But not this
month. This nmonth London was hosting sonmething even bigger, and
G eenl eaf hinmself had conpiled a report on its security.

Doyl e had pointed out though that they couldn't know there was an
assassin actually at large until after a hit had been attenpted,
successful or not. Al they had so far was theory, supposition, and
precious little fact. AHt hey had was coi nci dence. Joyce Parry and her
depart nent had been at their cagi est. What reports had been sent over
were full of 'm ght haves' and ' coul d bes' and 'ifs'. Ri ddl ed, in other
words, with get-out clauses. Only El der seened sure of his ground, but
then it was all right for him he was out of the gane.

G eenl eaf menti onedthis agai nas hewaitedw th Doyl e out si de Conmander

Trilling' s door. Doyle turned to himand grinned.

"Don't worry, John. W've got confirmtion.'

' What ?'

But Doyl e was al ready knocki ng on and si nul t aneousl y openi ng t he door.
"Conme in, gentlenen,' said Commander Trilling. 'Sit down. Has Doyl e
told you, John?

G eenl eaf cast aglancetowards his'partner'. 'No, sir,' hesaidcoldly.
"He's not seen fit to let me into the secret.'

"No secret,' said Trilling. "It was on last night's news and it'll be
ontoday's. Wll, the bare facts will be. We've got alittle nore than

that.' He glanced over a sheet of
f ax paper on hi s desk. ' Anan' s been nur der ed. Abanker, basedi n London.'



"Murdered, sir?

" Assassinated, if you like. No other notive, certainly not burglary.
And the world of business espionage doesn't wusually enconpass
sl aughter.’

"Killed to order then.'

"You could say that,' Doyle said. He sat well back on his chair, with
| egs apart and arns fol ded. He | ooked |Ii ke he was havi ng a good tine.
"Who was he exactly, sir?" asked G eenl eaf.

"A M Khan, senior banking official for a small foreign bank based in
London. "

G eenl eaf nodded. 'I heardit ontheradio. Killedupin Scotland, wasn't
he?'
"Yes, he has a house up there, near .. .' Trilling exam ned the fax

sheet again. 'Auchterarder,' he said, and |ooked up at G eenl eaf.

'd eneagl es, that sort of area.’

'"Seni or banking official" you said. Wat precisely does that nean,

sir?

Trilling sighed, exhaling peppermnt. 'W're not sure. Nobody seens
t o knowwhat M Khan's rol e was i nthis bank of his. Serious Fraud O fice
i nvestigated the bank, but even they're not sure.'

'"He was a fixer,' said Doyle bluntly.

"I"'m not sure that description takes us nuch further,' Trilling
conmpl ai ned. 'Whatever his job entailed, it seems to have nmade him
enem es.'

' How professional was the hit, sir?

"Very.'

"But not without its funny side,' added Doyl e.

G eenl eaf |ooked at Trilling. 'Funny?

' Doyl e has a strange sense of humour,' nmnuttered

Trilling. ' The nurder took place sonetinme during Sunday ni ght. M Khan
was due to fly back to London yest erday norni ng. He has a cl eani ng | ady
tidy up after him—-

"Wping the I eftover coke off the hand-mirror, that sort of thing,'

sai d Doyl e.

Trilling ignored the interruption. 'A Ms MacArthur tidies for him
She has her own key. But she was surprised to arrive at the house
yest erday afternoon and find M Khan's car still inthe drive. She went

i nside. There was no noi se, but as she clinbed the stairs she could
hear sounds of a struggle inthe roomoccupied by M Khan's chauffeur—
' Bodyguard,' said Doyl e.

' —a Dani sh gentl enan. She went into his roomand found hi mhandcuffed
to his bed, and trying desperately to free hinsel f. He' d been gagged.'
"And he was stark bollock naked,' added Doyl e.

"She didn't have any way of freeing him so she went in search of M



Khan. She suspect ed arobbery, andtherewas a phoneinM Khan's bedroom
When she arrived, she found M Khan's girlfriend weeping and franti c.
One of her wists had been chained to the bedpost. The other was
handcuffed to one of M Khan's wists. M Khan hi nsel f was dead, tongue
cut out and throat cut. The poor girl had towait for policeto rel ease
her. She's under sedation in hospital.’

"Christ,' said G eenleaf.

Doyl e was chuckling. "Isn't it a beauty? It'Il be all over the papers.
You couldn't keep it quiet if you tried. Blonde beauty driven nad in
corpse-chaining horror. That's what the assassin wants, of course.'
"Why?' G eenleaf asked nunbly.

'"Easy,' said Doyle. 'It's a nmessage, isn't it? Like sticking

a horse's head i n sonebody' s bed. Shock value. It scares people off.'
'But scares them off what?

Trillingclearedhisthroat. '| heardfromMs Parry earlier thisnorning.
It seens that her organisation had been .. . using M Khan.'
" Usi ng hi n®'

"As a source of informati on. M Khan was ski mri ng a certai n anount from
hi s bank wi t hout anyone's know edge. Parry's agents found out and Khan

was ... persuaded to exchange information for silence.'
"Conplicity,' corrected Doyl e.
"That's a |l ong word for you, Doyle,' warned Trilling. 'I'd be careful

of long words, they can get you into trouble.’

"Conmeon, sir, it'sthe ol dest bl ackmail scami nthe book. Sex and noney,
the two persuaders.' Doyle turned to Greenleaf. 'Khan's bank's been
| aunderi ng noney for years. Terrorist noney, drug noney, all Kkinds of
nmoney. Parry's | ot have known about it for just about as long as it's
been going on. But it's convenient to have a dirty bank, just so | ong
as you can keep tabs on its business. That way you know who's doi ng
what to whom how rmuch it's maki ng them and where t he noney's goi ng.
They' ve had Khan in their pocket for over a year.'

'So Khan feeds tithits of information

"Inreturnfor Parry's | ot keepi ng qui et about his skim Ni ce and easy,
and nobody gets hurt.'

"Unl ess you're found out,’' said G eenleaf.

"Unl ess you're found out,' agreed Trilling. 'If you' re discovered -
or even sinply believed - to be an informant, suddenly you' ve got a
ot of enemies. Ruthless enenmies, who will pay not only for your

elimnation, but will demand sonething nore."'

"A very public execution,' said Doyl e.

'To scare of f other potential inforners,' G eenleaf added, conpl eting
t he deductive process.

"Exactly,' said Trilling. 'We can't know which particular group of
i nvestors ordered the assassination, but we can be pretty sure that



they wanted it to be newsworthy, and newsworthy they got.'

"And we think the assassin is Wtch?' Geenleaf surmsed. Trilling
shrugged hi s shoul ders.

' There's no nodus operandi for ustoidentify the present hit agai nst.
The killer was clever and well-infornmed. An alarmand a w ndow were
taken out, afit young man over powered. Wat we do know, fromt he Dane,
is that we're | ooking for a wonan.'

" Descri ption?

Trilling shook his head. 'It was dark. He didn't see anything.'
Doyl e | eered again. 'She didn't chain two wists and two ankles to
bedposts i nthe dark wi t hout hi mwaki ng up. It was a sucker punch, sir.'
'"That's not what the Dane says.'

"Wth respect, sir, bollocks to what the Dane says. He was awake, and
she suckered him'

' How?' asked G eenl eaf. Doyl e turned t owar ds hi mso suddenl y, G eenl eaf
knew he'd been waiting for the question to be asked.

" Awonan cones i nto your bedroomand says she wants to tie you up. You
fall for it. Why? Because you think she's got sone runpy in mind. The
st upi d bugger's supposed to be a bodyguard, and he |l ets sonme bird he's
never seen before tie himto a bed. Sucker punch. Maybe she slipped
hi ma coupl e of thousand on the side, nake the whole thing nore ..
pal at abl e.'

' There you go again, Doyle. Stick to short words.' Trilling shifted
in his chair. 'But we're checking himanyway. We don't think he was
inonit, but you can

never be sure. He did receive a nasty blowto the head, not far off
bei ng fatal according to the hospital.’

'VWhat el se have we got, sir?

"Not much. Not yet. But the assassin did | eave sonme clues behind."'
"What sort of clues?

"Things required to do the job. The handcuffs for a start, six pairs.
You don't just place an order for six pairs of handcuffs w thout soneone
rai sing an eyebrow. Then there was sone

" Sticky-backed plastic,' offered Doyle helpfully. 'That's what they
used to call it on Blue Peter.'

' Probably bought locally. There's a nurder team busy at the scene.
They' || do what they can, ask around, check the various shops

"You don't sound too hopeful, sir.'

"I'"ll admt, John, I'mnot. This was a pro, albeit one with a warped
sense of hunour. She won't have left nmany real clues, though Chri st
knows how many red herrings we'll find. And even if we trace the stuff
back to a shop, what will we get? A general description of a fenale.
She can change her looks in mnutes: w g, hair-dye, nake-up, new
clothes ...



Shape- changer, thought G eenl eaf. What did you call thenf? Proteus? Now
t hat he t hought of it, why weren't there nore wonmen con artists around?
So easy for themt o chop and change di sgui ses: hi gh heel s and | ow heel s,
paddi ng round the wai st or in the bra, hair-dye . . . yes, a conplete
identity change in minutes. Trilling was right.

"But at least now, sir,' he offered, 'we know we are dealing with a
woman, and we know she did land in the country. At | east now we' ve got
two facts where before we only had guesses.'

"True,' agreed Commander Trilling.

"But at the sane tinme,' added Doyle, 'she's finished her

j ob before we' ve even had hal f a chance. She coul d al ready be back out
of the country.’

"I don't think so,' Greenleaf said quietly. Doyle and Trilling | ooked
at him seeking further explanation. He obliged. 'You don't hire an
outside contractor for a single hit Iike this. And nobody's going to
bl ow up two boats just because they're on a job to bunp off asolitary
banker. It has to be bigger, don't you think?

"You've got a point,' said Trilling.

"I'"vetrainedhimwell, sir,' added Doyl e. ' Yes, doesn't make much sense,
does it? Unless the whole thing is one huge red herring, keeping us
busy up in Jockland while Wtch is busy el sewhere.’

"Coul d be," said Greenl eaf. 'But there's sonething el seinoneof those
reports, the ones Ms Parry sent over. Sonet hi ng sai d by t hat man El der.
He poi nts out that Wtchoftenkillsfor noneyinorder tofinance anot her
operation. What is it he says?' G eenleaf threwhis head back, quoting
fromnenory. 'To finance her "pursuit of a pure terrorism untainted

by nonetary, political or propaganda gain".' He shrugged
self-effacingly. 'Sonething like that.'

"As | say, sir,' Doylesaidto Trillingwith awnk, 'I've trained him
well." Andturningto Greenleaf: ' You' redoingfine, John. Just renenber

who it was taught you everything you know. '

"How can | forget? said G eenleaf.

The final edition of the day's Evening Standard ran with the story,
as di d ot her eveni ng papers throughout the country. |In Edi nburgh and
d asgow, copies of those cities' evening offerings were snapped up.
Radi o news expanded on their previous day's coverage of the murder.
Nor did television show much restraint as nore details were | eaked.
Di versions had to be set up either

end of the lane, to stop the curious bl ocking the road outside Khan's
house.

In the field across fromthe house, a sky-platform the sort used by
firemen tackling fires and by council workers changi ng the |i ght bul bs
in street-1lanps, stood parked beneath a tel egraph pole. The platform
had been elevated to the height of the top of the pole, so that two



CID nen (afraid of heights and gripping on to the safety bar) could
be shown by a British Tel ecomengi neer just howthe alarmw res from
Khan's house had been severed. Prior to this, forensic scientists had
taken the juddering trip to the top of the pole, dusting the junction
box and phot ogr aphi ng secti ons of the wooden pol e itself, picking out

t he hol es made by cl i mbi ng- spi kes and the chafing of the wood nmade by
some sort of harness. The engineer was clear in his own mnd.

"It was anot her t el ephone engi neer,' hetol dthe nurder squad det ecti ves.
'"Had to be. He had all the gear, and he knew just what he was doing.'

The detectives didn't bother telling himthat he'd even got the sex
wrong. They were keen to get back to Dundee, back to their watering
hol es where ears woul d be keen to hear the details. They pitied their
poor col | eagues who' d been sent to track down Fabl on and garden tw ne,

| eavi ng no general store or garden centre unturned. But at | east garden
centres were sitedonterrafirm, and not forty feet upintheair ...

In London, Joyce Parry sat in arailway station buffet, drinking tea
and deep i n thought. During her nmany tel ephone conversations that day
and the eveni ng before, no one had uttered nmuch by way of condol ence
regardi ng Khan. He was a | oss, but only as a nmerchantable item not

as a human being. H s information had been useful, of course, but it

coul d be gained in other

ways. GCHQ al ready provided a | ot of data - Khan's sni ppets had often
served only to confirm or consolidate what was already known.

Intelligence services in other countries, for exanple, passed on
i nformati on about the bank's operations abroad. Joyce Parry hoped t he
bank would not find itself in trouble because of Khan. One bad appl e

shouldn't be allowed to ... She'd already had to divert the attention
of the Serious Fraud O fice. If the drug barons and crine cartel s noved
t hei r noney out of the bank .. . well, thenthe security services woul d

have to start all over again, |ocating the new bank, shifting spheres
of operationsothat the newbank was part of the orbit. Time-consum ng,
expensi ve, and prone to | osses.

No, Joyce Parry hoped things woul d stay as they were. She hoped upon
hope.

And she drank her tea, though'tea' was not t he nost suitabl e description
for the liquid in front of her. On the nenu the drink was descri bed
asfresh-leaf tea. Wl |, it had beenfreshonceuponatine, she supposed,
in some other country.

After her hectic nmorning - so many people who needed to be notified
of Khan's deni se and of the manner of his dying - she'd found tinme in
her office for a nonment's reflection . . . again, curiously enough,
over a cup of tea. She'd refl ected, then she'd made yet anot her call
To Domi nic El der.

"Dominic, it's Joyce.'



" Ah, Joyce, | was beginning to wonder . .. Can | assume sonet hi ng has
happened?'

"Akilling."

' Someone i nportant ?'

"No. '

' Someone nurdered to order?

"Yes.'

"I thought that's howit woul d be. She's just earned the noney she needs
for her own future hit.'

"VWhat nakes you so sure it was Wtch?

"You woul dn't have phoned ot herwi se."

She'd snmiled at that. So sinple. 'O course,' she'd said. 'Wll, it
was a woman. W don't have a description.’

"It wouldn't matter if you did,' he said calmy.

"No. '

' So what now?'

' Speci al Branch are checki ng—

"Yes, fine, but what now?' The voi ce not so cal many nore. ' The police

can check till Doonsday. They'll find only as much as she wants t hem
to.'

"You don't think Wtch's job is finished?

"Joyce, | don't think it's even begun ...’

The door of the buffet opened, interruptingher reverie. Hewas carrying
a sui tcase whi ch he pl aced on the fl oor besi de her boot h before sliding
on to the seat opposite her.

"Hell o, Joyce. | was expecting nore of a welcone.'
"Your train's early. | was going to wait for you on the platform'
He smiled. 'I was being ironic'

" Oh.' Shel ooked down at her hands. They | ay pal ns down ont he t abl e-t op,
ei t her si de of her cup. Then she sl i d one of themacross thetabl etowards
himand lightly touched his fingers. '"It's nice to see you again,
Doni ni ¢!

"Nice to be here. How s the tea?

She | aughed. 'Terrible.'

' Thought as rmuch. Wat about a drink?'

"A drink?

"It's what people do in pubs.'

"Adrink.' She thought for a nonent. 'Yes, all right.’

"You can even treat ne to dinner if you like.'

She al nost wi nced. 'Sorry, Dom nic, previous engagenent.'

Coh.

"Official business. | can't wormout of it this late on.'

"No problem | shall dine aloneintheteeningcity. Is Delpuy's still
open?’



' Del puy's? God, | don't know. | nean, | haven't been there in - well,
since well, not for ages.'

"I''ll giveit atry. Did you find ne a roon®

"Yes. Quite central, quite reasonable. | candrop you off if youlike.
"Is there tine for that drink?

"Just about .’

' Then what are we wai ting for? He slid back out of the booth. She pushed
the tea aside and stood up too. For a nonent they were inches apart,
faci ng one anot her. He | eaned t owards her and pecked her on the cheek
before picking up his case. 'After you,' he said.

Maki ng to unl ock her car-boot, she dropped her keys and had to bend
to pi ck themup. El der was aski ng her a question, but she didn't catch
it.

"Sorry?' she said.

"I said, who's ny contact at Special Branch?

"Contacts. There are two of them Doyle and . . . Greenleaf, | think
the other one's called.' She thought again of the tea, fresh-leaf. A
bit like green-leaf . .. She unl ocked the boot and opened it. El der

heaved in his case.
"I'"ve heard of Doyle. He's pretty good, isn't he?

"I wouldn't know. They both work for Trilling.' She slamred shut the
boot .

"Bill Trilling? Jesus, is he still around?

"Very much so. | should warn you, he's not best pleased with us just
at the minute. I'Il tell you about it en route.' She unl ocked t he car

and eased herself into the

driver's seat, funbling in her bag for her gl asses. As they fastened
their seatbelts, their handstouched. Shestartedasthoughfromastatic
shock. She couldn't help it. She'd thought she could handle this with
her usual . .. well, whatever it was. But it was turningstupid. Meanti ne,
El der had asked anot her questi on.

"Sorry?' she said.

"Troubl e with your ears, Joyce? That'stwicel've had to repeat nysel f.
| said, how s young Barclay getting on?

"l don't know. Ckay, | suppose.' She started the car. The sooner she'd
delivered himto his hotel room the better.

Better for all concerned.

"You sent him didn't you? He franed it as a question, but really it
was a statement.

"Yes,' she said, reversing the car out of its parking space. 'l sent
him'

' Good.

"Let's get one thing straight fromthe start, Dom nic. You' re herein
a consultative capacity. | don't want you goi ng rogue, and | don't want



you. . .'

" Mani pul ating others to serve nmy needs? Dunping themafterwards? He
was quoting fromnmenory; she'd given himthis speech before. 'You're
pre-judging nme, Joyce.'

' On past experience.' She felt nore confident now, nore |i ke herself.
She knew t hat gi ven free rein Dom ni c woul d have t he whol e depart nent
ooking for ghosts. He'dtriedit before. "Why theinterest i nBarclay?
"Am | interested?

" You want ed hi msent to France. That smacks of the ol d Dom nic El der.'
' Maybe he rem nds ne of soneone.'

" Who?'

"I'"'mnot sure. Tell me about our friend Khan.'

El der listened as she spoke, his eyes on the world outside the car.
A tedi ous evening mght |ie ahead, and he had grown to | oat he London,
yet hefelt quitecalm quitesatisfiedfor thenonment. Herubbed agai nst
t he back of the seat. Wien Joyce had fi ni shed t al ki ng he was t hought f ul
for a nonent.

' The nodel interests nme,' he said.

' How so?'

"Wtch nmust have had i nside i nformati on. She knew wher e Khan was goi ng
to be, and she seens to have known he'd have company. It can't have
been t he bodyguard, she damed near killed him W should be asking
guestions about the nodel’

' Ckay. Anything el se?

"Just the obvious question really."'

"And what's that?'

He turned to her. 'Were exactly did they find Khan's tongue?

Cal ais was grim Bl oody French. They waited, seenmingly with infinite
patience, while hetriedin his stunbling French to ask his questions,
thenit turned out hal f of themspoke English anyway. They woul d stare
at himand explain slowy and carefully that an Engli sh policenman had
al ready asked themthese questions before. One of themhad even had
thegall toask, at theend of aparticularly fraught session, if Barcl ay
wasn't goi ng to ask hi mabout t he financi al affairs of the sunken boat's
ski pper.

' The ot her policeman,’' explained the Frenchman, 'he thought this was
a very inportant question to ask.'

"Yes,' said Barclay through gritted teeth, 'I was just getting round
toit.'

" Ah,"' sai dthe Frenchman, sitting back, hands resting easily onthighs.
There could be no doubt in anyone's

m nd: this young man was a tyro, sent here for some nysterious reason
but certainly not to gain any new information. There was no new
i nformati on. Monsi eur Doyl e, t he boi st erous dri nks-buyi ng Engl i shman,



had covered t he ground before. Barclay didn't feel likeatyro. Hefelt
likearenmouldtyre- all thenil es had been covered bef ore he' d appear ed
on the scene. He was driving an old circuit, a loop. No one could
under stand why. Not even Barcl ay.

Wl |, maybe that wasn't exactly true. At first, despite his puzzl enent,
he'd felt pleased. He was being trusted on a foreign m ssion, trusted
wi t h expenses and wi t h backup. Hewas going'intothefield . Hecoul dn't
hel p feeling that Donini c El der was sonewhere at the back of it. Then
he saw what it was, saw what was behind the whol e thing.

He was bei ng puni shed.

Joyce Parry was puni shi ng hi mf or havi ng gone behi nd her back t o Speci al
Branch in the first place. He had blotted his copybook. And his
puni shnent ? He woul d f ol | owi nt he f oot st eps of a Speci al Branchof fi cer,
unable to find fresh or mssed i nformati on, expendabl e.

Yes, there was no doubt about it. This was t he penance expected of him
So he kept his teeth gritted as he went about his business.

"But the other policenman, Monsieur Doyle, he already ask this!®
"Yes, but if youcouldjust tell me againwhat it was that made you .. .'
Al'l day. Along and exhausting day. And not a single grain of evidence
or even supposition to show for it. There wasn't nuch to the centre
of Calais. It had taken himan hour to explore what there was. There
wasn't much to the centre, but the place stretched al ong the coast,
a maze of docks and | andi ng bays, quaysi des,

jetties and chaotic buildings, either snelling of fish or of engine
oil.

That's why it had taken himso I ong to track down t he peopl e he want ed
toquestion: the boatnmen, the port authorities, peopl e who' d been around
and about that evening when the boat carrying Wtch had chugged out
to sea. It was no wonder the nen he spoke to weren't enthusi astic, when
he hi msel f showed about as nuch enthusi asmas a netted cod. In short,
he' d conpl eted a poor day's work, and still with a nunber of people
on his list, not yet found. He'd try to wap it up tonorrow norni ng.
Bef ore lunchtinme. The sooner the better.

It was six now. He'd been warned that the French did not eat dinner
before eight o' clock. Time for a shower and a change of cl ot hes back
at his hotel. Really, he shoul d head back out tot he docks after di nner:
there were a couple of names on his |list who worked only after dark
and whose honme addresses no one seenmed willing to divul ge.

"Sur le bleu,” one man had told him tapping finger agai nst nose. On
t he bl ue: the French equi val ent of the bl ack econony. These nmen woul d
wor k for cash, no questions asked or taxes pai d. Maybe t hey had dayti ne
jobs. But they were on the sidelines. Doyle had spoken with t hem and
| earnt nothing. How could nmen working 'sur le bleu' afford to see
anything or hear anything? They didn't exist officially. They were



non- persons at the docks. Al of this Doyle had put in his report, a
report Barclay had read. It was a thorough report, certainly as good
as the one Barclay hinself would wite. But it was also a bit pl eased
withitself, abit smug: |'ve covered everything, it seenedto suggest,
what did you expect nme to find?

Barclay's hotel lay in a dark, narrow street near the bus term nus.
There was a small piece of waste ground

near by whi ch served as a car park (at each car owner's risk). Barclay
had t aken out European insurance before crossing the Channel, and he
hal f-hoped sonmeone would steal his <creaky Fiesta wth its
mal functi oni ng gearbox. To this end, he gathered together his opera
tapes and carried themin a plastic bag. He didn't mnd |l osingthe car,
but he didn't want his tapes stolen too ..

H s hotel was in fact the two floors over a bar, but with a separate
snoked- gl ass door taking residents upthe steep staircasetotheroons.
He' d been given a key to this door and told that neals were served in
t he bar. Between t he snpoked- gl ass door and the stairs there was anot her
door of solid wood, leading into the bar. He paused, having pressed
thetime-controlledlight-switch, illumnatingthe staircasewithits
grey vinyl wall paper. He could nip into the bar for a drink: a cognac
or a pastis. He could, but he woul dn't. He coul d hear | ocals in there,
shouti ng t he odds about sonethi ng, their voices echoing. Two or three
of them the bar enpty apart fromthem He startedto clinb the stairs,
and was hal fway up when the lights went off.

He wasn't i n conpl ete darkness. Alittlelight came fromthe downstairs
door. But not nuch. There was anot her |ight-swi tch onthe | andi ng, just
beside the huge potted plant and the framed painting of sone
ant hr oponor phi ¢ dogs pl ayi ng pool. He clinmbed slowy, hand brushing
agai nst the horriblewal |l paper withbristlyvertical stripes, norelike
carpeting than anything el se. The sort of carpeting that gave you an
el ectric shock i f you wore the wong ki nd of shoes. Just al ong t he wal |
alittle.. . light-switch somewhere around here ... ah, yes, just . . .
H s fingers pressed agai nst sonething. But it wasn't the switch. It
was warm soft, yielding. It was a hand. He started and al nost fell
back down the stairs, but another

hand gr abbed hi s armand pul | ed hi mupright. At thesanetine, thelights
came back on. The hand hi s own hand had t ouched had al ready been resting
onthelight-switch. He found hinsel f faci ng a young wonan, snall, with
short bl ack hair and very red | i ps. Her face was round and m schi evous.
She smiled wyly.

' Pardon,' she said: the French word, not the English. He attenpted a
Iight laugh which came out as a strangled snuffle. Then she brushed
past hi mand descended t he st aircase. He wat ched her go. She was weari ng
baggy trousers and a sort of cotton blouson, the trousers dark bl ue



and t he bl ouson sky bl ue. And | ace-up shoes, quite rugged things. Her
fingerstouchedthestair-rail as shewent. At the bottom unexpectedly,

she turned back and caught hi ml ooki ng at her, then opened not the door
tothe street but the one | eading into the bar. The voices fromi nsi de
were anplifiedfor anonment, thenthe door cl osed again, nuf flingthem

"Christ,' he saidto hinself. He wal ked unsteadily al ong the corri dor
and was just tryingto fit his roomkey into the | ock when the lights
went out yet again.

Inside the room he threw his bag of cassettes on to the carpet and
sat down on the springy bed. Then he lay back across it, |left hand
gripping right wist and both resting on his forehead. He shoul d nake
a start on his report, at least get his notes in order. But he kept
seeing the girl in his mnd. Wy had she given himsuch a start? He
managed to smle about it after a bit, rearranging his nmenory of the
i ncident so that he canme out of it in a better fight. WlIl, at |east
he hadn't tried to say anything in his inimtable French.

He had a shower, humming to hinself all the tinme, then dried hinself
briskly and | ay back down on t he bed again. After a nmonment's thought,

he reached down beneath the bed and pulled out a bul gi ng cardboard

docunent wallet marked in thick felt pen with the single word wtch.

It had arrived by notorbi ke courier at his flat in London, |ess than
hal f an hour before he'd been due to |l eave to catch the ferry. Alarge
padded envel ope, and the hel neted ri der saying: 'Sign here.' He'dtorn
t he envel ope open, not knowi ng what t o expect - certainly not expecting
Dom nic Elder's cramed but neticul ously organi sed obsessi on. There
was a note pinned to the dogeared flap: '|I have the feeling your need
wi || be greater than m ne. Besides, | knowit by heart. I'll beintouch.

Good | uck. Elder.'

Bi ked al | the way fromdeepest south Wal es t o London. The bi ke charges
must have been phenonenal , but t hen Barcl ay surni sedthat t he depart nent

woul d be payi ng.

He'd read throughthe file onthetrip across the Channel. It contai ned
pl enty of detail; the only thing m ssing was factual evidence that any
of the operations and i ncidents outlinedintw dozen separate reports
had anything to do with an i ndi vidual codenanmed 'Wtch'. It seemed to
Bar cl ay t hat Doni ni ¢ El der had | at ched ont o any unsol ved assassi nati on,

any uncl ai med terrorist outrage, and had pl aced the name Wt ch besi de
it. Awoman seenfl eeingthescene... atel ephonecall nadebyafemale. ..
aprostitutevisited... agirl student who di sappeared afterwards . ..

t hese shadowy, ephemeral figures all turned into the same person in
Elder's mind. It smacked of psychosis.

Bar cl ay wondered why. He wondered what had spurred El der on, why had
the mereideaof Wtchgrippedhiminthefirst place? He got the feeling
El der knew nore than he was saying. Flicking through the file for a



second tine, he caught a single nention of Operation Silverfish. It
was noted i n passi ng, no nore. Qperation Silverfish. Noclue as to what
it was, just that it had occurred two years before. The year, in fact,
that Elder had 'retired

fromthe departnment. The year, too, that Barclay had joined: they'd
m ssed one another by alittle over five weeks. A slender gap between
the ol d and t he new. He woul d ask soneone about Silverfish when he got
back. Joyce Parry perhaps, or Elder. It mght be that he coul d access
the operationfil ew thout prior consent anyway. He' d be back t onorrow,
back to the reality of technology, back to his role as Intelligence
Techni ci an.

H s phone buzzed. This in itself was surprising: the apparatus | ooked
too old to be functional. He picked up the receiver.

'Hel | 0?'

"Barclay? It's Dominic Elder. | said |I'd be in touch.'
'"How did you get ny . .. ?
"Joyce passed it along. I'min London now. Anything to report?

" Not hi ng Speci al Branch haven't already found.'

' Fl aggi ng al ready, eh?

Barclay bristled. 'Not at all.’

' Good. Listen, Special Branch are policenen, they've got policenen's
m nds. Don't get stuck in their rut.’

Barclay snil ed at theinmage, renenberinghisretreadtyre. ' You' d advi se
| ateral thinking then?

"No, just deep thinking. Follow every idea through. Al right?

"All right.'

"I'"ll call again tonmorrow. And listen, don't tell Ms Parry. It would
only get us both into trouble.'

"l thought you said she'd given you this nunber?

"Well, she told me which hotel you were in. | found the nunber for
nmysel f.'

Barcl ay smi | ed agai n. Then he renenbered sonething. '|I've been reading
the file, I wanted to ask you about Operation Silver—

"Talk to you soon then. 'Bye.'

The connection was dead. It was as though El der sinply hadn't heard
hi m Barcl ay put the recei ver back. He was quite gettingtolike Dom nic
El der.

He had brought a coupl e of paperbacks with him expecting to have tine
to kill. He'd been struggling with one of them for weeks, Thomas
Pynchon's Gravity's Rai nbow. A conputer buff friend had recommended
it. He'd unpacked t he book and | eft it on the bedsi de cabi net, beside
hi s French Grammar and travel al arm He pi cked up t he book now. He still
had an hour before wandering off in search of dinner. Maybe he coul d
pick up the thread of Pynchon.



He opened it where his | eat her bookmark rested. Jesus, was he really
only up to page forty-nine? He read hal fway down t he page, sure that
he'd read this before. He was nuch further on ... page sixty-five or
seventy at | east. What was t he bookmark doing | eft at a page he'd read
bef ore? He t hought for a coupl e of m nutes. Then he exani ned t he corners
of the book. There was a slight dent to the bottomright-hand corner
of the cover, and to a few of the pages after it. The book had been
bought new, pristine. The dent was the kind nmade by droppi ng a book.
Pickingit uptoflipthroughit ... droppingit ... the bookmark falling
out . . . replaced at random.

"Jesus,' he said, for the second tine in an hour.

Dressed for dinner, inlightweight creamsuit and brown brogues, white
shirt and red paisley tie, Barclay opened the door to the bar. It was
busi er, five nen | eani ng agai nst the bar itself and deep in di scussi on
with the hotelier who filled gl asses as he spoke. Barclay sniled and
nodded towards him then nade for a table. There was only one ot her
person seated, the young woman fromthe | andi ng. He pull ed out a chair
from opposite her and sat down.

"Do you mind if I join you? he asked.

" Comment ? Vous etes anglais, nonsieur?

"Angl ai s, out' He stared at her wi thout blinking. ' Are you staying here,
madenpi sel | e? Restez-vous id?

She appeared not to understand. The hotelier had come to the table to
take Barclay's order. 'Une pression, s'il vous plait.' Barclay's eyes
were still on her. '"Wuld you like another?' She had an enpty gl ass
in front of her. She shook her head. The hotelier noved back to the
bar .

'"So,"' said Barclay quietly, 'did you find anything interesting in ny
roon®’

Atinge of red canme to her cheekbones and stayed t here. She found t hat
she coul d speak English after all. 'l did not nean to ... | thought
I would wait there for you. Then | changed my mnd.’

' But we bunped i nto one anot her onthe stairs. Why not i ntroduce yoursel f
t hen?'

She shrugged. 'It did not seemthe right nonent.'

He nodded. 'Because | would know you'd been to ny roon?'

"I't was the book, yes?' She needed no affirmation. 'Yes, the book was
stupid. | thought it would .. . pass tine.'

"It was clunsy certainly.' Hi s beer arrived. Hewaitedtill the hotelier
had returned once again to the bar before asking, 'How nuch did you
gi ve hin®'

"Not hi ng.' She dug i nto the pocket of her blouson. 'I had only to show
him sone identification." She handed him a small |aminated card,
carryi ng a phot ograph of her with her hair | onger and pernmed i nto ti ght



curls. Her name was Dom ni que Herault. As she handed the card to him
he checked her fingers. She wore four ornate but cheap-I ooking rings;
there was no ring on her wedding-finger.

"DST,' he read fromthe card, and nodded to hinself. Direction de |la
Surveillance du Territoire, the French

equi val ent of M 5. Parry had warned hi mthat once DST knew a British
agent was on his way to France (and she woul d have to informthem -
it was a matter of protocol) they would al nost certainly send one of
their agentsto'assist' him He handed back her card. ' You' re not quite
what | had in nind,' he said.

"You were expecting perhaps Peter Sellers?

He smiled. 'No, no, | was just expecting soneone nore ... mature.' She
rai sed an eyebrow. 'l nmean,' he went on, 'soneone ol der."'

"Ah," she said. 'No, M Barclay, you are not senior enough to nerit
soneone . .. older.'

"l ouche,' he nurmured, raising his glass to his |ips.

Now it was Dominique Herault's turn to smle.

' So,"' he went on, having swal | owed the i ce-col d beer, 'nowthat you' ve
ransacked ny room | suppose that puts us on a footing of nutual trust
and cooperation.'

"I was only—

"Waiting for me. Yes, you said. Forgive ne, but inBritain we normally
wait outside a person's room W don't break and enter.'

' Break? Not hi ng was broken. Besides, M5 is fanmous for its breaking
and entering, isn't it so?

"Once upon a time,' Barclay replied coolly. '"But we draw the |ine at
si nki ng Greenpeace ships.'

'That was the DGSE, not the DST,' she said, rather too quickly. 'And
it toowas alongtineago. Wiat do you say .. . water under the bridge?'
"Ironic under the circunstances, but yes, that's what we say. Your
English is good.'

'Better than your French, | think. | sawthe gramrar book i n your room
It is for children, no?

He shifted a little, saying nothing.

Her finger drew a circle on the table-top. 'And do you

think,' she said, 'you can find anything in Cal ai s whi ch we m ght have
over| ooked oursel ves?

"I didn't know you were interested.’

"French people were killed, M Barclay. Killed by a bonb, aterrorist
bonb, we think. Naturally we are interested."'

"Yes, | didn't nean—

'So nowyou wi | | answer ny question: do you think you can find anyt hi ng
we m ght have overl ooked?'

He shook his head.



"No,"' she agreed. 'And | et ne make sone guesses. You have been tal ki ng
to ... sailors. Just as the Special Branch agent did. You have been
interviewing all the people he interviewed. You have read the | ocal
police report. You have been concentrating on the boat, on the people
who died on it, on people who m ght have seen it. Yes?

"Basically correct.'

'Yes. W& made the sanme mistake. Not nme, | was not involved at the
begi nning. But now | amhere to ...'

"Assist?" he offered.

"Assist, yes, | amto assist you. So, what | say toyouis . .." She
| eaned forward and | ower ed her voice. ' You are not thinking about this
the right way.'

"I"'mnot?" Hetriedto keep the acid out of his voice. She was shaki ng
her head, deaf to nuance.

"No. The way to work i s backwards, backwards fromthe departure of the
boat .

'Yes, that's what |'ve been—

" Further back. Mich further.'

"I'"'mnot sure | understand.’

"I will tell you.' She checked her watch. ' You are dressed to go out.
You' re eating out?

"Yes.'

She was on her feet. 'I know a good restaurant. Not

here, out of town a few kilonetres. We can take ny car.' She called
over tothe hotelier. "I"ve told himto put my drink and yours on your
bill.'

' Thank you. So kind.'

She stared fixedly at himthrough narrowed eyes. 'lIrony?' she guessed
at |ast.

"Irony," he adnitted.

She had a Citroen 2CV, not a recent nodel. The sides of the car were
dented and scraped from years of Parisian |ane-discipline. The
suspensi on was | i ke not hi ng Bar cl ay had ever experi enced, and she drove
like a denmon. The |l ast tine he'd been thrown about |ike this had been
on a fairground ride. She yelled to hi mover the noi se fromthe not or,
but he couldn't nake out a word. He just nodded, and smled whenever
she gl anced towards him Hi s responses seenmed enough.

By the time they arrived at what | ooked |i ke soneone's cottage, deep
in the mddle of nowhere, he felt that he woul d never eat again. But
the snells wafting fromthe kitchen soon changed his m nd

"My enpl oyers' treat,' she said as they took their seats at a cranped
table for two. Menus the size of the table's surface were handed to
them and she i medi ately ordered two Kirs before gazi ng over her nmenu
at him



"Shall | order?' she asked. He nodded hi s head. Her eyel ashes were t hi ck
but not long. He was still tryingto work out whet her she dyed her hair.
And her age, too, he wonder ed about. Sonewhere between twenty-one and
twent y- ei ght. But why not twenty or twent y-ni ne? She kept her head hi dden
behind the menu for a full mnute, while he | ooked around himat the
di ners occupyi ng every ot her tabl e inthe place. There had been no sign
that their table had been reserved, and she'd said

nothing to the waiter about a reservation, but he wondered all the
same . . .

At | ast she put down the nmenu. 'You eat neat?' she asked.

'Yes.'

'Good, here in France we are still a little .. . recidivist about
vegetari anism'

" Reci di vi st ?

She | ooked appalled. 'That is not the right word?

He shrugged. 'No idea,' he told her. '"Not only is your French better
than mne, |'m beginning to wonder about your English, too.'

This remark seened to cheer her enornously. She strai ght ened her back
and gave another red-1ipped smle.

"For that,' shesaid, 'I order the second cheapest bottl e of wi ne rather
than the cheapest.’

"Your enployers are very generous.'

"No, they areveryliteral -m nded, |ike security organisations all over
the world. Do you enjoy Thomas Pynchon?'

T don't even understand Thomas Pynchon.'

Barcl ay was renenbering that, foreign territory or not, he had the
ability to charmif nothing else. She was still smling. He thought
she probably was char ned.

"Do you ever read Conan Doyl e?'

"VWhat, Sherlock Hol nes? No, but |'ve seen the filns.'

' The books, thestories, theyareverydifferent tothesefilnms. Sherl ock
Hol mes has an exagger at ed power of deductive reasoning. He can sol ve
any case by deductive reasoni ng al one. To sone extent, M Conan Doyl e
has a poi nt.' She paused, suddenly thinki ng of sonething. ' The M Doyl e
fromSpeci al Branch, do you know hi n? I s he perhaps rel ated to M Conan
Doyl e?'

"I don't know him but | shouldn't think so.'

She nodded at this, but seened disappointed all the

same. ' You know,' she said, ' M Conan Doyl e was i nterested i n deductive
reasoni ng, yet he also believed deeply in spiritualism’

'Real | y?' sai dBarcl ay, for want of anythingbetter toreply. Hecoul dn't
see where any of this was |eading.

"Yes,' she said, 'really. | find that strange.'

"I suppose it is alittle.’



The wai ter had appeared, pad and pen at the ready. To Barcl ay's nind,
it seened to take a lot of talking for the nmeal to be ordered. There
was nuch di scussi on, backtracki ng, changi ng of nind. And gl ances from
bot h Dom nique and the waiter towards him even, at one point, a
conspiratorial snmle. The waiter bowed at | ast and retreated, accepting
Bar cl ay' s unused nmenu f romhi mwi t h exagger at ed court esy. Anewwai tress
had arrived with two glasses of Kir.

' Cheers,' said Dom nique, lifting hers.

"Sante,' repliedBarclay. He si pped, sounded hi s appreciation, and put
t he gl ass down. A basket of bread nowarrived, courtesy of the origi nal
waiter. At a nearby table, sonmething sizzling was bei ng- served on to
two plates. The diners at surrounding tables |ooked eagerly,
unashanedl y, towards the source of the sound, then exchanged remarks
about the qual ity of thedi sh. Wien Bar cl ay | ooked back at her, Doni ni que
was staring at himfrom behind her tall glass.

'So,"' he said, shifting his weight slightly inthe solid wooden chair,
"what were you sayi ng about Conan Doyl e?'

' Not Conan Doyl e, Sherl ock Hol mes. Deducti ve reasoni ng. Thisis ny point.
We should be working backwards, asking ourselves questions, and
deciding on probabilities. Don't you agree?

Lateral thinking, following an idea all the way

through . . . that was how Domi nic El der had put it. Barclay nodded.
'So what would you do?

She | eaned f orwar ds, resting her el bows onthetabl e-top. ' The assassin,
we think probably she is a woman, yes?'

" Agreed.’

"Now, think of this: how did she cone to arrive in Calais?

"By train or by road.’

"Correct. Whichisthe nore probabl e? Road. Perhaps she canme fromPari s.
But trains are very public, aren't they? Wil e assassins are not. So,
it is nore probable that she arrived by road. Yes?

He shrugged. 'If you say so.'

' Then either she drove or she was driven. She is said to enjoy working
al one. An i ndependent worman, sel f-sufficient,' She paused, waiting for
hi s nodded agr eenent t hat she had chosen her words correctly. ' Probably
therefore,' she went on, 'she did not have an acconplice. She may have
hi t ch- hi ked, or she may have driven to Calais by herself. Yes?
'Yes.'

"Now, the easiest hitch-hiking is by lorry. Lorry drivers will nore
probably pick up hitch-hikers than will car drivers. | knowthis from
experience." A flickering smle at this, but she was too busy
concentrating on her English for the smle to last. 'So,' she said,
"this woman probably either hitch-hiked by lorry or el se drove here
hersel f."'



Barclay, slow at first, was picking it up quickly. 'So we shoul dn't
be talking to fishernmen,' he said, 'we should be talking to lorry
drivers?

"Freight ternminals, haul age firns, yes. And al so, we shoul d check for
abandoned vehicles. Cars left in car

parks or set fire to in fields, that sort of thing. There is

al ways the chance she arrived here by other nmeans ..." 'But the | aws
of probability dictate otherw se?' She took a second or two transl ati ng
this. '"If you say

so,' she said finally, just as the tureen of soup was

arriving.

Wednesday 10 June

The fair had yet to open for the day, but the front of Barnaby's Gun
Stall had been unlocked and drawn back. The machi ne-gun had been
connected to its conpression punp, and it had been | oaded with pellets
too. Keith was now fixing a three-inch square target (half the size
of the usual scorecards) to the heart of the life-size netal figure.
He gl anced back warily to where she was standi ng, bal ancing the gun's
wei ght in her hand, findingits fulcrum Rosa's girl: that's who she'd
al ways been, Rosa's girl. Little was ever said about her. There were
shrugs, and the acceptance that she had once been part of the fair.
Keith coul dn't remenber that far back. But he knew he fanci ed her now.
Whi ch was why he di dn't m nd openi ng the gun range for her, even t hough
the l ocal s m ght conpl ai n about the noise this early in the day. She'd
even put her two one-pound coins down on the counter.

"Don't be daft,' he'd said. But she'd shaken her head.

"Keep it, I"'mquite well off at the nonent.’

"Lucky for sone.' So Keith had pocketed the noney.

He stuck thelast pinintothelast corner of thetarget. She was al r eady
liningupthegun. He couldfeel its sights onhimlike aweight pressing
t he back of his head. The conpressor was hi ssi ng sonewher e behi nd hi m
"Ckay,' hecried. "That's it.' And he stunbl ed backwards away fromt he
si | houette.

But still she did not fire. She stood there, her eye trai ned al ong t he
sights, the barrel of the gun barely
waveringby amllinmetre. Thenshepulledthetrigger. There was furious

noi se for ten seconds, then bl essed sil ence. Keith stared at wher e dust
was rising fromin front of the silhouette figure. The edges of the

paper target were still intact, |like a wi ndowframe. But everything
i nside the frame had been reduced to a haze in the air.
He gave a loud whistle. 'I've never seen shooting |ike—

But when he turned around she had vani shed. The machi ne-gun was | yi ng
on its side on the counter. Keith whistled nore softly this tineg,
grinning at the target and rubbing his chin. Then he stepped forward



and began careful ly renovi ng the tacks fromthe corners of the target.
He knew exactly what he was going to do with it.

Thi nki ng back on the evening, running the dial ogue through his head,
Barcl ay sawthat there had been a great deal of conpetitiveness during
the nmeal . Which wasn't to say that it hadn't been fun.

He was breakfasting - milky coffee and croissants in the hotel bar -
whil e he waited for Dom nique. She'd driven hi mback |ast night with
beady det erm nati on. She was probably hal f his wei ght, yet she' d drunk
t he sane as hi mduri ng di nner. She' d dropped hi moff outsidethe hotel,
wavi ng and soundi ng her horn as she sped of f. And he' d stood there for
a noment, searching for his door-key and wondering i f he should have
sai d something nore to her, should have attenpted a ki ss.

"Not on a first date,' he'd nmuttered before dragging the key out of
hi s pocket.

A shower before breakfast, and he felt fine. Ready for the day ahead.
He even noti ced how a Frenchnman, eating breakfast standi ng at the bar,
dunked his croissant into his coffee. So when Barclay's croissants
arrived

wi t hout butter, he knewj ust what todow ththem andfelt unduly pl eased
with hinself as he ate.

The door opened and in breezed Dom nique. Having met the hotelier
yest erday, she was now on hailing terms with him and uttered a | oud
"Bonjour' as she settled into the booth.

' Good norning,' she said.

"Hello."'

She | ooked as though she'd been up for hours. She had clipped a red
wool | en head- squar e around her throat with a gol d-col oured brooch. The
scarf matched her lipstick, and nade her mouth seem nore glistening
than ever. White T-shirt, brown | eat her shoul der-bag, faded bl ue deni ns
turned up at bared ankl es, and t hose sane sensi bl e | aced shoes. Barcl ay
drank her in as he broke off a corner of croissant.

' Thank you for last night,' he said. He had rehearsed a | onger speech,
but didn't feel the need to make it. She shrugged

" Conme on,' she said, |ooking down nmeaningfully at his cup, which was

still half full. '"W've got a |ot of work ahead of us.'

' Ckay, okay.'

"Now listen, |'ve been thinking.' She took a deep breath before
continuing. 'I'"mlooking for ny sister. That's the story | will tel

to the drivers. She has ran away fromhonme and | think maybe she is
headi ng for Engl and.'

"That's good, we'll get their synpathy if nothing else.'

"Exactly, and they nmay like the idea of two sisters. It may nake t hem
renmenber sonething.'

"You' re speaki ng fromexperi ence?' She narrowed her eyes and he nodded.



'Yes,' he admitted, 'irony, sort of.’

"Wl l, anyway, it's true.'

"And what role do | play?

"You are |like The Who's Tommy: deaf and dunb.’

"And blind?

"No, but just let ne do all the talking. Yes?

"Fine by nme.’

"Now hurry up.' And to help, she seized the | ast piece of croissant,

drowned it in his cup, then manoeuvred t he whol e dri ppi ng concocti on
across the tabletop and into her nouth.

"Shall we take ny car?' he suggested.

I"'mfromParis,' she snapped. 'Why would | be driving a British car?

"I won't say another word,' he said, follow ng her to the cafe door.

It was every bit as tiring and frustrating as the previ ous day, but

wi th the bonus that she was doing all the work while he loitered in
t he background. Dom ni que took the freight-nmen's conments and doubl e
entendres i n good part, even t hough Barclay hinself felt |ike smashi ng
some of themin the nouth. But though she Iistened, there didn't seem
much to |l earn. No driver knew anything. If she had a phot ograph of her

sister, perhaps, a picture they could keep .. . ? Maybe sonet hi ng of

the both of themin their swinmng costunes . .. ?

Ceneral laughter and guttural speech, sl angy, spoken at furious speed.

Barcl ay caught about a quarter of it and understood |l ess than that.

They ate at the French equi val ent of a greasy spoon: a di ngy bar which,

hazy wi t h snoke, still served up a nore t han passabl e fi ve-course neal .

Barclay ate three courses, pleading that he was still full fromthe
previ ous evening. Froma booth in the post office in town, Dom nique
made several tel ephone calls, paying the counter staff afterwards and
asking for a receipt.

Then there were nmore firns to check, nore fake

guestions to ask, always to nore shakes of the head and shrugs of the
shoul ders. He saw her spirits flag, and suddenly he knew her. He knew
her for what she was. She was young and hungry I i ke hi m keen to succeed,

keent o showup t he fl ans and weaknesses of ot hers before her. She wasn't

here to 'assist' him she was here to nmake her mark, so that she coul d
clinmb the rungs of the pronotion | adder. Wt chi ng her work, he saw an
enptiness at his own core. Watching her fail to get results, he becane
nore determined that they shouldn't give up.

Until suddenly, at five o' clock, there were no peopleleft to ask. They
had exhaust ed t he possi bilities. O rather, they had exhaust ed one seam

but there was another seamleft to nmine, so long as her spirits were
up to it.

Over a gl ass of winein abar, he gave sonet hi ng equati ng to a pep tal k.

It hal f-worked. She agreed to give it another hour or so. Then he woul d



take her to dinner - on his firmthis tine.

They made for the police station, and there asked at the desk about
abandoned vehi cl es. | nspect or Bugeaud, who had al ready spent noretine
t han he cared t o renenber hel pi ng t he DST, Speci al Branch, and Barcl ay,
groaned when he saw them But he was persuaded to ook in the files.
He cane up with only two possibilities. Anotorbike stolenin Marquise
and pushed of f acliff several kilonmetres out of town, and a car stol en
in Paris and found by a farner i n some woods, agai n several kil onetres
out of town.

"Stolen in Paris? Dom nique said, her eyes glinting. The I nspector
nodded.

"This car,' said Barclay, 'where is it now, |nspector?

Bugeaud checked the paperwork. 'Back with its owner,' he said.

"Was it checked for fingerprints? Dom ni que asked. She had ri sen onto
her ti ptoes. Barclay got the feelingthat i nanother | ocati on, she m ght
actual |y have been junping up and down with excitenment. But here she
managed to retain a neasure of conposure.

The | nspect or shrugged. ' Why bot her? It wasn't damaged, except for sone
pai nt scraped off by the trees. The owner was happy enough to knowits
wher eabouts. End of story.'

"I don't think so,' said Dom nique with a sl ow shake of her head. 'I
don't think it's the end of the story at all, Inspector.' She turned
towards Barclay. 'I think it's just the beginning.' She slapped the
file. "Can | pl ease have a phot ocopy of therel evant details, | nspector?
Two phot ocopi es.’' (Another glance in Barclay's direction.) 'No, best
make it three. My superiors will want to take a look. |I'Il see that
your help is reported back to them too.'

"Don't bother,' said Bugeaud, retreating back upstairs to turn on the
photocopier. '|I prefer the quiet life.'

That ni ght, after another | arge neal, Barcl ay tel ephoned London from
hisroom H s call wastransferredto aprivate house - t here were sounds
of a loud dinner party in the background - where he was abl e to speak
to Joyce Parry. He gave her what news he had, pl ayi ng down Doni ni que's
role, feeling only a little like a snake as he did so. She sounded
t houghtful rather than enthusiastic. '"It's an interesting idea,' she
said, 'a car stolen in Paris ..

'Yes, nma'am'

There was sil ence. ' What do the DST t hi nk?' Joyce Parry asked at | ast.

" They' re headi ng back to Paris to do some checking.' 'Fair enough. So
you'l|l be back here tonorrow?' He swal |l owed, ready with his story but
still nervous.

"I'drather stick closetothis, ma'am' he said. 'It seens to ne that

we and DST are coning at this fromdifferent angles. They' re worried
that Wtch nmay have had help in France. They want to cut any future



aid-route. They're not bothered by the fact that she's nowin Engl and.
Left to thenmsel ves, they may not ask the right questions.'

An excruci ating pause, background | aughter, then: '|I see. Well, all
right then, off you go to Paris. Call nme fromthere.'

"Yes, ma'am’' Just keeping the excitenment out of his voice.

"And don't play silly buggers with your expenses. | don't want to see
receipts fromthe Mulin Rouge. Ckay?

She was making a joke of it. She'd believed him WlIlI, and why not?
Dom nic Elder had said it nmight work. Elder had called only twenty
m nut es ago, whil e Barcl ay and Domi ni que had been dri nki ng and scheni ng
in the hotel bar.

"Understood,' said Barclay, ringing off before she could change her
m nd. Domi ni que was waiting for himdownstairs.

"Vl 1 ?" she said.

He was very casual, shruggi ng his shoul ders as he slidinto the booth.
"It's settled.' He picked up his beer. "I'mconing to Paris.'

She nodded, managing to seem neither pleased nor displeased.

"Now,' he said, 'what about a nightcap?

She | ooked at him strangely. 'N ghtcap?' she repeated.

"A final drink before retiring,' he expl ai ned.

"Ch.' She nodded thoughtfully. 'Yes, why not? But renenber, M chael,
we are not celebrating ... not yet. These are still—
"Probabilities, I know. But whatever they are, they're

better than nothing. They're certainly better than being stuck in an
office in London." He found hinself believing this, too. The office
was no longer a safe haven. It seenmed boring, a place wthout
possibilities. Besides, he had to go to Paris, didn't he? He'd found
a |l ead, sonething Doyl e had m ssed. Wio knew what el se he m ght find
if he stuck close to Domi nique? It was difficult work, but soneone had
to do it.

'Have you ever been to Paris before? she asked.

'Once or twce.'

"Wth | overs?

"That's classified information.'

She laughed. 'I will show you Paris. You will love it.'

Barcl ay was signhallingtothe barman. 'Is that your deductive reasoni ng
agai n?'

"No,"' she said, finishing her drink, 'just instinct.'

Thursday 11 June

The first meeting bet ween t he t wo Speci al Branch det ecti ves and Doni ni ¢
El der could not be considered a success. It wasn't helped by the
attendance, for part of thetime, of Joyce Parry and Commander Trilli ng,
who | ooked to be conducting their own personal Cold War.

But it was Doyle who really set the tone. Introduced to and shaki ng



hands with El der, his first question was: 'So, M Elder, and how | ong
have you been on the pension?

El der ignoredthis, but Doyl ejust couldn't let it go. H s contributions
to the discussion were peppered with references to 'the retired
gentleman', 'the ex-agent', 'the man fromthe country' and so on. The
nore he went on, the nore fixed becane Elder's snmile. Geenleaf tried
jolting Doyle's mind on to another track, getting himto tal k about

Cal ai s, about the Fol kest one operati on, but nothi ng coul d det er Doyl e.

Not hi ng coul d rob himof his sinple pleasures. He even, as El der had
j udged he would, cane up with a crack about El der's nane: ' Perhaps,'

Doyl e began one | oud sentence, '|I shouldn't say this in front of ny
el ders, but—

Dom ni ¢ El der had beenwaiting. ' El ders and betters, M Doyl e. | believe
that's the phrase.’

He wasn't smiling any nore.

Greenl eaf twistedinhisseat asthoughtryingtoavoidashrewdly placed
drawi ng- pi n. He had spent nost of the previous eveni ng boning up for
this nmeeting, ensuring he was word perfect. He had | earned t he case
notes of f by heart, wanting to | ook good in front of Parry and El der.

But now he seened the unwilling refereein atag-teamwestling match,

trapped between Parry and Comrander Trilling grappling in one corner

of the ring, and Doyl e and El der in the ot her. He knew he woul dn't nmake
any friends if he attenpted to nmake the peace, so he sat quiet in his
chair, recitinginwardly his litany of dates, tines, officers' names,

interviewees . . . Until finally it was too nuch for him He thought

he was going to burst. He did burst.

"As you know,' he began, 'we've got officers on the ground around
Fol kest one, st opping drivers and aski ng questi ons. Not hi ng as yet, but

it's early days. Wiile we're waiting, the | east we could do is study
the security procedures for, say, the top three targets on the |ist,

by whi ch | nean next week' s ni ne-nati onsunmmt, t he Houses of Parli anment,

and Her Majesty the Queen.'

' God bl ess her,' said Doyl e.

"Since securityisinplace, andis constantly nmonitored and ti ghtened
aroundt he |l ast two, per haps we can concentrate our effortsonthe summt.
I know there has already been considerable |iaison between Speci al

Branch, the security services, andthe secret services of the countries
taking part. But maybe if we put our heads together and study the
avai | abl e conment ari es, we can deci de a) whether the sutmit is alikely
target for the assassin, and b) how she mght strike. If we know how
she's going to strike, we can work out where she's going to strike,

and perhaps even when. As you nmay know, |'ve already done sone work
on the sumrt security arrangenents, but as you al so know nothing is
ever thelast word. I nsonme ways, |'devensaythesunmit istootenpting



atarget. On the other hand, we've got this.' He waved in front of him
anartist'sinpressionof themn George Crane had net, the man descri bed
by MKillip. The others in the roomhad an i dentical xerox. 'W could
concentrate our efforts on finding this custonmer. Maybe he'd | ead us
to Wtch.'

Suddenly, the flow ceased. G eenleaf was hinself again, and found
hi nsel f | ooking at the intent faces around him He swal | owed. "I

uh .. .'" He looked to Trilling. 'That's how | see it, sir.'

' Thank you, John,' saidTrillingquietly. Doyl ewas sittingarns fol ded,
i ps pursed, eyes on his own navel. He | ooked I i ke he mi ght | augh, m ght
shoot his 'partner' down, but he didn't get the chance.

'They' re as good as any i deas | ' ve heard so far,' comment ed El der, 'and
better than nost.' He nodded in Geenleaf's direction.

"Agreed,' said Joyce Parry.

"VWhat about Khan's bodyguard and the worman?' El der asked. Doyl e
answered. 'They were interviewed in Perth.'

"Are they back in London?'

Doyl e shifted a little in his seat. 'They've left Perth.'

"You can't find then?' Elder suggested.

Now Doyl e sat up straight. 'The bodyguard' s okay.'

' The worman t hen?'

Now Doyl e nodded. ' She gave a fal se address. W're on to it though,
don't worry.'

Joyce Parry sawt hat El der had no nore questions. '|'ve anot her neeting
togoto,' she said. 'I'd better say ny piece before | go. W' ve got
a man in Calais, Mchael Barclay.'

Doyl e started. 'lI've already covered Calais.'

Joyce Parry ignored the interruption. 'He tel ephoned | ast night with
new i nf ormation.'

(G eenl eaf noti ced howDomi ni c El der perked up at this, enjoyi ng Doyl e's
disconfort. If truthbetold, Geenleaf hinself enjoyeditjust alittle,
t 00.)

"Rat her than confining hinself to the details of the

wonman' s departure fromCalais,' Parry went on, 'Barclay concentrated
on her node of arrival at Calais.'

"I checked that,' snapped Doyl e.

Again, Parry ignored him 'He went to the |l ocal police and asked about
vehi cl es whi ch had been abandoned or destroyed i n and around t he t own.
The police cane up with two possibilities, and one of these was a car
stolen in Paris several days before and found hidden in a patch of

woodl and. Barclay is nowon his way to Paris to .. .' (consciously,
she chose Doyle's own word) '... to check the details of the theft.
That's all. Now, if you'll excuse ne, gentlenmen?

"Yes,' said Trilling. He rose to his feet and collected his things



together. He too was due in another neeting.

G eenl eaf was studying Dom nic Elder. An inpassive face, not old,
certainly not past it despite Doyle's jibes. The probl emw th Doyl e
was, there was too much on the surface. He presented far too nuch of
hinmsel f, or his inmage of hinmself, to the outside world. Wich was
dangerous, since it nade himeasy to 'read' . Greenleaf was willing to
bet El der could 'read'" Doyl e. Look at how qui ckly he'd come back over
the el der jibe. Anticipation. He wondered j ust what El der nade of him
especially after that outburst. He didn't know what had made hi m do
it, but he had a sneaking feelingit was all Shirley's fault. He'd been
tryingtoconcentrateall | ast night, concentrateonl earninghisfacts.
And she'd had the telly on - | ouder than necessary. He'd pleaded with
her to turn it down, and she'd had a go at him

"What' s the point of all that swotting? Tryingtoinpress theteachers,
is that it, John? Gve up, you're too old. That sort of stuff is for
school boys. You're a grown man. Initiative, that's what inpresses
peopl e i n a grownup. Menory-nen are freaks, the sort of thing you ni ght
see at Bl ackpool or on the telly.' Then she'd subsi ded,

touching his arm 'John, love, you' re not in Special Branch because
you' re good at studying. You' re there because you're good, full stop.
Now t ake a break fromthat and cone and sit with nme. Come on.'

It was t he nost she' d said to himin days, ever sincethe picnicreally.
They' d tal ked t henmsel ves hoarse the rest of the evening. God, what a
relief it had been. But he'd | ain awake | ong after Shirley had drifted
off to sleep. He coul d hear her words. And he was afraid, afraid that
the only thing he was good at was the | earning and spouting of facts
and figures. He'd been called a 'copper's copper' in the early days.
But initiative. . . when had he ever really shown any of that? He was
a 'conmpany man', and initiative was for | one wolves |ike Doyle, the
sort who got intoall sorts of troubl e but usually endedupwitharesult
alongtheway. Sohe' dbeensittingthere, alternatelyburstingtorecite
his facts and desperate to show his initiative. Initiative had won,
for a change . .. and no one had ninded. It sounded |ike this Barclay
character - the one who' d contacted Special Branch in the first place
—it sounded like he was showing initiative too ...

As Parry and Trilling left the room- not together but one after the
other, with a decent pause between - Doyl e handed hi ma scrap of paper.
He unfolded it. It read: 'Wat are you | ooki ng so fucki ng snmug about ?*
He | ooked back at Doyl e and shrugged hi s shoul ders. There was no nalice
in the note, and no necessity for it. It was a public gesture, neant
for El der. The nmessage to El der was clear. It was two agai nst one now,
Doyl e and Greenl eaf were ateam Greenleaf didn't want this. It woul dn't
hel p to isolate Elder. So, dropping his pen and stooping to retrieve
it, he scraped his chair alittle further along the table, away from



Doyl e, naki ng t he seating arrangenent slightly nore triangular. Elder

noticed, but

hi s face showed not hi ng. As the door cl osed, | eaving the three of them
together, there was another silence until Doyle broke it, directing
his words at G eenl eaf.

" Conme on t hen, Sherl ock, you seemto knowal |l about it. What's t he gane
pl an?'

"We couldstart by takingal ook at the Conference Centre and surroundi ng
area.'

"Join the queue, you nean? The place is already swarming wth
Anti-Terrorist Branch, sniffer-dogs, bonb experts .

"Not to mention a fewdozen . .. del egates fromthe other countries,'

added El der.

"Yes,' agreed Doyle, 'we've already got security men checking the
security men who're checking security. Wat nore can we do?

"I didn't neanto inply,' said Elder, 'that we shouldn't get invol ved.

Everyone should be notified that Wtch may pay a visit.'

"What, work them up good and proper?' Doyle was dism ssive. 'They'd
start shooting at shadows. The Arerican | ot are edgy as it is. Soneone
sent a threat to their enbassy: the President gets it, that sort of

thing.'

"W needn't alarm them' said Elder quietly. 'But they should be
i nfornmed."

G eenl eaf was about to agree when there was a knock at the door. It

opened, and a wonan announced that there was a tel ephone call for M
Doyl e.

"Wn't be a mnute,' he said, getting up and | eaving the room Only
then did Geenleaf notice that the conference roomitself contained
no tel ephones. On cue, Elder seened to read his mnd.

' Phones are receivers,' he explained. 'They can be bugged.'

G eenl eaf nodded at this. He did not know what he had been expecting
of the building. It appeared nuch the

same as any other civil service admin block ... or police adm n bl ock
come tothat. Yet it was, as Doyl e had conment ed on t he way t here, CDHQ
- O oak & Dagger Headquarters.

'So,"' said Elder conversationally, 'whose idea was the nane?

' The nanme?'

" Operation Broonstick.'

"Ch, that. Conmander Trilling.'

El der nodded. 'Bill Trilling's a tough old bull, isn't he?

G eenl eaf shrugged.

"When did he stop snoking?

' About seven nont hs back.'

"Remi nd ne to buy sone shares i n whoever manufactures those mnts of



his.'

Greenleaf sniled, then checked hinself. He didn't want to appear
di sloyal. 'The Commander's all right,' he said.

"l don't doubt it. Not slowtotake of fence though, woul dn't you agree?'
"Unli ke Ms Parry, you mean?'

"Ch, no, | wasn't .. . never nind.'

There was quite a long pause. Elder had turned to his case-file and
was browsing through it.

'How | ong have you been retired?" G eenleaf asked.

'"Two years.' Elder's eyes were still on the file.

"Enjoying it?

' Yes, thanks.'

'So why are you here?

Now El der | ooked up. 'Because I'minterested. | wote the origina
H roshi ma summary

"Yes, | know. And you' ve beeninterestedinWtchever since. If | didn't
know better, | mght even say you're a fan.'

El der nodded. "Ch, I'ma fan all right. Look at the Khan hit. Don't
you find it in sone way admirable? | nmean, as

a professional. There is sonething to admire in perfection, even when
it'sthe perfectionof the eneny. Sonehow, | can't see M Doyl e pl anni ng
and executing anything with the sane degree of ... elan.'

"His bark's worse than his bite.'

"I sincerely hope not. If we do |ocate Wtch, his bite will have to
be very fierce indeed.' Elder wagged a finger. 'And so will yours, M
Greenleaf. It doesn't dotoignorethe facts of the Khan assassi nati on.
Wtch is utterly ruthless.’

"Not so ruthless. She didn't kill the bodyguard and the girlfriend.'
"No, quite. |'ve been wondering about that.'’

" oh?'

'Leaving the bodyguard alive is the only evidence we have that the
assassin was a wonman.'

"You t hi nk she wanted us to know? That woul dn't nake sense, would it?
"l suppose not. But then blow ng up both those boats hardly "nakes
sense" .’

"Tying up | oose ends? Maybe the crews knew sonething we don't.'
"Possibly.' Elder didn't sound enthusiastic.

"Well,' said Greenleaf, 'why does she want us to know she's here?
' Maybe she's issuing a chall enge.

'To you?'

'Yes.'

"You think she knows about you?
'Ch, she knows all right, believe ne.
1 |_bv\/?l



El der shrugged.

' Then how can you be so sure?" G eenleaf persisted.

Anot her shrug. 'l just am M Geenleaf. | just am

What you said about the sunmmit being alnbst too tenpting .. . there
may be sonething in that.'

Anot her knock at t he door. Someone opened t he door fromthe corridor,

and soneone el se bore in a tray of nugs.

"Ms Parry said you' d |likely be needing sone tea,' the man announced.

He placed the tray on the table. The tea was al ready in the nugs, but

the tray al so held a bow of sugar, jug of m Ik, and pl ate of biscuits.

' Thanks, Derek,' said Elder. The man smil ed.

"Didn't think you' d renenber ne.'

"OF course | renenber you. How re things?

"Not so bad.' The man | owered his voice alittle and wrinkl ed his nose.

"I't's not the same t hese days though,' he said. "Not likeit was.' His
partner, waitinginthe corridor withhis handstill onthe door handl e,

gave an inpatient cough. The man wi nked at Elder. '"I'I|l | eave you to
it then,' he said, closing the door after him

" Anyone woul d t hink you' d been retired twenty years,' G eenl eaf said.

"All the sane,' said Elder, lifting one of the mugs, 'he's got a point.

I've only been back one full day and |' ve noti ced changes. Mre nmachi nes
and |l ess staff.’

"You mean conputers? Geenleaf poured mlk into his chosen mug.

"They're a boon. All the sifting that Profiling had to do to produce
the target list, it only took a few hours.'

' The problemis that the operatives tend to speed up too, making errors
or creating gaps, where patience and plodding really are necessary
virtues.' El der t hought of a conpari son Greenl eaf couldrelateto. 'It's
i ke running a murder inquiry without the door-to-door. Nothing beats
actually talking to soneone face-to-face. You get an inkling, don't

you, whether they're telling the truth or

not? |'ve seen peopl e beat |ie-detector tests, but |I've never seenthem
get past a shrewd interrogator.’

"I"ll take your word for it,' said Greenleaf, raising the mug to his
l'ips.

The door burst open. This tinme it was Doyle. H s eyes darted around
excitedly, eventually alighting on the [ast mug of tea.

"Great,' he said. He lifted the nug and gul ped fromit, not bothering
with nmlk or sugar.

"What isit? said Geenleaf, recognisinginDoylethe synptons of sone
news. But knowi ng Doyle, it would take an age to extract the actual

i nformation.

And i ndeed, he shook hi s head as he drank, until he'd finishedthe tea.

He went to his chair and gat hered up hi s papers. Only t hen di d he pause,



studying the two seated figures.

' Come on then,' he said.

' V\her e?'

"You can stay here if you like,' Doyle said.

"For Christ's sake, spit it out, will you?

Doyl e' s eyes twi nkled. 'Say please."'

' Pl ease,' said Greenl eaf. Sonehow, El der was managi ng to stay cal mand
silent, nibbling on a biscuit between sips of nilky tea.

Doyl e seenmed to consider. He even glanced over towards Elder who
certainly wasn't about to say ' pl ease'. Then he pl aced hi s papers back
on t he deskt op and sat down agai n, but resting on the edge of the chair
only.

' That phone call was Fol kestone. They've traced a driver who says he
gave a lift to a woman.'

El der put his nug down on the table.

"Real ly?' said Greenleaf. 'That night? Wat tinme?

There was a scrapi ng sound as Dom ni ¢ El der pushed back his chair and
stood up, collecting together his own

sheaf of paper. 'Never mind questions,' he said authoritatively. 'W
can ask those on the way. Come on.' And with that, he strode to the
door and out of the room Doyle grinned at G eenl eaf.

' Thought that mnight get himgoing.'

For one stomach-churning second, Greenleaf thought Doyle had just
pl ayed sonme nonstrous practical joke. It was a hoax, therewas nodriver,
no sighting. But then Doyl e too got to his feet. 'Wat are you waiting
for?" he called back to G eenleaf as he made for the door.

Sitting in the police station, snoking his sixteenth cigarette, Bill
Moncur was regretting ever opening his nouth. It was |i ke his mate Pat
had told him say now at notinme to no one. Wien he was a kid, there'd
been alittle china ornament on the mantel pi ece at hone. It was call ed
The Three W se Monkeys. They sat i narow, one seeingnoevil, onehearing
no evil, one speaking no evil. But one day Bill had pi cked t he or nanent
up, and it had slipped out of his hand, smashing on the tiles around
the fireplace. Wien his nother canme through fromthe kitchen, he was
standi ng there, hand cl anped to his nouth just like the third nonkey,
stifling a cry.

He t hought of that ornament now, for some crazy reason. Maybe t he sane
crazy reason he'd said 'yes' to the policeman's question.

"Hello, sir. W' re just asking drivers about a wonman who mi ght have
been hitching al ong this way a coupl e of weekends back, |ate on Sunday
thethirty-first or early Monday the first. Don't suppose you wer e al ong
this way then, were you?

Why? Why had he opened his big nouth and said, 'Yes, | was.' Wy? It
was just so ... stunning. He'd never felt inportant |ike that before,



includedlikethat. He'd been stoppedbefore by simlar checkpoints,
usual l'y

tryingtofind witnesses to a crash or a hit-and-run. He'd never been
able to helpinthe past. He'd never been abl e to i nvol ve hi nsel f. Not
until now.

Say nowt at no time to no one.

See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil.

"Yes, | was. | picked up a hitch-hiker, too. Young wonan. Woul d t hat
be her, do you think?

The const abl e had sai d sonmething i ke, "Just wait there, sir,' and then
had retreated, off to have a word with his superior. Right then, right
at that precise nonent, Bill Mncur knew he'd said the wong thing.
He'd a load to deliver to Margate, and after that he'd to head for
Whi t st abl e and Cant er bury before hone. A busy schedul e. Wiy hadn't he
j ust shaken hi s head and dri ven on? Anot her van, whi ch had been st opped
infront of him nowstarted off again. H's boss woul d gi ve himhell
for this. Wiy didn't you just keep your trap shut, Bill? H s van was
still revving. He coul d scarper while the copper was out of sight. But
not even Bill Moncur was that stupid. They were | ooking for a young
wonman. Maybe she'd gone mi ssing, been raped. Couldn't have been the
woman he picked up, could it? Mist be sonebody el se. Ch Christ, but
what if it was her? What i f she' d been found dead i n a di t ch sonewher e,
and here he was saying he'd given her alift. He'd be a suspect, the
sort you heard about on the news. A man is hel ping police with their
inquiries. WlIl, that's what he was trying to do, but out of
public-spiritedness, not because he had anyt hi ngto confess or anyt hi ng
to be guilty about. Ckay, so he skimred a bit of f his conpany. He m ght
use the van for a bit of business at nights and weekends, but never
anyt hi ng outrageous. Not |i ke Pat, who'd taken his van over t he Channel
one weekend and used it for snmuggling back pommags, videos, fags and
booze. It was |ike one of those old nobile shops in the

back of Pat's van, but he'd shifted the | ot before Monday norni ng, and
wi th four hundred quid clear profit in his pocket. But Jesus, if he'd
been caught . . . caught using the firms van ...

"Hell o, sir.' There were two of themstandi ng there, the constabl e he'd
spoken to before and now t his plain-clothes man, reeking of ciggies
and CID. ' My colleague tells ne you may have sone i nfornmati on for us?'
"Yeah, that's right, but I'ma bit pushed just now, see. Deliveries
to make. Maybe | could cone into the station later on, |ike. Tonorrow
nmor ni ng, eh?’

The CID man was gesturing with his arm as if he hadn't heard a word
Bi I | had been sayi ng. ' You can park just over there, sir. Inthelay-by,
ot her side of the police car. W'll have alittle chat then, eh? Don't
want to hold up the vehicles behind.'



So that was that. He'd shoved first gear home and started off. Even
as he nmoved slowy forwards, he thought: | could still run for it. He
shook t he t hought asi de. He had absol utely nothingto hide. It woul dn't
take himfive mnutes totell themhis story, and after that he could
bugger of f agai n. Maybe they'd take hi s name and address, maybe t hey'd
get back to himlater, but for today he'd be back on the road. Wth
| uck, he could push the speedo to 70 or 80 on sone stretches, make up
the tinme easy. Wuldn't it be funny if he got stopped for speedi ng?
Sorry, officer, | was hel pi ng your col |l eagues with their inquiries and
I sort of got behind on my deliveries.

He pulled into the lay-by at quarter to el even. Now, as he sat in the
police station and lit his seventeenth cigarette - seventeenth of the

day - it was quarter past one. They'd brought hima filled roll, egg
mayonnai se, di sgusting, and a packet of spring onion crisps. By dint
of putting the crisps in the roll, he managed to force it al

down. He thought, not for the first time: On a normal run 1'd be in
t he Feat hers by now, supping a pint and tucking in to one of that big
bird Julie' s home-nmade stews. Full of succulent carrotsandlittlebits
of onion. No gristle onthe neat either. Beautiful. Egg mayonnai se and
bl oody crisps. Bill Mncur and his big bl oody nouth.

They'd l et himcall the office. That hadn't been rmuch fun, even t hough
t he Cl D man had expl ai ned t hat everything was all right, that he wasn't
inany trouble or anything, but that he'd have to stay at the station
for alittlewhilelonger. The firmwere sendi ng someone el se out, sone
relief driver (it m ght even be Pat). The van keys were at the desk.
The relief would pick themup and do the run for him The relief driver
woul d stop at the Feat hers to chat up Julie and wat ch t he way she pul | ed
a pint with her mani cured, painted fingernails on the punp.

How nuch fucking longer? he said to hinself. There were four enpty
pol ystyrene cups in front of himas well as the enpty crisp packet,
cel l ophane fromthe roll, brimrng ashtray, ciggies and lighter. He
used the tip of his finger to pick up a few crunbs of crisp fromthe
desktop, transferring themto his nouth. They'd be along in a nminute

toask hi mif hewanted nore coffee. He'dtell themthen: '|I' mnot waiting
any fucking |l onger. You can't keep ne here. If you want ne, you know
where to look. I'min the phone book.

That's what he'd say. Thistine. Thistime he'dreally say it, and not
just think it. Bonny girl they'd sent in last tinme to ask about the
coffee, mnd. Took his mind off it for a monent, so that he forgot to
ask in the end. No, not ask, demand. It was his right to wal k out of
t her e whenever hefelt likeit. He'donly beenin apolicestationtw ce
inhislife. Once when he was thirteen, and they found hi mstaggering
pi ssed out of his head along the

mai n road. They t ook hi mback to the station, put himintoacell, stood



hi mup, and kneed himin the nuts until he threw up. Then they |eft
hi mfor an hour before kicking hi mout. Could hardly wal k strai ght for
days after that ... which was ironic, as Pat said, since they' d picked
himup in the first place for not wal ki ng straight.

That was once. The second tine, they raided a pub during a braw, and
t hough he' dtaken hardly any part init he was dragged downtothe station
with the rest of them But the barman, M1 o, had put in awordfor him
so they'd let himgo with a caution.

That was twi ce. Hardly prem er | eague, was it, hardly najor crinme? Wre
t hey hol di ng hi mso they coul d | ook hi mup i n their records? Maybe t hey
were seeing if he had any priors for rape or nurder or abduction or
anything. Well, in that case he'd wal k when they' d fi ni shed checki ng.
How |l ong could it take?

O course, he did have sonething to hide. For a start, if it got back
to his boss that he was out in the van on a Sunday night . .. well,
bosses tended to have inquiring nminds in that direction. But his boss
woul dn' t find out, not unless the police saidanything. He coul d al ways
tell themhe was in his car rather than the van anyway .. . but no,
it didn't dotolie when the truth wouldn't hurt. If they caught him
| yi ng, they m ght wonder what el se he was hiding. No, he'd tell them
He was usingthe vanto hel pout afriend. Andindeed this was thetruth.
H s nei ghbour Chas pl ayed keyboards in a sort of country and western
band. They'd been playing a Sunday ni ght gig at a pub i n Fol kest one,
and he'd been acting as Road Manager, which neant picking up the PA
fromMargate and taking it back to Fol kestone. It was all a fuck-up
inthe first place, that's why he'd had the drive to do. The band's
own PA had bl own hal f a dozen fuses or sonething, and a friend of Chas's
who had a residency in

Mar gat e had sai d the band coul d borrow hi s band' s gear on t he proviso
that they brought it back the same night.

St upi d, but the gear was good stuff, a fewthousand quid' s worth, and
the guy didn't want it out of his sight overnight. So, for fifty quid
and afewdrinks, Bill haddrivento Margate, pi cked upthe gear, brought
it to Fol kestone, sat through the gig, then hauled it back to Margate
agai n before returning to Fol kestone, absol utely knackered. It was a
| ot of work for fifty quid, but then Chas was a mate, and besi des, Bill
i ked being a Road Manager. He'd have liked to play in a band hinsel f
had he been what you woul d cal | nusical. Misical he was not. He'd tried
audi tioning as a vocalist once - not in Chas's band, in another | ocal
outfit - but the ciggies had shot his voice to hell. Like the band's
| eader sai d, histinngandpace were superb, and he' d pl enty of enoti on,
but he just couldn't '"hold a tune'. Whatever that neant.

The door opened and i n wal ked t he same Cl D man who' d spoken to himin
the | ay- by.



"Wel | about bloody tinme," saidBill. '"Listen, | can't hang around here
any longer, and I' m—

They kept filing into the room three of themas well as the Cl D man.
The room which had been so enpty before, now seenmed overfull.

' These gent | emren have driven down fromLondon to see you, M Moncur, '
said the CD.

"Bit pokeyinhere, innit? saidoneof thenen. HelookedtoBill Moncur
i ke an ol d boxer, sem -pro. The speaker turnedtothe Cl Dnan. ' Haven't
you got an office we could use?

"Well . . ." The CI D man thought about it. 'There's the Chiefs office.
He's not around this afternoon.’
"That'll do us then.'

The other two Londoners were silent. They seened

happy enough to let their coll eague do the tal king. They all trooped
out of the interviewroomand al ong to a nore spacious, airier office.
Extra chairs were carried in, and the CID man | eft, closing the door
behind him The oldest of the three Londoners, craggy-faced and
gri mlooking, had taken the chair already behind the desk, a big
confortable leather affair. Mncur was sitting in the other chair
al ready i n pl ace on t he ot her si de of the desk. He kept | ooki ng t o Craggy
Face, who seened |i ke the boss, but he still wasn't speaki ng. The one
who' d done all the speaking, and who now renai ned standing, started
things off.

"We're Special Branch officers, M Mncur. |I'mlnspector Doyle, and
this' - with anodto the third man, who had taken a seat agai nst the
wall - "is Inspector Greenleaf. We're particularly interested in what

youtol d Detecti ve Sergeant Hi nes. Coul d you go t hrough your story agai n
for us?

"You mean |'ve been kept in here waiting for you lot to arrive from
London? You coul d have asked nme over the phone."'

"W coul d have, but we didn't.' This Doyl e was a short-fuse nerchant,

Moncur coul d see that. ' The sooner we have your story, the sooner you'll

be out of here. It's not as if you're in any trouble .

"Tell that to ny gaffer.’

"If you want ne to, | wll.'

The thi rd Londoner, Greenl eaf, had pi cked up a bri efcase fromthe fl oor

and rested it on his knees. He now brought out a twi n cassette-deck,

an ol d- f ashi oned and unwi el dy- | ooki ng t hi ng. The ot her one was speaki ng
agai n.

"Do you mind if we record this interview? W'll have it transcri bed,

and you can check it for nistakes. It's just a

record so we don't have to bother you again if we forget sonething.

Ckay?'

"VWhatever.' He didn't like it though. The man with the briefcase was



pl uggi nginthe deck. Positioningit onthe desk. Checkingthat it worked.
Testing, testing: just like Chas at a sound-check. Only this was very
different froma sound-check.

"You were out on a run in your van, M Moncur?' asked Doyl e, al nost

catching himoff-guard. The interview had started al ready.

"That's right. Sunday night it was. Last day of May.'

" And what exactly were you doi ng?'

"I was helping a mate. He plays in a band. Wll, their PA had broken
down and | hadto fetch another fromMargate, see. Only, after the show,

t he guy who owned t he PAwanted it delivered back to him So of f | went

to Margate again.'

"Were you alone in the van, M Moncur?

"At the beginning | was. Nobody el se i nthe band coul d be bothered t o—
"But you weren't alone for |ong?

"No, | picked up a hitch-hiker."’

"What tine was this?

'Late. The dance the band were playing at didn't finishtill after one.

Then we had a fewdrinks . ..' He caught hinself. 'l stuck to orange
juice, mnd. | don't drinkanddrive, can't affordto. It'snylivelihood,
see, and | don't—

"So it was after one?

"After two nore like. After the gig, we'd to | oad the van, then we had
adrink . .. yes, after two.'

'Late for someone to be hitching, eh?

"That's just what | told her. | don't normally pick up hitch-hikers,

no matter what tine of day it is. But a woman out on her own at that

time of night .. . well,

that's just plainbloody stupid. To be honest, at first | thought naybe
it was a trap.'

"Atrap?

"Yeah, | stopthevan for her, then her boyfriend and a f ewot hers appear

fromnowhere and hoi st whatever |'mcarrying. It's happened to a mate
of m ne,’

"But it didn't happen to you?

"No. '

"Tell me about the worman, M Mncur. Wat sort of —

But now t he man behi nd the desk, the one who hadn't been introduced,

now he spoke. 'Before that, perhaps M Moncur coul d show us on a map?'

A map was produced and spread out on the top of the desk. Moncur studi ed
it, trying to trace his route.

"1 was never nuch good at geography,' he expl ai ned as his finger traced
first this contour line, then that.

' These are the roads here, M Mncur,' said the man behi nd t he desk,

running his finger along them



Moncur attenptedachuckle. 'I'dnever nekeit as al ong-di stancedri ver,
eh?' Nobody smiled. 'Well, anyway, it wasjust there.' Apenwas produced,
a dot nmarked on the nap.

"How far is that fromthe coast? asked Doyl e.

"Ch, a mle, couple of mles.'

"AHright.' The map was fol ded away agai n. The questi oni ng resuned as
before. 'So, you saw a wonan at the side of the road?

"That's right.'

" Can you describe her?

"Long hair, dark brown or maybe black. |I didn't have the lights onin
the cab, so it wasn't easy to tell. Sort of . . . well, | nmean, she
was quite pretty and all, but she wasn't . .. she wasn't anythi ng out

of the ordinary."'

"VWhat about height?' This fromthe one behind the desk.

"l dunno, average. Five-seven, five-eight.'

"Alittle taller than average, maybe,' he suggested. '\Wat was she
weari ng?'

"Jeans, a jacket. She | ooked cold."'

'Did she seem wet ?

"Wet? No, it wasn't raining. But she | ooked cold. | turned the heating
up in the cab.'

" And what was she carryi ng?

"Just a bag, a haversack sort of thing.'

" Anyt hi ng el se?

"No. '
'Was the haversack heavy?'

Ashort nervous | augh. '| don't know. She heavedit intothevanherself.'
The man behi nd t he desk nodded thoughtfully.

' Ckay, M Moncur,' Doyle continued. 'Is there anything el se you can

tell us about her appearance? Her shoes for exanple.'
"Never noticed them'
'Was she wearing nmake-up?'

"No. She could have done with a bit. Pale face. | suppose it was the
cold.’

"And her accent, was it l|ocal?

"No. '

"But English?

' Ch, yeah, she was English. Definitely.'

"Right, so you picked her up. You' ve given us her description. Wat
did you tal k about?'

'She wasn't all that tal kative. | got the i dea she was doi ng a runner.
Well, that time of night

"Runni ng from whom exact!|y?'

' Boyfriend probably. She wasn't wearing any rings,



not married or anything. | reckoned boyfriend. She | ooked |ike she'd
been crying.'

"Or swimm ng,' from behind the desk.

"At that tinmeof night? Bill Moncur | aughed agai n. Agai n, nobody | aughed
with him "W didn't talk that much really. | thought that if she got
to tal king about it, she'd burst into tears. That was the | ast thing
I wanted.'

'So woul d you describe her as ... what? Sullen?

"No, not sullen. | nean, she was pl easant enough and all. Smiled a few
ti mes. Laughed at one of ny jokes.'

' Where was she headed?

' She said Margate woul d do. At first, anyway.'

'She didn't specify her destination? asked Doyle, but nowthe quiet
man, Greenleaf, the one with the cassette-deck, spoke.

"What did you nean, "at first"?

"Well, when we got a bit closer, she asked if | was going through
Ciftonville. To be honest, | wasn't, but she | ooked washed out. So
| asked her if that was where she want ed droppi ng of f, and she nodded.
It wasn't much out of my way, so | took her there.’

"Ciftonville. Somewhere specific in Ciftonville?

' No, anywhere along the front seened to suit her. She wasn't bot her ed.
| thought it was funny at the tinme. | nmean, saying where you want to
go, then not really ninding whereabouts you' re dropped of f once you
get there. Maybe she was going to run away with the circus, eh?

" Maybe.' This frombehind the desk again. 'I'd |ike to hear anything
she said to you, M Moncur, anythi ng you canrenenber. It doesn't matter
howtrivial youthinkit was, whether it was just yes or noto a question
or whatever. Anything she said to you, I'd like to hear it.’

So he'd to go over the whole journey. It took the best part of half
an hour. They'd to put in fresh tapes at one

poi nt. He noticed that they were maki ng two copies of the interview
Finally, he asked a question of his own.

"VWhat's she done then? What's so inportant?

"W think she's a terrorist, M Mncur.'

"Terrorist? He sounded anazed. '| don't hold no truck with that sort
of -

"You m ght not hold any truck,' said Doyle, 'but you had one in your
truck.' And he grinned. Bill Moncur found hi nsel f unabl e to smil e back.
"Get it?" Doyle asked G eenl eaf.

"I get it, Doyle,' said Geenleaf.

" You sai d she had | ong hair,' the man behi nd t he desk i nterrupted. ' How
| ong?'

Moncur tapped his back with a finger. 'R ght down to here,' he said.
"Could it have been a wi g?



Moncur shrugged.

Now Doyl e came up t o hi m | eani ng down over him grinning. 'Just between
us, Bill, mntonmanlike, weall knowwhat it'slikedrivingalorry. ..
pi cking up a wonan. Did you ... you know . . . did you .. . ?' Doyle
wi nked and | eered. But Mncur was shaking his head.

"Nothing Iike that,' he said.

Doyl e strai ght ened up. He | ooked di sappoi nted. He | ooked at Moncur as
if he mght be gay.

"Not that | wouldn't have or anything,' Mncur protested. 'But that

time of night ... | was absolutely shattered. | couldn't have got it
up for a centrefold."’

Doyl e still | ooked dubious.

' Honest,' said Mncur.

"Well,' said the one behind the desk, 'no need to dwell on that."
Then canme the crusher.

"M Moncur,' he continued, 'we'll have to go to

Ciftonville. W need to know exactly where you dropped her off."’
"Fine, okay.' Bill Mncur nodded ent husi astically. They were | eavi ng!
He' d be out of here in a mnute. 'Wen you go into the town,' he said,
"you head straight for—

"You don't understand, M Moncur. Directions won't do. W need you t here
with us to show us the spot.'

"What?' It dawned on him "diftonville? Now? Aw, for Christ's sake."'
They busi ed thensel ves with | ocating a detailed map of Cliftonville,
ignoring Bill Moncur's protestations. The Cl D nan, DS Hi nes, appeared
again to see if they needed a car. No, the one car they already had
woul d be enough. And then the pretty WPC put her head round the door,
smling at Moncur. He bl essed her for that snile.

'Need any tea or coffee here?" she asked.

"Not for us, thanks. W' ve got to be going. Come on, M Moncur. W'l
t ake t he sanme rout e you t ook that ni ght. That way, you can show us where
you picked up Wtch.'

" Pi cked up which what?

The one frombehi nd t he desk snil ed for anonment. ' Aslip of thetongue,’
he said, notioning towards the doorway with his arm 'After you.'
Eventual ly, at the end of his gruelling day, a police car took Bill
Moncur back to Fol kest one.

El der, Doyl e and Greenleaf remained in Ciftonville, their unnmarked
car (Doyle's car, still messy fromhis French trip) parked in the
forecourt of asmall hotel. They' d booked roons for t he eveni ng, despite
having brought nothing with them no change of clothes, no
toot hbrushes ... It was El der's decision, but the Special

Branch men were happy to go alongwithit, Geenleaf despite the facts
that a) he'd have to call Shirley to tell her, and b) he'd be sharing



aroomwi t h Doyl e. They visitedacheni st's andbought toiletries, before
rendezvousing in the hotel lounge. It was just the right side of
sal ubrious, with a tropical theme to the furnishings which extended
to an island nural on one wall. A long tine ago sonmeone had pai nt ed
white seashells on the dark green linoleumfl oor. They had the pl ace
to thenmsel ves. Greenleaf couldn't imagi ne why.

"It's inmportant,' said Elder, 'not tolet the trail grow col der than
it already is. That nmeans working through this evening.'

"Fine,' said Doyle, 'but am| being stupid or was the last sighting
of Wtch in Auchterwhatsit, six hundred miles north of here?

El der sl ed. ' You' re not being stupid, M Doyl e, but there's sonething
we' ve got to ask ourselves.'

Doyl e said nothing, so G eenleaf provided the answer.

"Why did she specifically want to cone to Ciftonville?

'Exactly, M Greenl eaf. | nean, | ook at the pl ace. It's qui et, anonynous.
It's perfect for her.'

Now Doyl e spoke. 'You think she's got a contact here?

El der shrugged. 'It's possible her paynaster net her here with final
i nstructions.'

"You don't think she's here though?'

"M Doyl e, as ny ol d Aberdoni an tail or used to say, di scount nothing.'
Doyl e t hought about this for a noment, realised a joke had been nade,
and | aughed. Greenleaf didn't: his nother had cone from Aberdeen.
'So what do we do this evening?

"W cover as nuch ground as possible. That nmeans splitting up. |I'd
suggest one of us nakes contact with the | ocal police, one asks around
in the pubs, and one asks

taxi drivers and so on. W're tal king about the wee sma' hours of a
Monday norning. A wonan dropped of f and having, presunably, to walk
to sonme destination. Al ate-night patrol car may have spotted her. Taxi
drivers may have slowed to see if they had a fare. Were there any
ni ght cl ubs enptyi ng around the tinme she arrived? Soneone nay, w thout
knowi ng it, have seen something. Perhaps she'd prearranged her |ate
arrival with a hotel or boarding-house. O naybe sone early-day
fi sherman sawher - we can't possi bly cover all the angl es, that's where
the local police will cone in.'

"W shoul d set up a Portakabin on the front, put up posters: have you
seen this worman, that sort of thing. Ask everybody who passes

But El der was shaki ng his head. 'No, Doyle, that's precisely what we
don't want.'

' Because,' G eenl eaf added, 'if sheis still around here, we don't want
to chase her away.'

"Precisely. Softly softly, as the saying goes. Now, sitting here like
this, we're already | osing valuable tine. Let's get down to sone real



wor k. '

Wal ki ng t hrough the bl owy streets that night, his feet swellinginhis
shoes, Doninic Elder was worried. It wasn't G eenleaf and Doyl e who
worriedhim They seened capabl esorts, if slightlycuriousasatwosone.
Wl |, perhaps not. It was the old interrogation two-step: bad guy and
ni ce guy. It coul d be auseful conbi nati on. El der di d sonet hi ng he hadn' t
done in years. He bought sone cod and chips. The nmeal canme on a
polystyrenetray with a smal |l wooden fork, the whol e wappedinacustom
paper bag. Different to the way El der renenbered it: greasy newsprint
com ng off on his hands, picking at the fish-flesh with his fingers.
The cod had texture but no flavour at all. And the chips tasted
mass- produced. There was aregul arity about their size which depressed
him but it did not worry him

Wtch worried him

He coul d al nost snel | her, al nost taste her behind t he seasi de fl avours
and aromas. She had been here. And not |ong enough ago for her taint
to have left the place. Was she still here? He didn't think so. But
if the hunt started to close in on her, she mght just cone back. A
safeport inastorm This had beenher first lair onarrivinginEngland.
It woul d have nmeani ng and resonance for her. Wunded, she ni ght cone
crawl i ng back. It would do no harmfor Elder to | earn the ground, her
hone- ground. So he wal ked, stoppingtotal k with people. Was t he bakery
all-night? It was, but the shift didn't come ontill eleven. He could
come back and ask his questions then. As he wal ked, he becane nore
confortable with his story. She was his daughter. She'd run away, and
he wanted to find her. Doyle and Greenl eaf were to tell simlar tales
inthe pubs and cl ubs, with the necessary alterationturning Wtchinto
their sister rather than daughter.

El der knew he was getting old. Despite living in the country, tonight
was as much wal ki ng as he' d done i n a year or nore. Doyl e and G eenl eaf
wer e younger, fitter and faster than him They'd be fast making alife
or death deci sion. Wul d he be too sl ow? Say he came up agai nst Wt ch,
came up agai nst her again. Wuld she be so much faster than hin? O
was she ageing too? No, not judging by the Khan assassination. |f
anyt hi ng, she was sharper than ever, dam her. He'd been rusty at the
police station, interviewing the lorry driver. He'd asked | eading
guestions rather than waiting for Moncur totell his version. That was
bad. That worried him

Somet hi ng el seworriedhim too. Shewoul dn't have conmetoBritainunless
she was after very big gane

i ndeed. He didn't knowwhy he felt this, but he did. Britain was eneny
territory to her, Elder's territory. He coul dn't hel p but think of the
whol e thing on the personal |evel. Which was dangerous. Things m ght
start getting out of perspective. He might start reading too nmuch or



not enough into certain situations. He wi shed he knew who her target
was. It crossed hisnmind- it had crossed his m nd all week - that maybe
he was her target. But, really, this was nothing but ego. It didn't
make sense. Hewas nothreat toher. Howasinretirenent, off the scene.
Unless .. . unless there was sonething in his file on her, something
he' d over | ooked and whi ch coul d be dangerous to her. Well, Barcl ay had
the file now, maybe he woul d see sonet hi ng, somethi ng El der coul dn't
see.

Her target had to be the summt. But wasn't it at the same tine just
too obvi ous, as G eenleaf had hinted? All those heads of state .
But | ook at the challenge it presented to her. The security services
of nine countries would be there, protecting their | eaders. Over seven
hundred and fifty security personnel intotal (the majority supplied,
of course, by the host nation), and nore if you counted the uniforned
police officers who would line the routes, holding back traffic and
the public. On yes, it was a challenge all right, but then chall enges
had never been Wtch's thing. She worked on a smal |l er scal e. Yes, there
was the Pope, but they' d scared her off there with fewer personnel.
Besi des, that was Wl f Bandorff's plan, not hers. Kidnappi ngs, peace
campai gners ... these were her arena. Wul d she bot her, these days,
with a head of state?

God al one knew. God, and the worman herself.

Dom nic Elder. A priest's name. You shoul d have been a priest. That's
what she'd told him Renenbering, he rubbed his back.

He had cone to the outskirts of the town. The wi nd was sharp and salty,
the sea a distant clash. Maybe a stormwas coni ng. The w nd, though
sharp, was warm Cl ouds noved fast agai nst the sky. He paused to rub
at his back, and stared at the spotlit frontage of a small pub. Pubs
were Doyl e's and Geenleaf's territory. But all the sane, the vi negary
chips had left himwith a dry throat. He stared at the pub's nane.
The Cat over the Broonstick.

The nane deci ded him He pushed open the door and entered snoke and
noise. It was a young people' s pub. Jukebox, video ganes, |[oud
conversations peppered with swearing, and necking in the few dark
corners avail able. He hesitated, but wal ked up to the bar anyway. The
youth in front of him being served with seven pints of |ager, wore
a deni mj acket withits arms shorn off, and beneath it al eather jacket,
arms intact. Elder recogni sed bi ker gear when he sawit. A biker pub
then, the dull offspring of the original Hell's Angel s. Soneone behi nd
himcal |l ed out ' Hey, Grandad!' to snorts of |aughter. El der stood his
ground. The pints had been | oaded onto a tray, the tray taken away.
The barman was El der's age, and sweating. He wore an apol ogetic | ook
for his newcustoner, alook whichsaid, 'It's business. |f they weren't
spendi ng noney here they'd be doing it sonewhere el se.’



" Wi sky, please,' said Elder, '"a double.’

He wondered i f Doyl e and Greenl eaf had nade it out this far yet. Somehow
he doubted it. They'd nobst probably have a drink in every pub they
visited... He gavethe barman afiver and. whilewaitingfor his change,
added plenty of water to his drink froma jug on the bar.

"I"'ml ooking for nmy daughter,' he told the barman. But as he started
to speak, a particularly thunderous track

started on the jukebox, gaining a roar of approval fromthe drinkers.
"VWhat ?* said the barnman, |eaning his ear towards El der

"My daughter!' Elder yelled. 'I'mlooking for her.'
The barman shook his head, and then jerked it towards one of the
| oudspeakers. The nessage was clear: We'll tal k when the nusic stops.

He went off to serve another custoner. Another tray was needed. At one
poi nt, the barman twi ddl ed with a knob nounted on the wall behind the
optics. He did this as the song was endi ng. Another started up, but
not so | oud any nore.

"Turn it up, Joe!’

' Conme on, Joe, we can hardly hear it!’'

"Crank it up!

He shook his head and sniled. '"In a nmnute,' he called. 'Just give ne
a mnute's rest, eh?

There were groans but nothing nore. Joe the barman canme back to El der
'Now t hen, you were saying . .. ?

"I"m1looking for my daughter. She's run off and | think maybe she ...
she m ght have cone down this way.'

"Are you M El der?

El der' s knees al nost col | apsed under him 'Wat? How. . . yes, yes,
"' m Dominic Elder.'

The bar man nodded and noved back to the optics. On ashelf sat aletter,
which he lifted and handed over the bar. Elder's hand didn't quite
trenbl e as he accepted it.

"She left it for you.'

Onthe whiteenvel opewas printednr dom nicelder. El der knewt he score.
He knew he shouldn't touch it. It should go straight into a polythene
bag for forensic analysis, for checks on fibres, saliva used to stick
t he envel ope down . .. the arcana of the forensic arts. But then El der
was a retired nenber of the security services.

He might forget procedures, mghtn't he? He tore open the envel ope.
I nside was a single fol ded sheet of |ined witing-paper on which was
scri bbled a handwitten nessage. He | ooked around him Joe t he barman
had gone off to serve yet another thirsty client. Then he read.
"Don't bother. Wen it's tinme, I'lIl find you. W'

He read it again .. . and again . .. and again

"Don't bother. Wen it's tinme, I'lIl find you. W'



The "I'1l" and the 'you' had been doubl e-underlined. I'Il find you.
Yes, but only when it was time. There was sonething el se to be done
first. The Khan assassination? O sonething on a grander scal e? He
managed a wy smle. Ch, she was cl ever. She'd known El der m ght well
becone i nvolved . .. she'd even guessed that he m ght track her as far
as Ciftonville. So she'd gone into an aptly named pub and | eft a note
for him She coul dn't knowit woul d reach hi mof course. But if it did. ..
Yes, it seened her style all right. But she'd slipped up, too. The note
was handwitten. It wasn't much, but it was sonethi ng. He | ooked about
for the tel ephone, and found t hat there was a booth next tothetoilets.
He slipped the letter back into its envel ope, put the envelope in his
pocket, and made for the booth.

Doyl e and Greenl eaf weren't yet back at the hotel, sohetriedthe police
station. No, the two gentlenen had called in, but there' d been no one
avail able to hel p them They'd arranged a neeting with | nspect or Bl ock
inapub somewhere . . . probably the Faithful Collie. Yes, he had the
t el ephone nunber.

Sohetriedthe Faithful Collie. Callingto apub froma pub: tal k about
a noisy line! I'll find you ... Eventually he got the barman in the
Faithful Collie to understand. There was a yell, another yell, and
finally G eenl eaf answered.

"I's that you, M Elder?

"She's left a nessage for nme in a pub.’

"What? | didn't make that out.'

"Wtch has left me a nessage.'

A burly bi ker roaned past on his way to the toil ets. Another cane out.
They exchanged handsl aps.

'How do you know?' Geenleaf was asking.

' Because a barman just handed it to ne.'

"VWhat does it say?

"It says I'mnot to ook for her, she'll find ne when she wants.'
'"W'vegot toget it dowmmtoalab.. .' Thefact suddenly struck G eenl eaf.
"Ch," he said, 'you' ve opened it.’

" Qbvi ously."

"You shoul dn't have done that.'

"I realise .

"Still, not much we can do now. \Wich pub?'

' The Cat over the Broonstick.'

"You' re ki ddi ng. You think she's guessed about Qperation Broomnstick?'
"I don't know. She knows we call her Wtch.'

"We'll be right over.'

"I's Doyl e sober?

"Hewill be. Gveus ... | don't know, depends howfar we are fromyou.'
"I's Inspector Block still with you?'



"Yes, I'll bring himalong too.'

"Fine. But be warned, this is a Hell's Angels' watering-hole."’

" Funny pubs you choose, M Elder. Is it the |l eather you like or what?'
El der smil ed but said nothing. He put down the receiver and went back
tothe bar, where hiswhi skywas still waiting. Joethe barnmanwas waiting
t 0o.

"Can you tell me anything about her?' Elder asked.

Joe shrugged. ' Cane i n about a week ago. Sai d she was ont he nove, keepi ng
away from an ol der man.'

' How di d she | ook?

"Fine. Tired maybe. And she had a sprained wist. That's why she got
metowiteit.' Helooked al ong the bar to his right. ' Com ng, Tony.'
He went off to serve the custoner. But Elder followed him

"VWhat do you nean?'

"I mean she' d sprai ned her wist. She had a bandage onit. So she coul dn't
write. She thought for sonme reason you' d cone | ooki ng for her in here.
| told her we didn't usually cater to ... older men. Wll, you can see
that for yourself. But she seemed to know. .. well, you're here, so
it looks |ike she was right.’

'She didn't wite the note then?

Joe shook his head. 'One pound thirty-five please, Tony. No, like I
say, |'dtowiteit for her. She told ne what to put. Looks |like she
doesn't want to be found, M Elder, not yet any road.'

'Yes,' he said, 'looks like.'

A sprained wist . . . couldn't wite. She was cunning all right, and
at the sane time she was playing with him If he found the note, she
must know he woul d talk to the barman. And if he tal ked to the barnan,
he woul d find out the handwiting wasn't hers. If she'd really wanted
to | ead hi ma dance, she'd have asked someone else to wite the note,
so Elder wouldn't know that it wasn't her witing . .. Yes, she was
pl ayi ng ganes. This was so different to the Wtch of old. Wat had
happened to her? Had she gone nad? Was she on a sui ci de ni ssi on? Wat
had happened? This wasn't the old Wtch at all.

And yet, obviously it was the old Wtch - as shrewd and as deadly as
ever.

"I'"l'l have anot her whi sky when you're ready,' he told Joe t he barman.
" And have one yourself.'

"Thanks, | will,' said Joe, nmaking for the opti cs and once nore turning
up the volunme. He received the cheers fromthe bar with alittle bow
fromthe waist.

Looki ng back on a startling day, it still seemed to Barclay that the
nmost startling thing of all had been Dominique's driving in central
Pari s.

They set of f fromCalais in her car, leaving his in the police station



car park, his packed bag | ocked i n t he boot. He brought to Dom ni que's
car a single change of clothes, the Wtch file, and a coupl e of opera
tapes. Duringthedrive, and above t he noi se of t he engi ne and t he r at her
extraordinary ventilation system(a single flap between dashboard and
wi ndscreen), they planned their next noves.

"Hi s nane,' Domi ni que yelled, 'is Mnsieur Jean-C aude Separt. | know
of himactually. He is a cartoonist. He draws stories.'

"You nean strip cartoons?

‘"Cartoons in a strip, yes.'

' For a newspaper?'

' No, he nakes books. Books of stripcartoons arevery popul ar i n France.'
"What sort of stuff does he do?

"Political cartoons, or cartoonswithapolitical point. Heisleft-w ng.
More than that | can't tell you until we get to Paris. There will be
i nformati on on himwhen we get there.'

"What about his car?

"It's curious, hereportedit mssingonly after it was found. Doesn't
that sound strange to you?

"Abit. What's his story?'

She shrugged, pullingout toovertake alorry. The 2CV bar el y had enough
power to pull past the I ong, fuming vehicle. A car bore down on them
but Domi ni que shot

the 2Cvbackintotheright-handlanew thtwo or three seconds to spare.
The bl ood had vani shed entirely from Barclay's face.

"l don't knowyet,' she continued, as t hough not hi ng had happened. ' W
shall have to ask hi mourselves .

The car didn't have a tape-deck, but it did have a radio. Dom ni que
found a jazz station and turned the volune all the way up, so the nusic
was just about audi bl e above the engi ne. She beat her hands agai nst
t he steering-wheel.

"In your room' she yelled, '|l saw your cassettes -classical music'
'Opera,' he corrected.

She wrinkled her nose. 'Jazz,' she said. 'Jazz is the only nusic in
the world, and Paris is the capital!' She signalled, slippedthe gear
down into third, and roared out to pass another lorry.

In Paris, she first headed for her office, Barclay renmaining in the
car while she sprinted to the building, and, nonents | ater, sprinted
out again. She threwa file onto his | ap, slapped his hand away from
the radio (he'd beentrying to find a classical station), and sl amed
shut the driver' s-side door. Then she i ndi cat ed and screeched back i nto
the traffic again, horns sounding all around them

"They had it waiting at reception for ne,' she said of the file. 'Read
it out while I drive.'

So, in his stilted French, he read fromthe report, thankful for it



sinceit servedtotake his eyes of f the nadness al |l about hi m Lunchti nme
inParis. He'd been here for weekends bef ore, and eventhen had marvel | ed
at the ability of the local drivers to squeeze five-abreast into a
t hree-1ane road wi t hout scrapi ng up agai nst each other. Meanwhil e, as
he read, Domi ni que transl ated sone of thenore difficult sentencesinto
English, until at

| ast he'd finished the report onthe life and career of the cartooni st
Jean- C aude Separt and they were pulling into a narrow street, the
buil dings tall on either side, blocking out the |ight and a good deal
of the city's noise. There were shops and offices at ground |evel,
di ngy- | ooki ng t hi ngs wi t h unwashed wi ndows. But t he storeys above were
apartrments, sonme with small verandahs, all with dusty shutters, the
paint flaking off, some slats mssing or hanging |oose. Dom nique
doubl e- par ked t he 2CV al ongsi de a vener abl e- | ooki ng | ow sl ung Ci troen.
' Come on,' she said.

' V\her e?'

She notioned upwards. 'This is where | live . . . my hone. | have to
change nmy clothes.' She pulled at the naterial of her jacket. She was
smling. 'Comng?

He nodded. 'Sure,' he said. His heart started punpingalittle faster.
"Sure,' he repeated, getting out of the car.

"Stairs only,' she warned him 'No elevator.'

The place snelled a bit Iike the London Underground. He coul dn't think
why. It was a snell like burnt oil, and lurking beneath it danpness
and rot. He got the feeling that if he touched the dark green walls,
a residue would conme off on his fingers.

He was behi nd Domi ni que, carrying her small suitcase. He watched her
body as she clinmbed the w nding stairs.

"Next floor,' she said, a little breathlessly.

"Right, okay.' But it wasn't okay. Her case was heavier than he'd
expected. What did she have in there, a couple of sub-machi ne guns?
And t hen t hey were standi ng faci ng one anot her out si de an ornate front
door. She smiled, catching her breath. He snil ed back, concentrating
his eyes on hers, trying not to show how hard he was breathing after
t he

clinmb. She brought a key out of her bag and opened the door.

He | ooked into a wel | -kept if ol d-fashi oned hall. The car pet was f aded.
So were the furnishings. Was there a radio playing in the distance?
‘"Mama, ' called Dom nique. 'C est noi.'

Briskly, she took the case from himand wal ked up the hall.

"C est toi, Dom nique?' cane a wavering voi ce frombehi nd one of the
doors. Barclay still stood in the hall, drinking in this unexpected
reality. Dom ni gue waved for himto foll ow her, then opened a door at
the end of the hall.



In the living-roomsat Madane Herault. But she stood to receive her
foreign visitor, and switched of f her radio too. She | ooked |i ke her
daughter, but was between thirty and forty years ol der. She patted her
hai r and sai d sonet hi ng about how Domi ni que shoul d have war ned her.
To whi ch Domi ni que repliedthat i f she had war ned her not her, her not her
woul d nmerely have tired herself out cleaning and nmaki ng cakes and
dressing herself up. when they were only staying for fifteen ninutes
or so. Then Doni ni que sai d she had t o go t o her roomand change. Barcl ay
was made to sit on the huge springy sof a whi ch rem nded hi munnervi ngly
of the 2CV' s suspensi on.

' Keep Mama conpany, will you?' Domi ni que asked in English. 'I won't
be long. Ch, and if she offers you some of her calvados . . . refuse
it.'

And wi th that she was gone. Madane Herault, still standing, asked him
if hewouldlikesonethingtodrink? Hedidn't, but nodded anyway, since
Madanme Herault fixing hi msonething to drink was preferable to Madane
Herault sitting expecting himto nake conversation with

her. Then he renenbered the warning about the cal vados.

"Pastis, s'il vous plait,' he said.

But a dri nk was not enough. He woul d have sonmet hi ngto eat, too, woul dn't
he? Barcl ay shook his head, patting his stomach.

"Conplet,' he said, hoping it was the right word.

She persisted, but he persisted too. Just a drink, a drink would be

very good.
' Cal vados?' Madanme Herault asked.
Barcl ay shook his head. 'Pastis, s'il vous plait,' he insisted.

So of f she went to fetch hima pastis. He rel eased a great intake of
air, and smlingly chastised hinmself for his original thoughts
regarding Dom nique's intentions. The room was confortably
ol d- f ashi oned, exudi ng what seened to hima particularly French sort
of genteel shabbiness. The ornanments were too ornate, the furniture
t oo bul ky. The dresser was enor nous, and shoul d have stood i n a chat eau
entrance hall rather than a second-floor Parisian apartment. He
wonder ed howthey' d got it intotheroominthe first place. The obvi ous
answer seened to be: through the | arge wi ndows. A bl ock and tackl e job
fromstreet |evel. Yes.

God, he thought, what aml doi ng here? | shoul d have stayed i n the car.
She' s beent easi ng ne, hasn't she? She coul d have saidit was her nother's
pl ace. She coul d have t ol d ne her not her woul d be hone. | nst ead of whi ch,
Domi ni que had | et hi mt hi nk hi s own t houghts, teasinghim Little vixen.
Madame Herault carried a tray back into the room Barclay had risen
fromthe sofa and was exam ni ng sone franed phot ographs on top of an
upright piano. There was one of a man in police uniform

'Mon man,' explai ned Madane Herault. "Il est nort.'



She pl acedthetray onafootstool. Therewas al ongsli mglass contai ni ng
an i nch of pastis and a single icecube. There was al so a jug of water,

and a saucer on which sat sonme plain biscuits. She notioned with the
jug and poured until he told her to stop. Then she handed hi mthe gl ass
and pi cked up t he phot ogr aph, gi vi ng hi msone | ong st ory of whi ch Barcl ay
made out probably nost of the rel evant facts. Monsi eur Herault had been
a policeman in Paris, a detective. But aterrorist bonb had bl own him
up ten years ago. He'd been helping to evacuate shoppers from a
departnent store where a bonmb was said to be hidden. But it had gone
of f sooner than expected .

She gave a rueful smle and picked up another photograph, a beam ng
school girl.

' Dom ni que,' she sai d, quite unnecessarily. Barclay nodded. She | ooked
up at him 'Tres belle.' He nodded again. For want of anything el se
to add, he gul ped at the drink. Mdther of God, it was strong! He lifted
a biscuit to disguise his disconfort. But the biscuit disintegrated
in his hand, falling Iike bits of bonmb-blast to the floor.

Madanme Her aul t apol ogi sed and went to kneel to pick the pieces up, but

Barcl ay was al ready down on his knees, his fingers tryingtolift the
tiny pieces without themsplintering further.

And that was the scene which presented itself to Dom ni que when she
entered the room The crunbs collected, nore or less, Barclay got to
his feet and hel ped Madane Herault to hers. Doni ni que had changed into
a knee-length skirt, showi ng off | egs which, evenin the dimlight of
t he apart nent, Barcl ay coul d see wer e t anned and snoot h. She had aj acket
sl ung over her shoul der, and wore a crisp white blouse with a snall

gold cross on a chain around her neck.

"Drinking in the mddle of the day?' she chided him

"W've still got alot of work to do, M chael, renenber?' Then she said
something in a rush of French to her nother, and her nother replied
i nan even faster rush, her cadences soari ng and pl utmeti ng. He fini shed
his drink while the conversation went on, noticing Dom ni que gl anci ng
towards himfromtine to ti ne. When he nade to replace the enpty gl ass
on the tray, she signalled, with the slightest jerk of her head, that
itwastinetogo. Thiswas actuallyhardtoachi eve, si nce Madane Her aul t
seenmed to have a ot she still wanted to say to him and there were
hands to be shaken, cheeks to be kissed.

"Qui, Mama, out' Donini que kept sayi ng, her exasperation increasing.

Finally, theywereat thefront door, andwi thafinal pushfrombDoni ni que
hersel f Barclay found hinself on the stairs and starting his descent.

But Madanme Herault cane to the stair-head and continued to call down
i nstructions to her daughter.

"Qui!' Dom nique called back. 'Bien sur! D accord. A ce soir, Mama!

Ce soir!"’



The street, the dull claustrophobi c street, seened suddenly a huge and
necessary rel ease, arefuge. Even Dom ni que si ghed and fanned her face
wi t h her hand before getting back intothe car. She didn't say anythi ng
as she keyed the ignition, checked behind her, and started off al ong
the street. But, edging out into the traffic at the end of the road,
she remarked sinply, 'That was ny nother.'

"Real ly?' replied Barcl ay.

H s irony escaped her. 'Yes, really.’

' She was charnming, so |like her daughter.'

She pursed her lips. 'l should have warned you.'

'Yes, you bl oody well should."’

She | aughed. 'Tell nme, M M chael Barclay, what were you thinking?
" VWhen?'

"When | led you up the stairs.'

"I was wonderi ngwhy the stairwell snmelledlikethe London Underground.'
The answer surprised her. She glanced at him 'Really? she asked.

He nodded. ' That's what | was thinking,' he said. And he kept his eyes
on the wi ndscreen, well away fromher bare tanned | egs as t hey wor ked
brake, clutch and accel erator.

" Mama ki ssed youtw ce,' Dom ni que nused. ' | thi nk you made ani npressi on
of her.’

"An inpression on her,' Barclay corrected.

"Wl I, anyway, ' Domi ni que addedwith asmle, 'you nade an i npression.'
And she | aughed, suddenly and brightly.

By a strange twi st of fate, Jean-C aude Separt's apart-nent-cunmstudio
was t he sort of place Barcl ay had i nagi ned Doni ni que' s apartnment woul d
be. It was obvious that cartoonists, even (especially?) left-wng
cartoonists, couldlive very confortably in France. The apartnment t ook
up the whole top storey of a sandbl asted bl ock near Cdeon.

"Tres cher, tres chic' Domi nique kept saying as they nmade their way
upinthelift to the penthouse. They' d spoken about Separt on the way
to Paris, tal king about the garret he woul d i nhabit, verm n-ri dden and
wi th unsol d tracts and panphlets piled to the ceiling. Preconceptions
wer et heretobebroken. Here was t he second (only t he second?) shattered
preconception of the day.

Bar cl ay knew hi s pl ace. He was Domi ni que' s col | eague, a police officer
from Engl and (but not London; nowhere as inportant as London) on an
exchange programe and spending the day wi th Dom ni que, who

was herself a lowy police officer, a trainee in one of the
adm ni strative departnents. They were heretoi ntervi ewhMnsi eur Separt
regarding the theft of his notor vehicle, for a schene called, as far
as Barclay couldwork it out, the Vehicle Repatri ati on Regi st er Survey.
Vel |, sonmething |ike that. Dom ni que had prepared sone questions, and
had witten themdown on a sheet of paper attached to a cli pboard. She



| ooked the part, he decided. Her clean, efficient clothes were just
abit tooclean and efficient -the sort of outfit a trainee woul d wear
whenwantingtoinpresswiththenotionthat theywouldn't stay atrainee
forever. And she'd got ridof her |ipstick, sothat her facewas alittle
plainer. It was perfect.

So was Separt's apartnent. He was fat and greying with cropped hair
andagrizzl ed beard. He wor e f aded deni ns, baggy at t he knees and ankl es,
but tight at the stomach. He wore a short-sleeved striped shirt, and
his eyes glinted from behind thick-lensed glasses. A strong
yel | ow papered cigarette either hung fromhis nouth or else fromhis
fingers. And he lit a newcigarette with the dying enbers of each old
one.

Havi ng ushered themin, Separt flapped back to his working-desk. "I
won't be a second,' he said. 'Just the finishing touches to a face
The bul k of the apartnment was taken up by a si ngl e, huge t hi ck-car pet ed
room At one end stood a series of architect's tables over which hung
angl epoi se | anps. Here, Separt worked on hi s cartoons. On shel ves behi nd
himalong the walls were various tools, old conmic books, magazi nes,
di sparat e newspaper cuttings. Pinned to the walls were phot ographs of
politicians, sonme of themsubtlyandtellinglyalteredbythecartoonist.
Barcl ay | aughed at one of his country's own Prime M nister, show ng
the premer energing froma bow of soup. Witten at the bottom was
"Prime M nestrone'.

Separt seened i nordi nately pl eased at Barcl ay' s response. He chuckl ed
and went back to inking some wild hair on his |atest caricature.
There was a conmputer close by, which Barclay studi ed too. He thought
maybe it woul d be a Pai nt box, one of those extraordi nary nachi nes used
by some artists and graphic designers. But it was just a plain old
personal conputer.

At the other end of the room Doni nique had already settled on the
extrenely long sofa. Enpty wine bottles and beer bottles were strewn
around the floor, and ashtrays brinmed with cigarette ends and the
roaches fromseveral joints. Separt, who had known fromtheir intercom
conversationthat two police officers were ontheir way up, didn't seem
bot heredintheslightest. Twowal |l s of the roomwere nade up of wi ndows,
one si de opening onto a small rooftop patio. The view of the city was
br eat ht aki ng.

'Howcan heworkwithaviewlikethat infront of hinf' Barcl ay marvel | ed.
Dom ni que transl ated t he questi on, and Separt, who had t hr own down hi s
pen with a flourish, beanmed agai n before sayi ng sonet hi ng.

'He says,' Dominique replied, 'that he no |l onger sees the view. It is
something for visitors, that's all.' Separt and Barcl ay shared asnil e,
and Separt notioned for his English guest to sit on the sofa beside
Dom ni que. Barcl ay di d so, and Separt, i gnhoringthesparechair, flopped



onto the floor in front of his visitors, resting with | egs out, one
foot over the other, hands stretched behind hi mso he sat up. He had
an i mpi sh I ook, as though every nonment of his |ife was both revel ation
and opportunity for hunmour. But Barcl ay noti ced t hat Dom ni que pressed
her knees together and kept themlike that, and he wondered if there
were sone nore sordid reason for Separt's choice of seat

H s French was comi ng on fast, and he understood nost of the dial ogue
whi ch foll owed.

"Your car was stolen, nonsieur,' Doninique began, her pen hel d above
t he cli pboard.

"OF course, otherwi se you would not be here.' Separt beaned again.
"Of course,' said .Dom nique. She was a good trainee police officer.
But Barclay wondered how she woul d have tal ked her way out of it if
Separt had asked for identification. They' d considered the question
on the way over here. Considered it, and cone to no solution.
"W'll handleit whenthe tinme cones,' she had said, leavingit at that.
"But you are one of the lucky few,' she was sayi ng now, 'who not only
have their car stolen, they also have it recovered.'

"So | understand. But it's anoldcar.' He shrugged. 'It woul d not have
been a catastrophe i f the car had di sappeared fromny life for ever!'
"You reported the car missing quite late, | believe?

"No, not late, just before nmidday | think.' He chuckl ed again.

Dom ni que nanaged t he fai nt est of official snles. '| meant, nonsi eur—
'Yes, yes, | knowwhat you neant.' Another shrug. 'I reportedit stolen
when | realisedit had been stol en. You' ve seen t he parki ng around her e,
madenoi sel le. A nightmare. | had parked the car around the corner in
Rue des Fetes. It was not visible fromthe apartnent.' He | aughed,
gesturing towards t he huge wi ndows. ' Unli ke nost of the notor vehicles
in Paris.'

She smiled a cool snmile, scratched on the pad with her pen. 'You were
ill, is that correct? This much they had read in the Calais police
report.

Separt nodded. 'l wasn't out of the apartnment for four days. Sone sort
of bug, | don't know exactly.'

"VWhat did the doctor say?'

"Doctors? He wrinkled his face. 'l can't be bothered with doctors.

If | get better, | get better; andif | die, sobeit. |'d rather give
my noney to tranps on the street than hand any over to a doctor.'
"And the tranps might give you a nore accurate diagnosis,' added
Dom ni que, causing Separt to collapse into alaughing fit, which then
becane a coughing fit. He rose to his feet, shaking his head.

" You are naki ng my day, believe me,' he said. '|I nust wite that down.
It's a good idea for a cartoon. G ve the nobney to the beggars instead
of the doctors, and the beggars give you a diagnosis - on the state



of society's health.'

Bar cl ay and Domi ni que sat silently while he went to his work tabl e and
wr ot e sonething on a sheet of paper, which he then tore fromits pad
and pinned to the wall.

" You know,' he call ed, ' my best i deas come this way -fromot her peopl e.
| feel alittle guilty sonetines, | do so little work nysel f.'

When he returned, he chose the chair rather than the floor, sinking
intoit and crossing his ankles. Nowthat he was seated on a level with
her, Dom nique relented and rel eased the pressure on her knees.

'So the car could have been taken any tine during those four days?
she asked.

"That's right. | went outside on the fifth day, and | was puzzl ed at
first, | wonderedif |'dparkedit wherel thought | had. | wal ked ar ound
all the neighbouring streets. No sign. So | called the police.'
"This was on the first of June?

"Was it? I'Il take your word for it.'

"According to the records it was.'

"Then it was.'

'But your car's outside now?

"And as rusty as ever. There are a few scratches on it that weren't

there before. Well, to be honest maybe they were there before —it's
hard to tell.®

"Not hing missing fromthe car?'

"No. '

"And nothing there that wasn't there before?

He | aughed agai n. ' You nean, did the thief | eave nme anythi ng? No, not
a sou.'

"Why do you think soneone would steal a car fromthis arrondi ssenent
and take it to Cal ais?

Separt shrugged. 'Joy riding. They may have been all over the pl ace,
and just run out of petrol there. O nmaybe they were consideringatrip
to Engl and, but changed their nminds. Sonmething |ike that, | imgine.’
Dom ni que nodded. ' On the whol e, nonsieur, you' re happy to have your
car returned?

Separt gave this alittle thought. 'On the whole, | suppose | am Not
that it would bother ne unduly if soneone stole it again .. . Listen,
I''mbeing rude, can | get you a glass of wi ne?

"That's very kind, but we've al ready taken up enough of your tinme. W
appreciate your talking to us like this.'

"Not at all.'’
Dom ni que rose to her feet. Barclay rose too. He was glad they didn't
have to drink anything. Hs head still ached fromthe pastis. Separt

seenmed di sappointed that they were | eaving so soon
"When the survey is conplete,' Dom nique said, T may have to return



with a fewfinal followup questions . . . wi thout ny col |l eague here,
I"mafraid."'

"Oh, yes?' said Separt. 'You'll be welconme any tinme, believe ne.
Barclay had never seen anyone chatting up an

on-duty poli ceworman before. Trust the French. Separt took Doni ni que's
hand and brushed hi s |i ps agai nst it. Then he shook Barcl ay' s hand warml y.
A few words of English came to the cartoonist.

"Urrr . . . good luck, chum Have a nice day.

"Merci' said Barclay. He waved a hand around hi m ' You have a beauti f ul
hone. "'

Noddi ng, grinning, laughing to hinself now and then, the cartooni st
showed t hemout of the apartnent. Wien Domi ni que and Bar cl ay wer e al one
inthelift, and it had started its descent, he turned to her
"Seened |ike a nice chap,' he said.

" And genui ne?'

"Not entirely.'

"Aconmplete fake. He was worried as hell, that's why he kept | aughing
like that. Nervous |aughter.'

"You t hink he knows somet hi ng? So what do we do now? Keep a watch on
hi n®?'

She bit her bottomlip. 'Better than that, | would like to bug him
But | don't think nmy superiors would allowit.'
"Wy not ?

"Separt's politics. If a bug was di scovered, the I eft woul d have a . ..
what do you say?

"Afield day?

She nodded. 'A field day.'

Barclay had a thought. 'Wat if you didn't bug hin?' he said.

"VWhat do you nean?'

'"Do you know how to nake a |istening device?

"No. '

He nodded. 'What if soneone created a bug of their own? Not the French
security service. Maybe the British.'

She gasped. 'You're nad. If it got back to your superiors

"Or if it got back to your superiors that you' d hel ped ne ..

They were both silent for a noment, considering these thoughts. Then
Dom ni que turned to him 'Wat would you need?

"A shop selling electronic parts, an enthusiast's shop. And entry to
Separt's apartment, preferably when he's out.’

"W can find such a shop,' she said. 'As for entry to the apartnent,
did you notice, he does not have a burglar alarnf

‘"I didn't notice, no.'

She nodded. ' And only two | ocks on the door. It shouldn't be difficult.
After all, | got into your hotel room didn't |?



"I thought you said . . . ?

' The manager? No, he told me your roomnunber. | went upstairs to see
if you were in. You weren't, so | opened your door."

"Where did you learn tricks like that? Part of the training?

She shook her head. 'My father taught nme,' she said quietly. "Along
time ago.'

One phone call toafriendwhowas a'buff, and Dom ni que had t he addr ess
she needed. The shop was a wonder | and of chi ps and processors and wi ri ng
and tools. The assistant was hel pful too, even though Domni ni que had
troubl e transl ati ng some of Barcl ay' s requests into French. She wasn't
sure what a soldering-iron was, or what it mght be in French. But
eventual |y Barclay had just about everything he needed. It woul dn't
be craftsmanship, but it would do the job.

" And maybe sone conputer disks too,' he said. He

i nspected the avail abl e stock and pi cked out the type he needed. 'A
couple of these, | think.'

They returned to Dom nique's apartnent where the spare bedroom was
handed over for his use.

"My very own workshop,' he said, getting down to work. Wrk stopped
qui te quickly when he found they'd forgotten to buy a plug for the
sol dering-iron. He renoved the two-pin plug fromthe room s bedsi de
| anp and attached it to the soldering-iron. Then he had to borrow a
pai r of tweezers from Dom ni que, and a small magnifyi ng-gl ass (which
she used for reading) from Madane Herault.

As he worked, he could hear Domi ni que and her nother talking in the
living-room Wenever Madane Herault spoke too |oudly, her daughter
woul d " shush' her, and their voices woul d drop to a whi sper again. It
was as if he were the surgeon and this sone particularly difficult
operation. It wasn't really. It was the sort of stuff any teenage kid
coul d acconplish with the aid either of inspiration or the plans from
a hobby magazine. It took Barclay just over an hour. The wire he was
usi ng was no thicker than thread. He feared it woul d snap. Using runs
of shorter than a centinetre, he dropped countless pieces and then
couldn't find them so had to cut nore tiny |engths.

"A kid woul d have a steadier hand,' he nuttered. But at |ast he was
finished. He washed his face, splashing water into his bleary eyes,
then had tea with Dom ni que and her nother. Then, with Doninique in
her roomand Bar cl ay outsi de the front door, they tested the two snall
devices. Their range was not great. He hoped it would be enough. A
nei ghbour passed him as he was standing in the stairwell with the
receiver. He smiled at her, and received a m ghty and qui zzi cal frown
in return.

"All right,' he said at last, after Doni ni que had hugged himbriefly
for being a genius, 'nowit's your turn.'



But before they |l eft, he tried tel ephoni ng Dom nic El der at his London
hotel . He didn't know why exactly. Maybe he just wanted the assurance
he felt Elder would give. But Elder wasn't there.

They drove back to Separt's bl ock and squeezed the car into a parking
space, then Doninique went to the phone-box on the corner and tried
Separt's nunber. She returned quickly.

" An answeri ng-machine,' she said. 'And | don't see his car anywhere.'
' That doesn't nean he's out. He may just be working. Did you see his
car when we were here earlier?

'To be honest, no. It nmay be parked in another street.'’

' So what now?'

"W'll have to try the intercom I|If he answers, that's too bad.' So
they wal kedtothe front door andtriedtheintercom Therewas noreply.
'So now we know he's out,' she said.

"VWich doesn't get us in.'

He | ooked up and down t he street. Awonman was headi ngintheir direction,
pausi ng now and agai n to chasti se her poodl e about sonet hing, it either
had or had not done. 'Back to the car,' he said. They sat in the car
and waited. 'Wen | call you, don't cone,' he ordered. Wil e Dom ni que
puzzl ed over this, the woman stopped finally at the front door to the
bl ock, and then opened t he door. Barclay sprang fromthe car and hel d
t he door open for t he wonan, who was havi ng t r oubl e per suadi ng her poodl e
to enter the building.

"Merci, nadanme,' Barclay said. Then he called towards the car:
"Dominique, ici! Vite!' Dom nique sat still and | ooked at him She had
changed, back at her apartnent, into faded deni ns and T-shirt, and she
was wearing her

lipstick again. She now checked her lipstick in the rearviewmrror,
ignoring his calls.

Bar cl ay made an exasperated sound and shrugged to the woman. But now
the woman was inside the building and making for the lift. "lci,
Dom ni que! ' Barcl ay gl anced behind him sawthe |ift doors close with
t he worman and her dog i nside, and now gestured for Doninique to join
him She |lifted the plastic bag fromthe back seat and got out of the
car. He gestured her through the door, and it | ocked behi nd them They
waitedfor ageswhilethelift tookitscargotothethirdfloor, paused,
then started down towards them After their own ascent, thelift opened
onto Separt's private floor. There were two doors, one unmarked, the
ot her bel onging to Separt's apartnment. Domi ni que got busy on this door.
She had brought sone ol d-fashi oned- | ooki ng | ockpi cks wi th her fromher
apartment. No doubt they had bel onged to her father before her. Barclay
had hi s doubts whet her they woul d be up to handl i ng noder n-day | ocks.
But within two minutes, the door was open.

"Brilliant,' he said.



"Quick, in you go.'

In he went. It was his job now Hers was to stand by the lift. If it
was called for, if it started back up fromground level, then she'd
call to himand he' d cl ear out. What t hey woul d do after that was uncl ear
to him "W'Ill think of sonething,' she'd said. 'Don't worry.'
Don't worry!

Wwell, after all, what was there to worry about? He was only buggi ng
someone's private home, having broken into it. That was all. And in
foreignterritory, too. And without pernission fromJoyce Parry. That
was all. It was a breeze ...

The telephone was on the floor beside the desks, next to the
answeri ng- machi ne. He unscrewed the receiver

and fixed the small transmitter in place, screwing the receiver shut
again and shaking it to check it didn't rattle beforereplacingit in
its cradle. Then he placed anot her transmitter down at the other end
of the room stuck to the underside of the sofa. Recalling how Separt
liked to sit on the floor, he slouched on the floor hinself. No, the
bug wasn't visible. He'd no way of knowing if either bug woul d work.
Intheory they woul d, but in practice? And as for getting themout again
afterwards .

Now he went to the conputer. It was swi tched on, which saved a bit of
time, but al soindicatedthat Separt woul dn't be gone for | ong. He opened
t he box of conputer di sks beside the terminal. There were hal f a dozen
di sks, none bearing hel pful markings. He pulled his own di sks out of
hi s pocket. The shop assi stant had f ormatt ed t hemal r eady, and Domi ni que
had gi ven hi msonme French conput er commands. The keyboard was slightly
different fromBritish nodels, but not so different. It didn't take
long to copy a couple of Separt's disks.

A hiss from Dom ni que at the open door. 'Lift's com ng!'

He cl osed the di sk box and checked the screen display. There was no
i ndi cation that he'd accessed the conputer. Dom ni que was cal |l i ng out
fl oor nunbers as hetook al ast | ook around. It ni ght be anot her resi dent.
The l'ift might stop before the penthouse. But it didn't look like it
was st oppi ng.

"Two . . . three .

He was out now. She cl osed the door and did what she had to do with
her pickl ock. Just the one | ock needed reworking, the other being a
Yal e-type which had | ocked itself on closing.

He | ooked at the lift. 'Four,' he said. 'Five. Christ, Dom nique, it's
this floor next!’

She swi vel | ed fromthe door and pushed hi mbackwards. Hi s back hit the
| andi ng' s ot her door, whi ch opened, and suddenly he was on t he enmer gency
stairwell, his kidneys colliding with the banister. He gasped while
Dom ni que pushed t he door cl osed again, just as the ping of a bell from



the Ianding signalled the arrival of the |ift. They both held their
breath and |istened as Separt unl ocked his door. He closed it behind
him and all was quiet again.

"He didn't notice anything,' she hissed, |eaning her head agai nst
Barcl ay's shoul der. 'He's gone inside. Cone on.'

They crept stealthily down one flight of stairs, enteredthefifthfl oor
| andi ng, and summoned the lift fromthe fl oor above to take themto
ground |l evel. Back in the 2CV they sniled at one anot her, rel easing
t he tension.

'That was too close,' Barclay said.

Dom ni que shrugged. '| have been in tighter places.’

"Tighter spots,' Barclay corrected. But when she asked hi mwhat was
wrong with the way she'd phrased it, he couldn't think of an answer.
Then cane t he nonent of truth. He switched on the receivers. There were
two, eachwithits ownl ocal frequency. One woul d pi ck up t he t el ephone,
one t he bug under the sofa. They mi ght jamor feed back on one anot her,
but he didn't think so. Anore real problemwas that they night pick
up ot her frequency-users: local taxis, CBradios .. . The signal was
weak. Ahiss, nothingnore. Thenthe sound of a cough. Doni ni que t hunped
hi mon the shoulder in triunph.

"That' s him ' she sai d. Then she cl anped her hand over her nout h. Barcl ay
| aughed.

'He can't hear you, don't worry,' he sai d. Nowcane the sound of nusi c.
Ol assical nusic. Separt hunmed along to it. Actually, it occurred to
Barcl ay that there

was a chance Separt coul d hear themif he happened to put his ear cl ose
enough to the m crophones while they were tal king: these things had
a way of workingin both directions. Headphones were m crophones, t oo.
'Now Dom ni que was saying, 'all we can do is wait.'

"And hope,' added Barcl ay.

' Hope?'

' That he doesn't find the bugs.'

She was di smissive. 'Don't worry about that,' she said. 'If he finds
them we'll

T know, | know. we'll think of sonething." Heturnedto her. 'Tell ne,’

he said, 'did you know there were stairs behind that door?

She smled. 'O course.’

"You m ght have—

"Warned you? Yes, | forgot. Pardon ne.'

"I"mnot sure |l can,' said Barclay. She | eaned over and gave hi ma peck
on t he cheek. She was wearing perfune. He hadn't really noti ced before.
He | ookedintherearviewm rror and sawlipstick onhischeek. Hesml ed,
and did not wipe it off.

After an hour, Doni ni que got bored. 'Nothing' s happening,' she said.



"I can see you're not a cricket fan.' 'Cricket? You nmean the English
game?' 'Surveillance requires patience,' he said. Wll, so he would
guess at any rate. He'd never actually been on a proper surveillance
operation, had never been active 'inthe field . He' d al ways been what
coul d be cal | ed a backr oomboy. But he' dread about 'thefield innovels.
He supposed the novelists must know. Besides, he was quite enjoying
the music Separt was playing. Ravel.

Dom ni que opened her door. 'I'Il get us sonme coffee and a sandwi ch,
she sai d.

"VWhat happens if there's sone action while you' re away?'

"You'l |l still be here.'

"Yes, but | don't understand French. If anyone tel ephones

She thought about this, then collapsed back into her seat with an
exasperated sound and sl amred shut her door.

"Il fetch us something to drink if you |ike?

She gripped the steering-wheel. 'I'd get even nore bored on my own.
Besides, |'mnot really thirsty." Her pout turned her into a teenager
agai n. What was her age? ' Li sten,' she sai d suddenly, springing forward.
Separt's phone was ringing. Barclay sat up straight in his seat. This
was his bug's first trial. The nusic was being turned down. Barcl ay
pl aced a finger to his |ips, warni ng Dom ni que not to speak. The phone
st opped ri ngi ng.

"Allo?" Separt's voice.

'"C est Jean-Pierre.' The caller was | oud and clear -nmuch to Barcl ay's
relief. Dom nique was listeningintentlytothe conversation, nmout hing
the words silently as though | earning themoff by heart. She signalled
for a pen and paper. He took his pen and diary fromhis inside pocket
and handed them over. She opened the diary at Novenber and began to
wite. After a fewninutes of pretty well one-sided conversation, the
call was term nated. But Dom ni que wote on for another ninute or so,
reachi ng Decenber, then read back t hrough what she'd witten, altering
some words, adding others.

"Eh bien,' she said. 'That was | ucky.'

" How?'

"VWhen Separt went out, he was trying to find the

caller. But the caller was not at hone, so he nerely left a nessage
asking himto call back. This he has done.'

" And?'

She smiled. 'l don't think we fooled hi mconpletely. He wanted to tel
the caller all about us. Why woul d the police do such a survey? Wat
could it mean? The caller was very interested."'

'"Did they say anything specific about Wtch?

"Do not rush ne. No, nothing about Wtch. They were very .. . careful.
A care that is | earned over years. You m ght even say a professiona



care. They tal ked around the subject, like two friends, one nerely
telling his story to the other.'

"You think Separt knows about the bug?

She shook her head. 'If he knew, he woul d have warned the caller, and
the caller would not have given away his | ocation.'

"You know where he is?

She nodded. 'Pretty well. He said Separt had just m ssed him He'd been
across the street in Janetta's.'

"Janetta' s?'

"It sounds like a bar, yes? Perhaps Janetta's is not the name of the
bar but of the woman who runs the bar. We will find out, but it mnight

take some tine. | think this Jean-Pierre knows sonething.'

' Such as?'

' Monsi eur Separt reported his car missing after the assassin | anded
i n Engl and. | think soneone persuaded himto ... toturnthe other cheek
while the car was taken. He was not ill. He was waiting until it was

safe to report the vehicle stolen. Wiy do you smle?

"You nmean turn a blind eye, not turn the other cheek.'

"Do 1?

He nodded slowy. 'Okay, so now we track down

Janetta's.' He paused, wigglinginhis seat. 'O do you want to stick
around here?

'No."' She checked her watch and turned towards him ' Toni ght, you wi ||
sleep with me.' The | ook on Barclay's face alerted her. '|I nean,' she
said quickly, "youwill sleep at the apartnent. Mama will insist that
we dinewi th her. Don't worry, sheis avery good cook. And after di nner
' Yes?'

' Maybe you will show ne your file on Wtch. W are partners now after
all, aren't we?

"l suppose we are,' said Barclay, wondering what he woul d el ect totell
Joyce Parry about all of this. She'd be expecting hi mback soon, maybe
as soon as tonorrownorning. He'd haveto think up a story totell her,
somet hi ng convi nci ng. Dom ni que seermed to read his mnd

"Your enployers will allow you another day in Paris? she asked.
Barcl ay sl apped a confident | ook onto his face and sai d nonchal antly,
"Ch, yes.'

But inside, he couldn't hel p wondering.

Friday 12 June

El der t el ephoned Joyce Parry j ust before breakfast. Snells of bacon-fat
and frying tonmatoes wafted up to his roomas he nade the call.

' Joyce? Domi nic here.'

"Who el se would have the .. . consideration to call at this hour?
She sounded sl eepy. 'Sorry,' he said, 'did | wake you?

"Just give me the news.'



He wondered i dly whet her she'd spent the night al one as he had. 'I've
been sent a note,’ he said.

" Fr om whon??"

"Wtch.'

" VWhat ?'

' Not what, who: Wtch.'

"Don't get smart, Donminic. Tell ne.'

"Just that. A note warning ne to stay away.'

"You personally?

'Me personally.’

"Was it delivered?

"She left it at a pub, The Cat over the Broonstick.'

' What ?'

"That's the nane of the pub. | think she left it on the off-chance.'
"You don't think she's follow ng you?

"No. '

'"But she knows you're after her