








CONFESSIONAL 13 Jack Higins' 0
documentary thrller in 2 class by itsell;
moving, disquicting and yet ammensely
enteriaining.

It 1s the summer ol 1982 at the beight of the
conflictsn the Atlantic. Pope John Paul comes
to England on a mussion of peace, the first
Pope 1n history 10 visit Canterbury Cathedral,
and somewhere out there in the vast crowd
converging on that ancient aity is the most
deadly assasun 1n Eusope, targeting in on the
Pope to finish off the job the Turks and Bul-
ganans botched.

In Ireland, Scotland, France and England, fate
moves many players tn this desperate game of
life or death Like pieces on a chessboard
Cuchulain, the assasun, a man who, with a
handgun, cn split an apple—or a head—
across a large room and has the kind of brain
that has cnabled him to make fools of Brush
Intelligence for more than twenty years
Charles Ferguson, given special powers by the
British Prime Minuster to coordinate the figh:
against terronism and ruthless enough to use
blackmail 10 gatn his ends

Martin McGuiness of the Provisiona] IRA,
forced to cooperate with Ferguson and Briush
Intelligence 1n a desperate atiempt to stop
Cuchulain



Liam Devlin, poet, scholar, gunman, retired to
the quict of Trinity College as Professor of
English, forced back into the fray as the only
man trusted by both British Intelligence and
the IRA.

Morag Finlay, the gypsy girl who doesn’t care
about the mysterious Cuchulain's past or
future and only wants to go where he goes.
Confesssonal 1s where you'll find Jack Hig-
gins’ most unusual assassin yet, all set for the
biggest kill of his life. Even the Pope knows
that and is waiting for him with open arms,

JACK HIGGINS was already a leading writer of
adventure stories before he wrote The Eagle
Has Landed but this marvellously original
and dramatc novel turned him into a world
best-seller. It was followed by Storm Warning
and Day of Judgement. A series of major suc-
cesses followed, culminating in 1983 with
Exocet,
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PROLOGUE






Wiirn THE LAND ROVER turned the corner at the end of the
strect, Kelly was passing the church of the Holy Name. He
moved tnto the porch quickly, opened the heavy door and
stepped instde, keeping 1t partiatly open so that he could sce
what was happeming,

The Land Rover had been stipped down to the bare
essentials so that the dnver and the two policemen who
crouched tn the rear were completely exposed They wore the
distincusve dark green uniforms of the Royal Ulster Constabu.
lary, Sterhing submachine guns held ready for mstant action,
They disappeared down the narrow street tow ards the centre
of Drumore and he stayed there for a moment, in the safety
of the half-darkness, consaious of the famihar odour,

*Incense, candles and the holy water,” he said sofily and
his finger reached to dip sn the grante bow! beside the
door.

*ls thete anything | can do for you, my son?*

¢ voice was lirtle more than a whisper and, as Kelly
turned, a pricst moved out of the darkness, an old man, in
shabby cassock, his hair very white, gleaming in the candle-
hight. He carned an umbrella 11 onc hand.

“Just sheltenng from the rain 1s all, Father,” Kelly told him.

He stood there, shoulders hunched eas-ly, hands thruse
decep in the pochets of the old tan raincoat. He was small,
five fect five at the most, not much mote than 2 boy, and yet
the whte devsl’s face on him beneath the brm of the old felt
hat, the dark brooding eyes that scemed to stare through and
beyond, hinted at something more.

All this the old priest saw and undenstood. He smuled
gently, *You don't bive in Drumore, 1 think?*
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*Good.’ Murphy took a large brown carmier bag from under
the bar. *Straight across the square 15 the police barracks.
Local provision firm's truck 1s allowed through the gates at
exactly twelve o'clock each day. Shing thatinthe back. Enough
there to take out half the barracks.” He reached inside the
bag. There was an audible click. *There, you've got five
minutes.’

Kelly picked up the bag and started for the door. As he
reached 11, Murphy called, "Hey, Cuchulain, dark hero?* Kelly
turned and the fat man raised a glass toasung him *You know
what they say. May you die in Ireland *

There was something in the cyes, a mockery that sharpened
Kelly Iike a razor's edge as he went outside and started across
the square. The band were on another hymn, the crowd sang,
showing no disposiion to move in spite of the raim He
glanced over his shoulder and saw that Murphy was standing
at the top of the steps outside the pub Strange, that, and then
he waved several times, as of signalling someone and wath a
sudden roar, the stripped Land Rover came out of a side
street into the square and skidded broadside on

Kelly started to run, shpped on the damp cobbles and went
down on one knee. The butt of a Sterling drove pamnfully into
hus kidneys. As he cried out, the driver, who he now saw was
a sergeant, put a foot hard on Kelly's outstretched hand and
picked up the carner bag. He rurned it upside down and a
cheap wooden kitchen clock fell out. He kiched 12, ke a
football, across the square into the crowd which scattered

*No need for that!” he shouted. *It"s a dud! He leaned
down, grabbing Kelly by the long hair at the back of the neck
*You never learn, do you, your bloody lot? You can't trust
anybody, my son. They should have taught you that.*

Kelly gazed beyond hum, at Murphy, standing on the steps
outside the bar. So - an informer Sull Ireland’s curse, not
that he was angry. Only cold now — ice cold and the breath
slow, in and out of his lungs.

The sergeant had him by the scruff of the neck, up on his
knees, crouched like an animal, He leaned, runming his hands
under the armpits and over the body, searching for a weapon,
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cnied. Kelly turned towards hem and smiled. He sad, in
Russian, *Sure, Professor, anything you say,' and placed the
Browning carefully down on the bonnet of the Land Rover,

“I thought you said he was trained to do as he was told,”
the colonel demanded.

An army beutenant moved forward and saluted. *Onc of
them is stll alive, o dead, Colone! Maslovsky. What are
your orders®*

Maslovsky 1gnored him and said to Kelly, *You weren’t
supposed (o carry a gun.’

1 know,’ Kelly said. *On the other hand, according to the
rules of the game, Murphy was not supposed to be an 1n-
former. | was told he was IRA."

‘So, you always behieve what you're told?*

*The Party tells me | should, Comrade Colonel Maybe
you'se got a new rule book for me2" Maslavsky was angry
and it showed for he was not used to such atuitudes - not
from anyone. He opened his mouth to retort angnly and there
was a sudden scream The hintle gisl who had sold Kelly the
poppies pushed her way through the crowd and dropped on
her knees beside the body of the police sergeant

*Papa,’ she waled tn Russian. *Papa.’ She looked up at
Kelly, her face pale *You'se hilled im! You've murdered my
father?"

Shewas onhim ke 2y oung nger, nals seaching for his face,
crying hystencally He held her wrists nght and suddenly, all
strength went out of her and she slumped against hum. His
arms went around her, he held her, stroking her hair, whispee-
g in her ear,

The old pricst moved out of the crowd ‘Il take her,” he
sawd, his hands gentle on her shoulders

They moved away, the crowd opeming to let them through.
Maslovshy called to the heutenant, “Right, let’s have the
square cleared.” He turned to the man in the lesther coat.*I'm
tired of this eternal Ukrammuan eain Let's get back msde and
bring your protége with you. We need to talk.’






heat, nursing a mug of strong black coffee laced with vodka.
The door opened behind him as'the man in the leather coat
entered and approached the fice, <hivenng.

‘God, but it’s cold out there.’

He helped himself to coffee and vodka from the tray on
the desk and moved to the fire, Paul Cherny was thirty-four
years of age, a handsome good-humoured man who already
had an international reputation in the ficld of experimental
psychology; a considerable achievement for someone born
the son of a blacksmith 1n a village tn the Ukrame. As a boy
of sixteen, he had fought with a partisan group 1n the war. His
group leader had been alecturer in English at the University of
Moscow and recogntzed talent when he saw it

Cherny was enrolled at the University in 1945 He majored
in psychology, then spent two years 1 a unit concerned
with experimental psychiatry at the Uninversity of Dresden,
receving a doctorate in 19§1. His interest in behaviounse
psychology took him to the Unis ersity of Peking to work with
the famous Chinese psychologist, Pin Chaw, whose speciality
was the use of behaviounst techniques in the interrogation
and condittomng of Bitish and Amencan prisoners of warin
Korea,

By the ume Cherny was ready to return to Moscow, his
work tn the condinontng of buman behaviout by the use of
Paviovian techniques had brought him to the attennion of the

KGB and Maslovsky in particular, who had been instrumental
1 getting hum appointed Professor of Expenmental Psy-
chology at Moscow Unnersity

*He's a mavencl,” Maslovsky said “Has no respect for au-
thonity. Totally fals to obey orders. He was told not to mrr
a gun, wasn't he>*

*Yes, Comrade Colonel *

‘S0, he disobeys bis orders and turns a routine exerme
into a bloodbath Not that I'm worried abour these darned
dissdents we usc here. One way of forang them tosere theif
country. Who were the policemen, by the w:y",‘\






*Yes, Comrade Colonel.

'Your task 1s easly stated. Our chicf antagonists are Amer-
ica and Bntamn, Bntamn is the weaker of the two and 1ts
capitshst edifice 1s being croded. The biggest thom in Bntaim®s
side is the IRA. You are about to become an additional thorn.

The colonel leaned forward and stared into Kelly's eyes.
*You are from now on a maker of disorder.”

*In Ircland?

*Eventually, but you must undergo more traming in the
outside wotld first. Let me explain your task further.’ He
stood up and walked to the fire. 'In mineteen fifty-six, the IRA
Army Counal voted to start another campaign tn Ulster.
Three years later, and it has been singularly unsuccessful.
There 15 hitle doubt that this campargn wall be called off and
sooncr father than later, It has achieved nothing.”

*S0?" Kelly said

Maslovsky returned to the desk. ‘However, our ownintelh-
gence sources indicate that eventually a conflict will break
out in lreland of a far mote senious nature than anything that
has gone before When that day comes, snu must be repdy
for 1t, tn deep and warting.” Fﬂ ¢

*l understand, Comrade.” zs 6

‘'l hope you do. However, enough for now. Professor
Cherny will fill you in on your more immediate plans when
I've gone. For the moment, you're dismissed.”

Kelly went out without a word Chemy said, *He can do
1t. I'm certain of at.”

"1 hope 30, He could be as good as any of the native sleepers
and he dninks less.

Maslovsky walked to the window and peered out at the
drising rain, suddenly ured, not thimking of Kelly at all,
consaious, for no parnculat ceason, af the Jook on the child's
face when she had attacked the Inshman back there in the

uare., /' T E
*That child,” he said. “What was her named. . P\.\" N

*Tanya - Tanya Voromnova.'
*She’s an orphan now ? No one to ul{d& of Gty 1
*Not as far as I know.”

-, ’
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WiteN Major Tovy VILUFRS entered the officers® mess of
the Grenadier Guards at Chelsea Barracks, there was no one
there. Jt was 2 place of shadows, the only illumination coming
from the candles flickering 1n the candelabra on the long,
polished diming-table, the light reflected from the mess silver.

Only one place was set for dinner at the end of the rable,
which surprised him, but a bottle of champagne waited in a
sitherice bucket, Keug 1972, hus favounte He paused, looking
down at it, then lifted it out and cased the cork, reaching for
one of the eall crystal glasses that stood on the table, pounng
slowly and carcfully He moved to the fire and stood there,
foaking at his reflection in the mrrror above 1t

The scarlet tumc suited him rather well and the medals
made a brave show, particularly the purple and white stnpes
of his Military Cross with the silver rosetre that meant a
second anard He was of medium height with good shoulders,
the black hair longer than one would have expected in 3
seeving soldier In spite of the fact that tus nose had been
broken at some time or other, he was handsome enough 1n a
dangerous kind of way.

It was very quiet now, only the great men of the past ganing
solemnly down at him {rom the portraits, obscured by the
shadows There was an air of unreality to exerything and for
some reasan, his imape seemed to be reflected many umesin
the mirror, backw ards intosnfimty He wasso damned thirsty.
He raised the glass and his voice was very hoarse = seemed
to belong to somenne else entircly

*Here's 10 you, Tony, old son, he sard, *and a Happy New
Year?

He lifted the crystal glass to his Tips and the champagne
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Little more than a week before Villiers had been leading
Batusht tnbesmen on a hunt for Marxist guernillas. Bir ¢l
Gafani, on the other hand, was enemy ternitory, the People’s
Democrauce Republic of the South Yemen stretching north to
the Empty Quarter.

There was a large carthenwaare pot of water on his Ieft with
2 fadle 1n a2, but he knew better than to try to dnink and
waited patiently. In the distance, over a nise, a camel appeared,
moving briskly tow ards the oasts, shightly unreal in the shim-
menng heat,

He closed bus eyes for a moment, dropping his head on his
chest to ease the strain on his neck, and was aware of
foorsteps. He looked up to find Salim bin al Kaman approach-
ing. He wore 3 black headcloth, black robes, a holstered
Browning automanc on bus nght hip, a cuned daggper pushed
into the beltand carried a Chinese AK assauk nfle, the pnde of
his hife He stood peenng down at Villiers, an amiable-looking
man with a fnnge of preying beard and a skin the colour of
Spamush leather, -«

*Salaam alakum, Sahm bin al Kaman," Villiers said for-
mally in Arabic

*Alatkum salaam Good mormng, Villiers Sahub * Jtwas his
only English phrase They continued in Arabic

Sahm propped the AN against the wall, Alled the ladle with
water and carefully held st to Villicrs’ mouth, The Englishman
drank greedily. It was a morning ritual between them Salim
filled the ladle agam and Villiers rarsed his face to recenne the
coohing stream,

*Betrer?” Salim ashed.

*You could say thar *

The camel was close now, no more than a hundred yards
away lts nder had 3 Iine wound around the pommel of his
saddle. A man shambled along on the other end.

“Who have we got here® Vilhers asked

*Hamd,’ Salim said,

*And a fnend?”

Salim smuled *This 1s our country, Major \illiers, Rashid
1ind. Peanle should only come here when mnvited.®






10 1ts hnees and Hamid, a young Rashid warnor in robes of
ochre, a nifle stung across hus back, came forward. He pulled
on the line and the man a1 the other end {ell on his hands and
knees.

*What have we here?” Salim demanded.

*1 found hum in the might, w alkung across the desert.” Hamid
went back to the camel and returned with 2 mulitary-siyle
water bottle and knapsack. *He carned these.

There was some bread i the knapsack and slabs of army
rations. The labels were in Russian.

Salim held one down for Villiers to see, then said to the
man i Arabic, *You are Russian?'

The man was old with white hair, obviously exhausted, bus
khaki shirt soaked with su cat. He shook his head and hus hps
were swollen to twice therr size. Salim held out the ladle flled
with water, The man drank.

Villiers spoke fair Russian, He said, *He wants to know
who you are. Are you from Fasan®”

*Who are you?' the old man croaked

‘I'm a Britsh officer | was working for the Sultan’s forces
in Dhofar. Their people ambushed my patrol, killed my men
and took me prisoner.”

*Does he speak Enghsh?

‘About three words. Presumably you have no Arabic?”

‘No, but | think my English 1s probably berter than your
Russian. My name 1s Viktor Levin, I'm from Fasan, 1 was
trying to get to Dhofar.”

*To defect?* Vilhers askhed.

*Something like that.”

Salim said in Arabic *So, he speaks Enghsh to you. ls he
not Russtan, then?*

“illiers said quietly to Levin, “No point in lying about you
Yout people are turming up here todsy to pich me up " He
tened to Salim. *Yes, Russan, from Fasan*

*And what was he doing :n Rashid country?”

‘He was trying to reach Dhofar.'

Salim stared at him, eyes narrow  ‘To escape from his
att rervn]ad e 1arrhemd ant Torrd and dlanmed R thieh






nime, just before the war started. The best two months of my
hfe.!

“Isee”

‘I was hoping to get out in mncteen ffty-nmne. Corres-
ponded secretly with relatnves tn Isract who were going to
help, then ! was betrayed by someone ! had thought a true
friend. An old story, I was sentenced to fise years.®

*In the Gulag*

*No, somewhere much more interesting. Would you be-
lieve, a litle Ulster town cailed Drumore>”

Villiers turned, surprise on hus face *I don't understand?

*A hitle Ulster town called Drumore in the middle of the
Ukraime.” The old man smiled at the fook of astomshment on
Vithers® face. ‘1 thnk I'd better explain *

When he was finished, Villiers sat there thinking about 1,
Subsersion techmques and counter-terronsm had been very
much his business for several years now, particularly in Ire-
1and, so Levin's story was fasanatng to say the least ‘T knew
about Gaczyna, where the KGB tram operatives 1o work in
English and so on, but this other stuff 1s new to me.”

*And probably to your intelligence people, I thinkt"

‘In Rome in the 0ld days,” Villiers sa1d, *slaves and prisoners
of war were tramned as gladiators, to fight in the arena.*

“To the death,” Levin said.

“With a chance to sunvive if you were bester than the other
man, Just ke those disidents at Drumore playing pohice-
men.*

*They didn’t stand much chance against Kelly,’ Levin sad

*No, he sounds as 1f he was a very speaal item.”

The ofd man closed his eves His breathing was hoarse and
troubled but he w a3 obviously asleep withm a few moments.
Villiers leaned back in the corner, wrerchedly uncomfortable
He Lept thinking about Levin's strange story He'd known a
tot of Ulster market towns himself, Crossmaglen for example.
A bad place to be. So dangerous that troops had o be taken
1n and out by helicopter. But Drumore in the Ukraine ~ that






nguage lab iques as those p d by the SAS
] Budbury Line Bzrracks in Hereford. You, also, lhe KGB
1l eake a speaal interest in.*

*I'm sure they will,” Vilhers said amiably.

*So.* Kirov turned to Salim. To business.” His Arabic was
ot as good as hus Enghsh, but serviceable enough.

He snapped a finger and the sergeant stepped forward and
anded the Arab a canvas pouch. Salim opened 1t, took out
handful of cons and gold glinted in the sun. He sauled and
anded the pouch to Hanud who stood behind him,

*And now,” Kitov said, if you will be good enough to
npadlock these two, we'll get moving.”

*Ah, but Kirov Sahib 1s forgetnng,’ Sahim smuled. °l was
40 promised a machine gun and twenty thousand rounds of
mmumition.’

“Yes, well my superiors feel that would be putting far too
quch temptation i the way of the Rashid,’ Kirov sad.

Salim stopped smiling *This was a firm promse.”

Most of hts men, sensing trouble, raised their nftes. Kirov
napped fingers and thumb on his nght hand, there was a
adden burst of fire from the heavy machine gun, raking the
all above Salim's head. As the echoes died away, Kiroy sand
atiently, Take the gold, | would eamestly advise ur.”

Salim smled and flung his arms wade. ‘But of course.
nendship 15 everything Certamnly not worth losing for the
ake of a tnfling musunderstanding.’

He produced a key from a pouch at hus belt and unlocked
he padlock, first on the wooden halter which held Levin.
Then he moved to Villiers. *Sometimes Allah looks down
hrough the clouds and punishes the deceiver,” he murmured.

*ts that in the Koran?' Villiers asked, as Hamid removed
he halter and he streeched his aching arms

Saltm shrugged and there was something in hus eyes. *If
0t, then it should be.’

Two soldiers doubled forw ard on the sergeant’s command
ind ranged themselves on cither side of Levin and Villiers.
[hey walled to the Sanderuser. Villiers and Levin cimbed
naside. The soldiers followed, Kirov bninging up the rear,







‘Nine o'clock.

He ushered the Arab out and closed the doog. The coffee
was surpnsingly good and very hot. Villiers said, *So they use
some Arab personnel?”

*In the kitchens and for sanitary duties and that sort of
thing. Not from the desert tnibes. They bring them from Hauf,
I behere.”

*What do you think will happen now?'

*Well, tomorrow 1s Thursday and there's a supply planc in,
ft will probably take us back with 1t to Aden.’

*Moscow next stop?’

There was no answer to that, of course, just as thete was
no answer to concrete walls, stee! doors and bars. Villiers lay
on one bed, Levin on the other.

The old Russian said, *Life 15 a constant disapposntment to
me. When | visited England, they took me to Oxford, So
beaunful * He sighed. ‘It was a fanrasy of mine to return one
day”

‘Dreaming spires,’ Villiers observed. Yes, it's quite a place *

*You know 1t then?*

‘My wife was at yniversity there. St Hugh's College. She
went there after the Sorbonne. She's half-French.”

Levin raised himself on onc elbow *You surpnse me. If
you'll forgive me saying so, you don’t hase the look of a
marned man.’

‘I'm not,’ Villiers told him. *We got divorced a few months
aro.

‘I'm sorry.”
‘Don’t be. As you sard, life 15 a constant disappointment.
We all want something different, that's the trouble with
human beings, particularly men and women In spite of what
the fermnists say, they are different.’

*You stll Jove her, 1 think?”

“‘Ob, yes,* Villiers said ‘Loving 15 casy. It's the living ro-
gether that's so damned hard.”

‘S0 what was the problem®

“To put 1t stmply, my work. Bornco, the Oman, Ireland. 1
was even in Vietnam when we very definutely weren’s sup-
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*Nine o'clock.’

I:r ushered the Arab out and closed the doog. The coffee
was surpnsingly good and very hot. Vilhers said, ‘So they use
some Arab personnel?”

“In the kitchens and for samtary duties and that sort of
thung, Not from the desent tribes. They bnng them from Hauf,
1 beheve.”

"What da you think will happen now?

*Well, tomorrow 1s Thursday and there’s a supply plane in.
Tt wall probably take us back with it to Aden.”

*Moscow next stop?’

There was no answer to that, of course, just as there was
no answer to concrete walls, steel doors and bars., Vithers lay
on one bed, Levin on the other.

The old Russian said, *Life 1s 2 constant disappomtment to
me. When 1 visited England, they took me to Oxford. So
beaunful* He sighed. ‘It was a fantasy of mine to return one
day.’

‘Dreaming spires,’ Villiers obsenved *Yes, it's quite a place.

*You know st then?*

*My wife was at unnersiy there St Hugh's College. She
went there after the Sorbonne She's half-French.”

Levin raised himself on one elbow. *You surprise me. If
you'll forgive me saying sa, you don’t have the look of a
marned man,'

‘I'mnot,’ Villiers told him “We got divorced a few months
ago.’

‘I'm sorry.

‘Don’e be. As you sand, hfe 15 2 constant duwappointment
We all want something different, that's the trouble with
human beings, particularly men and women. In spite of what
the feminsts say, they are dfferent.’

“Y;;x‘x sull love her, I think?

*Oh, yes,' Vilhiers said. "Loving 1s easy, It's the I
grther that's 1o damned hard. 5 Y he rng to-

‘S0 what wai the problem?’

To put it umply, my work. Borneo, the Oman, Ireland. 1
v even 1n Vietnam when we very definely weren't sup-



Villiers and Levin sat down, flanked by armed guards, and
Kirov turned and saluted as the engine rumbled into life.

*‘Nice to do business with you,’ he called to Salim.

*And you, Kirov Sahib!’

The Sandcruiser moved away in a cloud of dust. As they
went up over the edge of the first sand dune, Villiers looked
back and saw that the old Rashid was still standing there,
watching them go, only now his men had moved in behind
him. There was a curious stillness about them, a kind of
threat, and then the Sandcruiser went over the ndgc and Bir
al Gafani disappeared from view.

»

The concrete cell on the end of the administrative block at
Fasari was a distinct improvement on their previous quarters,
with whitewashed walls and chemical toilet and two narrow
iron cots, each supplied with a mattress and blankers. It was
one of half a dozen such cells, Villiers had noticed that on
the way in, each with a heavy steel door complete with
spyhole, and there seemed to be three armed guards constantly
on duty.

Through the bars of the window, Villiers looked out at
the airstrip. It was not as large as he had expected: three
prefabricated hangars with a single tarmacadam runway. The
five MIG 235 stood wingtip to wingtip in a line in front of
the hangars, looking, in the evening light just before dark,
like strange primeval creatures, still, brooding. There were
two Mi-8 troop-carrying helicopters on the far side of them
and trucks and motor vehicles of various kinds,

‘Security seems virtually non-existent,” he murmured.

Beside him, Levin nodded. ‘Little need for it. They are,
after all, in friendly territory entirely surrounded by open
desert. Even your SAS people would have difficulty with such
a target, I suppose.’ .

Behind them, the bolts rattled in the door. It opened and a
young corporal stepped in, followed by an Arab carrying a

pail and two enamel bowls. ‘Coffee,’ the corporal said.
When dn e 2aae3? YVillinre darmandad



*Nine o'clock.

He ushered the Arab out and closed the doot. The coffee
was surpnangly good and very hot. Vilhiers s3id, *So they use
some Arab personnel?”

*In the kitchens and for sanitary duties and that sort of
thing. Not from the descrttnbes They bring them from Hauf,
Iheheve,

‘What do you think will happen now?”

*Well, tomorrow 1s Thursday and there's a supply plane in,
1t wall probably take us back with it to Aden.”

‘Moscow next stop?*

There was no answer to that, of course, [ust as there was
no answer to concrete walls, steel doors and bars. Villiers lay
on one bed, Levin on the other

The old Rusnian said, *Life 13 a constant disappointment to
me. When I visited England, they took me to Oxford, So
beaunful.’ He sighed. "It was a fantasy of mune to return one
day.!

*Dreamung spires,” Villiers obsenved. *Yes, it's quite a place.”

“You know 1t then?”

*My wifc was at university there. St Hugh's College. She
went there after the Sorbonne She's half-French.

Levin raised himself on one elbow. ‘You surpnse me. If
you'll forgive me saying so, you don't have the look of a
marned man.’

*I'm nor,’ Villiers told him. *We got divorced a few months
ago*

*I'm sorry.

*Don't be. As you said, ife 13 a constant disappointment.
We all want something different, that's the trouble with
human beings, particulasly men and women. In spite of what
the femunssts say, they are different.”

*You still love her, I think?*

*Oh, yes,* Villiers sard. “Loving 13 easy. It’s the living to-
gether that's so damned hard.

*So what was the problem?*

“To put 1t umply, my work. Bomeo, the Oman, Ireland. §
was even in Vietnam when we very defimitely weren't sup-









posed to be. As she once told me, I'm truly good at only one
thing, killing people, and there came a time when she couldn’t
take that any more.’

Levin lay back without a word and Tony Villiers stared up
at the ceiling, head pillowed in his hands, thinking of things
that would not go away as darkness fell.

*

He came awake with a start, aware of footsteps in the passage-
way outside, the murmur of voices. The light in the ceiling
must have been turned on whilst he slept. They hadn’t taken
his Rolex from him and he glanced at it quickly, aware of
Levin stirring on the other bed.

‘What is it?” the old Russian asked.

*Nine-fiftcen. Must be supper.’

Villiers got up and moved to the window. There was a
half-moon in a sky alive with stars and the desert was lumi-
nous, starkly beautiful, the MIG 235 like black cutouts. God,
he thought. There must be a way. He turned, his scomach
tightening,.

‘What is it Levin whispered as the first bolt was drawn,

*T was just thinking,” Villiers said, ‘that to make a run for
it at some point, even if it means a bullet in the back, would

". be infimutely preferable to Moscow and the Lubianka.

3'} The door was flung open and the corporal stepped in,

'~ followed by an Arab holding a large wooden tray containing
two bowls of stew, black bread and coffee. His head was
down and vet there was something familiar about him.

*Come on, hurry up! the corporal said 1in bad Arabic.

The Arab placed the tray on the small wooden table at the
foor of Levin's bed and glanced up, and 1n the moment that
Villiers and Levin realized that he was Salim bin al Kaman,
the corporal turned to the door. Salim took a knife from his
left sleeve, his hand went around the man’s mouth, a knee up
pulling him off balance, the kmfe slipped under his ribs. He
eased the corporal down on the bed and wiped the knife on
his uniform.

He smiled. ‘1 kept thinking about what vou <aid Villiere



Sahib, That your people in the Dhofar would pay a preat deal
to have you back.”

*So, you pet paid twice —once by both sides, Sound business.
sense,” Villiers told him.

*Of course, but 1n any case, the Russians were not honest
with me. 1 have my honour to think of °

*\What about the other guards?*

“Gone ta supper. All this T discovered from fniends i the
Lutchens The one whose place | took has suffered a severe
bump on the head onthe way here, by arrangement, of course.
But come, Hamid aw arts on the edge of the base with camels,”

They went out. He bolted the door and they follow ed him
along the passagew ay quickly and moved outside. The Fasan
airhase was very quiet, everything still in the moonhght.

Look at st,’ Salim said "No enc cares Even the sentries
are at supper. Peasants tn uniform * He reached behind a steel
drum which stood agatnst the wall and produced a bundle
*Put these on and follow me

They were two woollen claaks of the kind worn by the
Bedoun at night 1n the intense cold of the desert, cach with
a panted hood to pull up They put them on and followed
him across to the hangars

*Na fence around this place, no wall,’ Villiers whispered.

‘The desert 15 the only wall they need,’ Levin said

Beyond the hangars, the sand dunes bfted on either side of
whatlooked hike the mouth of a rasine Salim said, “The Wad:
al Hara, It empties into the plamn a quarter of 2 mile from
hete where Hamid wans.’

Villiers said, *Had st occurred to you that Kiroy may well
put o and two together and come up with Salim bin al
Kaman?'

‘But of course. My people are already half-way to the
Dhofar border by now *

‘Good,’ Villrers said. *That's all I wanted to know, I'm
FoINg to show you something very interesuing.”

He turned towards the Sandcruner standing mearby 3nd
pulled himself over the side while Salim protested in 3 hoane
whisper., *Villiers Sahub, this is madness.”



As Villiers dropped behind the driving wheel, the Rashid
clambered up into the vehicle, followed by Levin. ‘Pve a
dreadful feeling that all this is somehow my fault,” the old
Russian said. “We are, I presume, to see the SAS in action?’

‘During the Second World War, the SAS under David
Stirling destroyed more Luftwaffe planes on the ground in
North Africa than the RAF and Yanks managed in aerial
combat. I'll show you the technique,’ Villiers told him.

*Possibly another version of that bullet in the back you
were talking about.’

Villiers switched on and as the engine rumbled into life,
said to Salim in Arabic, *Can you manage the machine gun?’

Salim grabbed the handles of the Degtyarev. *Allah, be
merciful. There is fire in his brain. He is not as other men.’

‘Is that in the Koran, too?’ Villiers demanded, and the
roaring of the 1 1o horsepower engine as he put his foot down
hard drowned the Arab’s reply.

The Sandcrusser thundered across -the tarmac. Villiers
swung hard and it spun round on its half tracks and smashed
the tailplane of the first MIG, continuing right down the line
as he increased speed. The tailplanes of the nwo helicopters
were too high, so he concentrated on the cockpit areas at
the front, the Sandcruiser’s eight tons of armoured steel
crumpling the perspex with ease.

He swung round in a wide loop and called to Salim. *The
helicopters. Try for the fuel tanks.'

There was the sound of an alarm klaxon from the main
administration block now, voices crying 1n the night and
shooting started. Salim raked the two helicopters with a
continuous burst and the fuel tank on the one on the left
exploded, a ball of fire mushrooming into the night, burning
debris cascading everywhere. A moment later, the second
helicopter exploded against the MIG next to it and that also
started to burn.

“That’s it!” Villiers said. ‘They'll all go now. Let's get out
of here,”

As he spun the wheel, Salim swung the machine gun, driving
back the soldiers running towards them. Villiers was aware
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of Kirov standing as the men went down on the other side of
the tarmac, finng his prstol dehberately in a gallant, but futdle
gesture. And then chey were cimbing up the slope of the
dunes, tracks churmng sand and entenng the mouth of the
wadr The dried bed of the old ssream was rough with boulders
here and there, but viatility 10 the moonlight was good.
Villiers hept his foot down and drove fast

He called to Levin *You obay®”

*Ithink s0,” the old Russtan told bim. *I'll keep checking.”

Salim parted the Degtyarev machine gun. *What a darling.
Better than any woman. This, | keep, Villrers Sahib,!

“You've earned it,’ Villsers told him ‘Now all we have to
doas pick up Hamid and drive like hell for the border.”

*No helicopters to chase us,’ Levin shouted.

*Exaaly.”

Salim said, *You deserve to be Rashid, Villiers Sahib Thave
not ¢njoyed myself so much i many years.” He raised an
arm. °I have held them in the hollow of my hand and they
are as dust.”

“The Koran agam?* Villicrs asked

*No, my fnend,’ Sahim bin al Kaman told him. ‘It 1s from
your own Bible this ime. The O1d Testamene,’ and he laughed
out loud exultantly as they emerged from the ieadr and started
down to the plain below where Hamud waited.
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D1s, THAT BRANCH of the British Sccrer Intelligence Service
which concerns itself with counter-espionage and the acrivities
of secret agents and subversion within the United Kingdom,
does not officially exist, although its offices are to be found in
a large white and red brick building not far from the Hilron
Hotel in London. D1 5 can only carry out an investigation and
has no powers of arrest, It is the officers of the Special Branch
at Scotland Yard who handle that end of things.

But the growth of international terrorism and its effects in
Britain, particularly because of the Irish problem, were more

an even Scotland Yard could handle and in 1972, the

ctor General of Drg, with the support of 10 Downing

eet, created a section known as Group Four with powers

eld directly from the Prime Minister of the day to co-ordinate
the handling of all cases of terrorism and subversion.

After ten years, Brigadier Charles Ferguson was still in
charge. A large, deceptively kindly-looking man, the Guards
tie was the only hint of a military background. The crumpled
grey suits he favoured, and half-moon reading glasses, com-
bined with untidy grey hair to give him the look of some
minor academic in a provincial university.

Although he had an office at the Directorate General, he
prefersed to work from his flat in Cavendish Square. His
second daughter, Ellie, who was in interior design, had done
the place over for him. The Adam fireplace was real and so
was the fire. Ferguson was a fire person. The rest of the room
was also Georgian and everything matched to perfection,
including the heavy curtains,

The door opened and his manservant, an ex-Gurkha naik
named Kim, came in with a silver tray which he placed by the
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fire. *Ah, tea,” Ferguson sad, “Tell Capesin Fox tajom me.'

f1e poured tea into one of the china cups and picked «
The Times The news from the Falllands was not bad. Bnine
forces had landed on Pebble bland and destroyed elew
Atgennne aircraft plus an ammo dump. Two Sea Harne
had bombed merchant shipping in Falkland Sound.

The green baire doot leading to the study opened and Fe
came . He was an elegant man n a blue flannel st |
Huntsman of Savile Row. He also wore a Guards e, for |
had once been an acung capramn in the Blues and Royals un
an unfortunate inadent with a bomb in Belfast during }
third tour of duty had deprved hum of his left hand |
now wore 3 rather clever replica which, thanks to the m;
acle of the microchip, sened him slmast 3s well as the on
mal, The neat leather glove made i difficult to tell o
difference.

“Tea, Harny >

“Thank you, sir 1sce they'se got the Pebble Island story,

*Yes, all sery colourtu! and dashing,” Ferguson sad as |
filled a cup for lam “But frankly, a3 no one knows better tha
you, weve got enough on our plate without the Falklands,
mean, lreland'snatgemngtogo 2w ay and thenthere'sthe Pope
st Ducon the twenny -eighth Thatonly givesuseleven day:
And he makes such a target of himself. You'd think he'd b
morte careful after the Rome attempt on hus life.

*Not that kind of man, 1s br, 513 Fox sipped some of hi
tea *On the other hand, the way things are going, perhap
he won't come at all The South Amenican connection is o
Frimary importance to the Catholic Church and they see ur
as the sillam of the piece 1n this Falklands business. They
don’t want him to come and the speech he made s Rore,
yesterday scemed to hint that he wouldn't.” {

"Il be petfeatly bappy with that,’ Ferguson sa:d It wouldy
reliese me of the responsiblity of making sure some madmuny
ot other docsn't try 1o shoot him while he's i frF“"‘;{ Ony
the other hand, several million Brtsh Catholsy woald ben
batzerly disappomted * i

y
‘Tunderstand the Archbishops of Livest HEge



have flown off to the Vatican today to try to persuade him
to change his mind,” Fox said.

“Yes, well let's hope they fail miserably.’

The bleeper sounded on the red telephone an Ferguson’s
desk, the phone reserved for top security rated traffic only.

*See what thart is, Harry.

Fox hfted the receiver. ‘Fox here.' Helistened for a moment
then turned, face grave and held out the phone. ‘Ulster, sir.
Army headquarters Lisburn and it isn’t good!'

*

It had started that morning just before seven o’clock outside
the village of Kilgannon some ten miles from Londonderry.
Patrick Leary had delivered the post in the area for fifteen
years now and his Royal Mail van was a familiar sight.

His routine was always the same. He reported for work at
headquarters in Londonderry at five-thirty promptly, picked
up the mail for the first delivery of the day, already sorted by

the night staff, filled up his petrol tank at the transport pumps
then set off for Kilgannon. And always at half past six he
"ould pull into the track in the trees beside Kilgannon Bridge
10 read the morning paper, eat his breakfast sandwiches and

. have a cup of coffee from his thermos flask. it was a routine
which, unfortunately for Leary, had not gone unnoticed.

Cuchulain watched him for ten minutes, waiting patiently

- for Leary to finish his sandwiches. Then the man got out, as he
- always did, and walked a lirtle way into the wood. There was
- a slight sound behind him of a twig cracking under a foot. As
| he turned in alarm, Cuchulain slipped out of the trees.
1 He presented a formidable figure and Leary was immedi-
ately terrified. Cuchulain wore a dark anorak and a black
| balaclava helmet which left only his eyes, nose and mouth
+ exposed. He carried a PPK semi-automatic pistol in his left
* hand with a Carswell silencer screwed to the end of the barrel.

‘Do as you're told and you'll live,” Cuchulain said. His
voice was soft with a Southern Irish accent,

*Anything," Leary croaked. ‘I've got a family — please.’

“Take off your cap and the raincoart and lay them down.’
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fire. *Ah, tea,” Ferguson said. "Tell Captain Fox to join me.’

He poured tea into one of the china cups and picked
The Times. The news from the Falklands was not bad Brites”
forces had landed on Pebble Istand and destroyed °
Argentine asrcraft plus an ammo dump, Two Sea o
had bombed merchant shipping in Falkland Sound,

The green baize door leading to the study opened and T
came 1n. He was an elegant man in 2 blue flannel suiz by
Huntsman of Savile Row He also wore a Guards ve, fe §
had once been 2n acting captain an the Blues and Roy als unti!
an unfortunate inadent with 3 bomb in Belfast dunng h
third toue of duty had deprined him of his left hand. 1"
now wote a rather clever replica which, thanks to the mir
acle of the microchip, served him almost as well as the ong
mal The neat leather glove made it difficult to el
difference

“Tea, Harny ¥

“Thank you, sir. I sce they ve got the Pebble Bsland story *

*Yes, all very colourful and dashing,” Ferguson said as *
filled a cup for hem “But frankly, 3snoancknow,t 4
you, we've got enough on our plate without the Falklands
mean, lreland's notgoingrogoanay andthenthere’s the Pope”.
visit. Due on the twenny -crighth Thatonly prvesuselevendays
And he makes such a target of himselt You'd think he'd
more carcful after the Rome attempr on hus life.

*Not that kind of man, 1s he, ste>* Fox sipped some of hi-
tea, "On the other hand, the way things are going, pethape
he won't come at all The South Amernican connection 1s 6.
primary importance to the Cathalic Church and they see us
as the villamn of the prece in this Falklands business. They,
dor't want him to come and the speech he made in Rome
yosterday seemed to hint that he woutdn'.”

“Fll be perfecth happy with that,’ Ferguson sad. "It would
relieve me of the responubsliey of making sure some m:\‘h::n'
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have flown off to the Vatican today to try to persuade him
to change his mind,” Fox said.

“Yes, well let’s hope they fail miserably.’

The bleeper sounded on the red telephone on Ferguson’s
desk, the phone reserved for top security rated traffic only.

*Sec what that 1s, Harry.’

Fox lifted the receiver. ‘Fox here.” He listened for a moment
then turned, face grave and held out the phone. *Ulster, sir.
Army headquarters Lisburn and it isn't good!'

»

It had started that morning just before seven o'clock outside
the village of Kilgannon some ten miles from Londonderry.
Patrick Leary had delivered the post in the area for fifteen
years now and his Royal Mail van was a familiar sight.

His routine was always the same. He reported for work at
headquarters in Londonderey at five-thirty promptly, picked
up the mail for the first delivery of the day, already sorted by
the night staff, filled up his petrol tank at the transport pumps

. set off for Kilgannon. And always at half past six he
*'1 pull into the track in the trees beside Kilgannon Bridge
read the morning paper, eat.his breakfast sandwiches and
e a cup of coffee from his thermos flask. It was a rounne
.uich, unfortunately for Leary, had not gone unnoticed.

Cuchulain watched him for ten minutes, wating pauently
for Leary to fimsh his sandwiches. Then the man got out, as he
always did, and walked a hitle way 1nto the wood. There was
a slight sound behind hum of a twig cracking under a foor. As
he turned in alarm, Cuchulain shpped our of the trees.

He presented a formidable figure and Leary was immedi-
ately rerrified. Cuchulain wore a dark anorak and a black
balaclava helmet which left only his eyes, nose and mouth
exposed. He carried a PPK semi-automatic pistol in his left
hand with a Carswell silencer screwed to the end of the barrel.

‘Do as you're told and you'll live,” Cuchulain said. His
voice was soft with a Southern Irish accent.

*Anything,” Leary croaked. *I've got a family ~ please.’

“Take off your cap and the raincoat and lay them down.’
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Leaty did as he was told and Cuchulain held out his nght
hand so that Leary saw the large white capsule nesthng in the
centre of the glove. ‘Now, swallow that like a good boy.”

*Would you porson me?” Leary was sweating now,

*You'll be out for approximately four hours, thar's all,*
Cuchulan reassured him Better that way.' He raised the
gun. ‘Better than this*

Leaty took the capsule, hand shaking, and swallowed 1t
down His legs seemed to turn to rubber, there was an a1 of
unteality to evenything, then a hand was on his shoulder
pustung lim down The prass was oool against his face, then
there was only the darkness.

Dr Hans Wolfgang Baum was a remarkable man, Born in
Betlin 10 1950, the son of a pronunent industnalist, on hus
father's death 1n 1970 he had inhented a fortune equivalent
to ten million dollars and wide business interests. Many
people i his position would have been content to live 2 hfe
of pleasure, which Baum did, with the important distinction
that he dernved bis pleasure from work
He had a doctorate in engineening science from the Umver-
sy of Berlin, a law degree from the London School of
Economics, and a master's degree in business administration
from Harvard And he had put them all to good use, expand-
tng and developing hus vanous factories in West Germany,
Feance and the United States, so that hus personal fortune was
now estimated to be in excess of one hundred million doftar.
Andyetthe project closest to his hestt was the development
of the plant to manufacture tractors and general agnculrural
hinery outside Londonderry neae Kilg Baum In-
dustries could have gone elsewhere, mdeed the members of
the boxrd of management had wanted to. Unfortunately fot
them and the demands of sound business sense, Baum w13
truly good man, a rare commodity in thes world, and 3
committed Chnstian, A member of the German Lutheran
Church, he had done ererything posstble to mal arhe factory
3 penmine partnership between Catholic and(.\ il He




have flown off to the Vatican today to try to persuade him
to change his mind,” Fox said.

“Yes, well let's hope they fail miserably.’

The blceper sounded on the red telephone on Ferguson’s
desk, the phone reserved for top security rated traffic only.

‘Sec what that is, Harry.’

Fox lifted the receiver. ‘Fox here.” He listened for a moment
then turned, face grave and held out the phone. ‘Ulster, sir.
Army headquarters Lisburn and it isn't good?’

*

It had started that morning just before seven o’clock outside
the village of Kilgannon some ten miles from Londonderry.
Patrick Leary had delivered the post in the area for fifteen
years now and his Royal Mail van was a familiar sight.

His routine was always the same. He reported for work at
headquarters in Londonderry at five-thirty promptly, picked
up the mail for the first delivery of the day, already sorted by
the night staff, filled up his petrol tank at the transport pumps

" n set off for Kilgannon. And always at half past six he
_Id puil into the track in the trees beside Kilgannon Bridge
ead the morning paper, cat.his breakfast sandwiches and
ave a cup of coffec from his thermos flask. It was a routine
‘hich, unfortunatcly for Leary, had not gone unnoniced.
Cuchulain watched him for ten minutes, waiting patiently
or Leary to finish his sandwiches. Then the man gotout, as he
always did, and walked a btdde way 1nto the wood. There was
a slight sound behind him of a twig cracking under a foot. As
he turned in alarm, Cuchulain shpped out of the trees.

He presented a formidable figure and Leary was immedi-
ately terrified. Cuchulain wore a dark anorak and a black
balaclava helmet which left only his cyes, nose and mouth
exposed. He carried a PPK semi-automatic pistol in his left
hand with a Carswell silencer screwed to the end of the barrel,

‘Do as you’re told and you'll live,” Cuchulain said. His

b voice was soft with a Southern Irish accent.

‘Anything,’ Leary croaked. I've got a family — please.”
“Take off your cap and the raincoat and lay them down.’
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Leary did as he was told and Cuchulain held out his nght
hand so that Leary saw the large white capsule nestling in the
centre of the glove. ‘Now, swallow that ike a good boy.”

*“Would you poison me?” Leary was sweating now.

“You'll be out for approximately four hours, that's all,’
Cuchulain reassured hum “Better that way.' He raised the
gun. *Better than this.!

Leary took the capsule, hand shaking, and swallowed 1t
down His legs seemed to turn to rubber, there was an air of
unrealiy to everything, then 3 hand was on his shoulder
pushung him down The grass was cool against his face, then
there was only the darkness

Dr Hans Wolfgang Baum was a remarkable man. Born in
Berlin 1n 1950, the son of a prominent sndustnialist, on his
father's death 1n 1970 he had inhented a fortune equivalent
to ten million dollars and wide business interests. Many
people in his position would have been content to e a bife
of pleasure, which Baum did, with the important distinction
that he derived his pleasure from work
He had a doctorate in engincenng saence from the Umiver-
sty of Bethn, a law degree from the London Schoo! of
Economics, and a master’s degree in business admunistration
from Han ard. And he had put them all to good use, expand-
ing and deseloping his sanous factones in West Germany,
France and the Unted States, so that his personal fortune was
now estimated to be in excess of one hundeed million dollars
Andyet the project closest to his hextt was the deselopment
of the plant 1o manufacture tractors and general agnicultural
hinery outside Londonderry near Kil Baum In-
dustries could have gone elsewhere, indeed the members of
the board of management had wanted to. Unfotrunately for
them and the demands of sound business sense, Baum was a
truly good man, a rare commodity n this world, and a
comminted Chnstan A member of the German Lutheran
Church, he had done e erything possible to make the factory
3 penuine parmership between Catholic and Protestant He




and his wife were totally committed to the local community,
tus three children attended local schools.

It was an open sccret that he had met the Provisional IRA,
come smd the legendary Martin McGuiness himself. Whether
true or not, the PIRA had left the Kilgannon factory alone to
prosper, as it had done, and to provide work for more than
a thousand Protestants and Catholics previously unemployed.

*
t

Baum liked to keep in shape. Each morning, he awakened at
exactly the same time, six o’clock, slid out of bed without
 disturbing his wife, and pulled on track suit and rupning
 shoes. Eileen Docherty, the young maid, was already up and
| making tea in the kitchen although still in her dressing gown.
*Breakfast at seven, Eileen,’ he called. *My usual. Must
get an carly start this morning. I've a meeting in Derry at
1 cight-thirty with the Works Committee.’
. Helethimself out of the kitchen door, ran across the park-
; land, vaulted a low fence and turned into the woods. He ran
sherthanjopped atafast, almost professional pace, following
vaxius of paths, his mird full of the day’s planned cvents.

. six forty-five he had completed his schedule, turned out
“the trees and hammered along the prass verge of the main
d towards the house. As usual, he met Par Leary’s mail
"1 coming along the road towards him. It pulled in and

saited and he could see Leary through the windscreen in
dform cap and coat sorting a bundle of mail.
Baum leaned down to the open window. ‘What have you
“ got for me this morning, Patrick?’
The face was the face of a stranger, dark, calm eyes, strong
bones, nothing to fear there at all, and yet it was Death come
| 10 claim him.
*I'm truly sorry,” Cuchulain said. *You're a good man,’ and
t the Walther in his left hand extended to touch Baum between
the eyes. It coughed once, the German was hurled back to
. fall on the verge, blood and brains scattering across the grass.
Cuchulain drove away instantly, was back in the track by
¢ the bridge where he had left Leary within five minutes. He tore
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what I'don’t understand. It was such a stupid thing to do.’
He tapped the file on Baum which Fox had brought in. ‘Baum
met Martin McGuiness in secret and McGuiness assured him
of the Provisionals’ good will, and whatever else you may
think of him, McGuiness is a clever man. Too damned clever,
actually, but that isn’t the point.” He shook his head. ‘No, it
doesn't add up.’ ‘

The red phone bleeped. He picked it up. ‘Ferguson here.’
He listened for a moment. ‘Very well, Minister,” He put
the phone down and stood up. ‘The Secretary of State for
Northern Ireland, Harry, Wants me right away. Get on to
Lisburn again. Army Intelligence — anything you can think
of. Find out alf you can’’

He was back just over an hour later. As he was taking off his
coat, Fox came in.

*That didn't take long, sir.

*Short and sweet. He’s not pleased, Harry, and ncither is

the Prime Minister. She's good and mad and you know what
“that means.”

" ‘She wants results, sir?’

*Only she wants them yesterday, Harry, All hell’s broken
loose over there in Ulster. Protestant politicians having a field
day. Paisley saying | told you so, as usual. Oh, the West
German Chancelior’s been on to Downing Street. To be frank,
things couldn’t be worse.”

‘Twouldn't be 100 sure, sir. According to Army Intelligence
at Lisburn the PIRA arc more than a little annoyed about this
one themselves. They msist they had nothing to do with it.”

*But they claimed responsibibry.”

“They run a very tight ship these days, sir, as you know, since
the re-organization of their command structure. McGuiness,
amongst other things, is still Chicf of Northern Command and
the word from Dublin is that he categorically denies involve-
ment of any of his people. In fact, he's as angry as anybody else
at the news. {t seems he thought a great deal of Baum.’

‘Do you think it's INLA?"

The Irish National Liberation Front had shown themselves
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willing to strike in the past more ruthlessly than the Pro-
visionals when they felt the situation warranted 1.

“Intelligence says not, sit. They have a good source close
to the top where INLA is concerned.

Ferguson warmed himself at the fire. *Arc you suggesting
the other side were responsible? The UVF or the Red Hand
of Ulster?

*Again, Lisburn has good sources in both organizanons
and the word 1s definitely no, No Py g was
invohved.

*Not officially.”

*It doesn’t Jook as if anyone was imvolved cffically, sir,
‘There are always the cowboys, of course The madmen who
watch too many midmght movies on television and end up
willing to kill anybody rather than nobod) *

Ferguson lit a cheroot and sat behind hus desk *Do you
really behieve that, Harry?

*No, str,’ Fox said calmly. ‘1 was just throwing out all the
obvious questions the media crackpots will come up with,”

Ferguson sat there stanng at him, frowning *You know
something, don't you™

*Not exactly, sir. There could be an answer to this, a totally
preposterous one which you aren't going to like one little bt.*

“Tell me.

*All right, sir. The fact that the Belfust Telegraph had a
phone call cluming responsibility for the Provistonalsis going
1o make the Provos look very bad indeed.*

ot

‘Let’s assume that was the purpose of the exerase.”

*Which means a Protestant orgamization did at with thay
end in view.

*Not necessanly, as I think you'll see of you let me explain
1ot the full report on the affar from Lisburn qust after you
left. The killer 15 a professional, no doubt about that. Cold,
tuthless and highly organized and yet he doesn't just kill
everyone in nipht.”

*Yex, that had occurred to me too. He gave the postman
Leary, 2 capsule. Some sort of knock-out drop.* )
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‘And that stirred my mind, so I put it through the con
Fox had a file tucked under his arm and now he opened i
first five killings on the list all involved a witness being
at gunpoint to take that sort of capsule. First time it occ
nineteen seventy-five in Omagh.’ -

Fcrguson examined the list and looked up. ‘But on’
occasions, the victims were Catholics. I accept your argun’
that the same killer was involved, but it makes a nonsens:
your theory that the purpose in killing Baum was to m:
the PIRA look bad’

‘Stay with it a little longer, sir, please. Description of t
killer in each case is identical. Black balaclava and da‘
anorak. Always uses a Walther PPK. On three occasions w:
known to escape by motor cycle from the scene of the crime

‘So?”

‘I fed all those details into the computer separately, sir. An
killings where motor cycles were involved. Cross-referencin
with use of a Walther, not necessarily the same gun, of cours
Also cross-referencing with the description of the individual

‘And you got a result?’ .

‘I got a result alf right, sir.” Fox produced not one shee
but two. ‘At least thirty probable killings since ninetee
seventy-five, all linked to the factors I've mentioned. The
are another ten possibles.’

Ferguson scanned the lists quickly. ‘Dear God!" he whi:
pered. ‘Catholic and Protestant alike. 1 don’t understand.’

“You might if you consider the victims, sir. In all case
where the Provisionals claimed responsibility, the target ws
counter-productive; leaving them looking very bad indeed.’

‘And the same where Protestant extremist organizations
were involved?

‘True, sir, although the PIRA are more involved than
anyone else, Another thing, if you consider the dates when.
the killings took place, it’s usually when things were either
quiet or getting better or when some political initiative «.us
taking place, One of the possible cases when our mar
might have been involved goes back as far as July 1972;
when, as you know, a delegation from the IRA me’
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Russian Jewish dissident named Viktor Levin whom he
rought out with him. A fascinating vignette about a rather
nusual KGB training centre in the Ukraine.’

He moved to the fire and lit a cigarette, waiting for Ferguson
> finish reading the file. After a while, Ferguson said, ‘Tony
"itliers is in the Falklands now, did you know that?’

“Yes, sir, serving with the SAS behind enemy lines.’

*And this man, Levin?’

*A highly pifted engineer. We've arranged for one of the
Yxford colleges to give him a job. He's at a safe house in
lampstead at the moment. I've taken the liberty of sending
or him, sir.”

*Have you indeed, Harry? What would I do without you?

*Manage very well, I should say, sir. Ah, and another thing.
The psychologist, Paul Cherny, mentioned in that story. He
lefected in nineteen seventy-five.”

*What, to England?’ Ferguson demanded.

*No, sir — Ireland. Went there for an international confer-

in July of that year and asked for political asylum. He's

w o ufessor of Experimental Psychology at Trinity College,

+

_ tor Levin looked fit and well, still decply ranned from his

in the Yemen, He wore a grey tweed suit, soft white

. and blue te, and black library spectacles that quite

~wanged his appearance. He talked for some time, answering
“rguson’s questions patiently.
! During a brief pause he said, ‘Do 1 presume that you
Lntlemen believe that the man Kelly, or Cuchulain to give him
s codename, is actually active in Ireland? I mean, it's been
renty-three years.

*But that was the whole idea, wasn’t it?’ Fox said. ‘A sleeper
¥ go in deep. To be ready when Ircland exploded. Perhaps
it even helped it happen.’

‘And you would appear 1o be the only person outside his
oty people who has any idea what he looks like, so we'll be

iing you to look at some pictures. Lots of pictures,’
bZguson told him.



*As 1say, it's been a long time,’ Levin saud.

“But he did have a distinctnve look to hum,” Fox suggested,

*That's true enough, God knows. A face hike the Deuil
himself, when he killed, but of course, you're not quite nght
when you say I'm the only one who remembers bum. There’s
Tanya. Tanya Voronmova.’

*The young girl whose father played the police mspecror
who Kelly shot, sir,’ Fox explained.

*Not so young now Thirty yearsold A lovely rrl and you
should hear her play the prano,’ Levin told them.

*You'se seen her since?* Ferguson ashed,

*All the nme. Let me explain 1 made sure they thought I'd
scen the error of my ways so [ was rehabilitated and sent to
work at the Uninemity of Moscow Tamya was adopted by
the KGB Colonel, Masloyvsky, and his wite who really took
to the child.”

*He's a general now, sir,” Fox put in

“She turned out to have great talent for prano When she was
twenty, she won the Tchatkovsky competition in Moscow *

*Juse 3 minute,’ Ferguson said, for classical music was his
specal joy ‘Tanya Voroninova, the concert pransst She did
rather well at the Leeds Piano Fesmal two vears ago *

“That's nght Mrs Ataslovshy died a month ago. Tanya
tours abroad all the ime now With her foster-father a KGB
general, she’s looked upon as a good nisk

*And you've seen her recently >

*S1x montht ago

*And she spoke of the events you'se described as taking
place at Drumore?”

*Oh, yes. Let me explain She's hughly intelligent and well
balanced, but she’s alw ays had a thing about what happened
It's 3¢ 1f she has to keep turning 1t over 1n her mind | asked
her why once.”

‘And what did she say?

“That it was helly She could never forget him because he
was 30 kind to her, and 1 view of what happencd, she
couldn’t understand that. She sad she often dreame of him.*

*Yes, well as she's in Russia, that isa't really much help.”



| Russian Jewish dissident named Viktor Levin whom he
yrought out with him. A fascinating vignette about a rather
musual KGB training centre in the Ukraine.’

He moved to the fire and lit a cigarerte, waiting for Ferguson
0 finish reading the file. After a while, Ferguson said, ‘Tony
Villiers is in the' Falklands now, did you know that?’

*Yes, sir, serving with the SAS behind enemy lines.

*And this man, Levin?’

‘A highly gifted engincer. We've arranged for one of the
Oxford colleges to give him a job. He’s at a safe house in
Hampstead at the moment. I've taken the liberty of sending
for him, sir.’

‘Have you indeed, Harry? What would I do without you?’

‘Manage very well, 1 should say, sir. Ah, and another thing.
The psychologist, Paul Cherny, mentioned in that story. He
efected in ninetcen seventy-five.’

I “What, to England?" Ferguson demanded.

*No, sir — Ireland. Went there for an international confer-

g in July of that year and asked for political asylum. He’s

rofessor of Experimental Psychology at Trinity College,
Alz'ﬁl

_.or Levin looked fit and well, still deeply tanned from his

in the Yemen. He wore a grey tweed suit, soft white

« and blue tie, and black library spectacles that quite

.angcd his appearance. He talked for some time, answering

>rguson’s questions pauently.

a Durmg a brief pause he said, ‘Do [ presume that you
slntlemen believe that the man Kelly, or Cuchulain to give him
©s codename, is actually active in Ireland? 1 mean, it’s been
Crenty-three years.'
d*But that was the whole idea, wasn't it?’ Fox said. ‘A sleeper
bego in deep. To be ready when Ircland exploded. Perhaps
St even helped it happen.
‘And you would appear to be the only person outside his
oly people who has any idea what he looks like, so we'll be
mg you to look ar some pictures. Lots of pictures,’
“guson told him.
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Ferguson got to his feet. ‘Would you mind waiting in the next
raom a moment, Mr Levin?

Fox opened the green baize door and the Russian passed
through. Ferguson said, ‘A nice man, I like him.” He walked
to the window and looked down into the square below. After
a while, he said, “We've got to root him out, Harry. I don’t
think anything we've handled has ever been so vital.”

‘I agree.’

‘A strange thing. It would seem to be just as important to
the IRA that Cuchulain is exposed as it is to us.’

“Yes, sir, the thought had occurred to me.’

‘Do you think they'd see it that way?’

‘Perhaps, sir.” Fox's stomach was hollow with excitement
as if he knew what was coming.

*Allright, Ferguson said. ‘God knows, you've given enough
to Ireland, Harry. Are you willing to risk the other hand?’

*If you say so, sir.’

. ‘Good. Let's sce if they're willing to show some sense for
.7 T want you 1o go to Dublin to see the PIRA Army
-if or anyone they’re willing to delegate to see you. I'll
e the right phone calls to set it up. Stay at the Westbourne
usual. And I mean today, Harry. I'll see to Levin.’
‘Right, sir,’ Fox said calmly. “Then if you'li excuse me, I’l]
get started,’ and he went out.
! Ferguson went back to the window and {ooked out at the
‘rain. Crazy, of course, the idea that British Intelligence and
~the IRA could work together and yet it made sense this time,
¢ question was, would the wild men in Dublin see it that
hway?
5 Behind him, the study door opened and Levin appeared.
“He coughed apologetically, ‘Brigadier, do you still need me?’
* 'But of course, my dear chap,’ Charles Ferguson said. “I'll
take you along to my headquarters now. Pictures ~ lots of
Yictures, P'm afraid.” He picked up his coat and har and
“pened the door to usher Levin out. ‘But who knows? You
Tnight just recognize our man.’
t In his heart, he did not believe it for a moment, but he
Bidn’t tell Levin that as they went down in the lift.
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door and led the way in. St it comes ro us ail’ B

t was 2 pleasant room with green damask walls twin bads
a fake Adam fireplace and Georgizn mahogany furnitare.
Ryan put the bag down on the bad and adjused the curzzins.

“The bathroom’s been dong since vou were Jast hers, &n
Very mee. Would vou like some t2a?

*Not right now, Mr Ryan.” Fox teok 2 five pound nore
from his wallet and passed it over. If there's 2 message. on
me know straighe away. If I'm not here, Il be in the har)”

There was something in the old man's eves, just for 2
moment; then he smiled faimdy. T Snd vou. sir, never fear”

That was the thing about Dublin these davs, Fox 0ld
tumself as he dropped his coat on the bed and went o the

window. You could never he sure of anvone and there weze
svmpathizers evervwhere, of course, Not nezessadlv IRA but

thousands of ordinsry, decent paople who hated the violence
and the bombing, but approved of the polideal 1desl behind
¥ all

The phone rang and when he answered it Fergrson was
ar the other end.

‘Its all set. McGuiness s going 1o se» vou.

When?'

‘Theyll let vou know !

The line went dedd and Fox replaced the receiver, Martin
MeGuinzss. Chief of Northern Command for the TIRA,
amongs: other things: at jeaet he wounld : d
of the more intelligent members of the Arm

He could ses the Laffev a1 the
rattled agamst the window. He falrun
Ireland, of course. For a2 moment. he felr 2 disting ache &
the left hand again, the hand thar was no Joager there, Allin
the mind, he 0ld himself, and went donmstains to the bar

Tt was deserzed except for 2 young Imalizn darman, Fax
ordered 3 Sootch and water and szt in 2 comner by the window,

here was a chelee of newspapers on the table 2nd he was
working kis way through 77¢ Tres when Rvan appeased

like a shadow 21 his shonlder.
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t
under a tree and nodded towards a small public shelter beside
the quay wall. ‘He doesn’t like to be kept waiting. He’s 2
busy man.’

He lit another cigarette and leaned against the tree and Fox
moved along the pavement and went up the steps into the
shelter. There was a man sitting on the bench in the corner
reading a newspaper, He was well dressed, a fawn raincoat
open revealing a well-cut suit of dark blue, white shirt and a
blue and red striped tie. He was handsome enough with a
mobile, intelligent mouth and blue eyes. Hard to believe that
this rather pleasant-looking man had featured on the British
Army’s most wanted list for almost thirteen years.

‘Ah, Captain Fox,’ Martin McGuiness said affably. ‘Nice
to see you again.’

‘But we've never met,” Fox said,

‘Derry, 1972, McGuiness told him. ‘You were a cornet,
isn't that what you cali second lieutenants in the Blues and
Royals? There was a bomb in a pub in Prior Steeet. You were
on detachment with the Military Police at the time.’

‘Good God! Fox said. ‘1 remember now.’

“The whole street was ablaze, You ran into a house next
to the grocer’s shop and brought out a woman and two kids,
I was on the flat roof opposite with a man with an Armalite
rifle who wanted to put a hole in your head. I wouldn’t let
him. It didn’t scem right in the circumstances.’

For a moment, Fox felt rather cold. *You were in command
in Derry for the IRA at thar time.”

McGuiness grinned. *A funny old life, isn’t it? You
shouldn't really be here. Now then, what is it that old snake,
Ferguson, wants you to discuss with me?’

So Fox told him,

*

When he was finished McGuiness sat there brooding, hands
in the pockets of his raincoat, staring across the Liffey. After
a while, he said, ‘That's Wolfe Tone Quay over there, did
you know that?’

+ ‘Wasn’t he a Protestant?' Fox asked.
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switchboard, The Brigadier wasn't at the flat, so he tried the
private line to his office at the Directorate-General and got
through to him at once.

‘I've had my preliminary meeting, sir.’

“That was quick. Did they send McGuiness?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Did he buy it?

‘Very much so, sir. He'll be back in touch, maybe later
tonight.’

*‘Good. I'll be at the flar within the hour, No plans to go
out. Phone me the moment you have more news.”’

Fox showered, then changed and went downstaits to the
bar again. He had another small Scotch and water and sat
there, thinking about things for a while and of McGuiness in
particular, A clever and dangerous man, no doubt about that.
Not just a gunman, although he’d done his shate of killing,
but onc of the most important leaders thrown up by the
Troubles. The annoying thing was that Fox realized, with a

‘certain sensc of irritation, that he had really rather liked the
man. That wouldn't do at all, so he went into the restaurant

and had an carly dinner, sitting in solitary splendour, a copy
of the Irish Press propped up in front of him.

Afterwards, he had'to pass through the bar on the way to
the lounge, There were a couple of dozen people in there
now, obviously other guests from the ook of them, except
for the driver of the cab who'd taken him to meet McGuiness
earlier. He was seated on a stool at the end of the bar, a glass
of lager in front of him, the main difference being that he
now wore a rather smart grey smit. He showed no sign of
recognition and Fox carried on into the founge where Ryan
approached him.

*If I remember correctly, sir, it's tea you prefer after your
dinnier and not coffee?’

Fox, who had sat down, said, “That's right.”

‘I've taken the liberty of putting a tray in your room, sir.
thought you might prefer a bit of peace and quiet.’

He turned without a word and led the way to the lift. Fox
played along, following him, expecting perhaps a further
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message, but the old man sa1d nothing and when they reached
the first floor, led the way along the corndor and opened the
bedroom door for lum.

Martin McGuiness was warching the news on televivion,
Murphy stood by the window. Like the man in the bar, he
now wore a rather consen ative suit, 0 hus case, of navy-blue
worsted marenal.

McGuiness switched off the television. *Ah, there you are.
Dud you try the Duck 3 I'Orange? It's not bad here.’

The tray on the table with the tea things on it carned o
cups "Shall | pour, Mr McGuiness?” Ryan asked.

*No, we can manage.” McGuiness reached for theteapot and
s21d to Fox as Ryan withdrew, "Old Patrick, asyou cansee, 1s
one of our own. You can wait outside, Michael,' he added.

Murphy went out without a word ‘They tell me no gentle-
man would pour hus milk in first, but then | suppose no ceal
gentleman would bother about rubbish bike that. Isn’t that
what they teach you ar Eton?”

*Something Iike that.’ Fox took the proffered cup *1 didn't
eXpect 1o sec you quite so soon |

*A lot to do and not much time 0 do 1z 1n* McGuiness
drank some tea and sighed wath pleasure “That's good. Reght,
I've seen the Chief of Staff and he belteves, with me, that you

and your 7 have bled on hing that might
very well be worth pursuing.”
“Together?

“That depends. In the first place, hie's dearded not to discuss
1t with the Army Counal, certamly not ar this stage, so 1t
stays with yust me and humself

"That scems senuible *

*Another thing, we don't want the Dublin polie 1n on this,
30 beep Spearal Branch out of it and no military relligence
molvement erther.’

“I'm sure Bngadier Ferguson will agree *

‘He'll bloody well have to, just as he'll have to accept thar
there's no way we're going to pass across general information
about IRA members, past of present The kind of stuff vou
could use i1n other ways *



‘All nght,’ Fox said, ‘I can sce that, but it could be a tricky
one. How do we co-operate if we don’t pool resources?'

“There is a way." McGuiness poured himself another cup
of tea. ‘I've discussed it with the Chief of Staff and he’s
agreeable if you are. We use a middle-man.

*A middle-man?’ Fox frowned. ‘{ dotv’t understand?’

‘Someone acceptable to both sides. Equally trusted, if you
know what I mean.’

Fox laughed. “There’s no such animal.’

*Oh, yes there is,” McGuiness said. ‘Liam Devlin, and don’t
tell me you don’t know who be is.’

Harry Fox said slowly, *I know Liam Devlin very well.’

*And why wouldn’t you. Didn’t you and Faulkner have him
kidnapped by the SAS back in seventy-nine to help you break
Martin Brosnan out of that French prison to hunt down that
mad dog, Frank Barry.’

*You're extremely well informed.’

*Yes, well Liam’s here in Dublin now, a professor at Trinity
College. He has a cottage in a village called Kiirea, about an
hour's drive out of town. You go and see him. If he agrees to
help, then we'll discuss it further.’

‘When?'

‘I'll let you know, or maybe I'll just turn up unexpected,
like. The one way I kept ahead of the British Army all those
years up north.’ He stood up. ‘There’s a lad at the bar
downstairs. Maybe you noticed?’

‘The cab driver.’

‘Billy White. Left or right hand, he can still shoot a fly off
the wall. He's yours while you're here.’

‘Not necessary.’

‘Oh, but it is.,” McGuiness got up and pulled on his coat.
‘Number one, 1 wouldn't like anything to happen to you, and
number two, it’s a convenicnce to know where you are.’ He
opened the door, and beyond him, Fox saw Murphy waiting.
‘I'll be in touch, Captain.' McGuiness saluted mockingly, the
door closed behind him.



Ferguton s1d, *It makes sense, 1 suppose, but I'm not sure
Deslin will work for us again, not after that Frank Barry
affar. He felt we'd used hum and Brosnan rather badly,”

*Av D recall, we did, sir, Fox sard “Very badly indeed.”

*All srght, Harry, no need to make a meal of st. Phone and
see if he's at home H be s, o and see him.*

*Now, st

*Why not? It's only nine-thirty. 1f he ss in, fet me know and
Tl speak to hin myself. Here's his phone number, by the
way. Take st down”

Fox went along 1o the bar and changed a five pound note for
sop coins. Billy White was anll suting there, reading the
evenung papet The plass of Lager Jooked untouched.

*Can L buy you a drink, Mr White' Fox asked.

*Never touch the stuff, Caprain.’ White smiled cheerfully
and empticd the glass i one Jong swallow *A Bushmilly
would chate that down fine

Fox ordered him one. 1 may want to go out to a willage
called Kilrea Do you hnow 103°

*No prohlem,’ White told him *[ know 1t well.”

Fox went back to the phone booth and closed the door
He sat there for a while thinking sbout 11, then dialled the
pumbes Ferguson had g enhim, Thevorer, wheniranswered,
was imaantly recognizable. The voice of perhaps the most
remarkable man he had ever met

‘Devtin here

*Liam? This 15 Harry Fox.'

*‘Mother of God!" Liam Deviin said, *Whete are you?

*Dublin = the Werthourne Hotel. I'd ike to come and sex
you

“You mean tight now

‘Sorty if 1t's incomvement *

Davlinfaughed. *As a matter of fact, at this preqase moment
1n time I'm loung at chevs, son, which 1s something § don't
hieto do. Your inten ention could be Jooked upon as nmely.
1s this what you mighe term a business call?®



PRSI

“Yes, I'm to ring Ferguson and tell him you're in. He wants
to tatk to_you himself.” *

‘So the old bastard is still going strong? Ah, well, you know
where to come?’

*Yes.'

‘I'll see you in an hour then. Kilrea Cottage, Kilrea. You
can’t miss it. Next to the convent.’

When Fox came out of the booth after phoning Ferguson,
White was waiting for him. ‘Are we going out then, Captain?’

*Yes,’ Fox said. ‘Kilrea Cottage, Kilrea. Next to a convent
apparently. I'll just get my coat.’

White waited until he'd entered the lift, then ducked into
the booth and dialled a number. The receiver at the other end
was lifted instantly. He said, ‘We're leaving for Kilrea now.
Looks like he's seeing Devlin tonight.’

»

As they drove through the rain-swept streets, White said

7 asually, ‘Just so we know where we stand, Captain, I was a

renant in the North Tyrone Brigade of the Provisional
the year you lost that hand.’
. You must have been young.’

‘Born old, that’s me, thanks to the B Specials when I was
a wee boy and the sodding RUC," He lit a cigarette with one
hand. *You know Liam Devlin well, do you®’

‘Why do you ask?’ Fox demanded warily.,

*That's who we’re going to see, isn't it? Jesus, Captain, and
who wouldn't be knowing Liam Devlin's address?’

‘Something of a legend to you, I suppose?’

‘A legend, is it? That man wrote the book. Mind you, he
won't have any truck with the movement these days. He's
what you might call 2 moralist. Can’t stand the bombing and
that kind of stuff.’

‘And can you?'

“We're at war, aren't we? You bombed the hell out of the
'ﬂ;\ird Reich. We'll bomb the hell out of you if that's what it
takes.’ .

Logical but depressing, Fox thought, for where did it end?
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A charnclhouse with only corpses to watk on. He shivered,
face bleak.

*About Deshin,” White s1d as they started to leave the city,
“There's a tale § heard about him once. Would you know sf
1t's true, | wonder?”

"Ask me)”

"The word is, he went ta Spain in the thirties, served agatnst
Franco and was taken prisoner Then the Germans got hold
of him and used him 3y an agent here duning the big war.”

"That's nght *

*The way § heard 1, after that, they sent him to England.
Something to do with an attempt by German paratroopers to
kadnap Churchill in mncteen forty -three. I theee any truth in
that¥

“Sounds straight out of 2 paperback novel to me,” Fox sad,

White sighed and there was regeetsn s sorce “Thar's what
I thought. Still, one hell of a man for all that,” and he sat back
and concentrated on his dnving.

An understatement as a description of Laam Devhin, Fox
thought, sitting there 1n the darkness a brllant student who
had entered Tnmn College, Dublin, at the age of sixteen and
had taken a first class honours depree at nineteen, scholar,
writer, poet and highly dangerous gunman for the IRA m the
thirtics, even when auill a student

Most of what White had said was true He had gone to
Spain to fight for the ant-fasasts, he had worked for the
Abwchr in breland As to the Churchill affair® A story whis
pered around often enough, but 23 to the truth of 11 Well, it
would be years before those lassified Rles were opened

Duning the post war period, Deslin had been a Professor
at 2 Catholic seminan called All Souls just outnide Boston
He'd been mvolved with the abortive IRA campargn of the
bate fiftres and had returmed to Ulster i 1969 as the present
troubles had began One of the onginal archiests of the
Prosinonal IRA, he had become increaungly disillustoned by
the bombing campaipn and had withdrawn active support to
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“Yes, I'm to ring Ferguson and tell him you’re in. He wants
o talk to_you himsclf." ~

'So the old bastard is still going strong? Ah, well, you know
vhere to come?’

‘Yes.'

‘I't see you in an hour then. Kilrea Cottage, Kilrea. You
-an't miss it. Next to the convent.”

When Fox came out of the booth after phoning Ferguson,
Vhite was waiting for him. ‘Are we going out then, Captain?’

“Yes,” Fox said. ‘Kilrea Cottage, Kilrea. Next to a convent
wpparently, I'll just get my coat.’

White waited until he'd entered the lift, then ducked into
he booth and dialled a number. The receiver at the other end
vas lifted instantly. He said, ‘We're leaving for Kilrea now.
.ooks like he's secing Devlin tonight.’

*

As they drove through the rain-swept streets, White said
casually, *Just so we know where we stand, Caprain, I was a
* , ,ant in the North Tyrone Brigade of the Provisional

.A the year you lost that hand.’

*You must have been young.’

‘Born old, that's me, thanks to the B Specials when 1 was
a wee boy and the sodding RUC.” He lit a cigarette with one
hand. *You know Liam Devlin well, do you?”

‘Why do you ask?’ Fox demanded warily.

‘That’s who we're going to see, isn’t it? Jesus, Captain, and
who wouldn't be knowing Liam Devlin's address?”

*Something of a legend to you, I suppose?”

*A legend, is it? That man wrote the book. Mind you, he
won’t have any truck with the movement these days. He's

what you might call a moralist. Can’t stand the bombing and
that kind of stuff.’

‘And can you?'

‘We're at war, aren’t we? You bombed the hell out of the
Third Reich. We'll bomb the bell out of you if that’s what it
takes.’ .

Logical but depressing, Fox thought, for where did it end?
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A chamclhouse with only cotpses to walk on. He shivered,
face bleak.

*About Devlin, White satd as they stanted to fease the 6ty
“There's a tale 1 heard about him once. Would you know f
it's true, | wonder?”

*Ask me.”

“The word ss, he went 10 Spain in the thirties, served agatnst
Franco and was t2ken prisaner. Then the Germans got hold
of him and used him as an agent here dunng the bigwar.’

“That's fight *

“The way I heard s, after that, they sent him to England.
Something to do with an attempt by German paratroopers to
Lidnsp Churchill in suncteen forty-three, Is theee any truth in
thae?

*Sounds strarght out of 3 paperback navel to me,” Fox sand.

White sighed and there was regretinhis soree “That's what
1thought. Sull, enc helt of 2 man for all that,” and he sat back
and concentrated on his drving.

An undenstatement as a descoiption of Liam Devlin, Fox
thought, sitting there 1n the darkness 2 balliant student who
had entered Trinity College, Dubhin, at the age of sixreen and
had taken a first class honours degree at mneteen, scholar,
waiter, poct and highly dangerous gunman for the IRA i the
thirties, even when snll 2 student

Most of what White had said was true He had gone to
Spam to fight for the ant-fasast, he had worked for the
Abwchr in Ireland As to the Chutchil] affair® A ston whis-
pered around often enough, but as to the truth of 123 Well, it
would be yeans before those clasuified files were opened

Duning the post-war peniod, Devlin had been a Professor
at a Catholic seminany called All Souls just outside Boston
He'd been imvohied with the abormve [RA campaign of the
late fifties and had returned to Ulster in 1969 as the present
troubles had began One of the ongnal architecrs of the
Provivonal IRA, he had become increasingly diitlusioned by
the bombing campaign and had withdrawn acme support to
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“Yes, 'm to ring Ferguson and tell him you're in. He wants
to talk to_you himself.” *

'So the old bastard is still going strong? Ah, well, you know
where to come?’

‘Yes.

‘I'll see you in an hour then. Kilrea Cottage, Kilrea. You
can’t miss it. Next to the convent.’

When Fox came out of the booth after phoning Ferguson,
White was waiting for him. ‘Are we going out then, Captain?*

“Yes, Fox said. ‘Kilrea Cottage, Kilrea. Next to a convent
apparently. I'll just get my coat.’

White waited until he'd entered the lift, then ducked into
the booth and dialled a number. The recciver at the other end
was lifted instantly. He said, ‘We’re leaving for Kilrea now.
Looks like he's seeing Devlin tonight.’

*

As they drove through the rain-swept streets, White said
. -casually, ‘Just so we know where we stand, Captain, I was a
= - o aant in the North Tyrone Brigade of the Provisional
" A the year you lost that hand.’
" *You must have been young.’

‘Born old, that’s me, thanks to the B Specials when I was
a wee boy and the sodding RUC.” He lit a cigarette with one
hand. *You know Liam Devlin well, do you?*

“Why do you ask?’ Fox demanded warily.

‘That’s who we're going to sce, isn’t it? Jesus, Captain, and
who wouldn't be knowing Liam Devlin's address?

‘Something of a legend to you, I suppose?”’

"A legend, is it? That man wrote the book. Mind you, he
won't have any truck with the movement these days. He's

what you might call a moralist. Can’t stand the bombing and
that kind of stuff.

*And can you?'

"We're at war, aren’t we? You bombed the hell out of the
Third Reich. We'll bomb the hell out of you if that's what it
takes.'

Logical but depressing, Fox thought, for where did it end?
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A chamelhouse with only corpses to walk on. He shivered,
face bleak.

*About Deshin,’ White sand as they started to leave the aty.
“There's 2 tale | heard about lum once. Would you know 1f
1's true, | wonder?”

‘Ask me)

*The wotd is, he went to Spain sn the thitties, sen ed against
Franco and was taken prisoner Then the Germans got hold
of him and used hum a3 an agent here dunng the big war®

“That's nght.”

“The way 1 heard st, after that, they sent him to England.
Something to do with an attempt by German paratroopers to
bidnap Churchill in mineteen forty-three. Is thete any truth in
that?’

*Sounds straight out of a papetback novel to me,’ Fox sard.

White sighed and there was regretinhis voice “That's what
1thought. Sull, onc hell of a man for all that," and he satback
and concentrated on his dnving.

An undentatement as a description of Laam Deslin, Fox
thought, sitting there 1n the darkness a balliant student who
had entered Trimns Callege, Dublin, at the age of sixteen and
had taken a fist class honours degree at nineteen, scholar,
writer, poct and hughly dangerous gunman for the IRA m the
thirties, even when sull a student

Most of what Whate had said was true He had gone o
Spain to fight for the ant-fasasts, he had worked for the
Abwche i Ireland, As to the Churchill affair? A ston whis.
peted around often enough, but as to the truth of 12 Well, it
would be ycars before those classified files were opencd

Dunng the post-war peniod, Deslin had been 2 Professor
at 2 Catholic sermnany called All Souts just ourside Boston
He'd been amvolved wath the abortne IRA campaign of the
late fiftres and had tetuened o Ulster 1n 1969 as the present
troubles had begun One of the ongmal architects of the
Provisional IRA, he had become increasingly disitlustoned by
the bombing campagn and had withdrawn actne support to
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4.

J.

Deviis woxr a dark blue flannel shirt open at the neck, grey
slacks and a pair of highly expensive-looking ftalian brogues
1n brown leather He was a small man, no more than five foot
five or six, and at sixry-four hus dark, wavy hair showed only
a light silvening. There was 2 faded scar on the nght nide of
hus forehead, an old bullet wound, the face pale, the eyes
extraordinanly vivid blue. A shight ironic smile seemed perma-
nently o hft the comer of his mouth - the look of a m2n
who had found life a bad joke and had dearded that the only
thing to do was laugh about 1t

¢ smile was charming and totally sincere “Good o
scc you, Harry."” His army went around Fox in a light em-
brace.

*And you, laam

Devlin looked beyond him at the car and Billy White behind
the wheel *You've got someone with you?*

*Just my driver *

Devlin moved past lum, went along the path and leaned
down to the window.

‘Mr Devlin,” Billy said.

Devlin turned without a word and came back to Fox.
*Deiver, 15 1t, Harry? The only place that one will dave you
to s straight o Hell *

‘Have you heard from Ferguson?*

*Yes, but leave it for the moment Come along in.

The intenor of the house was a me capsule of Victoriana
mahogany panclling and William Morns wallpaper in the hall
with several night scenes by the Victonan painter, Athinion
Gnmshaw, on the walls, Fox examined them with admrston
as he took off hus coar and gave 1f to Devhin. Seeange n}.«_\
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returned to America in 1946 after the war. She died of
influenza a year later and I was taken in by her only relatve,
an old great-uncle who ran a farm in the Ontario wheat bele,
He was a fine man and a good Catholic. It was under his
influence that I dedded to enter the Church.'

*Enter the Devil, stage left.” Devlin raised his glass.

Fox looked puzzled and Cussane explained. ‘The seminary
that accepted me was All Souls at Vine Landing outside
Boston. Liam was English professor there.

‘He was a great trial to me,” Devlin said. ‘Ming like 2 steel
trap. Constantly catching me out misquoting Eliot in class.

‘I'served in a couple of Boston parishes and another in New
York,” Cussane said, ‘but 1 always hoped to ger back to
Ireland. Finally, 1 got a move to Belfast in 1968. A church on
the Falls Road.’

“Where he promptly got bumed out by an Orange mob the
following year.

‘1 tried to keep the parish rogether using a school hally
Cussane said.

Fox glanced ar Devlin, “While you ran around Belfast
adding fuel to the flames?”

*God might forgive you for that,” Deviin said piously, ‘for
1 cannot.’

Cussane emptied his glass, ‘T'll be off then. Nice to meee
vou, Harry Fox.’

He held our his hand. Fox shook it and Cussane moved ro
the French windows and opened them. Fox saw the convent
looming up into the night on the other side of the garden
wall. Cussane walked across the lawn. opened 2 gare and
passed through.,

*Quite a man,” he said, as Devlin doszd the windows.

‘And then some.’ Devlin turned. no longer smiling. “All
right, Harry. Ferguson being his usual mysterious self, it looks
as if it's up to you to tell me what this is abour.’

-
In the hospice, all was quizt. It was as unlike the conventdonal
idea of a hospital as it was possible to be and the architecs
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had destgned the ward area in a way that gave each occupant
of a bed 2 chaice of privacy or intimacy with other patients.
The night sister 33t at her desk, the only Light a shaded lamp.
She didn‘t hear Cussane approach, yet suddenly he was there,
looming out of the darkness.

‘How’s Malone?”

“The same, Father. Very Litle pam. We have the drugin-put
yust about n balynce *

‘Is he load?

*Some of the ume.*

“‘I'll po and see him.*

Danny Malone's bed, dinided from the others by book-
shelves and cupboards, was angled towards a glass window
that pave 2 view of grounds and the might sky The might light
beside the bed brought hi face into relief He was not old,
no more than forty, hus hatr prematurely white, the face hike
a skull under taur skin, etched 1n patn caused by the cancer
that was slowly and relentlessly eaking him from this Iife to
the next.

As Custane sar down, Malone opencd hus eyes He gazed
blankly at Cussane, then recogmnon dawned “Father, 1
thought you weren't coming *

‘I promused, dedn’t 12 1 was having a mughtcap wath Lism
Devlin, 1s all”

*Jesus, Father, you're lucky you got aw 2y with just the one
with hum, but bug for the cause, Liam, 11l pve hem that,
Thete’s no man Living done more for Ireland.”

*What about younelf?* Cussane sat down beside the bed.
"No stronger fighter for the movement than you, Danny *

‘But how many did I Lall, Father, there’s the rub, and for
what?' AMalone atked him. "Damel O'Connel once said 1n 3
speech that, although the tdeal of lnsh freedom was gust, at
wis not worth a uingle human hfe, When [ was young, |
diputed that. Now I'm dying, I think Thnow whathe meant.
He winced 10 pain and tumed to look at Cinune "Can we
talk some more, Father? It helps get at straght ¢ my own
mnd?

Firat foe 8 m hile 1hirrs Srvs Prite? vt Lere tlern ! Citane



smiled. ‘One thing a priest is good at is listening, Danny.’

Malone smiled contentedly. ‘Right, where were we? I was
telling you about the preparation for the bombing campaign
on the English Midlands and London in seventy-two.”

*You were saying the papers nicknamed you the Fox,’
Cussane said, ‘because you seemed to go backwards and
forwards berween England and Ireland at will. All your
friends were caught, Danny, but not you. How was thar?’

‘Simple, Father. The greatest curse on this country of ours
is the informer and the second greatest curse is the inefficiency
of the IRA. People full of ideology and revolution blow a lot
of wind and are often singularly lacking in good sense. That's
why 1 preferred to go to the professionals.’

‘Professionals?’

*What you would call the criminal element. For example,
there wasn'tan IRA safe house in England during the seventies
that wasn't on the Special Branch’s list at Scotland Yard

. sooner or later, That's how so many got caught.’

‘And you?’

‘Criminals on the run or needing a rest when things get too
hothave places they can go, Father. Expensive places, { admit,
bur safe and that’s what I used. There was ore in Scotland
south from Glasgow in Galloway run by a couple of brothers
called Mungo. What you might call a country retreat. Abso-
lute bastards, mind you.’

The pain was suddenly so bad that he had to fight for
breath. ‘Ill get sister,” Cussane told him in alarm.

Malone grabbed him by the front of his cassock. ‘No, you
damn well won’t. No more painkillers, Father. They mean
well, the sisters, but enough is enough. Let's just keep talking.'

‘All right,” Harry Cussane said. Malone lay back, closed
his eyes for a moment, then opened them again. ‘Anyway, as
I was saying, these Mungo brothers, Hector and Angus, were
the great original bastards.

»

Devlin paced up and down the room restlessly. ‘Do you
believe it?* Fox asked.



*It makes sense and 1t would explam 2 preat deal,’ Deviin
s31d. *So Jet's pust say § accept 1t in ponaple.”

*So, what do we do about ¥

*What do kv do about 113 Deshn glared at im, “The
effrontery of the man Let me remind you, Harry, that the
113t tme ! did a job for Ferpuson, the bastard conned me
Lied 1n his teeth Used me *

*“That was then, this 1 now, Liam *

‘And what s that pearl of wisdom supposed to mean?*

There was a soft tapping at the French window Devlin
opened the desk drawer, took out an old fashioned Mauser
pistol, with an SS bulbous silencer on the end and cocked 11,
He nodded 1o Fox, then Devlin pulled the curtain, Marun
McGuiness peered in at them, Murphy ar bis shoulder

‘Dear God!' Devlin groaned

He opened the French window and McGuiness smiled a3
he stepped in "God bless all here” he said mockingly and
2dded to Murphy, ‘Warch the window, Michae! * He closed
1t and walked over to the fire, holding his hands to the
warmth *Colder a5 the nights draw in*

*What do you want? Derlin demanded

“‘Has the Captain here explained the sinuation to you yet>

‘He has.’

*And what do you think >

*don't think 2t all,’ Devlin told him “Espeaually wheteyou
lot are concerned.*

“The purpose of terronsm 1s to terrotize, that's what Mick
Colling used to say," McGuiness told hem [ fight for my
country, Lizm, with anything that comes to hand We're at
war " He was anpry now “I"ve pot nothing to spologize for *

i 1 could say something,” Fox put in “Let's accept that
Cuchulain exists, then it 13n°t 3 quesnion of takng udes It's
accepting that what he's doing has needlesshy protracred the
trapsc events of the past thirteen yean

McGuiness helped himself to a whisher "He hava peunt
When § was O C. Derry 1n nineteen seventy-two, 1 was flown
to London with Dasths O°Connell, Seamus Tworrey, lvor Bell
and others to meet Wallie Whitelaw to discuss ~sd=

-t



*And the Lenadoon shooting broke the cease-fire,” Fox said
and turned to Devlin. ‘It doesn’t seem to me to be a question of
taking sides any more. Cuchulain has worked deliberately to
keep the whole rotten mess going, { would have thought any-
thing that might have helped stop that would be worth it.”

‘Morality is it?’ Devlin raised a hand and smiled wickedly.

*‘Good then, let's get down to brass tacks. This fella, Levin,
who actually saw Kelly or Cuchulain or whatever his name
is, all those years ago, I presume Ferguson is showing him
pictures of every known KGB operative.”

*And all known adherents of the IRA, UDA, UVF. Anything
and everything,” Fox said. ‘That will include looking at what
Special Branch in Dublin have because we swop information.”

*The bastards would,” McGuiness said bitterly. *Still, I think
we've got a few that neither the police in Dublin nor your
people in London have ever seen.”

‘And how do we handle that?’ Fox demanded.

*You get Levin over here and he and Devlin look at what
we've got — no one else. Is it agreed?’

.. Fox glanced at Devlin who nodded. ‘Okay,” Fox said. ‘I'li
ring the Brigadier tonight.’

‘Fine.,” McGuiness turned to Devlin, *You're sure your
phone’s not tapped or anything like that. I'm thinking of
those Special Branch bastards.”

Devlin opened a drawer in the desk and produced a black
metal box which he switched on so that a red light appeared.
He approached the telephone and held the box over it, There
was no reaction.

‘Oh, the wonders of the electromic age,” he said and put the
box away.

‘Fine,” McGuiness said. ‘The only people who know about
this are Ferguson, you, Captain, Liam, the Chief of Staff and
myself.”

‘And Professor Paul Cherny,” Fox said,

McGuiness nodded. ‘That’s right. We've gor to do some-
thing about him.” He turned to Devlin. *Do you know him¥’

‘I've seen him ar drinks parties at the university. Exchanged
a civil word, no more than that. He's well liked, A widower.



His wife died before he defected. There's a chance be 1n't
tnvolved in tha, of course.”

*And pres mught flv,' McGuiness sard emsply. "The facr that
1t was Ireland he defected to 1s too much of 3 comadence for
me. A pound to a penny he knows our man, sowhy don't we
pull him 1n and squeeze 1t out of him®

*Stmple,” Fox sold him "Some men don’t squeeze.”

"He's nght,” Desha sard ‘Berter to try the softlysoftly
approach firse”

*All nght,” McGuiness s31d Il have him warched taenty -
four hours a day Put Michael Murphr an chatge. He won't
be able 10 £o to the bathroom without we know 1"

Derlin glanced at Fox ‘Okay by you>*

‘Fine,” Fox told him

‘Good * McGuiness buttoned his ramcoat Tl get off then
Tlleave Billy tolook after you, Capramn *Heopencdthe French
window. "Mind your back, Liam * And then he was gone

Ferguson wasin bed when Fox phoned, nitting up apaimt the
pillows, working his way through a mass of papers, prepanng
bimself for 3 Defence committee mecting the tollowing day
He hiszened panently to everything Fox had to say ‘Sotar, 30
good, Harry, as tar as 1 can sec. Levin spent the entire day
working through everything we had at the Ditectorare. Didn't
come up with a thing *

“It’s been 3 fong time, st Cuchularn could have chanped 3
lot and ot just because he's older | mean, he could have a
besnd, for example

‘Negative thinking, Harry I'll put Eovin on the morming
flight to Dublin, but Devlin will have to handle him. ! need
you back here.’

*Any pammculse reason, ug?

*Lots to do with the Vancan It really 1s hepnming to ook
anil the Pope won't come. However, he'simnited the cardinaly
of Arpentina and Batain to confet with hen.

*Sa the viut could sl be on?*

“Pethap, but more important from our pos



war is still on and there's talk of the Argentinians trying to
get hold of this damned Exocet missile on the European black
market, 1 need you, Harry. Catch the first flight our, By
the way, an interesting development. Tanya Voroninova,
remember her?'

*Of course, sir.

‘She’s in Paris to give a scries of concerts. Fascinating that
she should surface at this particular moment.’

“What Jung would call synchronicity, sir?*

‘Young, Harry? What on casth are you babbling about?’

*Carl Jung, sir. Famous psychologist. Synchronicity is a
ward he cained for events having a coincidence in rime and,
because of this, the fecling that some deeper mativation is
involved.’

“The fact that you're in Ireland is no excuse for acting as
if you've gone soft in the head, Harry,” Ferguson said testily,

He put down the phone, sat there thinking, then got up,
pulled on his robe and went out. He knocked on the door of

~ the guest room and went in. Levin was sitting up in bed

. wearing a pair of Ferguson's pyjamas and reading a book.

-~ Ferguson sat on the edge of the bed. 1 thought you'd be
tired after going through so many photos.

Levin smiled. “When vou reach my age, Brigadier, sleep
cludes you, memory crowds in. You wonder what it has al}
been about.’

Ferguson warmed to the man. ‘Don't we all, my dear chap?
Anyway, how wauld you feel about runming over to Dublin
on the morning plane?’

‘To see Captain Fox?”

*No, he'll be returning here, but a friend of mine, Professor
Liam Devlin of Trinity College, will take care of you. He'll
probably be showing you a few more photos, courtesy of our
friends in the IRA. They'd never let me have them for obvious
reasons.’

The old Russian shook his head. ‘Tell me, Brigadier, did
the war to end all wars finish in nineteen forry-five or am }
mistaken?’

“You and a great many other people, my friend.’ Ferguson



pot up and went to the door. *T'd pet some sleep if T were you
You'll need to be up at six to catch the early mornmg flight
from Heathrow. I'll have Kim serve you breakfast in bed.”

He clened the door Levin sat there for 2 while, an ex.
pression of sadness on b face, then he sighed, cloved the
book, turned out the light and went to steep

At Kiltea Cottage, Fox put down the phone and turned o
Dalin Al fixed He'll come in on the breakfast plane
Unfartunarely, mv flight leaves jast before He'll report to the
informanon desh i the main concoutse You can pick him
up there ”

‘Noneed, Deshinsad “This mindes of yours, young Whire
He'll be dropping vou so he <an prck Levin up at the same
nme and brng him straighs here It's best we do 2 that way
McGuiness might be i touch early about where I'm supposed
to take him *

*Fine,* Fox snd “1'd better get movng

*Good lad.’

Dovlin got hus coat for him and took him out to the car
where Bitly White waited paniently

“Back 1o the Wentbourne, Billy." Fox sud

Devhinleaned down at the window. ‘Book yourself in there
for the night, son, and i the morming, do exactly what the
Captain tells you to Let him down by a ungle anch and Il
have your balls and Marmn McGuness will probably walk
afl over the rest of you *

Billy White prinned affably. ‘Sute and on a good day, they
tell me 1 can almost shoot as well av you, Me Dealin

“Ga on, be off withyou *

The car morved away Deshn warched o go, then turned
and went snude There was a surnng o the shrubbery, 2
foothall, the faintest of sounds only a3 someone mased anay

The envesdropping equipment which the KGE had suppled
o Cuchulain was the most advanced in the woddd, derveloped



originally by a Japanese company, the details, as a result
of industrial espionage, having reached Moscow four years
previously. The directional microphone trained on Kilrea
Cottage could pick up every word uttered inside at several
hundred yards. Its ultra-frequency secondary function was to
catch even the faintest telephone conversation. Al this was
allied to a sophisticated recording apparatus.

The whole was sitwated in a small artic concealed behind
the loft watertanks just beneath the pantile roof of the house.
Cuchulain had listened in on Liam Devlin in this way for a
long time now, although it had been some time since anything
so interesting had come up, He sat in the attic, smoking a
cigarette, running the tape at top speed through the blank
spots and the unimportant bits, paying careful attention to’
the phone conversation with Ferguson.

Afterwards, he sat there thinking about it for a while, then
he reset the tape, went downstairs and let himself out. He
went mto the phone box at the end of the village street by

._the pub and dialled a Dublin number. The phone was picked
up almost immediately. He could hear voices, a sudden laugh,
sozart playing softly,

*Cherny here,

*ft's me. You're not alone?*

Chetny laughed lightly. ‘Dinner party for a few faculry
friends.’

‘I must see you.’

*All right,” Cherny said. ‘Usual ume and place tomorrow
afternoon.’

Cuchulain replaced the receiver, left the booth and went
back up the village street, whistling softly, an old Connemara
folk song that had all the desparr, all the sadness-of life in it.



)

Fox MaD 3 thoroughly bad nught and slept little 30 that he
was restless and ill-as-case as Billy Whate took the car expertly
through the early morning traffic towards the airport. The
young, Inshman was cheerful enough as he tapped his fingers
on the steering wheel tn ime to the music from the radio,

“Will you be back, Captam®'

‘I don’t know Perhaps *

*Ah, well, I don't expect you to be over fond of the ould
country * White nodded rowards Fox's gloved hand. "Not
after whatat's ¢ost you '

*1s that so?* Fox said.

Billy it 3 agarctte. The trouble with you Baits 1 that you
never face up to the fact that lecland's a foretgn country, Just
because we speal English

'As 3 manter of intesess, my mother’s name was Fiszgerald
and the canue from County Mayo,” Fox told him *She worked
for the Gaelic League, was 3 hfelong fnend of de Valera and
spoke excellent Insh, a rather difficult language | found when
she inusted on teaching it 1o me whed | was a boy, Do you

spesk lrah, Billy?”

‘God save us, but I don't, Captamn,” White sa1d 1n astonnh.

ment,

*Well, then I sugpert you handly stop pratthing on shout the
English beng unable to undenstand the Insh *

He glanced out atthe tratfic morosely A police motorcyelnt
took up station on the left of them, & sinuter Fgure in gogsles
and crash helmet with a heavy caped raincoat agamt the
catly moming downpour He glanced sidewsys at Fox oncr,
anonymous in the dark gogrles, and dropped back as they
turned tnto the slip road leading to the aupoet.



originally by a Japanese company, the details, as a result
of industrial espionage, having reached Moscow four years
previously. The directional microphone trained on Kilrea
Cottage could pick up every word uttered inside at several
hundred yards. Its ultra-frequency secondary function was to
catch even the faintest telephone conversation. All this was
allied to a sophisticated recording apparatus.

The whole was situated in a small attic concealed behind
the loft watertanks just beneath the pantile roof of the house.
Cuchulain had listenied in on Liam Devlin in this way for a
long time now, although it had been some time since anything
5o interesting had come up. He sat in the attic, smoking a
cigarctte, running the tape ar top speed through the blank
spots and the unimportant bits, paying careful attention to
the phone conversation with Ferguson.

Afterwards, he sat there thinking about it for a while, then
he reset the tape, went downstairs and let himself our. He
went into the phone box at the end of the village street by
the pub and dialled a Dublin number. The phone was picked
up almost immediately. He conld hear voices, a sudden laugh,
. {ozart playing softly.

*Cherny here.!

‘It’s me. You're not alone?’

Chewy laughed lightly. ‘Dinner party for a few faculty
friends.’

‘I must see you.'

*All right,’ Cherny said. *Usual tme and place tomorrow
afternoon.’

Cuchulain replaced the recewver, left the booth and went
back up the village street, whistling softly, an old Connemara
folk song that had all the despair, all the sadness-of life in it.






Billy left the car in the short stay park. As they entered the
concourse, they were already calling Fox’s plane, Cuchulain,
who had been with them all the way from the hotel, stood at
the door by which they had entered and watched Fox book in.

Fox and Billy walked towards the departure gate and Fox
said, ‘An hour till the British Airways flight lands.’

“Time for a big breakfast,” Billy grinned. *The fine time we
had, Caprain.’

‘I'll be seeing you, Billy.

Fox put out his good hand and Billy White took it with a
certain reluctance. “Try to make sure it isn't at the wrong end
of some street in Belfast, I'd hate to have you in my sights,
Captain.’

Fox went through the gate and Billy made his way across the
concourse to stairs leading up to the café terrace. Cuchulain
watched him go, then went out, back across the road to the
carpark and waited.

An hour Jater, he was back inside, consulting the nearest
arrival screcn. The British Airways shuttle from London was

‘just landing and he saw White approach the central infor-
mation desk and speak to one of the attendants. There was a
pause and then an announcement over the tannoy system.

“Will Mr Viktor Levin, a passenger on the London shuttle,
please report to the information desk.’

A few moments later, the squat figure of the Russian
appeared from the crowd. He carried a small case and wore
a rather large brown raincoat and black trilby hat. Cuchulain
sensed that it was his quarry even before he spake to one
of the attendants who indicated White. They shook hands.
Cuchulain watched them for 2 moment longer as White
started to speak, then turned and left.

L 4

‘So this is Ireland?’ Levin said as they drove down towards
the city. ’

“Your first visit?” White asked,

‘Oh, yves. 1 am from Russia. 1 have not travelled abroad
very much.’



*Russia® Billy sard *Jesus, but you'll £nd 1t different here.”

“And this 15 Dublin®” Levin enquired as they followed the
traffic dawn into the aty

*Yes Kilrea, where we're gong, 1s on the other side.”

*A aty of yignthicant history, I think,” Levin observed.

*And that's the understatement of the age,” White told him.
“¥ileabe you through Paenell Square, 1t"s on our way, A great
patnot i spate of being 2 Prod And then O'Connell Street
and the Genetal Post Office where the boys held out against
the whale boods Bnash Army back in 1916 °

‘Good This | would bke very much.’ Levin feaned back in
ks seag and Jooked out on the pasung scene with interest.

At Kilrea, Luam Devlin walked across the back lawn of his
cottage, let himself through the gate in the wall and ran for
the sear entrance of the hospice 33 the ran increased into 3
sudden downpour Sister Anne-Maric was crosung the hall,
accompanied by two young white-coated tnrerns on loan
from Unneruty College, Dublin

Shewas asmall, sparse hintle woman, very fit for her seventy
years, and wore a white smock over her nun’s robe. She had
3 doctorate tn medicine from the Univeruity of London and
was a Fellow of the Royal College of Physiaans A lady to
be rechoned with, She and Devhin were old adversanes. She
had once been French, but that was a long time ago as he
was fond of reminding her

*And what can we do for you, Professor?” she demanded.

*You say that as if to the Devil coming through the door,’
Deriin told her,

*An observanon of stunming accuracy ”

They started up the staies and Devlin sard, “Danny Malone
= how 1t he?*

*Dying.” she sard calmly “Peacefully, 1 hope. He is one of
those patients who responds well to our drug programme
which mesns that pain s only intermurrent.”

They reached the first of the open plan wards. Devlin sand,
“When?*



“This afternoon, tomorrow — next week.' She shrugged.
*He is a fighter, that one.’

“That’s true,” Devlin said. ‘Big for the cause all his life,
Danny.’

‘Father Cussane comes in cvery night,” she said, ‘and sits
and lets him talk through this violent past of his, I think it
troubles him now that he nears his end. The IRA, the killing.*

*Is it all right if T sit with him for a while?’

*Half-an-hour,’ she said firmly and moved away followed
by the interns.

Malone scemed to sleep, eyes closed, the skin tight on the
facial boncs, yellow as parchment. His fingers gripped the
edge of a sheet tightly.

Devlin sat down. *Are you there, Danny?’

‘Ah, there you are, Father,' Malone opened his eyes, focused
weakly and frowned. ‘Liam, is that you?’

‘None other.’

‘I thought it was Father Cussane, We were just talking.

‘Last night, Danny. You must have fallen asleep. Sure and
;%ou know he works in Dublin at the Secretariat during the

ay.'

Malonelicked dry lip's.‘God, butlcould dowithacupoftea.

‘Ler's see if I can get you one,” Devlin got up.

As he did so, there was a sudden commotion on the lower
!cvclz voices shouting, drifting up. He frowned and hurried
forward to the head of the stairs,

Billy White turned off the man highway on to the narrow
road, flanked by fir plantations on cither side, that led to
Kilrea. *Not long now.” He half-turned to speak to Levin
behind him and noticed, through the rear window, a Gardai
motorcyclist turn off the main road behind them.

He started to slow and Levin said, *What is it>

‘Gardai,’ Billy told him. ‘Police to you. One mile over the
limic and they'll baak you, those sods.’

The police motorcyclist pulled up alongside and waved
them down. With his dack goggles and helmet, White could
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see nothing of him at all, He pulled in at the side of the road
angnly. *And what in bell does thes fella want? I wasn't doing
an anch over thirty miles an hour.”

The ansmalanstines which had protected b bfe for many
years of violence made him wary enough to have hus hand on
the butt of the revolver an the left pocket of his raincost as
he pot out of the car, The policeman pushed the motorcyde
up on to sts stand  He took off hus gloves and rurned, hus
£21nC0at very wet

*And what can we do you for, officer, on this fine morrung
Billy asked tmofently

The pohiceman’s hand came out of the nght pocket of his
raincoar holding 3 Walther, a Carswell silencer screwed on
the end of the barrel, White recopruzed all this in the lant
moment of fus violent Ufe as he franncally anempred to draw
his revolver. The bullet npped 1nto hus heart, knocking him
back 2gamnst the car He bounced off and fell on hus face 1n
the road.

In the rear seat, Levin was paralysed with borror, yet he
wat not afraid for there was an inevizability to all this asyf it
was somchow ordained The policeman opened the door and
looked in. He paused, then pushed up the goggles

Levin gazed at him an astonishment. "Dear God in heaven,®
he whispered 1n Rusuan “It's you.”

*Yes,' Cuchulam answeredin the same language. ‘I'm afrad
1t 1,” and he shot him 1n the head, the Walther making no
more than an angry cough.

* He pocketed the weapon, walked back to the bike, pulled
1t off itx stand and rode sway. [t was no more than five
munutes [ater that & van making morming delivenes of bread
to the willage came acrons the camage. The dnver and hus
asnstant got out of therr van and approached the scene wach
trepadanon. The driver leaned down to look st White. There
was 2 slight groan from the rear of the car and he glanced
inude quickly,

*My God! he ened. “There's another 1a here and be's enll
slive, Take the van and get down to the nillage quick 21 you
ke and fetch the ambulance from the horpwce.”
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When Devlin reached the foyer, they were pushing Vikror
Levin on a trolley into the receiving room.

‘Sister Anne-Marie's on Ward Three. She'll be right down,’
he heard one of the ambulancemen tell the young sister in
charge. The driver of the bread van stood there helplessly,
blood on one slecve of his overall coat. He was shaking badly.
Devlin lit a cigarette and handed it to him. ‘What happened?’

‘God knows. We found this car a couple of miles up the
road. One was dead beside it and him in the back, They're
bringing the other in now.’

As Devlin, filled with a terrible premonition, turned
towards the door, the ambulancemen hurried in with Billy
White's body, his face plain to see. The young sister came out
of the receiving room and went next door to check White.
Devlin stepped in quickly and approached the trolley on
which Levin still lay, moaning softly, blood congealing in a
terrible head wound.

Devlin leaned down. ‘Professor Levin, can you hear me?’

vin opened his eyes. ‘I am Liam Devlin. What happened?®’
« Levin tried to speak, reached out one hand and got hold
the lapel of Devlin's jacket. ‘I recognized him. He’s.
were.’
#  His eyes rolled, there was a rattle in his throat and as his
grip slackened, Sister Anne-Marie hurried in. She pushed
»" Devlin to one side and leaned over Levin, searching for
a pulse. After a while, she stepped back. ‘You know this
man?’

*No,’ Devlin told her, which was true in a sense.

‘Not that it would matter if you did,’ she said. ‘He’s dead.
A miracle he didn’t dic instantly with a head wound like that.

She brushed past him and went next door where they had
taken Whire. Devlin stood looking down at Levin, thinking
of what Fox had told him of the old man, of the years of
waiting ta get out. And this was how it had ended. He felt
angry, then, at the brutal black humour of life that could
allow such a thing to happen.
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Harry Fox had enly qust arrined back at Cavendnh Square,
had hardly got bus coat off, when the phone rang. Ferguson
Tistened, face grave, then placed 2 hand over the mouthpiexe.
‘Liam Deslin, It seems the car wath your man, Bdlly White,
and Levin was ambuvhed pust outnide Kifrea, White was kitled
tmtantly, Levin died later m the hospece at Kilrea.”

Fox sad, "Did Laam pet to sce him?

*Yes Levin told him it was Cuchulain That he recognired
him.*

Fox threw his coat on the ncarest chair “But { don't under-
stand, sir."

“Nerther do |, Harry.” Ferguson spole into the mouthprece,
*I'll get back to you, Devlin *

He put the recaiver down and tumed, hands oot to the fire,
Fox said, *ltdocsn’t make sense How would he have known?*

*Some sort of leak, Harry, at the IRA end of things They
never keep therr mouths shut.”

“The thing s, sir, what Jo we do about 1t»”

*More important, what do we do about Cuchotain?* Fergu-
son sard. “That gentleman 1s really bepinming to annoy me.”

*But there 130°t much we can do now, ot with Levin gone.
After all, he was the only person who had any 1dca whiat the
bastard looked like *

‘Actuslly, that isn't quite true,” Ferpson said *You're
forgetting Tanya Voraninova, who at thi prease moment s
1n Pans. Ten days, four concerts, and that opens up a very
teresting posubnlity.”

About the same time, Harry Cussane was at hus desk i the
press office of the Catholic Secretanat 1n Dublia tlling to
Monagnor Halloran w ho was responuble for public relatiom.

From his comfortable charr, Halloran sasd, “It's 2 ternble
thng that such a sipnsficantly histoncal exvent as the Hely
Father's viust to England should be put 1n such jeopardy. Just
think of it Harry, His Holiness st Canterbury Cathedral. The
finnt Pope 1n hutory to vintaz. Andpow . *

*You think it won't come oft?* Cunane asked.
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“Well, they’re still talking away in Rome, but that's how it
looks to me. Why, do you know something [ don’t?’

*No,” Cussane told him. He picked up a ryped sheet. *I've
had this from London. His planned itinerary, so they are still
acting as if he's coming.’ He ran an eye over it. ‘Arrives
on the morning of 28th May at Garwick Airport. Mass
at Westminster Cathedral in London. Meets the Queen at
Buckingham Palace in the afternoon.’

*‘And Canterbury?’

“That’s the following day — Saturday. He starts carly with
a meeting with religious at a London college. Mainly monks
and nuns from enclosed orders. Then by helicopter to Canter-
bury, stopping at Stokely Hall on the way. That's unofficial,
by the way.’

‘For what reason?’

*The Stokelys were one of the great Catholic families that
managed to survive Henry VHI and hung on to their faith
over the centuries. The National Trust own the house now,
but it contains a unique feature: the family’s private chapel.-
“The oldest Catholic church of any descriptipn in England.
- 's Holiness wishes to pray there. Afterwards, Canterbury,’
.~ *All of which, at the moment, is on paper only,” Hallaran

said.

The phone rang. Cussane picked it up. ‘Press office. Cussane
here.” His face grew grave. He said, *Is there anything 1 can
do?’ A pausc. ‘I'll see you later then.’

Halloran said, ‘Problems?’

Cussane replaced the receiver. ‘A friend from Kilrea. Liam
Devlin of Trinity College. It scems there's been a shooting
incident outside the village. Two men taken to the hospice,
Both dead.

Halloran crossed himself. *Political, is it?*

‘Onc of them was a known member of the IRA.”

*Will you be needed? Go if you must,’

‘Not nccessary.’ Cussane smiled bleakly. ‘They need a
coroner now, Monsignor, not a priest. I've plenty 10 do here
anyway.”.

*Yes, of course. Well, I'l feave you to it
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Halloran went out and Cussine hit a aparette and went
and stood at the window fooking down into the street. Finally,
he turned, sat at his desk and pot on with some work.,

Paul Cherny had rooms at Tamity Collepe which being, as so
many people considered, at the contee of Dubhin, susted bim
sery well indecd But then, everything about that extraordin-
ary aty commended itself 1o him

His defection had been at Maslovsky's express orders. A
KGB general was not to be argued with He was to defect in
[reland, that had been the plan One of the unnemmities was
certain to offer him a post, bis international eeputanon would
ssure that. He would then be an a petfect postion to act as
Cuchulain's control Difficult en the carly days with no Soviet
Embassy in Dublin and the necessity always to work through
London, but now that had been taken care of and his KGB
contacts at the Dublin embassy pave him 2 direct ink with
Moscow.

Yes, the years had been good and Dublin was the kund
of paradise he'd always dreamed of Intellectusl freedom,
sumulating company and the aty - the aty he had grown 10
Tave. He was thinking these thingy as he left Tonity that
afternoon, walked through College Green, and made towards
the rver

Michael Murphy followed at a discreet dutance and
Chemny, unaware that he was being tailed, walked brskly
along benide the Liffey until he reached Usher's Quay. There
wat a rather ugly Victonan church in red brick and he moved
up the steps and went inude. Murphy paused to examine the
board with the peching gold pant It said Our Lady, Queenof
the Umivene, Undernesth were the imes of Mass, Confessions
were heard at one o'clock and five on weekdays. Murphy
pushed open the door and entered

It was the sort of place that merchant money had been
poured into back in the prosperous days of the Quays dunng
the mneteenth century, There was lots of Victoran stained
rlass and fake pargoyles and the urusl smell of candles and
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“Well, they're still talking away in Rome, but that’s how it
looks to me. Why, do you know something I don’t?’

‘No,” Cussane told him. He picked up a typed sheet. ‘P've
had this from London. His planned itinerary, so they are still
acting as if he's coming.’ He ran an eye over ir. *Arrives
on the morning of 28th May at Gatwick Airport. Mass
at Westminster Cathedral in London. Meets the Queen at
Buckingham Palace in the afternoon.’

*And Canterbury?

*“That's the following day — Saturday. He starts early with
a meeting with religious at a London college. Mainly monks
and nuns from enclosed orders. Then by helicopter to Canter-
bury, stopping at Stokely Hall on the way. That’s unofficial,
by the way.’

‘For what reason?”’

“The Stokelys were one of the great Catholic families that
managed to survive Henry VIII and hung on 1o their faith
over the centuries, The National Trust own the house now,
but it contains a unique feature: the family’s private chapel.
" "The oldest Catholic church of any descriptipn in England.

. Holiness wishes to pray there. Afterwards, Canterbury.’

" *All of which, at the moment, is on paper only,” Halloran

- said.
" Thephonerang. Cussane picked it up, ‘Press office. Cussane
* here.' His face grew grave. He said, ‘Is there anything 1 can
do?' A pause, ‘I'll see you later then.’

Halloran said, ‘Problems?”’

Cussane replaced the recever. A friend from Kilrea. Liam
Devlin of Trinity College. It scems there’s been a shooting
incident outside the village. Two men taken to the hospice.
Both dead.’

Halloran crossed himself, *Political, is it?’

*One of them was a known member of the IRA.

*Will you be needed? Go if you must,”

‘Not necessary.’ Cussane smiled bleakly. 'They need a
coroner now, Monsignar, not a priest. I've plenty 10 do here
anyway.'

‘Yes, of course. Well, I'l feave you 10 it.”
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Halloran went out and Cumine It a aigarette and went
and stood at the window looking down inta the street. Finally,
he turned, 3t at hus desk and pot on with some work.

Paul Cherny had rooms at Tnnty College which heing, 3130
many people constdered, at the centre of Dubhn, suited hum
very well indeed But then, everything about that extraordin-
ary aty commended inelf to him,

His defection had been at Maslovsly's express orders. A
KGB peneral was not to be argued with He was to defectin
Ireland, that had been the plan Onc of the uninersitics was
certann to offer him a post, his internanionat reputanion would
assure that. He would then be in a perfect positon to act as
Cuchulam’s control Difficult in the early days with no Soviet
Embassy in Dublin and the necesuity always to work through
Landon, but now that had been taken cate of and his KGB
contacts at the Dublin embassy pave him a direct link with
Moscow.

Yes, the years had been good and Dublin was the kind
of paradise he'd always dreamed of Intellectual freedom,
stmulating company and the aty - the aty be had grown to
fove. He was thinking these things as he left Tnmey that
afternoon, walked through Collepe Green, and made towards
the river

Michacl Murphy followed at a discreet distance and
Cherny, unaware that he was bang taled, walked bruskly
along bende the Liffey until be reached Usher's Quay. There
was a rather ugly Victorian church in red brack and he moved
up the steps and wentinnde Murphy paused ta examine the
board with the pecling pold paine 1t21d Our Lady, Queen of
the Umiverae, Underneath were the imes of Mass Confessions
were heard at one o'clock and five on weekdays. Murphy
pushed open the door and entered

It was the sort of place that merchant moncy had been
poured into back 1n the prosperous days of the Quaps dunng
the mncteenth century There was fots of Vktonan staned
gass and Dle pargoyles 2nd the usual smell of candies and



incense. Half-a-dozen people waited by a couple of con-
fessional boxes and Paul Cherny joined them, scating himself
on the end of the bench.

‘Jesus!' Murphy muttered in surprise. “The bugger must
have seen the light.” He positioned himself behind a pilfar and
waited, N

It was fifteen or twenty minutes before Cherny’s turn came.
He slipped into the oaken confessional box, closed the door
and sat down, his head close to the grill.

*‘Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,’ he said in Russian.

“Very funny, Paul,” the reply came from the other side of
the grill in the same language. ‘Now let’s sce if you can stll
smile when you've heard whar I've gor to say.’ . ¢

When Cuchulain was finished, Cherny said, *What are we
going to do?’

‘No need to panic. They don’t know who I am and they
aren't likely to find out now that I've disposed of Levin.

*Bat me?’ Cherny said. ‘If Levin told them about Drumore
all those years ago, he must have told them of my parrin it
5 _*Of course. You're under surveillance now. 1RA variery,

not British Intelligence, so 1 wouldn't worry just yet. Get in
touch with Moscow. Maslovsky should know about this. He

might want to pull us out. I'll phone you again tonight. And
don’t start warrying abaut your tail. I'll take care of it.'

Cherny went out and Cuchulain watched through a crack
in the door as Michael Murphy slipped from behind the pillar
and followed him. There was a bang as the sacristy door
opened and shuc and an old cleaning woman came down the
aisle as the priest in afb and black cassock, a violet stole
around his shoulders, came out of the confessional box.

‘Are you finished, Father?’

‘I am so, Ellic.” Harry Cussane turned, a2 smile of great

charm on his face as he slipped off the stole and started
folding it.

Murphy, with no reason to think that Cherny was doing
anything other than return to college, stayed some distance
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behind him, Cherny stopped and entered a telephone box,
He wasntinat for long and Murphs, who had paused under
2 tree as tf shelienng from the ram, went afier bim 3pamn

A car drew anto the hetb mn front of hen and the dover, a
priest, got oyt, went tound and tooked at the nearnide front
tyre He tumed and carching vight of Murphy, saud, "Have
you got a munute®

Murphy sfowed, protesting, “U'm sorey, Eather, but Hve an
appeintment

And then the priest’s hand was on his arm and Murphy
felt the muzale of the Watther dig pamntullv into hiy sade *Favy
doesat, there's a lad Just heep walkung*

Cussane pushed him (o the top of stone steps that went
down to 2 decaving wooden fetty below They moved along
sty brohen planky, footsteps echang hollowly There was a
boathouse wath a broken roof, holes in the floor Murphy
wasn't afrard, but ready for achinn, warming his chance

"That'll do,” Cussane sasd

Murphy stayed, his back towards him, one hand on the
burt of the automatic in his raincoat pocket “Are you a reat
pricst?” he atked

*Obh, yes,' Cussane told hrm "Not 2 verv good one, I'm
afraid, but real enough *

Murphy tumned slowly §{ss hand came up out of the rain.
co3t, already too late. The Walther coughed twice, and the
buller caught Murphy n the shoulder spinming him sround
The second bullet drove him headfint into 3 rageed hole
i the floor and be plunged down ento the dark water
below

Dimutn Luboy, who was suppotediy 3 commeraal ataché ar
the Soviet Fmbauy, was, in facy, a captam an the KGB On
recrising Cherny's catefully worded messagpe, he feft his office
and went to 3 anema an the aty centse. It wat not only
relanively dark in there, but reasonably private, for few people
went to the cnemna in the afternoon He satin the badk row
and warted and Cherny jomned him twenty memuees Later.



*Is it urgent, Paul?’ Lubov said. ‘Not often we mectbetween
fixed days.’

‘Urgent enough,” Cherny said. *Cuchulain is blown. Mas-
lovsky must be informed as soon as possible. He may want
to pull us out.”

*Of course,” Lubov said, alarmed. ‘I'll see to it as soon as |
get back, but hadn't you better fill me in on the details?’

*

Devlin was working in his study at the cotrage, marking a
thests on T. S. Eliot submitted by one of his students, when
the phone rang.

Ferguson said, ‘It’s a fine bloody mess. Someone must have
coughed at your end, Your IRA cronies are not exactly the
most reliable people in the world.’

‘Sticks and stones will get you nowhere,’ Devlin told him.
“What do you want?’

‘Tanya Voroninova,’ Ferguson said. *Harry told you about

Sty d?
* e littde girl from Drumore who was adopted by this
“any character. What about her?
ie's in Paris at the moment to give a series of piano
wcerts. The thing is, being foster-daughter to a KGB general
gives her a lot of leeway, I mean, she's considered an excellent
risk. T thought you might go and see her. There’s an evening
flight from Dublin direct to Paris. Only two and a half hours,
Air France.

*And what in the hell am | supposed to do? Get her to
defect?’
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“I'm sure he will,' Deviin sand and tang off.

He pached a bag quickly, feeling unaccountably cheerful
and was gt pulling on hus trenchcost when the phone went
agan, It was Marin McGuiness *A bad buuness, liam,
What exactly happened

Devhin told lum and when he was finnhed, McGuiness
exploded *So, he exists, this bastard?”

‘It would appear so, but more warnying: from your pont
of view 13, how did he know Levin was due in? The one man
who might be able to identify him *

‘Why ask me?

‘Becatse Ferguson thinks there's been a leak at your end.”

*Well, screw Ferpuson

‘I wouldn't advise at, Martin Listen, Ine got o go I've s
flight to Pans to carch * .

*Pans? What's there, for Chnst's sske?”

‘A gt called Tanya Voromnosa who might be able to
dentify Cuchulam, Il be in touch *

He put down the recaver As he prcked up his bag, there
was a tap on the French windows They opened and Harry
Cussane entered,

Deviin sard, *Sorry, Harry, I must fly or I'll miss my plane.”

‘Whete on carth are you going** Cattane demanded

‘Pans.” Doylin pninned and opened the front door *Cham-
pagnc, loose women, incredible food Don't you think s
fust posuible you joined the wrong club, Harry?*

The door banged. Cussance istened to the enpane of the cae
start up, tumed and ran out through the French windows,
round to his cortage at the back of the hospice He hurned
upstairs to the secret room behund the water tanks in the roof
where he had the easesdropping equipment Quickly, he ran
back the tape and histened to the vanous cotversatons Devhin
had had that day until he came, tn the end, ro the important

B.y then, of counse, 1t was toa late. He cuned softly, went
down to e the phone and rang Paul Cherny’s number.
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Ix THE sacRriSTY of the village church as he rabed for evening
Mass, Cussane examined himself in the mirror. Like an actor
geteing ready for a performance. Next thing, he'd be reaching
for the make-up. Who am [, he thought? Who am I, really?
Cuchulain, mass murderer, or Harry Cussane, priest? Mikhail
Kelly didn’t seem to enter into it any more. Only an echo of
him now like a half-forgotten dream.

For mare than twenty vears he had lived multple lives and
vet the separate personac had never inhabited his body.
They were roles to be plaved out as the script dictated, then

- dhscarded.

He slipped the stale around his neck and whispered to his

“alter ego m the mirror, *In God’s House I am God's priest,

and he turned and went out.

Later, standing at the altar with the candles flickering and
the organ playing, there was genumne passion in his voice as
he cried, ' contess to Almuighty God and 10 vou, my brothers
and sisters, that I have sinned through my own faul”

And when he struck his breast, asking blessed Marv ever
Virgin to prav for him to the Lord our God. there were sudden
ot tears in his eves,

»

At Charles de Gaulle Awport, Tony Hunter waited beside the
exit from custarns and immigraton, He was a tall man in his
mid-thirties with stooped shoulders. The soft brown hair was
100 long, the tan hnen suit creased. and he smoked a Gitane
cigarerre without once taking it from his mouth as he read
Paris Soir and kept an eve on the extt. After a while, Devin
appeared. He wore a black Burberry trencheoat, an old black



felt hat slanted over one ear, and carned one hag.

Haunrer, who had pulled Devhin's photo and desenpron off
the wire, went (o meet him “Frofessor Devhin® Tony Hunter.
I've got a car wainng " They walked tow ards the exit. “Was
1t a good flipht?”

“There s nosuch thing,” Devlin tald him *About a thousand
years ago, ) flew from Germany 1o freland 1n 3 Dommier
bomher on behall of England’s enemies and jumped by para-
chute from six thousand feet I've hever got over 12’

They reached Hunters Peugeotin the car park and as they
drmve away, Hunter said, “You can stay the night with me,
1've pot an apartment on the Avenue Foch *

*Dong well for yourself, son, 1f vou're iving there ) didn’t
kriow Ferpuson handed out bags of gold *

“You know an well

*You could say that

“The apartment’s my own, not the Department’s M) father
died L33t year ekt me rather well off

*What about the girl? bs she staving at the Sovict Embassy

‘Good God, no They've gather at the Ritz She s something
of 3 s1ar, vou see Plays rather well Uheard her do a Mozant
concerto the othet night Forpotten which one, but she was
excellent *

“They tell me she's free 1o come and go**

*Oh, yev, absolutely. The fact that ber foster father 1
General Maslovsly takes care of that. [ followed her all over
the place this morming Lusembourg Gardens, then lunch on
one of those boat trips down the Seine From what 1 hear,
her only commutment tomorrow s 2 reheanal at the Con
servatorre dunng the aliernoon *

*Which means the moming 1s the ime to male contact®

*1 should kave thought 30 * They were well into Parm by
now, st pasng the Gare du Nord Hunser added, There's
a bsgman due 1n from London on the breakfast shuntle with
documentanon Ferpuson's having rushed through. Farped
pavport. Stuff Bhethae *

Devlin Laughed out loud “Docvhe think all Lhave o do s
b and she'll come? He shook hus head. *Mad, thar one.’
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In THE SACRISTY of the village church as he robed for evening
Mass, Cussane examined himself in the mirror. Like an actor
getting ready for a performance. Next thing, he'd be reaching
for the make-up. Who am 1, he thought? Who am 1, really?
Cuchulain, mass murderer, or Harry Cussane, priest? Mikhail
Kelly didn't scem to enter into it any more. Only an echo of
him now like a half-forgotten dream.

For more than twenty years he had lived multiple lives and
yet the separate personae had never inhabited his body.
They were roles to be played out as the script dictated, then
discarded.

~ He slipped the stole around his neck and whispered to his
" alter ego in the mirror, ‘In God’s House 1 am God's priest,’
and he tumed and went out.

Later, standing at the altar with the candles flickering and
the organ playing, there was genuine passion in his voice as
he eried, *1 confess to Almighty God and to you, my brothers
and sisters, that | have sinned through my own fault.’

And when he struck s breast, asking blessed Mary ever
Virgin to pray for him to the Lord our God, there were sudden
hot tears in his eyes.

At Charles de Gaulle Airport, Tony Hunter waited beside the
exit from customs and immigration, He was a tall man in his
mid-thirties with stooped shoulders. The soft brown hair was
too long, the tan linen suit creased, and he smoked a Gitane
cigarette without once taking it from his mouth as he read

Yaris Soir and kept an eve on the exit. After a while, Devlin
appeared. He wore a black Burberry treachcoat, an old black

90



felt hat slanted over one ear, and carned one bag.

Funtez, who had pulled Devlin's photo and desenpnien off
the wize, went to meet lim. ‘Professor Deslin? Tony Hunter.
P've got 4 car watting * They walked towards the exit. *Was
1t a good fhght®

*There's no such thing,” Devin told him. *About a thousand
vears apo, | flew from Germany to Ireland 1n a Dormier
bomber on behalf of England’s enemies and jumped by para-
chute from ux thousand feet. I've never got over s’

They reached Hunter's Peugeot in the car park and as they
demve anay, Hunter said, *You can stay the night with me,
've got an apartment on the Avenue Foch.

*Doing well for yourself, son, 1f you're hving there 1didn't
know Ferguson handed out bags of gold *

“You know Parts well?”

*You could say that

“The apartment's my own, not the Department’s My father
dicd last year. Left me rather well off.”

“What about the g1r}? s she staying at the Soviet Embassy*

‘Good God, no. They 've got her arthe Riz She's something
of astar, you see. Plays rather well 1 heaed her do 3 Mozart
concerto the other night Forgotten which one, but she was
excellent.”

“They tell me she's free to come and go?*

*Oh, yes, absolutely. The fact that her foster father 1s
General Maslovsly takes care of that. | followed her all over
the place this morming Luxembourg Gardens, then lunch on
one of those boat trips down the Seinc. From what | hear,
ber only commirment tomorrow 13 a rehearsal at the Con-
servatore dunng the afternoon.’

“Which means the morning ts the ttme to make contact>

'l should have thought so.” They were well into Pans by
now, just pasung the Gare du Nord. Hunter added, “There's
2 bagman due in from London on the breakfast shutile with
documentanon Ferguson's having rushed through Forged
fassport. Stuff Like that.”

Devtin laughed out loud. *Does he think afl T have to do s
awt and she'll come* He shook hus head. "Mad, that one.”



*All in how it's put ta her,” Hunter suggested.

“True,” Devlin told him. 'On the other hand, ir would
probably be a damned sight easier ta slip something in her
rea.’ '

It was Hunter's turn to laugh now. *You know, I like you,
Professor, and I'd started off by not wanting to.”

*And why could that be?' Devlin wondered, interested.

*f was a captain in the Rifle Brigade. Belfast, Decry, South
Armagh.

*Ah, 1 sce what you mean.”

*Four tours between nineteen seventy-two and seventy-
cight.’

‘And that was four tours too many.’

‘Exactly. Frankly, as far as I'm concerned, they can give
Ulster back to the Indians.”

*The best idea I've heard tonight,” Liam Devlin told him
cheerfully and he lit a dgarette and sprawled back in the
passenger seat, felt hat tilted over his eyes,

*

Atthat moment in his office at KGB Headquarters in Dzerhin-
sky Square, Licutenant-General Ivan Maslovsky was seated
at his desk, thinking about the Cuchulain affair. Chemny's
message passed on by Lubov, had reached Moscow only a
couple of hours earlicr. For some reason it made him think
back all those years to Drumore in the Ukraine and Kelly in
the rain with a gun in his hand, the man who wouldn't do as
he was rold.

The door opened and his aide, Caprain lgor Kurbsky, came
in with a cup of coffee for hum. Maslovsky drank it slowly.
*Well, lgor, what do you think? )

‘I think Cuchulain has dane a magnificent job, Comrade
General, for so very many years, But now . . .

‘Tknow what you mean,” Maslovsky said. ‘Now that British
Intelligence knows he exists it's only a marter of time undl
they tun him down.’

*And Chermny they could pull in at any time.*

There was a knock at the door and an orderly appeared
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with a spnal message. Kurtiky ook it 3nG dimissco fum.
*1t's for you, sir. From Lubay in Dublin.’

“Read 1t Maslovsky ordered.

The gist of the message was that Devlin was proceeding to
Pans with the sntenton of meenng with Tanya Voroninova.
At the mention of his foster-daughter’s name, Maslovsky
s100d up and snatched the signal from Kurbsky's hands. it
w3t no secret, the enormous affernon the Generat felt for his
foster-daughter, especiatly since the death of his wfe. In some
quarnters he was known as a butcher, but Tanya Voroninova
he truly loved.

*Right,’ he 3aid to Kurbsky. “Who's our best man at the
Paris Embassy? Belov, int1t?*

*Yes, Comeade.”

*Send a message tonight. Tanya's concert tour is cancelfed.
No arguments, Full secunty as regards her person unal she
can be rerurned safely to Moscow.!

*And Cuchulain?

‘Has served hus purpose, A great puty.”

‘Do we pull him in?*

‘No, not enough time. This one needs instant action, Signal
Lubov at once tn Dublin. 1 want Cuchulain eliminated.
Cherny also, and the sooner the better.”

*lf 1 nught pomt out, 1 don’t think Lubov has had much
experience on the wet ude of things”

*He's had the usual traimng, hasn't he? In any case, they
won't be expecung it which should make the whole thing
rather easier.’

1n Pans, the coding machine in the intelligence secnion of the
Sowiet Embassy stanted whirnng, The operator waited unnl
the message had passed Line-by-line across the screen She
carefully unloaded the magnenc tape which had recorded the
messzge and took it to the aght supervisor

“This 13 3n Eyes Only wigmal from KGB, Moscow, for
Calonel Belov.*

*He's out of town,” the superntor said. “Lyons, I think. Due
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back tomorrow afternoon. You'll have to hold it anyway. It
requires his personal key to decode it.”

The operator logged the tape, placed it in her data drawer
and went back to work.

»

In Dublin, Dimitri Lubov had been enjoying an evening at
the Abbey Theatre, an excellent performance of Brendan
Behan's The Hostage. Supper afterwards at a well known fish
restaurant on the Quays meant that it was past midnight
when he returned to the Embassy and found the signal from
Moscow.

Even when he'd read it for the third time, he still couldn™t
believe it. He was to dispose not only of Cherny, but Cussane,
and within the next twenty-four hours. His hands were sweat-
ing, trembling slightly, which was hardly surprising for in
spite of his years in the KGB and all that dedicated training,
the plain fact was that Dimitri Lubov had never killed anyone

—_in his life.

i .

Tanya Voroninova came out of the bathroom of her suite at
the Ritz as the room waiter brought her breakfast tray in;
rea, toast and honey, which was exactly what she'd asked
for. She wore a khaki-green jumpsuit and brown boots of
soft feather and the combination gave her a vaguely mifirary
appearance. She was a small, dark, intense girl with untidy
black hair which she constantly had o push back from her
eyes. She reparded 1t with disfavour in the mlt mirror above
the fireplace and twisted 1t into a bun at the nape of her neck,
then she sat down and started on breakfast.

There was a knock on the door and her tour secretary.
Narasha Rubenova came in. She was a pleasant, grey-haired
woman in her mid-forties. *How are you fecling this morn-
ing?

“Fine. Esfept very well)

*Good. You're wanted at the Conservatoire at two-thirty.
Complete run-through.”

0



*No problem,’ Tanya said.

“‘Are you gomg out this morming?*

Yes, I'd bhe to spend some time at the Lourre. We'se
been so busy dunng ths sist that it might be my last oppear-
tuniy ©

‘Do you want me to come with you?*

*No thanks 1T be fine 1) see you back here for dunch at
one o'cloch

It was a fine soft mormung when she left the hotel and went
down the steps at the front entrance Deviin and Hunter mere
watting i the Peugeot on the far side of the boulevard

*Looks as 1} she’s walking,” Hunter said

Devtin nodded “Follow ber for a while then well see *

Tanya carned a camvas bag slung from her left shoulder
and she walked at quite a fasr pace, emoving the exerae.
She was playing Rachmaninov's Fourth Mano Concerto that
might The piece was a paricular tavounte so that she had
none of the usual nervous tension that she sometimes expernt
enced, like most artsts, before a big concert

But then, she was somcthing of an old hand 2t the game
now Since her successes in both the Leeds and Tchatkownky
festnals she had steadily established an intermanonal repu.
tatson There had been hittle nme for anything elie, On the
one occasion she had fallen i Jove, she'd been foolinh enough
to choose a young military doctor on attachment to an air-
borne brgade. He'd bern kalled 1n action i Afghanistan the
year before.

The expenencr, though harrowing, had not broken her
She had piven one of her grearest performancas on the preht
that she had recen ed the news, but she had withdrawn from
men, there was no doubt about that There was oo much
hurt imolved and 1t would not have neaded a parncularly
boght prychistrsst to Bnd our why in spite of wocrn and
fame and the privileged life her poution brought het; i spire
of having constantly at her shouldet the powerful pravence
of Masloviky, she ws stll, in many wars, the bre gord o'
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her knees in the rain beside the father so cruelly tomn away
from her.

*

Along the Champs Elysées and into the Place de la Concorde
she went, walking steadily.

*Jesus, but she likes her exercise,’ Devlin observed.

She turned into the cool peace of the Jardin des Tuileries
and Hunter nodded. *I thought she would. My hunch is that
she's making for the Louvre. You go after her on foot from
here. 'l drive round, park the car and wait for you at the
main entrance.’

There was a Henry Moore exhibit in the Tuileries Gardens.
She browsed around it for a little while and Devlin stayed
back, but it was obvious that nothing there had much appeal
for her and she moved on through the gardens to the great
Palais du Louvre itself.

Tanya Voroninova was certainly selective. She moved from
-.., gallery to gallery, choosing only works of acknowledged
gentus and Devlin followed at a discreer distance. From the

*ictory of Samothrace at the top of the Daru staircase by the
“ main entrance, she moved on to the Venus de Milo, She spent
some time in the Rembrandt Gallery on the first floor, then
stoppcd ta look at what is possibly the most famous picture
in the world — Leonardo da Vinci's ‘Mona Lisa’, -

Devlin moved in close. *Is she smiling, would you say?* he
tried in English,

‘What do you mean?” she asked in the same language.

*Oh, it’s an old supersution in the Louvre that some mom-
ings she doesn't smile.”

She turned to look at him. ‘That's absurd.’

‘But you're not smiling cither,’ Devlin said. ‘Sweet Jesus,
are you worried you'd crack the plate?’

“This is total nonsense,” she said, but smiled all the same.

*When you're on your dignity, your mouth turns down at
the corners,” he said. ‘It doesn't help.*

‘My looks, you mean? A matter of indifference to me.’

He stood there, hands in the pockets of the Burberry
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srencheoat, the black felt hat slanted over one ear and the
eyes were the moat vind blue she had ever seen. There
was an 21t of insolent good humout to him and a lund of
self mockery that was rather atrracure 1 spute of the fact
that he must have been owice her 2pe at beast, There was 3
sudden aching exartement that was difficult to control and
she took 3 deep breath 1o steady herself,

*Excuse me,” the 1a1d and walked away

Devlin gave her some room and then followed, A dsrling
prl and frightened, for some reason Interesting to know why
that thould be.

She made her way (o the Grande Galene, finally stopped
before El Greco's *Christ on the Croas® and stood there for
quite some time ganng up at the gaunt mynncal figure, show-
tng no acknow ledgement of Derhin's presence w hen he moved
henide her,

*And what does 1t 33y to you? he athed gently “Is there
fove there?

‘No,’ she sard A rage against dying, 1 think Why are you
following me¥

Aml

*Stnce the Twiletics Gardens *

‘Really? Well, of I was, I can’t be very pood atat.*

*Not necessanly. You arr someone to look at twice,” she
sd umply.

Strange how suddenly she felt ke crying Wanted to reach
out to the incredible warmth of that vorce. He took her arm
and sa:d gently, *All the time tn the world, gitl dear You sull
haven't told me what E! Greco says to you *

‘I wat not raised a Chrntian,” she said. *1 see no Saviouron
the Cross, but 3 great human beng in torment, dotroyed by
Iittle people. And you?

*Hove your accent,’ Devhin sid “Reminds me of Garboin
the mosies when 1w s 2 wee boy, bur that was 3 century o
10 befare your nme.”

*Garbo 18 not unknown fo me,” she said, ‘and I'm dily
flartered However, you sull have not told me what 1t a0y
for you?



‘A profound question when one considers the day,’ Devlin
told her. ‘At seven o’clock this morning, they celebrated a
rather special Mass in St Peter’s Basilica in Rome. The Pope
together with cardinals from Britain and the Argentine.’

‘And will this achieve anything?’

‘It hasn't stopped the British Navy proceeding on its merry
way or Argentine Skyhawks from attacking it.’

“Which means?”’

*That the Almighty, if he exists at all, is having one hell of
a joke at our expense.’

Tanya frowned. ‘Your accent intrigues me. You are not
English, I think?’

‘Irish, my love.’

‘But 1 thought the Irish were supposed to be extremely
religious?’

*And that's a fact. My old Aunt Hannah had callouses on
her knees from praying. She used to take me to Mass three
times a week when 1 was a boy in Drumore.”’

Tanya Voroninova went very still. ‘Where did you say?’

" ‘Drumore. That's a little market town in Ulster. The church
~there was Holy Name. The thing I remember most was my
" uncle and his cronies, straight out from Mass and down the
road to Murphy's Select Bar.

She turned, her face very pale now. *Who are you?”

‘Well, one thing's for sure, girl dear.’ He ran a hand lightly
over her dark hair. ‘F'm not Cuchulain, last of the dark
heroes.'

Her eyes widened and there was a kind of anger as she
plucked at his coat. “Who are you?

‘In a manner of speaking, Viktor Levin,’

*Viktor?' She looked bewildered. *But Viktor is dead. Died
somewhere in Arabia a month or so ago. My father rold me.’

‘General Maslovsky? Well, he would, wouldn't he? No,
Viktor escaped. Defected, you might say. Ended up in London
and then Dublin.’

‘He's well?

*Dead,” Devlin said brutally. *Murdered by Mikhail Kelly
or Cuchulain or the dark bloody hero or whoever you want
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10 ¢all him. The same man who shot your father dead ewenty.
three years age in the Uksane,!

She sagred agasmst him., His arm went tound het in support,
strong and confident, *Lesn on me, just put one foat in front
of the other and I'll take you outude and et you some ase,”

They 1at on a bench in the Tutlenes Gardens and Devlin took
out his old sther case and offered her 2 agarette. *Do you
wse these things >

No"

*Good for you, they'd stunt your growth and you with your
freen years ahead of you.!

Somewhere, he'd s3id those self-same words before, a long,
long ume apo Another gl very much like this one. Not
beaunful, not 1n any conventional sense, and yet always there
would be the compuluon to turn and take a second look,
There was p3in in the memory that even ume had not man.
aped to erase

*You'te a strange man,’ she said, “for a secret agent Thar'y
what you are, | presume?”

He laughed out loud, the sound so clear that Tony Hunter,
seated on a bench on the other side of the Henry Aoore
exhibut reading a newspaper, glanced up sharply

‘God save the day * Devhintook out his mallet snd extracred
2scrap of pasteboard "My card Stnaly for formasl occavom
assure you.®

She read 1t out loud ‘Frofessor Laam Devhin, Trnury Col-
fepe, Dublin.' She Jooked up “Professor of whar?*

*Englinh hterarure | use the term loosely, as academics do,
301t would include Oscar Wilde, Shaw, O'(asey, Rrendan
Behan, James Joyce, Yean A mixed bag there, Catholics and
Prods, but 31l Imh Could | have the card Pach, by the way?
I'm runming short .

He replaced 1t 1n his waller. She aaid, *But how would &
profasor of an anaent and famous uaneruty ome to be
myehed in an affar Lle thn?

*You've heard of the Insh Republican Ammy?



“Of course.’

‘I've been a member of that organization since | was sixeeen
years of age. No longer active, as we call ir. F've some
heavy reservations about the way the Provisionals have been
handling some aspects of the present campaign.”

‘Don’t tell me, let me guess.” She smiled. *You are a romantic
at heart, I think, Professor Devlin?’

‘s that a fact?’

‘Only a romantic could wear anything so absurdly wonder-
ful as that black felt hat. But there is more, of course. No
bombs in restaurants to blow up women and children. You
would shoot a man without hesitation. Welcome the hopeless
odds of meeting highly trained soldiers face-to-face.”

Devlin was beginning to feel distinctly uneasy. ‘Do you tell
me?’

‘Oh, 1 do, Professor Devlin, You see, | think | recognize
you now. The true revolutionary, the failed romantic who
didn’t really want it 1o stop.”

- *And what would it be, exactly®’
* “Why, the game, Professor. The mad, danperous, wonderful
‘game that alone makes life worth living for a man like you.
Oh, you may like the cloistered life of the lecrure room or
tell yourself that you do, but at the first chance to sniff
powder. ..

‘Can | take time to catch my breath?” Devlin asked.

*And worst of all,’ she carried on relentlessly, *is your need
to have it both ways, To have all the fun, but also to have a
nice clean revolution where no innocent bystanders get hurt.”

She sat there, arms folded in front of her in an inimitable
gesture as f she would hold herself 1n, and Devlin said, ‘Have
you missed anything out, would you say?*

She smiled tightly, *Somctimes | get very wound up like a
clock spring and I hold 1t untif the spring goes.”

*And it all bursts our and you're into your imitation of
Freud,” he 1old her. 'l bet that goes down big over the vodka
‘:;nd, strawberries after dinner ar old Maslovsky's summes

asha.’

Her face tightened. ‘You will not make jokes about him.



He has been vety good to me. The only father Thave known.'
*Perhaps,’ Devhin said. *But it wasn’t always s0.”
She gazed at bm angnly. “All right, Professor Devlin, we
have fenced enough. Perhaps 12 1s time you told me;hy you

T

He omitted nothing, starting wath Viktor Levin and Tony
Villiers 1 the Yemen and ending with the murder of Billy
White and Levin outside Kilrea, When he was finished, she
13t there for a long moment without saying anything.

“Levin sasd you remembered Drumore and the events sur-
rounding your father's death,’ Devlin said gently.

*Lske 5 nightmare, it dnfts to the susface of conscrousness
now and then, Strange, but1tis asafst's happening to someone
clse and I'm looking down at the little gurl on her knees in
the rain bende her father’s body.

*And Mikha Kelly or Cochulain as they call him?® You
remember him?

Tl my dying day,’ she said flatly. It was such a strange
face, the face of 2 ravaped young sant and he wasso kind to
me, so gentle, that was the strangest thing of all.*

Deslin took her arm. ‘Let’s walk for a while.” They started
along the path and he asked, *Has Maslossky ever discussed
those events with you?*

o
Her arm under his hand was poing npsd. *Easy, gl dear,”
he wnd safily. *And tell me the most important thing of all.
Have you oot tned to discuss it wath him?

*Na, dimn you*" She pulled away, turning, her face full of
fasson,

“But then, you woulda't want 1o do thar, would you>
he sa1d. “That would be opening 2 <an of worms with 3
serpeaner.

She stond there looking at hum, holding herself 1n agun.
"Wkt do you want of me, Profeysor Dnﬁn’ You \:ng;,me

to defect Iike Viktor? Wade through all those thousands of
Thotos tn the home that | muehe recoeniye ko d®



“That’s a reasonable facsimile of the original mad idea. The
IRA people in Dublin would never let the material they're
holding out of their own hands, you see.”

“Why should 12" She sat on a nearby bench and pulled him
down. *Let me tell you something, You make a big mistake,
you people in the West, when you assume that all Russians
are straining at the leash, anxious only for a chance ro get
out. | love my country. I like it there. It suits me. I'm a
respected artist. | can travel wherever 1 like, even in Paris. No
KGR ~ no men in black overcoats watching my every move,
I go where [ please.”

‘With a foster-father, a licutenant-general in the KGB in
command of Department V amongst other things, I'd be
surprised if you didn't. It used to be called Department 13,
by the way. Distinctly unlucky for some, and then Maslovsky
reorganized it in nineteen sixty-eight. It could best be de-
scribed as an assassination bureau, but then, no well-run
organization should be without one.’

*Just like your IRA?" She Jeaned forward. ‘How many men
. have you killed for a cause you believed in, Professor?’

He smiled gemly and touched her check in a strangely
intimate gesture. ‘Point taken, but { can see I'm wasting your
time. You might as well have this, though.’

He took a larpish buff envelope from his pocket, the one
that had been delivered by Ferguson's bagman that morning
and placed it in her lap.

“What is it she demanded.

“The people in London, being ever hopeful, have made you
a present of a British passport with a brand new identiry.
Your photo looks smashing. There's cash in there — French
francs — and details of alternative ways of gerting to London.’

‘I don’t need it

‘Well, you've got it now. And this.' He took his card from
his wallet and gave it to her. *Pll fly back to Dublin this
afrernoon. No point in hanging around.’

Which wasn't strictly true, for the bagman from London
had flown in with more than the package containing the false
passport. There had also been a message from Ferguson for
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Devhin pessonally. McGuiness and the Chief of Staff were
hopping mad. As far as they were concerned, the leak was
none of their doing. They wanted out and Devlin was to
mend fences.

She pur the packet and the card into her shoulder bag
with some reluctance. ‘I'm sorry. You came a long way for
nothing.'

*You've got my number,” he sard, *Call any ame.’ He stood
up. ‘Who knows, you just mught start asking questions.’

‘I think not, Professor Devlin.’ She held out her hand.
‘Goodbye."

Devhin held 1t for a moment, then turned and walked back
along the gardens to where Hunter was sitang. *Come on!*
he said. *Let’s ger moving!”

Hunter scrambled to hts feet and trailed after him. ‘What
happened?*

*Nothing,’ Devlin told him as they reached the car. ‘Not a
bloody thing She didn’c want to know. Now let's go back to
your place so that 1 can get my bag, then you can take me up
to Charles de Gaulle. With luck, I might make the afternoon
flight to Dublin.'

*You're going back?*

*Yes, I'm gong back,’ Liam Devlin sasd, and he sank down
in his seat and npped the nm of his black felt hat over his
eyes,

Behund them, Tanya Vorontnova watched them go, turning
out into the traffic of the Ruc de Rivoli. She stood there,
thenking about things for a moment, then moved out of the
gardens and started to walk along the pavement, considening
the extraordinary events of the morning, Liam Devlin was 2
dangerously attractive man, no doubt about it, but more than
that, hus story had been ternibly disturbing for her and events
from a past pethaps best forgotten were trying to £all her, as
if from a great distance.

She was aware of a car pulling into the kerb ahead of her,
a black Mercedes saloon. As she approached it, the rear d
opencd and Natasha Rubenova looked out. She se ke
agitated. No, more than that — afraid.
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“That's a rcasonable facsimile of the original mad idea. The
IRA people in Dublin would never let the material they’re
holding out of their own hands, you see.”

“Why should 12" She sat on a nearby bench and pulled him
down. ‘Let me tell you something. You make a big mistake,
vou people in the West, when you assume that all Russians
are straining at the leash, anxious only for a chance to get
out. | love my country. I like it there. It suits me. 'm a
respected artist. I can travel wherever Llike, even in Paris. No
KGB ~ no men in black overcoats watching my every move,
I go where | please.”

‘With a foster-father, a licutenant-general in the KGB in
command of Department V amongst other things, I'd be
surprised if you didn't. It used to be called Department 13,
by the way. Distinctly unlucky for some, and then Maslovsky
reorganized 1t in nineteen sixty-eight. It could best be de-
scribed as an assassination bureau, but then, no well-run
organization should be without one.’

~ “Justlike your IRA?’ She leaned forward. ‘How many men

¥ have you killed for a cause you believed in, Professor?’

~ He smiled gently and touched her cheek in a strangely
inthmate gesture, ‘Point taken, but I can see I'm wasting your
time. You might as well have this, though.

He took a largush buff envelope from his pocket, the one
that had been delivered by Ferguson’s bagman that morning
and placed 1t in her lap.

*What is 1t?' she demanded.

"The people in London, being ever hopeful, have made you
a present of a British passport with a brand new identity,
Your photo looks smashing. There's cash in there — French
francs — and details of alternative ways of getting to London.’

'I don't need it.” )

“Well, you've got it now. And this.’ He took his card from
his wallet and gave it to her. ‘I'll fly back to Dublin this
afternoon. No point in hanging around.’

Which wasn’t strictly true, for the bagman from London
had flown in with more than the package containing the false
passport. There had also been a message from Ferguson for



Devhin personally. McGuiness and the Chief of Staff were
hopping mad. As far as they were concerned, the leak was -
none of their dong. They wanted out and Devlin was to
mend fences.

She put the packet and the card into her shoulder bag
with some reluctance. ‘I'm sorry. You came a long way for
nothing.”

“You've got my number,” he said, *Call any time.” He stood
up. *Who knows, you just might start asking questions.”

*I think not, Professor Devlin.’ She held out her hand.
*Goodbye.’

Devlin held 1t for a moment, then turned and walked back
along the gardens to where Hunter was siting, ‘Come on?®
he said. ‘Let’s get moving?®

Hunter scrambled to hus feet and trailed after him. *What
happened?

‘Nothing,’” Devlin told him as they reached the car. ‘Not a
bloody thing. She didn’t want to know Now let’s go back to
your place so that | can get my bag, then you can take me up
to Charles de Gaulle. Wath luck, I might make the afternoon
flight to Dublin.®

‘You're going back?”

*Yes, 'm pong back,’ Liam Devhin said, and he sank down
in his sear and tipped the im of his black felt hat over his

es.

Behind them, Tanya Vorontnova watched them go, tumtng
out into the traffic of the Rue de Rivoh. She stood there,
thinking about things for 2 moment, then moved out of the
gardens and started to walk along the pavement, considering
the extraordinary events of the morming, Liam Devhin was a
dangerously attractive man, no doubt about 1t, but more than
that, hus story had been ternbly disturbing for her and events
from a past pethaps best forgotten were trying to call her, as
it from a great distance.

She was aware of a car pulling 1nto the kerb ahead of her,
ablack Mescedes saloon. As she approached it, the rear door
opened and Natasha Rubenova looked out. She seemed
agitated. No, more than that - afraid
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Nikorat BeLov was 1n his fifties, a handsome enough man
with the shghtly fleshy face of someone who enjoyed the
good things of life more than was healthy for him, the
kind of good Marxist whose dark suit and overcoat had
been tailored in London’s Savile Row. The silver hair
and decadent good looks gave him the air of an ageing
and rather distinguished actor instead of a colonel 1n the
KGB.

This trip to Lyons could hardly have been classified as
essential bustness, but 1t had been possible to take his sec-
retary, Irana Vronsky, with him. As she had been hus mistress
for some yeats now, 1t meant that they had enjoyed an
extremely pleasurable couple of days, the memory of which
had faded rather rapidly when he discovered the sization
waiting for him on his return to the Soviet Embassy,

He had hardly settled into his office when Irana came .
“There’s an urgent communication from KGB Moscow for
your eyes only.”

‘Who's 1t from?"

‘General Maslovsky.”

The name alone was enough to bring Belov to hus feet. He
went out and she followed him down to the coding office
where the operator got the relevant tape. Belov keyed i his
personal code, the machine whirred, the operator tore off the
prnt-out sheet and handed it to hum. Belov read 1t and swore
softly. He took Irana by the elbow and hurnied her out ‘Get
me Lieutenant Shepilov and Captain Turkin. Whatever else-
they’re on, they drop.”

108



Belov was seated at his desk, working his way through papers
when the door opened and Irana Vronsky ushered in Tanya,
Natasha Rubenova and Shepilov and Turkin. Belov knew
Tanya well. His official position at the Embassy for some
years had been senior cultural attaché. As part of that cover
role he had escorted her to parties on a number of occasions.

He stood up. ‘It’s good to see you.’

‘] demand to know what's going on here,’ she told him
passionately. ‘I'm pulled off the pavement by these bully boys
here and ...

‘I'm sure Captain Turkin was only acting as he saw fir."
Belov nodded to Irana. ‘Get the Moscow call now.” He turned
to Tanya. ‘Calm yourself and sit down.” She stood there,
mutinous, then glanced at Shepilov and Turkin standing
against the wall, gloved hands folded in front of them. ‘Please,’
Belov said.

Shesat and he offered her a cigarette. Such was her agitation
that she took it and Turkin moved in smoothly and lit it for
her. His lighter was not only by Cartier, but gold. She coughed
as the smoke caught at the back of her throat.

Belov said, '‘Now tell me what you did this morning.’

", ‘I walked to the Tuileries Gardens." The cigarette was
helping, calming her down. She had control now and that
meant she could fight.

‘And then?

‘1 went into the Louvre.

‘And who did you talk to?’

The question was direct and meant to entrap by causing
an automatic respanse. To her own surprise, she found herself
replying calmly, *I was on my own. 1 didn’t go with anyone.
Perhaps I didn’t make that clear?’

*Yes, 1 knaw that,” he said patiently. *But did you speak
to anyone when you got there? Did anyone approach
you?

She managed a smile. ‘You mean, did anyone try to pick
me up? No such luck. Considering its reputation, Paris can
be very disappointing.’ She stubbed out the cigarette. ‘Look,
what’s going on, Nikolai? Can't you tell me?*
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Belov had no reason to disbelicve her. In fact he very much
wanted to. He had, in effect, been absent from duty the
ntght before. If he had not been, he would have received
Maslovsky's directive then and Tanya Voroninova would not
have been allowed to stir from her suite at the Rirz that
motning. Certainly not unaccompanied.

The door opened and Irana entered. ‘General Maslovsky
on hine one.’

Belov picked up the phone and Tanya tried to snatch 1t,
‘Let me speak to him.”

Belov pulled away from her. ‘Belov here, General.

‘Ah, Nikolay, she 15 with you now?”

“Yes, General.' It was a measure of the length of their
friendship that Belov mussed out the Comrade.

*And she 15 under guard? She has spoken to no one

*Yes to both questions, General.’

‘And the man Devhin has not attempted to get 1n touch
with her® -

*It would scem not. We've had the computer pull him out
of the files for us. Pictures, everything. If he tries to get close,
we'll knaw.”

‘Fine. Now give me Tanya "

Belov handed her the phone and she almost snatched 1t
from him. ‘Papa?’

She had called him so for years and his voice was warm
and kindly as always. “You are well?”

‘Bewildered,” she said. ‘“No one will tell me what 1s happen-

mg.

‘It 1s sufficient for you to know that for reasons which are
unimportant now, you have become involved in a matter of
state secunty. A very scrnious business indeed You must be
returned to Moscow as soon as may be."

‘But my tour?’

The voce of the man at the other end of the hine was
suddenly cold, implacable and detached *“Will be cancelled,
You will appear at the Conservatoire tonght and fulfil thar
obligation. The first direct flight to Moscow 15 not unnl
tomorrow morning anyway. There will be a switable press
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release. The old wrist injury giving problems again. A nezd
for further treatment. That should do nicely.’

Al her life, or so it scemed, she had done his bidding,
allowed him to shape her career, aware of his genuine concern
and love, but this was new territory.

She tried again, ‘But Papa!’

‘Enough of argument. You will do as you are told and you
will obey Colonel Belov in everything. Put him back on.”

She handed the phone to Belov mutely, hand shaking.
Never had he spoken to her like this. Was she no longer his
daughter? Simply another Sovier citizen to be ordered about
at wilt?

‘Belov, General.” He listened for a moment or two then
nodded. ‘No problem. You can rely on me.’

He put the phone down and opened a file on his desk. The
photo he took from it and held up to her was of Liam Devlin,
a few years younger perhaps, but Devlin unmistakably.

“This man is Irish. His name 1s Liam Devlin. He is a
university professor from Dublin with a reputation for a
certain Irish charm. [t would be a mistake for anyonc to take
. him lightly. He has been a member of the Irish Republican
» Army for all hus adule life. An important leader at one stage.

He s also a ruthless and capable gunman who has killed
many umes. As a young man, he was an official executioner
for his people.’

Tanya took a deep breath. *And what has he 1o do with
me?’

“That need nat concern vou. 1t 1s sufficient for you to know
that he would very much hike to talk to you and that we
simply can’t allow, can we Capram?®

Turkin showed no emotion. *No, Colonel.”

*S0,” Beloy told her, *vou will return to the Riw now,
you and Comrade Rubenova with Lientenant Shepilov and
Caprain Turkin in atrendance. You will not go our again
until tonight’s performance when they will escort you to the
Canservatoire. 1 will be there myself because of the reception
afterwards. The Ambassador will be thete and the President
of the Republic Monsicur Mitterand, himself. His presence
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1s the only reason we are not unccllmg tomg,ht s concert. Is

KRN

. + ‘Tunder-

*‘Good,” he said. “Then go back 1o the hotel now and ger
some rest.”
She turned, Turkin opened the doar for her, ashght, twisted
smllc on hls mouth. She brushed past him, followed by a
} d Natasha Rub "and Shepilov and
Turkin moved in behind.

In Kilrea, Deviin had not been long back at the cottage. He
didn’thave a regular housekeeper, just an old fady who came
in twice a week, knocked the place into shape and did the
{aundry, but he preferred it that way. He put the kettle onin
the kitchen, went into the living room and quickly made the
fire. He had just put a match to 1t when there was a rap on
the French window and he mmned to find McGuness there.

Devhin unlocked 1t quickly. “Thar was quick. U'm only st
back.

*So T was told within fve mnutes of you landing at the
airport.” McGuiness was angry. “What's the scote, Liam?
What's going on?®

“What do you mean?

*Levin and Billy, and now Mike Murphy's been putled out
of the Liffey with two bullets in him. [t must have been
Cuchulain. You know 1t and 1 know it. The thing 15, how did
he know?”

"1 don’t have any fast answer on that one.' Deviin found
two glasses and the Bushmalls and poured. *Try this for size
and calm down,”

McGuiness swallowed a hale. ‘A leak 1s what | think, at
the London end. It’s a well-known fact that the Bnnsh secunity
service has been heavily infiltrated by the Soviets for vears

*A slight exaggeration, but some truth to 1t," Deviin sard
‘As mentioned catlier, I know that Ferguson thinks the feak
is from your people.
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“To hell with that. I say we pull in Cherny and squeeze him
dry.’
l?l\daybfz,’ Devlin said. ‘I'd have to check on that with
Ferguson. Let's give it another day.’

*All right,” McGuiness said with obvious reluctance. ‘Tl be
in touch, Liam. Close touch.” And he went out through the
French windows.

Devlin poured another whiskey and sat there savouring it
and thinking, then he picked up the phone. He was abour to
dial, then hesitated. He replaced the receiver, got the black
plastic box from the desk and switched it on. There was
no positive response from the telephone, nor indeed from
anywhere in the room.

*So," he said softly, ‘Ferguson or McGuiness. It's one or
other of the buggers that it's down to.’

He dialled the Cavendish Square number and the recciver
was picked up at once. ‘Fox here.’

*Is he there, Harry?

*Not at the moment. How was Paris?’

*A nice girl. 1 liked her, Pretty confused. Nothing more |
" could do than present the facts. | gave her the material your

_wan brought over. She took it, but 1 wouldn’t be too
~‘npuine.’

‘1 never was,’ Fox said. ‘Will you be able to smooth things
down in Dublin?

*McGuiness has already been to see me. He wants to move
on Cherny. Try some old-fashioned pressure.’

*That might be the best solution.”

‘Jesus, Harry, but Belfast left its mark on you. Still, you
could be right. I've stalled him for a day. If you want me, I'll
be here. I gave the girl my card, by the way. She thought |
was a fatled romantic, Harry. Have you ever heard the like?

*You give a convincing imitation, but I've never bought it.’

Fox laughed and rang off. Devlin sat there for a while, a
frawn on his face, then there was another tap on the French
window. It opened and Cussanc entered.

*Harry,” Devlin said, ‘vyou're sent from heaven. As 've often
told you, you make the best scrambled epgs in the world.’
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‘Flartery will get you anywhere.” Cussane poured himself
a drink. ‘How was Pans?’

‘Panis?’ Devlin said. ‘Sure and I was only joking. I've been
to Cork. Some university business to do with the film festival.
Had to stay over. Just driven back. I'm the original stacving
man.’

‘Rught,’ Harry Cussane told him. * You lay the table and I'll
scramble the eggs.”

‘You're a good fnend, Harry,’ Deviin said.

Cussane paused in the door. ‘And why not, Liam, It's been
a long time,” and he smiled and went into the kitchen.

-

Tanya had a hot bath, hoping 1t would relax her. There was
aknock at the door and Natasha Rubenova entered. *Coffee?

‘Thank you.” Tanya lay back in the warm, foamy water
and sipped the coffee gratefully

Natasha pulled a small stool forward and sat down. *You
must be very careful, my love. You understand me?”

*Strange,” Tanya said, ‘No one has ever told me to be
careful before.’

It occurred to her then that she had always been sheltered
from the cold, ever smce the mghtmare of Drumore that
surfaced only n her dreams. Maslovsky and his wife had
been good parents. She had wanted for nothing. Ina Marxist
society that had been envisaged m the great days of Lenin
and the revolution as giving power to the people, power had
quickly become the prerogative of the few.

Soviet Russia had become an elitist society 10 which who
you were was more important than what you were and she,
to all intents and purposes, was Ivan Maslovsky's daughter.
The best housing, the superior schools, her talens carefully
nurtured. When she drove through Moscow to their country
house, 1t was 1n a chauffeured hmousine, travelling in the
tratfic-free lane kept open for the usc of the important people
in the hierarchy. The delicacies that graced their table, the
clothes she wore, all bought on a special card at GUM.

Al this she had rgnored, just as shehad agnored the realines f



“To hell with that. | say we pull in Cherny and squeeze him
dry. )

‘Maybe,” Devlin said. ‘I'd have to check on that with
Ferguson. Let's give it another day.’

*All right,” McGuiness said with obvious reluctance. ‘I'll be
in touch, Liam. Closc touch.” And he went out through the
French windows.

Devlin poured another whiskey and sat there savouring it
and thinking, then he picked up the phone. He was about to
dial, then hesitated. He replaced the receiver, got the black
plastic box from the desk and switched it on. There was
no positive tesponse from the telephone, nor indeed from
anywhere in the room,

‘So,” he said softly, ‘Ferguson or McGuiness. It's one or
other of the buggers that it's down to.”

He dialled the Cavendish Square number and the receiver
was picked up at once. ‘Fox here.’

*Is he there, Harry?

*Not ar the moment. How was Paris?’

*A nice girl. 1 liked her. Dretty confused. Nothing more |

~ could do than present the facts. I gave her the marerial your
xman brought over. She took it, but I wouldn’t be too
iguine.’

‘I never was,” Fox said. *Will you be able to smooth things
down in Dublin?’

*McGuiness has already been to see me. He wants to move
on Cherny. Try some old-fashioned pressure.’

*That might be the best solution.’

*Jesus, Harry, but Belfast left its mark on you. Siill, you
could be right. I've stalled him for a day. If you want me, 1l
be here. I gave the girl my card, by the way. She thought 1
was a failed romantic, Harry. Have you ever heard the like?’

*You give a convincing imitation, but I've never bought it.’

Fox laughed and rang off. Devlin sat there for a while, a
frown on his face, then there was another tap on the French
window. It opened and Cussanc entered.

"Harry,” Devlin said, ‘vou're sent from heaven. As've often
told you, you make the best scrambled eggs in the world.’
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Tanya had a hot bath, hoping 1t would refax her. There was
aknock at the door and Narasha Rubenova entered, *Coffec?

“Thank you.” Tanya lay back m the warm, foamy water
and sipped the coffee gratefully.

Natasha pulled a small stool forward and sat down. *You
must be very careful, my love. You understand me?'

*Strange,” Tanya said. “No one has ever told me to be
cateful before.”

Tt occurred to her then that she had afways been sheltered
from the cold, ever since the mghtmare of Drumore that
surfaced only in her dreams. Maslovsky and his wafe had
been good parents. She had wanted for nothing. In 2 Marxist
soqety that had been envisaged in the great days of Lenin
and the rev olation a5 giving power to the people, power had
quickly becSme the prerogative of the few.

Saviet Russia had become an ehitist soctety m which who
You were was more important than what you were and she,
to all intenss and purposes, was Ivan Maslovsky's daughter.
The best housing, the supenior schools, her talent carefully
nuctured. Whn? she drove through Moscow to their counsry
:\:l;ﬁs? {xrrxul':; cl!‘l( 2 chauffeured hmousine, travelling 1n the

N ept open for the use of the imporsant pegrd~
n the hiecarchy, The delicacies thar grov=3 heir rable.
dloshes she wore, all bought on 2 spect " GUM.
All this she had ignored, ustasshet YT opeali. -



of the state trials of the Gulag. Just as she had turned from
the even harsher reality of Drumore, her father dead on the
street and Maslovsky in charge.

Natasha said, ‘You are all right?’

*Of course. Pass me a towel,’” Tanya wrapped it around
hersclf. ‘Did you notice the lighter that Turkin used when he
lit my cigarette?

‘Not particularly.’ o

‘It was by Cartier. Solid gold. Whar was it Orwell said in
that book of his? All animals are equal, but some are more
equal than others?’

‘Please, darling,” Natasha Rubenova was obviously agi-
tated. *You mustn’t say things like that.

*You're right.’ Tanya smiled. *I'm angry, that’s all. Now |
think 1 would like to sleep. T must be fresh for tonight's
concert.” They went into the other room and she got into the
bed, the towel around her. “They're still out there?’

*Yes.'

‘T'll sleep now.’

Natasha closed the curtains and went out. Tanya lay there
‘in the darkness thinking about things. The events of the past

w hours had been a shock in themselves, but strangely

* enough, the most significant thing had been the way in which
she had been treated. Tanya Voroninova, internationally
acclaimed artist, who had received the Medal of Culture from
Brezhnev himself, had felt the full weight of the Srate’s hand.
The truth was that for most of her life she had been somebody,
thanks to Maslovsky. Now it had been made plain that, when
the chips were down, she was just another cypher.

It was enough. She switched on the bedside lamp, reached
for her handbag and took out the packet which Devlin had
given her. The British passport was excellent; issued, accord-
ing to the date, three years before. There was an American
visa. She had entered that country twice, also Germany, Italy,
Spain and France one week previously. A nice touch. Her
name was Joanna Frank, bomm in London, professional
journalist. The photo, as Devlin had said, was an excellent
likeness. There were even one or two personal letters with
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her London address in Chelsea, an American Express credit
c}::rd and a Bnitish driver’s licence. They'd thought of every-
thing.
The alternanve routes were clearly outlined. There was the
durect plane flight from Pans to London, but that wasn’t on.
Surprising how cool and calculating she was now. Shé would
have only the shmmest of chances of getung away, if an
opportuntty presented itself at all, and she would be mussed
almost at once. They would have the airports covered 1n-
stantly.
It scemed obvious that the same would be true of the ferry
termmnals at Calars and Boulogne But the people 1n London
had indicated another way, one which might possibly be
overlooked. There was a teain service from Pans to Rennes,
chzngxhg there for 5t Malo on the Bnittany coast. From there,
a hydrofoil service to Jersey in the Channel Islands. And from
Jersey, there were several planes a day to London
She got up quietly, tiptoed into the bathroom and closed
the door. Then she lifted the recever on the wall tefephone
and called Reception They were extremely efficent. Yes,
there was a night train to Rennes, leaving the Gare du Nord
at eleven. In Rennes, there would be a delay, but she covld
bein $t Malo for breakfast Ample ime to catch the hydrofotl,
She flushed the toilet and went back tn the bedroom, rather
pleased with herself for she hadn’t quoted a room number or
given her name, The enquury could have come from any one
of hundreds of guests
*They're turning you 1nto a jungle ammal, Tanya,” she told
herself softly
She got her holdall bag from the wardrobe, the one she
used to take afl her bus and pieces to the concerts, She
couldn’t secrete much 1n there. It would show. She thought
about it for a while, then took out @ pair of soft suede boors
and rolled them up so they firted neatly in the bottom of the
bag She next took 2 black cotton jumpsmt from its hanger,
folded 1t and laid 1t 1n the case. She placed the concerro score
and the archestra parts she had been studying on top. *

So, nothing more to be done. She went to the window m/nj'~ .



peered out. It was raining again and she shivered, suddenly
lonely, and remembered Devlin and his strength. For a mo-
ment she thought of phoning him, but that was no good. Not
from here. They would trace the call in minutes the moment
they started checking. She went back to bed and switched off
the lamp. If only she could slecp for an hour or two. The face
surfaced in her consciousness: Cuchulain’s bone-white face
and dark eyes made sleep impossible.

*

She wore a gown in black velvet for the concert. It was by
Balmain and very striking with a matching jacket, The pearls
at her neck and the earrings were supposed to be lucky, a
gift by the Maslovskys before the finals of the Tchaikovsky
competition, her greatest triumph.

Natasha came in and stood behind her at the dressing table.
*Are you ready? Time's getting shart.” She put her hands on
Tanya’'s shoulders. ‘You fook lovely.’

*Thank you. I've packed my case.’

Narasha picked it up. *Have you put a towel in? You always
forger.” She zipped it open before Tanya.could protest, then

* froze. She looked at the girl, eyes wide.

‘Please?” Tanya said softly. “If I ever meant anything to
you.'

The older woman took a deep breath, went into the bath-
room and returned with a towel. She folded it and placed it
in the case and zipped it up. *So,” she said. ‘We are ready.’

*1s it still raining?’

4\'6.'

h:'lrcn I shan’t wear the velver cape. The trencheoat, |
think.”

Natasha took it from the wardrobe and draped it over her
shoulders. Tanya felt her hands tighten for 2 moment. ‘Now
we must go.”

Tanya picked up the case and opened the door and went
into the other room whete Shepilov and Turkin waired. They
both wore dinner jackets because of the reception after the
performance.
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“If 1 may be permitted the observation, you look supetb,
Comrade,’ Turkin told her. ‘A credit to our country.”

‘Spare me the compliments, Captain,” she said frostily. ‘1f
you wish to be of use, you can carry my case,” and the handed
it to him and walked out.

.

The Conservatorre concert hall was packed for this occasion
and when she walked on stage, the orchestra stood to greet
her and there was a storm of applause, the audience standing
also, following Prestdent Mitrerand's example,

She sat down, all noise faded. There was complete silence
as the conductor waited, baton ready and then it descended
and as the orchestra started to play, Tanya Voroninova's
hands nppled over the keyboard.

She was filed with a joy, an ecstasy almost, played as she
had never played in her life before with a new, vibrant energy
as if something which had been locked up in her for years
was now refeased. The orchestra responded as if trying to
match her so that at the end, in the dramatc finale to Rach-
maninov'’s superb concerto, they fused into 2 whole that
created an expertence to be forgotten by few people who were
there that night.

The cry from the audience was different from anything she
had experienced m her life before. She stood faaing them, the
orchestra standing behind her, all clapping and someone
threw a flower on the stage, and more followed as women
unpinned their corsages.

She went off to the side and Natasha, waiting, tears srream-
ing down her checks, flung her arms around her, ‘Babushka,
you were wonderful. The best 1 ever heard.”

Tanya hugged her fiescely. 1 know. My mght, Natasha,
the one night | can take on the whole world 1f sieed be and
come out ahead of the game,” and she turned and wenr

back on stage o an audhence that refused 1o stop applaud-
ng.



Frangois Mitterand, President of the Republic of France, took
both her hands and kissed them warmly. ‘Mademoisclle, 1
salute you, An extraordinary performance.’

‘You are more than kind, Monsicnr le Président, she
answered in his own language. -

The crowd pressed close as champagne was offered and
cameras flashed as the President toasted her and then intro-
duced her to the Minister of Culture and. athers. She was
aware of Shepilov and Turkin by the door, Nikolai Belov
talking to them, handsome in velvet evening jacket and ruffled
shirt. He raiscd his glass in a toast and moved towards her.
She glanced at her watch. It was just after ten, If she was to
£0, it must be soon. ‘

Belov reached for her right hand and kissed it. *Tremendous
stuff. You should get angry more often.’

‘A point of view.’ She took another glass of chanipagne
from a waiter. ‘Everyone who is anyone in the diplomatic
corps seems to be here. You must be pleased. Quite a trinmph.’

“Yes, but then, we Russians have always had a soul for
music lacking in certain other peoples.’

~.. She glanced around. ‘Where's Natasha®'
T . *Over there with the Press. Shall I ger her?’

‘Not necessary. | need to go to the dressing room for a
moment, but I can manage perfectly well on my own,’

*Of course.” He nodded to Turkin who came across. ‘Sec
Comrade Voroninova to her dressing room, Turkin, Wait for
her and escort her back.” He smiled at Tanya. *We don't want
you to get hurt in the crush.’

The crowd opened for her, people smiling, raising their
glasses, and Turkin followed her along the narrow corridor
until they came to the dressing room,

She opened the door. *I presume 'm permitted 1o go to the
toilet?’

He smiled mockingly. *If you insist, Comrade.’

He took out a cigarette and was lighting it as she closed
the door. She didn't lock it, simply kicked off her shocs,
pulled off the jacket and unzipped that lovely dress, allowing
it to fall ro the floor. She had the jumpsuit out of her case in
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2 moment, was into it within seconds, zipping it up and
pulling on the suede boots. She picked up the trencheoat and
handbag, moved inte the toilet, closed the door and locked

1.

She had checked the window earlier. It was large enough
to get out of and opened into a small yard on the ground
floor of the Conservatotre. She climbed up on the seat and
P T L R PR P PR

shewas hurrymg along the Rue de Madnd lookmg fora uxl.



@)
@

DEVLIN WAS WATCHING a late night movie on television when
the phone rang. The line was surprisingly clear, so much so
that at first he thought it must be local.
*Professor Devlin?
*Yes.'
‘It’s Tanya — Tanya Voroninova.'
*Where are you?” Devlin.demanded.
*The Gare du Nord. Paris. I've only got a couple of minutes.
P'm catching the night train to Rennes.’
*To Rennes?' Devlin was bewildered. “What in the world
would you be going there for?*
‘ change trains there for St Malo, 'l be there at breakfast
time. There's a hydrofoil to Jersey. That’s as good as being
“in England. Once there, I'm safe. I'll catch a plane for London.
[ only had minutes to give them the slip, so it seemed likely
the ather routes your people supplied would be blocked.’
*So, you changed your mind, Why?'
‘Let’s just say I've realized | ke you and I don't like them.
It doesn’t mean [ hate my country. Only some of the peaple
in it. I must go.’
Il contact London,” Devhin sard. *Phone me from Rennes,
and good luck.’
The line went dead. He stood there, holding the receiver,
a slight ironic smule on his face, 2 kind of wonderment.
‘Would you look at that now?" he said softly. *A girl ta take
home to your mother and that's a fact.’
He dialled the Cavendish Square number and it was
answered almost at once. *Ferguson here.’ He sounded cross.
*Would you by any chance be sitting in bed watching the
old Bogart movie on the television?” Devlin enquired.
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‘Dear God, are you going into the clairvoyance business
now?’

‘Well, you can switch it off and get out of bed, you old
bastard. The game’s afoot with a vengeance.’

Ferguson's voice changed. *What are you saymg?®

“That Tanya Voroninova’s done a bunk. She's just phoned
me from the Gare du Nord. Catching the night train to
Rennes Change for St Malo. Hydrofoil to Jersey in the
morming She thought the other routes might be blocked."

*Smart girl,” Ferguson said. “They’ll pull every tnick in the
book to get her back *

‘She's going to phone me when she gers to Rennes. |
presume, at a guess, that would be about three-thirty or
maybe four o'clock.’

Ferguson said, ‘Stay by the phone I'll get back to you."

In his flat, Harry Fox was just about to get into the shower
before gomng to bed when the phone rang He answered 1t,
cursing. It had been a long day. He needed some sleep.

‘Harry?"

He came alert at once at the sound of Fetguson's voice,
“Yes, sir?”

“Get yourself over here We've got work to do.”

Cussane was working in his study on Sunday’s sermon when
the sensor device hinked to the apparatus in the attic was
activated. By the time he was up there, Devlin was off the
phone. He played the tape back, hstening mtently, When it
was finished, he sat there, thinking about the implications
which were all bad.

He went down to the study and phoned Chemy direct.
When the Professor answered, he said, ‘It’s me. Are you
alone?

“Yes Just about to go to bed Where arc you nnging
from?

*My place. We've got bad trouble. Now listen care’

When he was fimished, Chemny said, “lt gets word
do you want me to do?”
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“Speak to Lubov now. Tell him to make contact with Belav
in Paris at once. They may be able to stop her’

‘And if not?’

*Then I'll have to handle it myself when she gets here, I'l
keep in touch, so stay by the phone.”

He poured himself a whiskey and stood in front of the fire.
Strange, but he still saw her as chac scrawny little giel in the
rain all those years ago.

He raised his glass and said soltly, ‘Here's 1o you, Tanya
Vaoroninova. Now, let’s see if you can give those bastaeds a
run for their money.”

»

Within five minutes, Turkin had realized something was badly
wrang, had entered the dressing room and discovered the
locked toilet door. The silence which was the only answer to
his urpent knocking made him break down the door. The
empty toilet, the window, told all. He clambered through,
dropped into the yard and went into the Rue de Madrid.
There was not a sign of her and he went roiind to the fromt
of the Conscrvatoire and in through the main entrance, black
rage in his heart, His career ruined, his veey life on the line
now because of that damned woman.

Belov was on another glass of champagne, deep in conver-
sation with the Minister of Culture, when Turkin tapped him
on the shoulder. ‘Sorry to interrupt, Coloncl, but could I have
a word?" and he took him into the nearest corner and broke
the bad news,

-

»

Nikolai Belov had always found that adversity brought out
the best in him, He had never heen one to cry over spilt milk.
At his office at the Embassy, he sat behind the desk and faced
Natasha Rubenova. Shepilov and Turkin stood by the
door,

‘I ask you apain, Comrade," he said to her. ‘Did she say
anything to you? Surely you of al} people would have had
some idea of her intentions?
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She was distressed and tearful, all quite genuine, and it
helped her to lic easily. *I'm as much at a loss as you are,
Comrade Colonel.”

He sighed and nodded (o Turkin who moved up behind
her, shoving her down 1nto a chair. He pulled off his right
glove and squeczed her neck, pinching 2 nerve and sending a
wave of appalling pain through her.

‘I ask you agan,” Nikola: Belov said gently. *Please be
sensible, I hate this kind of thing,”

Natasha, filled with pain, rage and hunuliation, did the
bravest thing of her Iife. ‘Please! Comrade, I swear she told
me nothing! Nothing!”

She screamed again as Turkin's finger found the nerve and
Belov waved a hand ‘Enough. I'm sansfied she’s telling the
truth, What would her purpose be m lying?

She sat there, huddled, weeping and Turkin said, *What
now, Comrade?’

*We have the atrports fully covered. No possible flight she
could have taken yet.’

‘And Calais and Boulogne?*

*Our people are already on their way by road. The soonest
she could leave from both places would be on one of the
morning fernes and they will be there before those leave.”

Shepilov, who seldom spoke, said quictly, ‘Excuse me,
Comrade Colonel, but have you considered the fact that she
may have sought asylum at the Brish Embassy?”

*Of course,’ Belov told hum. ‘As 1t happens, since June of
last year, we have a survellance system operaung at the
entrance durning the hours of darkness for rather obvious
reasons. She has certainly not appeared there yet and 1f she
does so .. . he shrugged.

The door opened and irana Vronsky hurned 1n. “Lubov
direct from Dubhn for you, Comrade Mosturgent. Theradio
foom have patched it through. Line one.’

Belov picked up the phone and listened. When he finally
put it down, he was smiling. *So far so good. She’s on the
night train to Rennes. Let's have a look at the map." He
nodded to Natasha. ‘Take her out, Iranz”



Turkin said, ‘But why Rennes?

. Belov found it on the map on the wall. “To change trains
for St Malo. From there she will catch the hydrofoil to Jecsey
in the Channel Islands.’

*British soil?”

*Exactly. Jersey, my dear Turkin, may be small, but it is
very possibly the most important off-shore finance base in
the world. They have an excellent airport, several flights a
day to London and many other places.”

*All right,” Tuckin said. ‘“We must drive to St Malo. Get
there ahead of her!’

*Just 2 moment. Let’s have a look in Michelin,’ Belov found
the red guide in the 1op left hand drawer of his desk and
leafed through.

‘Here we are — St Malo, Three hundred and seventy-rwo
miles from Paris and a great deal of thar through the Brittany
countryside. Impossible to get there by car now, not in time.
Go along to Bureau Five, Turkin. Let’s see if theyve got
anyane we can use in St Malo. And you, Shepilov, Tell lrana
want all the informarion she has on Jersey. Airpors, harbour,

plane and boat schedules and so on ~ and hurry.’

At Cavendish Square, Kim was making up the fire in the
sitting room while Ferguson, in an old towelling robe, sat at
the desk working his way through a mass of papers.

The Gurkha srood up. ‘Coffee, Sahib?'

*God, no, Kim. Tea, nice and fresh and keep it coming and
some sort of sandwiches. Leave it to you.’

Kim went out and Harry Fox hurried in from the study.
*‘Right, sir, here's the scare, She'll have a stopover at Rennes
for almost two hours. From there to St Malo is seventy miles.
She'll acrive at seven-thiery.”

*‘And the hydrofoil?’

‘Leaves at cight-fifteen. Takes about an hour and a quarter.
There's a time change, of course, so it arrives in Jersey ar
cight-thirty our time. There’s 2 flight from Jersey 10 London,
Heathrow, at ten minates past ten. She'll have plenty of time
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to catch thar. It’s a small island, sir. Only Rfreen munutes ta
cab from the harbour to the airpore.”

*No, she can’t be alone, Harrv, I'want her met. You'll have
1o go over first thing. There must be a breakfast plane.”

*Unfortunareh it doesn’t get 1ato Jerser untid minestwenty,”

Ferguson said, "Damnanon”™ and banged his fist on the
desk as Kim entered carnng a tray contamng tea things and
aplate of newly cut sandwiches that gas e oft the unmrstakable
odour of gnlled bacon

“There 1s a possibility, sir

‘What's thar®

"My cousin, Alex, sir Alexander Martin M) second coustn
acrually He lives in Jersey. Something in the finance industry
Married a local garl*

*Martin® Ferguson frowned “The name's tamiliar *

‘It would be, sir We've used bim before When he was
working for a merchant banker here n the aity, he did a lot
of traveling Geneva, Zunich, Berlin, Rome *

“‘He 1sn’t on the active list>

‘No, sit We used him as a bagman manly, though there
was an madent 1n East Berlin three years ago when things
got out of hand and he behaved rather well *

‘] remember now,’ Ferguson said ‘Supposed to pick up
documents from a woman contact and when he found she
was blown, he brought her out through Checkpoint Charhie
i the boot of hus car.’

“That's Alex, sit Short service commussion in the Welsh
Guards, three tours in Ireland. Qurte an accomphshed mu-
stcian Plays the piano rather well. Mad as a hatter on a good
day. Typically Welsh.”

‘Get him? Ferguson said. ‘Now, Harry.' He had a hunch
abour Martin and suddenly felt much more cheerful. He
helped himself to one of the bacon sandwiches. °I say, these
are really rather good.’

Alexander Martin was thirty-seven, a tall, rather handsome
man with 3 deceptively lazy look to hum. He was och gvm
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to smiling tolerantly, which he needed to do in the profession
of investment broker which he had taken up on moving to
Jersey cightcen months previously. As he had told his wife,
Joan, on more than one occasion, the trouble with being in the
investment business was that it threw you into the company of
the rich and, as a class, he disliked them heartily.

Still, life had its compensations. He was an accomplished
pianist if not a great one. If he had been, life might have been
rather different. He was seated at the piano in the living room
of his pleasant house in St Aubin overlooking the sea, playing
alittle Bach, ice-cold, brilliant stuff that requited total concen-
tration. He was wearing a dinner jacket, black tie undone at
the neck. The phone rang for several moments before it
penetrated his consciousness. He frowned, realizing the lare-
ness of the hour and picked it up.

‘Martin here.’

*Alex? This is Harry. Harry Fox.”

*Dear God!” Alex Martin said.

‘How are Joan and the kids?’
~ ‘In Germany for a week, staying with her sister. Her hus-

«’s a major with your old mob. Detmold.’

*So, you're on your own? | thought you'd be in bed.’

*Just in from a late function. Martin was very much awake
now, all past expetience telling him this was not a sodial call.
‘Okay, Harry. What is this?’

*We need you, Alex, rather badly, but not like the other
times. Right there in Jersey,'

Alex Martin laughed in astonishment. ‘In Jerscy? You've
got to be joking.’

*Gisl called Tanya Voroninova. Have you heard of her?’

*‘Of course I damn well have,” Martin told him. ‘One of the
best concert pianists to come along for years. 1 saw her
perform at the Albert Hall in fast season’s promenade con-
certs. My office gets the Paris papers cach day. She's there on
a concert tour at the moment.’

*No she isn’t,” Fox said. ‘By now, she'll be half-way 1o
Rennes on the night train. She's defecting, Alex.’

‘She’s what?’
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Marun saw ut all sow. *And you want me to meet
her?”

*Exactly. Straight to the airport and bundle her on to the
ten-ten to Heathrow and that’s st. We'll meet her this end.
‘Wil that give you any problem?*

‘Certainly not. [ know what she looks like. In fact, I think
I've still got the programme from her concert at the Proms.
Thete's a photo of her on that.”

*Fine," Fox told him. ‘She's phoming a contact of ours when
she gets into Rennes We'll warn her to expect you.'

Ferguson said, *‘Give me the phone. Ferguson here.'

*Hello, sit,’ Martin said.

‘We're very grateful.”

‘Nothing to 1, sir. Just one thing. What about the oppo-
sition?”

Shouldn’t be any. KGB will be wainng at all the obvious
bolt holes Charles de Gaulle, Calass, Boulogne. Highly un-
Dkely they’ll be on to this one. I'll hand you back to Harry
now.’

Fox said, ‘We'll stay close, Alex. I'll give you this number
in case of any problems '

Martn wrote 1t down. ‘Should be a piece of cake. Make
a nice change from the investment business, I'll be in
touch.’

He was totally awake now and deaidedly cheerful. No hope
of sleep, Things were looking up He poured humself a vodka
and tomic, and went back to hus Bach at the piano.

Bureau Five was that section of the Soviet Embassy i Pans
that dealt with the French Commurust Party, infiltration ?f
trade unions and so on Turkin spent hatf an hour with their
e on St Malo and the immediate acea, but came up with
nothing.

“The trouble 15, Comrade,” he told Belov when be mumcdfl ‘






Surprising herself, Tanya managed to sleep for most of the
train journey and had to be prodded into wakefulness by two
young students who had travelled next to her all the way
from Paris It was three-thirty and very cold on the stanon
platform ar Rennes although it had stopped raining. The
students knew of an all-mght café outside the station in the
Boulevard Beaumont and showed her the way. It was warm
and tviting 1n there, not too many people. She ordered
coffee and an omelette and went to call Deviin on the public
telephone.

.

Devlin, who had been waiting anxiously, said, *Are you all
right?

‘Fine,’ she said. ‘T even slept on the train. Don't worry.
They can’t have any 1dea where I am When will J see you
agamn?*

*Soon,” Devhin told her. *We've got to get you to London
safely first. Now listen to me. When the hydrofoil gets 1nto
Jersey, you'll be met by a man called Martin Alexander
Martin, Apparently he’s a bit of a fan of yours so he knows
what you look hike."

‘I see. Anything else?

“Not feally,”

‘Good, then I'll get back to my omelette, Professor.”

She rang off and Devlin replaced the receiver. A girl and a
half, he told himself as he went into the kichen, In the cortage,
Harry Cussane was already phoming Paul Chemy.

Croix was a small airfield with a control tower, two hangars
and three nrssen huts, headquarters of an aero club but also
used by Pierre Lebel to operate hus air taxa service. Lebel was
a dark, t2aturn man who never asked questons if the pnce
ws right. He had flown for Belov on a number of occasions
and knew Tuekin and Shepilov well. He hadn's the slightest
1dea that they were Russian. Something nllegzl. abour them,
he'd always though, but as long as 1t didn't invohe dmgs( 7
s
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and the run down to Bel Royaland aloz r.:t%v Gual carrizgeway
of Victoria Avenue tock lirle more than ten minutes. Tn:
sun was coming up now and the view across St Aubin's
was specracolar, the tide in so that r.hz.;t:th C_tt.-: i e
rock was surroundad by water. Ahead of them was the tows,

the harbour breakwarer, cranes lifdng into th: sky in the
distance.

The driver rurned in by the car park at the end of the
esplanads, *Here weare, gentlemen. The weighbridge. Tnere's
the rourist office. Open later if you need information. The
café is just across the road over there zround the cornzr. We'll
call that three pounds.”

Turkin, who had bezen supplied with several hundred
pounds in English banknotes by Irana, took a fiver from his
walles. *Keep it. You've been very kind. Where's the marina
from here?

The driver pointed. *Far end of the harbour. Yor can walk
round.’

Turkin noddad to the breakwarer sretching out into the
bay. ‘And the boats come in there?

“That's righe. Albert Quay. You can see the car ferry ramp

. from here. H\'dm‘o {Is berth further along”
*Good.” Turkin said. *Many thanks.

They gor out and the cab moved away. There wasa pub.u
toilet a few yards away; withous a v.o-d, Turkin lad the way
in and Shepilov followed. Turkin opensd his holdall and
burrowed tnder the clothing it coatained, prising up the fake
bottom to reveal two handguns. He slippzd ons in his pocket
and gave S‘x pilov the other, The weapons were auromatcs.
each gun i :d with a silencer.

Turkin Zipped up his holdall. *So far so good. Let’s take a
took at the marina.’

\-g

L

There were several hundred boats moored there of every
thape and sive: vachts, motor cruisers, speedboats, They
found the office of a boat hire frm ezsily enough, bat it was
no: open yei.
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“Too early,” Turkin said. ‘Let’s go down and have a look
round.’

They walked along one of the swaying pontoons, boats
moored on either side, paused, then turned into another.
Things had always worked for Turkin. He was agreat behever
in tus destny. The nonsense over Tanya Voronmova had
been an unfortunare hiccup 1n his career, but soon to be put
right, he was confident of that And now, fate took a hand
in the game.

There was 2 motor cruiser moored at the end of the pon-
toon, dazzlingly white with a blue band above the watermark.
The name on the stern was L’Alowette, registered Granville,
which he knew was a port along the coast from St Malo. A
couple came out on deck talking 1n French, the man tall and
bearded with glasses. He wore 2 dark ceefer coat The woman
wore jeans and a similar coat, a scarf around her head

As the man helped her over the rail, Turkin heard him say,
‘We'll walk round to the bus station. Get a taxi from there
to the airport. The flight to Guernsey leaves at eight.”

‘What nme are we booked back?” she asked.

*Four o’clock. We'll have time for breakfast at.the airport.”

They walked away. Shepilov said, *What 1s Guernsey?*

‘The next 13land," Turkn told him. ‘I read about it 1n the
gmdebook There’s an inter-island flying service several imes
aday. It only takes fifteen minutes. A day out for rounsts.”

‘Are you thinking what I am?* Shepilov enquired.

‘It’s a nice boat,” Turkun said, ‘We could be sn St Malo and
on our way hours before those rwo get back this afternoon.”
He took out a pack of French aigarettes and offered one to
his companion. ‘Give them time to move away, then we'll
check.”

They took a walk around the pontoons, returning in ten
minutes and going on board. The door to the companioaway
which led below was locked. Shepilov produced a spring
blade kmife and foreed 1t expertly. There were two cabins
neatly furished, a saloon and a galley. They went back on
deck and tried the wheelhouse. The door to that was open.

‘No ignition key,' Shepilov said. /)
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‘No problem. Give me your knife.” Turkin worked his way
up behind the control panel and pulled down several wires.
It took only a moment to make the right connection and
when he pressed the starter button, the engine turned over at
once. He checked the fuel gauge. ‘Tank’s three quarters full.’
He unfastened the wires again. ‘You know, I think this is our
day, Ivan,” he said to Shepilov.

They walked back round to the other side of the harbour
and turned along the top of the Albert Quay, pausing ar the
end to look down at the hydrofoil berth.

*Excellent.” Turkin looked at his watch. ‘Now all we have
to do is wait. Let’s find that café and try some breakfast.’

»

At St Malo, the Condor hydrofoil moved out of the harbour
past the Mole des Noires. Tt was almost full, mainly French
tourists visiting Jersey for the day to judge from the conver-
sations Tanya overheard. Once out of harbour, the hydrofoil
started to lift, increasing speed, and she gazed out into the
morning fecling exhilarated. She'd done it. Beaten all of them.
Once in Jersey, she was as good as in London. She leaned
back in the comfortable seat and closed her eyes.

Alex Martin turned his big Peugeot estate car on to the Albert
Quay and drove along until he found a convenient parking
place, which wasn't casy for the car ferry was in from Wey-
mouth and things were rather busy. He had not slept ar all
and was beginning to feel the effects, although a good break-
fast had helped and a cold shower. He wore navy-blue slacks,
a polo neck sweater in the same colour and a sports jacket in
pale blue tweed by Yves St Lautent. Partly this was a desire
to make an impression on Tanya Voroninova. His music
meant an enormous amount to him and the chance to meet
a performer he admired so much was of more importance to
him than cither Ferguson or Fox could have imagined.

His hair was still a little damp and he ran his fingers through
it, suddenly uneasy. He opened the glove compartment of the
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Peugeot and took out the handgun he found there. It was a
.38 Smuth and Wesson Special, the Airweight model with the
two inch barrel, a weapon much favoured by the CIA. Six
years before, he'd taken 1t from the body of a Protestant
terrorist in Belfast, a member of the outlawed UVF. The man
had tried to kill Martin, had almost succeeded. Martin had
kilied hum wmstead It had never worned tum, thar was the
strange thing. No regrets, no nightmares.

‘Come off 1t, Alex,” he said softly. “This 15 Jersey.”

Butthe fecling wouldn't go away, Belfastall over again, that
touch of unease. Remembering an old trick from undercover
days, he shipped the gun mto the waistband at the small of
his back. Frequently even a body search mrssed a weapon
secreted there,

He sat smoking a aigarette, listening to Radio Jersey on the
car radio, until the hydrofoil moved tn through the harbour
entrance. Even then, he didn’t get out There were the usual
formalities to be passed through, customs and so on. He
warted unul the first passengers emerged from the exit of the
passenger terrmnal then got out and moved forward. He
recognized Tanya at once mn her black jumpsuit, the trench-
coat over her shoulders like a cloak

He moved forward 1o meet her ‘Miss Voroninova?® She
examined him wanly “Or should I say Miss Frank>

‘Who are you?

‘Alexander Marnn I'm here to see you get on your plane
safely. You'te booked on the ten-past-ten to London. Plenzy
of ime*

She put a hand on his arm, relaxing completely, unaware
of Turkin and Shepilov on the other side of the road against
the wall, backs parmally rumned *You've nio idea how good
itis to see a fnendly face.’

*This way.” He guided her to the Peugeot. *I saw you play
the Emperor at the Proms ar the Albert Hall Jast year. You
were amazing.’

He put her into the passenger seat, went round o the other
side and got behind the wheel. " .

‘Do you play yourself?* she asked, as if by instinct.






at the rear and found the Airwcight. *Would you look at
that?* he said to Shepilov, *“Amateur. 1 noticed some cord in
the galley. Getat.”

Shepilov was soon back. *And once at sea, it's the deep
six>* Martin enquired

*Something hike that,” Turkin turned to Shepilov. “Tie lim
up. We'd better get out of here fast. Ill get the engine started.’

He went up the companionway. Tanya had stopped trem-
bling, her face pale, rage in her eyes and desperation. Martn
shook his head a fraction and Shepilov kneed him painfully
in the rear. *Up you come, hands behind you.” Martin could
fecl the muzzle of the silencer agasnst fus back. The Russian
said to Tanya, “Tie hts wrists *

Martin satd, ‘Don’t they ever teach you chaps anything?
You never stand that close to anyone.”

He swung, prvoting to the left, away from the barrel of the
gun, It coughed once, dnlling a hole n the bulkhead. His
right hand caught the Russian’s wrist, twisting 1t up and
round, taut as a steel bar, Shepilov grunted and dropped the
weapon and Martin’s clenched left fist descended in a hammer
blow, snapping the arm

Shepilov cried out, dropping to one knee. Martin bent
down and picked up the gun and miraculously, the Russian’s
other hand swung up, the blade of the spning kmfe flashing.
Marun blocked 1t, aware of the sudden pain as the blade sliced
through his sleeve, drawing blood He punched Shepilov on
the jaw, knuckles extended and kicked the kmfe under the
seat.

Tanya was on her fect, but already there were hurned steps
on deck. ‘Ivan? Turkin called.

Martin put a finger to hus lips to the girl, brushed past her
and went into the galley A small ladder led to the forward
hatch, He opened it and went out on deck as he heard Turkin
start down.

It had begun to rain, a fine mist dnfrng in from the sea as
he stepped lightly across the deck to the entrance of the
compamonway. Turkin had reached the bortom and sxood'f,

there, gun 1n hus nighe hand as he peered cautiously into the
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saloon. Martin didn't make a sound, gave him no chance at
all. He simply extended his pistol and shot him neatly through
the right arm. Turkin cried our, dropped his weapon and
staggered into the saloon and Martin went down the com-
panionway.

Tanya moved to join him. Martn picked up Turkin's gun
and put it in his pocket. Turkin leaned against the table,
clutching his arm, glaring at him. Shepilov was just pulling
himself up and sank on to the bench with a groan. Martin
swung Turkin round and searched his pockets until he found
his gun. He turned to Turkin again.

‘1 was careful with the arm. You aren’t going to die — yer.
I don’t know who owns this boat, but you obviously meant
to leave in it, you and chummy here. I'd get on with it if |
were you. You'd only be an embarrassment to our people
and I'm sure they'd like you back in Moscow. You ought to
be able to manage between you.”

‘Bastard!" Peter Turkin said in despair.

‘Not in front of the lady,” Alex Martin told him. He pushed
Tanya Voroninova up the companionway and turned. ‘As a
matter of interest, you two wouldn't last one bad Saturday
night in Belfast,” then he followed the girl up to the deck.

When they reached the Peugeot, he ook off his jacker
gingerly. There was blood on his shirt sleeve and he fished
out his handkerchief. *‘Would you mind doing what you can
with that?

She b?und it around the stash tightly. “What kind of a man
are vou?'

‘Well, I prefer Mozare myself,” Alex Martin said as he
pulled on his jacket. ' say, would you look at that?*

Beyond, on the outer edge of the marina, L'Alosstte was
moving out of the harbour. “They're leaving.’ Tanya said.

“Poor sads,” Martin told her. “Their next posting will prob-
ably be the Gulag after this.’ He handed her into the Peugeot
and smiled cheerfully as he got behing the wheel. *‘Now let's
£t you up to the airport, shall we?'

»



At Heathrow Airport’s Terminal One, Harry Fox sat in the
secunity office, drank 2 cup of tes and enjoyed 2 cigaretre
with the duty sergeant. The phone rang, the sergeant
answered, then passed 1t across.

*Harry?" Ferguson said.

*Siz.”

‘She made it. She’s on the plane, Just left Jersey.”

*No problems, sie?*

“Not if you exclude a couple of GRU bogeymen snatching
her and Marun off the Albers Quay.®

Fox said, *“What happened?*

‘He managed, that’s what happened. We'll have to use that
young man again, You did say he was Guards>"

*Yes, sir. Welsh."

‘Thought so. One can always tell,” Ferguson satd cheetfully
and rang off.

.

*No, Madame, nothing to pay,' the steward said to Tanya as
the onc-eleven chimbed into the sky away from Jersey. “The
bar 1s free. What would you like? Vodka and tonic, gin and
orange? Or we have champagne *

Free champagne Tanya nodded and took the frosted glass
he offered her. To a new life, she thought and then she said
softly, “To you, Alexander Martin,” and emptied the glass in
a long swallow.

Luckily, the housekeeper had the day off. Alex Martin dis-

posed of his shurt, pushing 1t 10 the bortom of the garbage in

one of the bins, then went to the bathroom and cleaned his

?rm. It really needed sutching, but to go to the hospital would
“ . R AP
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His wife sad, *Darling, I phoned the office and they 83i
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Ar Coevons Ao urn, Feopman wat aaamad at the ik
Balding the eriephone, face grave when Hamn ban caone
from the stody wirh a tefex pesage. Fergusan made a quink
gesture wath one hamd, then sand, “Thank vou, Munter, ant
replaced the revener

“Trouble, sir* Fox asked

*As far as I'm concerned it 1s. The Foreign Office have pont
raformed me that the Pope’s visiz s defimtelv on The Vatian
will make an announcement within the aext few houre What
have you got?”

“Telex, sir Informanon on the Task forve’s progrew, The
bad news 1s that HMS Antelope has finally sunk $he way
bombed by Skyhawks yesterday. The good news i that aeven
Argentinnan jets have been brought down

‘I'd be happier about that if I saw the wreckage, Harty,
Probably half that figure in actualicy. Battle of Beltain all i er
again.’

‘Pethaps, sir Everybody claims a hit in the heat af the
moment It can be confusing.

Ferguson stood up and ht one of hiv chepoote, *F dow’y
know, sometimes the bloody roof just seems to fall in For
got the Pope coming, which we could well have done withnit,
Cuchulain sell an the loose over there, and now fhis pon
sense about the Argennintans tryng, to buy Fxocrt mivilre
on the black market in Pars Orders have gone thiivigh
to pull Tony Villicrs from behind enemy lines i the 1 1%
lands> { i
‘No problem, sir He's being, off Joaded by submat ..
Ursguay Flying from Monteviden by Alf 1ance dr
Paris. Should be there tomosrow.’
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‘Good. You'll have to go over on the shuttle. Brief him
thoroughly, then get straight back here.’

“Will that be cncugh, sir?'

‘Good God, yes. You know what Tony’s like when he gets
moving. Hell on wheels. He'll sort the opposition out over
there; no problem. I nced you here, Harry, What about the
Voroninova girl?

‘As 1 told you, sir, we stopped off at Harrods on the way
from Heathrow to get her a few things. Only had what she
stood up in)

‘She’ll be broke, of course,” Ferguson said. ‘We'll have to
tap the contingency fund.’

*As 3 marter of fact that won't be necessary, sir. It scems
she has a very substantial bank account here, Record royalties
and so on, She certainly won't have any difficulty in earning
her living, They'll be clamouring for her, all the impresarios,
when they know she's available.”

“That will have to wait. She's very definitely to stay under
wraps untit T say so. What's she like?”

‘Very nice indeed, sir. | settled her into the spare room and
she was having a bath.’

‘Yes, well don’t let’s make her too comfortable, Harry, We
want to get on with this thing. I've heard from Deviin and it
seems another of McGuiness's hatcher men, the one who was
supposed to be keeping an eye on Cherny, has turned up in
the Liffey. He doesn’r waste time, our friend.’

‘I see, sir,’ Fox smd. ‘So what are you suggesting?”’

*We'll get her over to Dublin now ~ this afternoon. You
can escort her, Harry. Hand her over to Devlin at the airport,

_then get back here. You can go to Paris on the morning
shuttle.’

Fox said mildly, ‘She might just feel like sitting down for
a moment. Taking a deep breath. That sort of thing.’

‘So would we all, Harry, and if that's 2 subtle way of telling
me how you feel, then all I can say is you should have taken
that job they offered you at your uncle’s merchant bank. Start
at ten, finish at four.

‘And terribly, terribly baring, sir.’
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Kim opened the door at that moment and ushered in Tanya
Voroninova. Her eyes were slightly hollowed, but she looked
surprnisingly well, the general effect enhanced by the blue
cashmere sweater and neat tweed skirt she had purchased at
Harrods, Fox made the introductions.

‘Miss Voroninova. A great pleasure,” Ferguson said.
‘You've certainly had an active ime of 1t. Please sit down.*

She sat on the couch by the fire. *Have you any 1dea what's
happenng in Panis?* she asked.

*Not yet,’ Fox said. “We'll find out in the end, but if you
want an educated guess, the KGB never care for farlure at the
best of times and 1f we consider your foster-father’s special
interest 1n this case . . ." He shrugged. ‘I wouldn’t care to be
in Turkin or Shepilov's shoes.”

*Even such 2 shrewd old campaigner as Nikola Belov wall
have difficulty surviving this one,’ Ferguson putn.

‘So, what happens now?’ she asked. ‘Do I see Professor
Devlin again?”

'Yes bux !hat mezns ﬂymg over m Dublin. I know your
. L

L A
meet you at Dublin Awrport.’

She was still on a hugh, and somchow 1t seemed a part of
what had already happened *“When do we leave?”

.

“The early evening plane,’ Devhin said. ‘Sure, I'll be there No
problem.

*You'll make your own arrangements about the necesszn
meeting with McGuiness so that she can look at whane
photos or other matenal they want to show her?*

*I'll take care of it,” Deviin sad.

‘Sooner rathet than later,’ Ferguson told him £

‘L hear and obey, O Genie of the lamp,’ Devir i ~aw
let me talk to her.!

Ferguson handed her the phone, Tanyz us 7otesve
Devlin? What s 122*
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‘T've just heard from Pars. The Mon
over her face S:c vou soon.”

»
And in Moscow imporzant things had been h“;::x'r*g that

morning. Events tha' were to affect the whole of Russiz an
world polmcs generally, for Yurd Andropov. head of the KGB

Lu

&

since 1967, was named Secretary of the Cor .....4... Pz
Central Commines. He il inhabirad his old ofice 2t KGB
headquarters at Dzethinsky Sqnare and it was there that he
summoned Mastovsky just aftc. noon. The Generzl stood in
front of the desk, filled with foreboding, for Andropov was
possibly the only man he had ever known of whom he was
genuinely afraid. Andropov was writing. his pen seraschin
the paper. He ignored Maslovsky for a while, then spo.\:
without looking up.

“There is liwle point in seferring to the gross Ineffidency
shown by vour department in the martter of the Cuchulain
affair”

*Comrade” Maslovsky didnt attempt o defend hime
self.

;" "Youhave given orders that he is ro be eliminared rogether
with Chemny¥
"Yes, Comrade.” .

“The sooner the betwter) Andropov paused, removed his
glasses and ran a hand over his orch*ai ‘Then there is the
matzer of vour foster-daughter. She is now safely in London
due to the bungling of vour ;;:*op‘.c.‘

*Yes, Comrade.”

“From which drv Brigadier Ferguson is having her flown
to Dublin, where the IRA intend 10 give her any help she
needs to id»«ulf\ Cechulain? 7

‘That would appear to be the case” Madlovsky said
weakly. '

‘The Provisional IRA is a facdst organizatien 2s far zs

ﬂcomc*n*d.ho, pelessly tainted by e inks with the Catholic
Church, and Ta-xva Voroninova is a traitor to her caunty,

Teals Foite phoeye

her party and her class. You will send an immediate signal to

Veata
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e oan Lubov i Dubbn He wdl ehrmnate dar ay well an
Cheray a=d Cuchulea®

He replaend bus glasseq prckad up by en andd stanied
o wrrs agr Madovsky sand i a doane ey "Phane,
Corrade, pethaps .. .0

Andropor glancad up 1 surpene, Does iy onker gae vou
some sort of problem, Comeade General®

Maslovsky, wilting under those cold evey, shoab hix he ul
hurniedly. *No, of course not, Comrade,” and he turied amt
went out, feching just the shghtest teemor i hiv liraba,

At the Soviet Embassy in Dublin, Lubov had alteady receivedd
a signal from Pans informing him that Lanya Veronmaya
had shipped the net. He was sull in the radio room digeatiog
this starthng picce of news when the secomd agnal came
through, the one from Maslovsky i Moscow  [he aperainr
recorded 1t, placed the tape sn the machine and 1 oy beyed
in his personal code. When he read the meseape hie fely
physically sick. He went to fux office, Joched the doar and
got 2 bottle of Scotch from the cuphinard 1le hiat one and
then another. Finally he phoned Cherny

‘Costello, here.” It was the conde name he used pn sk
occastons. *Arc you busy?'

‘Not particularly,’ Cherny 1old hum,

‘We must meet.”

“The usual place?

Yex, | must talk o you fnt. Yery s gontint Monciey,
we mear 2ty 2range 10 07 (0o #107 43) /’uuf NYIUNS)
D Serees, § thunk, Caa yrra a05as g thatr”

I8 very gzl

A3 L eadt, mamers 14 e asen by A oy Mosspd st
g3 ot worag

Crerormas debosly mouer.ad Lois VIns? wot o 1044 & ok
Er 2 Gt mavenencr a5 vy (ony WO AL Rl Sosh
Bder 3 comvpane A5 ANE YO 300 LBl U Lo Bt
S grime. Brar wic seil ) MGA7nt o At forl R 21 7, /
Caccire gud Latrn huf wrrer gl i wprier 4 ¢ e
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place before. He phoned Cussane at the cottage without
success, 5o he tried the Catholic Secretariat offices in Dublin.
Cussane answered at once.

“Thank God,’ said Cherny. ‘I tried the cottage.’

“Yes, I've just gotin,’ Cussane told him. ‘Is there a problem?”’

‘I'm not sure. I feel uneasy. Can I speak freely?’

*You usually do on this line.’

*‘Our friend Costello has been in touch. Asked me to meet
him at threc-thirty.’

‘Usual place?”

*Yes, but he’s also asked me to arrange for the three of us
to meet at Dun Street tonight.’

‘That is unusual.’

‘I know. I don't like it.’

‘Perhaps he has instructions for us to pull out,’ Cussane
said. ‘Did he say anything about the girl?’

‘No. Should he have done?’

‘] just wondered what was happening there, that's all. Tell
him I'll see you at Dun Street at six-thirty. Don’t worry, Paul.
I'll handle things.

He rang off and Cherny got straight back to Lubov. ‘Six-
thirty, is that all right?’

‘Fine,’ Lubov told him,

*Heasked meif you'd heard anything about the girl in Paris.'

‘No, not a word,’ Lubov lied. 'T'll see you at three-thirty.’
He rang off, poured himself a drink, then unlocked the top
drawer of his desk, took out a case and opened it. It contained
a Stechkin automatic pistol and a silencer. Gingerly, he started
fitting them together.

In his office at the Secretariat, Harry Cussane stood at the
window, looking down into the street. He had listened in
to Devlin’s conversations with Ferguson before leaving the
cottage and knew that Tanya Voroninova was due that even-
ing. ft was inconceivable that Lubov would not have heard,

either from Moscow or Paris, so why hadn't he mentioned
it?



The meeting at Dun Street was unusual enough in itself, bur
inview ofthatmeening, why meet Cherny in the usual back row
at the ainema first? What could possibly be the need? It didn't
fit, any of 1t, and every tnstinct thar Cussane possessed, honed
by tus years m the trenches, told him so. Whatever Lubov
wanted to see them for, tt was not conversation.

.

Paul Cherny was reaching for his raincoat when there was 2
knock at the door of his rooms. When he opened 1t, Harry
Cussane was standing outside. He wore a dark tniby hatand
raincoat of the kind affected by pniests and looked agitated.

‘Paul, thank God I caught you.’

“Why, what 15 1t?" Cherny demanded.

“The IRA man who followed you, the one I disposed of the
other day. They've set another one on. This way.”

Cherny’s rooms were on the first floor of the old greystone
college building. Cussane went up the stairs quickly to the
next floor and rurned at once up another Might of stairs.

“Where are we going?’ Chemy called.

‘I'll show you *

On the 1op landtng, the tall Georgian window at the end
had 1ts bottom half pushed up. Cussane pecred out. *Over
there,’ he sard. *On the other side of the quad.’

Cherny looked down to the stone flags and the green grass
of the quadrangle. *Where?* he asked.

There was the hand 1n the small of his back, 2 sudden
violent push. He managed to ery out, but only just as he
overbalanced across the low windowsill and plunged head
first towards the stone flags erghty-feet below.

Cussane ran along the corndor and descended the back
stairs hurnedly. In a sense, he had been telling the truth.
McGuiness had indeed replaced Murphy with 2 new watch-
dog, 1n fact two of them this time, sitang in a green Ford
Escort near the main entrance, not that 1 was going to do
them much good now.



place before. He phoned Cussane at the cottage without
success, 5o he tried the Catholic Secretariar offices in Dublin.
Cussane answered at once,

“Thank God,’ said Cherny. ‘I tried the cottage.’

“Yes, I'vejust gotin,” Cussane told him. ‘Is there a problem?’
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*You usually do on this line.’

*Qur friend Costello has been in touch. Asked me to meet
him at three-thirty.’
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I'll handle things.’
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In his office at the Secretariat, Harry Cussane stood at the
window, looking down into the street. He had listened in
to Devlin’s conversations with Ferguson before leaving the
cottage and knew that Tanya Voroninova was due that even-
ing. It was inconceivable that Lubov would not have heard,
f:i:hcr from Moscow or Paris, so why hadn’t he mentioned
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“The meeting at Dun Street was unusual enough in tself, but
inview ofthat meeting, why meet Cherny inthe usual back row
at the cinema first? What could possibly be the need? le didn’c
Fit, any of it, and every instinct that Cussane possessed, honed
by his years 1 the trenches, told him so. Whatever Lubov
wanted to see them for, it was not conversation.

Paul Cherny was reachung for hus raincoat when there was a
knock at the door of his rooms. When he opened 1t, Harry
Cussane was standing outside. He wore a datk tulby hat and
raincoat of the kind affected by priests and looked agitated.

‘Paul, thank God 1 caught you.'

“Why, what is 1t?* Cherny demanded.

“The [RA man who foffowed you, the one  disposed of the
other day. They've set another one on. This way.”

Cherny's rooms were on the first floor of the old greystone
college building. Cussane went up the stairs quickly to the
next floot and tumed at once up another flight of stairs.

*Whese are we going?” Cherny called.

‘Tl show you.'

On the top landing, the tall Georglan window at the end
had its bottom half pushed up, Cussane peered out. *Over
there,’ he said. ‘On the other side of the quad.’

Chemny looked down 1o the stone flags and the preen grass
of the quadrangle. *Where?* he asked.

There was the hand in the small of his back, a sudden
violent push. He managed to cry out, but only just as he

balanced actoss the low windowsill and plunged head
first towards the stone flags eighty-feer below.

Cussane ran along the corridor and descended the back
sairs hurredly. In a sense, he had been telling the truth,
McGuiness had indeed replaced Murphy with a new watch-
gfs. in fact ti:vo of them this ume, siong in a green Ford

cort near the main entrance, not that 1t was
them much good now. gang o do
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Lubov had the back row to himself. In fact, there were only
five or six people in the cinema at alf as far as he could see
in the dim light. He was early, but that was by intention, and
he fingered the silenced Stechkin in his pocket, his palms
damp with sweat. He’d brought a flask with him and ook it
out now and swallowed deep. More Scotch to give him the
courage he needed. First Cherny and then Cussane, but that
should be easier if he was at the warchouse first and waiting
in ambush. He took another swig at the flask, had just
replaced it in his pocket when there was 2 movement in the
darkness and someone sat down beside him.

‘Paul? he turned his head.

An arm slid round his neck, a hand clamped over his
mouth. In the sccond that he recognized Cussane’s pale face
under the brim of the black hat, the needle point of the stiletto
the other held in his right hand probed in under his ribs,
thrusting up into the hearr. There was not even time to
struggle. A kind of blinding light, no pain, then only dark-
ness.

Cussanc wiped the blade carcfully on Lubov's jacket, eased
him back in the seat as if asleep. He found the Stechkin in

.the dead man’s pocket, took it out and slipped it into his
* own. He had been right, as usual. The final proof. He got up,

went down the aisle, a shadow only in his black coar, and
left through one of the exit doors.

*

He was back at the office 1n the Secretariat within half an
hour, had hardly sat down when Monsignor Halloran came
in. Halloran was very cheerful and obviously excited.

‘Have you heard? Just had the confirmation from the
Vatican. The Pope’s visit is on.'

‘Sa they've decided. You'll be going across?’

‘Yes indeed. Seat booked in Canterbury Cathedral. An

historic occasion, Harry. Something for people to tell their
grandchildren abour.’

‘For those who have any,” Cussane smiled.



Halloran laughed. *Exactly, which hardly applies to us.
must be off, I've got a dozen things to organize.”

Cussane sat there thinking about it, then reached for his
ratncoat where he'd thrown it on a chair and took the poniard
out in its Jeather sheath He pur it 1n one of the desk drawers
then took out the Stechkin. What a bungling amateur Lubov
fad been to use 2 weapon of Russtan manufacture. Batit was
the proof that he had needed It meant that to his masters he
was not only expendable. He was now a lability,

*So what now, Harry Cussanc?” he asked himself softly.
*Where do you go?”

Strange that habut, when speaking to himself, of addressing
Cussane by hus full name. It was as 1f he were another person
which, 1n a way, ke was. The phone rang and when he
answered, Devhin spoke to him, N

‘Thete you are.’

‘Where are you>

*Dublin axrport I'm picking up a house-guest A very pretty
gitl, actually. [ thunk you'll like her. 1 thought we all mght
have supper tomght.”

“That sounds mice,' Cussane said calmly. ‘I've agreed to
take eventng Mass, though, at the willage church. Il be
finished at eight Is that all nghe?*

‘Fine, We'll look forward to seeing you.”

Cussane put the phone down. He could run, of course,
but where and to what purpose? In any event, the play
hhzd at least one more act to go, all hus instinets told him
that,

‘No place to hide, Harry Cussane,” he said sofily.

.

When Harry Fox and Tanya came through the gate into the
arrival hall, Devhn was warmng, leaning against a pullar,
smoking a cigarette, wearing the black felthat and trenchcoat.
He came forward, smiling.

‘Cead mile falte, he sard and took the young woman's
hands, *That's Insh for a hundred thousand welcomes.’

*Go ratbh math agat.’ Fox gave him the ritual thanks.

. e



Lubov had the back row to himself. In fact, there were only
five or six prople in the cinema at all as far as he could see
in the dim light. He was early, but that was by intention, and
he fingered the silenced Stechkin in his pocket, his palms
damp with sweat. He'd brought a flask with him and took it
out now and swallowed deep. More Scotch to give him the
courage he needed. First Cherny and then Cussane, but that
should be easier if he was at the warehouse first and waiting
in ambush. He took another swig at the flask, had just
replaced it in his pocket when there was a movement in the
darkness and someone sat down beside him.

*Paul?’ he turned his head.

Ap arm slid round his neck, a hand clamped over his
mouth, In the second that he recognized Cussane's pale face
under the brim of the black hat, the needie point of the stiletto
the other held in his right hand probed in under his ribs,
thrusting up into the heart. There was not even time to
struggle, A kind of blinding light, no pain, then only dark-
ness.

Cussane wiped the blade carefully on Lubov’s jacket, eased
him back in the seat as if asleep. He found the Stechkin in

..the dead man’s pocket, took it out and slipped it into his
- own. He had been right, as usual. The final proof. He got up,
went down the aisle, a shadow only in his black coat, and
left through one of the exit doors.

*

He was back at the office in the Secretariat within half an
hour, had hardly sat down when Monsignor Halloran came
in. Halloran was very cheerful and obviously excited.

‘Have you heard? Just had the confirmation from the
Vatican, The Pope’s visit is on.'

*So they’ve decided. You'll be going across?’

‘Yes indeed. Seat booked in Canterbury Cathedral. An

historic occasion, Harry, Something for people to tell their
grandchildren about.’

‘For those who have any,' Cussane smiled.
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when we get in. With luck, we'll be able to set up the right
kind of meenng for you tomorrow. Lots of photos for you to
plough through.’

‘t hope something comes of i, she said.

‘Don’t we all? Anyway, a quict mght. I'll make the supper
and a good friend of mine 1s joining us.’

*Anyone interesting?”’

‘The kind of man you'd find rather thin on the ground
where you come from. A Catholic priest. Father Harry Cus-
sane. | chink you'll ike hum.”

He phoned McGuiness from his study. “The girl 1s here.
Staying with me at my place. How soon can you set up the
right mecting?’

*Never mind that,” McGuiness rold him. ‘Have you heard
about Cherny>

Devlin was smmediately alert. ‘No.*

‘Took a very long f3ll from a very high window at Tnmry
College this afternoon. The thing s, did he fall or was he
pushed?”

‘1 suppose one could say his end was forturtous,” Devhn
sad,

‘For one person only,” McGuness told him. “Jesus, I'd like
to get my hands on that sod.’

*Set up the meeting with the girl then,’ Devhin said. "Maybe
she’ll recognize him.”

‘I'd go to confession agaun if 1 thought that could
be guaranteed. Okay, leave 1t with me. Fll get back to
you.'!

-

Cussane robed for Mass in the sacnsty, very calm, very cold.
It wasn’t Like a play any longer. More like an improvisanion
in which the actors created a story for themsch es. He had no
1dea what was going to happen.

The four acolytes who waned for him were willage boys,
clean and neat and angelic in their scaret cassocks and white
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Staying with me at my place. How soon can you set up the
right meenng?”

*Never mind that,” McGuiness told him *Have you heard
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Devlin was immediately alert. ‘No."
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cottas. He sertled the stole around his neck, picked up his
praver book and tumed to them.

‘Let’s make it special tonight, shall we?’

He pressed the bellpush at the door. A moment later, the
organ started to play. One of the boys opened the door and
they moved through into the small church in procession.

»*

Devlin was working in the kitchen preparing steaks. Tanya
opened the French windows and was immediately aware of
the organ music drifting across the garden from the other side
of the wall, She went in to Devlin, “What's that?’

“There’s a convent over there and a hospice. Their chapel
is the village church. That'll be Harry Cussane celebraring
Mass. He won't be long.”

She went back into the living room and srood listening at
the French windows. It was nice and not only peaceful. The
organ plaving was really rather good. She crossed the lawn
and opened the door in the wall. The chapel, on the end of
the convent, looked picturesque and inviting, soft light flood-

~ ing from the windows. She went up the path and opened the
Noaken door.

»

There were only a handful of villagers, two people in wheel-
chairs who were obviously patents from the hospice and
several nuns. Siter Anne-Mane plaved the organ. It was not
much of an instrument and the damp atmosphere had a bad
effect on the reeds, but she was good, had spent a year at the
Conservatoire 1n Paris as a young mrl before heeding God's
call and wrning to the rehipous hife.

The lights were very dim, mainly candles, and the church
was a place of shadows and calm peace, the nuns' voices
sweet as they sang the offertory: ‘Donune Jesu Christ, Rex
Florize . . ." Atthe altar, Harry Cussane prayed for all sinners
everywhere whose actions only cut them off from the fact of
God's infinitz mercy and love. Tanya took a seat 1o one side
on her own, moved by the atmosphere. The truth was that



she had never artended a church service hike this in her hife.
She couldn’t see much of Cussane’s face. He was simply the
chiek figure down there at the altar tn the dim hight, fascmanng
to her 1n his robes as was the whole business.

The Mass conunued, most of those in the congregation
went forward to the ral to recetve the body and blood of
Christ. She watched, as he moved from one person to the
other, the head bending to murmur the ntual words and she
was filled with a strange unease It was as f she knew this
man, some trick of physical movement thar seemed famihar,

When the Mass was over, the final absolution given, he
paused on the steps to address the congreganon. ‘And in your
prayers duning the coming days, | would ask cach one of you
to pray for the Holy Father, sbon to visit England at a most
difficult ttme.” He moved forward a little, the candlelight
falling on his face. *Pray for lum that your prayers, added to
his own, grant ham the strength to accomplish his mussion.”

His gaze passed over the entire congregation and for 2
moment 1t was as 1f he was lookng at her directly, then he
moved on. Tanya froze n horror, the shock, the most ternble
she had ever known 1n her life When he spoke the words of
the benediction, 1t was as 1f his lips moved with no sound.
The face — the face which had haunted her dreams for years.
Older, of course, kinder even, and yet unmistakably the face
of Mikhait Kelly, the man they had named Cuchulain,

.

What happened then was strange, yet perhaps not so strange 1f
one considered the arcumstances. The shock was so profound
that’st scemed to drain all strength from her and she remarmed
10 the half-dackness ar the back of the church while people
moved out and Cussane and the acolytes disappeared 1nto
the sacnisty. It was very quiet in the church and she sat there,
trying to make sense of things, Cuchulain was Father Harry
Cussane, Devlin's friend, and st explained so many things.
Oh, my God, she thought, what am I going to do? And then
the sacristy doar opened and Cussane stepped out.



Things were almost ready in the kitchen. Deviin checked the
aven, whistling softly to himself and called, *Have yvou lzid
the table in there?”

There was no reply. He wene into the living room. Not
only was the table not 1aid bur there was no sign of Tanva.
Then he noticed the French window ajar, took off his sproa
and moved forward.

“Tanya?" he called into the garden, and in the same moment
saw that the door in the garden wall stood open.

Cussane wore a black suit and dlerical collar. He paused for
a moment, aware of her presence although he made no sign.
He'd noticed her almost at once during the Mass, The fazt
that she was a stranger would have made her stand out, but
in the circumstances it had been obvious who she must be.
Knowing that, there was the ghost of the child there in the
face, the child who had struggled as he held her that day in
Drumore, all those vears ago. Eves never changed, and the
eves he had always remembered.

~ He rarned at the altar rail, dropping to one knee to genu-

:«‘ﬂcct, and Tanya, in a panic now and terribly afraid, forced
herself to her feet and moved along the aisle. The doorto ene
of the confessional boxes stood partially open and she slipped
inside. When she pulled it close, there was a slight ereaking.
She heard hum w alL down the axtl the steps slow, disting
on the stone flags. They came closer. S:opprd.

He said softly in Russian, °I know vou are there, Tanya

Voroninova. You can come out now.’ ’

»

She stood there, shivering, very cold. He was guite calm,
his face grave. Suill in Russian, he said, ‘It’s been a long
time.’

She said, *So, do you kill me like you killed my father? As
vou have killed s0 many others®

‘I hoped that wouldn't be necessary.” He stood there look-
ing at her, his hands in the packers of his jacket, and then he
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smiled gently and there was 2 kind of sadness there, Tve
heard you on records. You have a remarkable talent.?

*So have you.' She feltstronger now, ‘For death and destruc-
tion. They chose you well. My foster-father knew what he
was dong.”

*Not realty, he said. ‘Nothing is ever that simple. Lhap-
pened to be available. The nght tool at the nght time.”

She took a deep breath. *What happens now?”

"1 thought we were supposed to be having dinner wogether,
you, I and Liam,’ he said.

The porch door banged open and Devlin walked in.
“Tanya? he called and then paused. ‘Oh, there you are. So
you two have met?

*Yes, Liam, a long, long nme ago,” Harry Cussane told him,
and his hand came out of the night pocket of his jacket holding
the Stechkin he had taken from Lubov.

At the cottage, he found cord in the kitchen drawer. “The
steaks smell good, Liam. Better turn the oven off”

“Would you look at that?’ Devlin said to the garl. ‘He thinks
of everything.'

“The only reason Pve got this far,’ Cussane sad calmly.

They went inta the living room. He didn’t tie them up, but
motioned them to sit on the sofa by the fire. He stepped on
1o the hearth, reached up inside the chimney and found the
Walther hanging on its naif that Devlin always kept there for
emergendies.

*Keeping you out of temptation, Liam."

‘He knows all my little secrets,” Devlin said to Tanya. ‘But
then he would. | mean, we've been friends for twenty years
now. The bitterness was there in the voice, the shake of raw
anges, and he helped himself to a cigarette from the box on
the side table without asking permussion and Lt ie.

Cussane sat some distance away at the dining table and
held up the Stechkin, “These things make very litde sound,
old friend. No one knows that better than you. No tneks. No
foolish Devlin gallanery. I'd hate to have to kill you.'
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He laid the Stechkin on the table and lit a cigarette himself.

‘Friend, is it?' Devlin said. ‘About as true a friend as you
are pricst.’

‘Friend,” Cussane insisted, ‘and I've been a good pricst,
Ask anyone who knew me on the Falls Road in Belfast in
sixty-nine.’

*Fine,” Devlin said. ‘Only even an idiot like me can make
two and nwo make four occasionally. Your masters put you
in deep. To become a priest was your cover, Would 1 be right
in thinking that you chose that seminary outside Boston for
your training because 1 was English Professor there?’

*Of conrse. You were an important man in the IRA in those
days, Liam. The advantages that the relationship offered for
the future were obvious, but friends we became and friends
we stayed. You cannot avoid that face.”

‘Sweet Jesus!' Devlin shook his head. ‘Who are you, Harry?
Who are you really?”

‘My father was Sean Kelly.

Devlin stared at him in astonishment. ‘But T knew him well,
We served in the Lincoln Washington Brigade in the Spanish

;(Civil War. Just a minute. He married a Russian girl he met
7 in Madnd.

‘My mother. My parents returned to Ireland where 1 was
born. My father was hanged in England in nincteen-forty for
his part in the IRA bombing campaign of that time. My
mother and [ lived 1n Dublin tll nineteen-fifty-three, then she
took me to Russia.’ .

Devlin said, *The KGB must have fastened on you like
leeches.

‘Something like that.*

“They discovered his special talents,” Tanya putin. ‘Murder,
for example.’

"No,’ Cussane answered mildiy. ‘When [ was first processed
by the psychologists, Paul Cherny indicated that my special
talent was for the stage.

"An actar, is it?" Devlin said. *Well, you're in the right job
for it.”

"Not really. No audience, you see.” Cussane concentrated
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on Tanya. I doubt whether Ive killed more than Luam, la
what way are we differene®

*He fough for a cause,” she told hum pasuonateh.

‘Exactly. 1 am a soldier, Tanva I fight for my countny =
our country. As a marter of snrerest, I'm not an officer of the
KGB. I am a lieutenant-colonel 1n Military Intelligence.” He
smiled deprecatingly at Devhin, "They kept promoting me.’

‘But the things you'se done, The killing, ' she sand. *Innocent
people.”

“There cannot be innocence in this workd, not with Man i
it. The Church teaches us thar, There s always miquity 1n
this life - hfe 1s unfarr We must deal with the world asity,
not as 1t mght have been.’

‘Jesust” Devlin sard. *One minute you're Cuchulam, the
next you're a priest agun Have you any idea who you reslly
are?

“When 1 am priest, then priest 1 am,* Cussane twid tum
‘There 15 no avoiding that. The Church would be the int to
say it in spite of what | have been But the other me fights for
his country. | have nothing to apologize for I'm at war*

“Very conventent,” Devitn said “So, the Church gives you
your answer or is it the KGB - or is there 2 differencer’

‘Does 1t matter?*

‘Damn you, Harry, tell me onc thing? How did you know
we were on to you? How did you know about Tanya} Was
1t me2* he exploded. ‘But how could 1t have been me?”

*You mean you checked your telephone as usual?’ Cussane
was at the drinks cabinet now, the Stechkin in hys hand He
poured Bushmulls into three glasses, €arned them on 3 way
to the table 1n front of the sofa, tonk anc and stepped back.
*l was using specral equipment up there in the avuc o my
place. Directiona! microphone and athes sruff. There wasn’t
much that went on here that § mssed

Derlin 100k 3 derp breath, but when be Lited Los glss. by
hand was steady “$a mach for [nendilsp Hegwalowed e
whiskey. 'S, what happens pow ”

Toyou®
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to dear old Mother Russia?’ He shook his head and turned
to Tanya. ‘Come to think of it, Russia isn’t his home.’

Cussane didn't feel anger then. There was no despair in his
heart. Al his life, he had played each part that was required
of him, cultivated the kind of professional coolness necessary
for a well-judged performance. There had been little room
for real emotion in his life. Any action, even the good anes,
had been simply a reaction to the given situation, an essential
part of the performance. Or so he told himself. And yet he
truly liked Devlin, always had. And the girl? He looked at
Tanya now. He did not want to harm the girl.

Devlin, as if sensing a great deal of this, said softly, ‘Where
do you run, Harry? Is there anywhere?”,

‘No,” Harry Cussane said calmly. ‘Nowhere to go. No place
to hide. For what T have done, your IRA friends would dispose
of me without hesitation, Ferguson certainly would not want
me alive. Nothing to be gained from that. 1 would only be a
liability.’ )

‘And your own people? Once back in Moscow, it would
be the Gulag for sure. At the end of the day, you're a failure
and they don’t like that.” )

“True,’ Cussane nodded. ‘Except in one respect. They don't
even want me back, Liam. They just want me dead. They've
already tried. To them also 1 would only be an embarrass-
ment.’

There was silence at his words, then Tanya said, *But what
happens? What do you do?’ .

“God knows,” he said. ‘I am a dead man walking, my dear.
Liam understands that. He's right. There is no place for me
to run. Today, tomorrow, next week. If I stay in Ireland
McGuiness and his men will have my head, wouldn’t you
agree, Liam?*

‘True enough.’

Cussane stood up and paced up and down, holding the
Stechkin against his knee. He turned to Tanva, ‘You think
life was cruel to a little girl back there in Drumore in the
rain? You know how old I was? Twenty years of age. Lift
was cruel when they hanged my father, When my mother
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agreed to take me back to Russia. When Paut Cherny picked
me out at the age of fifteen as a specimen with interesting
possibilines for the KGB.” He sat down again. ‘If my mother
and I had been left alone 1n Dublin, who knows what might
have happened to that one great talent I possessed. The Abbey
Theatre, London, the Old Vic, Stratford?’ He shrugged. ‘In-
stead ...’

Deviin was conscious of a great sadness, forgot for the
moment everything else except that, for years, he had hiked
this man more than most.

“That's life," he said. *Always some bugger teling you what
to do.’

“Living our Lves for us, you mean?’ Cussane said. ‘School-
teachers, the police, union leaders, politicians, parents?*

‘Even priests,’ Devhin said gently.

*Yes, I think I see now what the anarchsts mean when they
say “Shoot an authonty figure today™." The evening paper
was on a chair with a headline referning to the Pope’s visit to
England. Cussane picked 1t up. “The Pope, for instance.”

Devlin said, ‘A bad joke, that.”

‘But why should 1 be joking?" Cussane asked him. ‘You
know what my bricf was all those years ago, Liam? You
know what Maslovsky told me my task was? To create
chaos, disorder, fear and uncertainty in the West. I've helped
keep the Irish conflict going, by hitang counter-productive
targets, causing great harm on occasion to both Catholic
and Protestant causes; IRA, UVF, I've pulled everyone mn
But here.” He held up the newspaper with the photo of
Pope John Paul qn the front page. *How about thus for the

most counter-productive target of all ume? Would they ke
that in Moscow?' He nodded to Tanya ‘You must know
Maslovsky.well enough by now Would it please lum, do
you think?

*You're mad,’ she whispered

‘Pethaps.’ He tossed a length of cord across to her ‘Tie his
wrists behind hts back. No tricks, Liam.”

He stood well back, covering them with the Seechkin
There was lintle for Devlin to do except submut The gl tied
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his hands awkwardly. Cussane pushed him down on his face
hestde the fire,

“Lic down beside him,” he told Tanya,

He pulled her arms behind her and tied her hands securely,
then her ankles. Then he checked Devlin's wrists and tied his
ankles also.

“So, you're not going to kill us?’ Devlin said.

“Why should 12’

Cussane stood up, walked across the room, and with onc
swift jerk, pulled the telephone wire out of the wall.

*Whete are you going?’

*Canterbury,” Cussane said. ‘Evenmally, that is.’

*Canterbury?’

“That’s where the Pope will be on Saturday. They'll all be
there. The cardinals, the Archbishop of Canterbury, Prince
Charles. | know these things, Liam. I run the press office at
the Secretanat, remember.’

*‘All right, let’s be sensible,” Devlin said. *You'll never get
ncar him. The last thing the Brits want is the Pope dead on
their hands. They'lt have security at Canterbury that would

make even the Kremlin sit up and rake nortice!’

‘A real chatlenge,” Cussane said calmly.

*For God's sake, Harry, shoot the Pope. To what end?’

*Why not?’ Cussane shrugged, ‘Because he's there. Because
P've nowhere else 1o go. If I've got to die, 1 might as well go
down doing something spectacutar,’ He smiled down. ‘And
you can always try and stop me, Liam, you and McGuiness
and Ferguson and his people in London. Even the KGB would
move heaven and earth to stop me if they could. It would
certainly {eave them with a lot of explaining to do.’

Deviin exploded. “Is thar all it is to you, Harry? A
game?’

“The only one in town," Cussane said. ‘For years, I've
been manipulated by other paple. A regular puppet on a
string. This time, I'm in charge. It should be an interesting
change.’

He moved away and Devlin heard the French window open
and close. There was silence. Tanya said, ‘He's gone.’
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Devhin nodded and struggled into a sinng position, He
forced his wrists against the cord, but was wasting his aime
and knew it

Tanya said, ‘Liam, do you think he means 1t? About the
Pope?”

‘Yes,' Devhin said grimly °I believe he does.”

.

Once at his cottage, Cussane worked quickly and methodi-
cally. From a small safe hidden behind books in his study he
ook his Insh passport in hus usual identity There were also
two Brtish ones in different names. In one he was suil a
priest, in another a journalist There was also to thousand
pounds in notes of varying sizes, English not Insh

He got a canvas holdall from his wardrobe of a type
favoured by army officers and opened 1t There was a board
panel in the bottom which he pressed open. Inside he placed
most of the money, the false passports, 2 Walther PPK with
a Carswell sifencer and several additonal clips of ammu-
nition, a block of plastic explosive, and two uming
penals. As an afterthought, he got a couple of Army field
dressing packs from the bathroom cupboard and some mor-
phine ampoules and put them i also Like the soldier he
thought himself to be, he had to be ready for anything, He
replaced the panel, rolled up one of his black cassocks and
placed 1t 1n the bottom of the bag. A couple of shirts and
what he thought of as avihan ties, socks, toilet aruicles. His
prayer book went in as a reflex habit as did the other things.
The Host 1n the silver pyx, the holy oils. As a priest it had
been second nature to travel with them for years now

He went downstairs 1o the hall and puiled on hus black
raiacoar, then tock one of the two black felt hats from the
hall cupboard and went into the study Inside the crown of
the hat he had sewn mo plasnc chps. He opened a draner in
his desk and took out a .38 Smuth and Wesson revolver with
atwoinch barrel It fitted snugly into the clips and he ple the
hatinto his holdall. The Stechkin he put tn the pocket of hus
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So, he was ready. He glanced once around the study of the
-ottage which had been his home for so long, then turned
ind went out. He crossed the yard to the garage, opened the
ioor and switched on the light. His motorcycle stood beside
he car, an old 350cc BSA in superb condition. He strapped
sis holdall on the rear, took the crash helmet from the peg
yn the wall and put it on. ,

When he kicked the starter, the engine roared into life at
once. He sat there for a moment adjusting things, then he
crossed himself and rode away. The sound of the engine faded
into the distance and after a while there was only silence.

»

At that moment in Dublin, Martin McGuiness was watching
one of his men put the receiver back on the phone rest.

‘The line's dead, that’s certain.’

*That seems more than a little strange to me, son,” Mc-
Guiness said. ‘Let’s pay Liam a visit, and let’s drive fast.’

*

It took McGuiness and a couple of his men forty minutes to
get there. He stood watching while his men released Deviin
and the girl and shook his head.

*Christ, Liam, it would be funny sceing the great Liam
Devlin trussed up hike a chicken if it wasn't so bloody tragic.
Tell me again? Tell me what it’s abou, then.’

He and Devlin went into the kitchen and Devlin filled him
in on what had happened. When he was finished, McGuiness
exploded. ‘The cunning bastard. On the Falls Road in Belfast
City they remember him as a saint, and him a sodding Russian
agent pretending to be a priest.’

‘I shouldn™t think the Vatican will be exactly overjoyed,’
Devlin told him,

‘And you know what's worse? What really sticks in my
throar? He's no fucking Russian at all. Jesus, Liam, his father
died on an English gallows for the cause.’ McGuiness was
shaking with rage now. ‘I'm going to have his balls."

*‘And how do you propose to do that?*
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“You leave that to me. The Pope at Canterbury, is u? I'll
close Ireland up so tight that not even a rat could find a hole
to sneak out.”

He bustled out, calling to his men and was gone, Tanya
came nto the kitchen. She looked pale and uired. “Now what
happens?

“You put on the kettle and we'l have 3 mce cup of tea.
You know, they say that i the old days a messenger bearing
bad news was usually executed. Thank God for the telephone.
You'll excuse me for a few minutes while f go across the road
and nng Ferguson.”



So, he was ready. He glanced once around the study of the
cottage which had been his home for so long, then turned
and went out. He crossed the yard to the garage, opened the
door and switched on the light. His motorcycle stood beside
the car, an old 350cc BSA in superb condition. He strapped
his holdall on the rear, took the crash helmet from the peg
on the wall and put it on.

When he kicked the starter, the engine roared into life at
once. He sat there for 2 moment adjusting things, then he
crossed himself and rode away. The sound of the engine faded
into the distance and after a while there was only silence.

L d

At that moment in Dublin, Martin McGuiness was watching
one of his men put the receiver back on the phone rest.

‘The line’s dead, that’s certain.’

‘That seems more than a little strange to me, son,” Mc-
Guiness said. ‘Let’s pay Liam a visit, and let’s drive fast.’

»

It took McGuiness and a couple of his men forty minutes to
. get there, He stood watching while his men released Devlin
and the girl and shook his head.

*Christ, Liam, it would be funny secing the great Liam

Devlin trussed up like a chicken if it wasn't so bloody tragic.
Tell me again? Tell me what it’s about, then.’
_ Heand Devlin weat into the kitchen and Devlin filled him
in on what had happened. When he was finished, McGuiness
exploded. “The cunning bastard. On the Falls Road in Belfast
City they remember him as a saint, and him a sodding Russian
agent pretending to be a priest.’

‘I shouldn’t think the Vatican will be exactly overjoyed,’
Devlin told him. '

‘And you know what's worse? What really sticks in my
d}roat? He's no fucking Russian at all. Jesus, Liam, his father
died on an English gallows for the cause.” McGuiness was
shaking with rage now. ‘I'm going to have his balls.*

*‘And how do you propose to do that?'
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“You leave that to me. The Pope at Canterbury, 1s it2 T'll
close Ireland up so tight that not even a rat could find a hole
10 sneak out.’

He bustled out, calling to his men and was gone. Tanya
came into the kitchen She looked pale and nred. ‘Now what
happens?

*You put on the kettle and we'll have a nice cup of tea,
You know, they say that in the old days a messenger beaning
bad news was usually executed. Thank God for the telephone.
You'll excuse me for a few minutes while I go across the road
and ring Ferguson.’



10

ALLYWALTER ON THE COAST just south of Dundalk Bay near
logher Head could hardly be described as a port. A pub, a
w houses, half-a-dozen fishing boats and the tiniest of
arbours, It was a good hour and a half after Devlin’s phone
all to Ferguson that Cussane turned his BSA motorcycle into
wood on a hill overlooking the place. He pushed his machine
p on its stand and went and looked down at Ballywalter,
lear in the moonlight below, then he went back to the bike
nd unstrapped his holdall and took out the black trilby
vhich he put on his head instead of the crash helmet.

He started down the road, bag in hand. What he intended
ow was tricky, but clever if it worked. It was like chess
cally; trying to think not just one move, but three moves
thead. Certainly now was the time to see if all that infor-
nation so carefully extracted from the dying Danny Malone
vould prove worthwhile.

L 4

ean Deegan had been publican in Ballywalter for eleven
rears, It was hardly a full-time occupation in a village that
asted only forty-one men of the legal age to drink, which
xplained why he was also skipper of a forty-foot motor
ishing boat Mary Murphy. Added to this, on the illegal side
of things, he was not only a member of the IRA, but very
nuch on the active list, having only been released from Long
<esh prison in Ulster in February after serving three years'
mprisonment for possession of illegal weapons. The fact that
deegan had personally killed two British soldiers in Derry
ad never been traced to him by the authoritics.

His wife and two children were away visiting her mother
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in Galway and he had closed the bar at eleven, intending
fishing early. He was sull awake when Cussane came down
the street. He had been awakened from his bed by a phone
call from one of McGuiness's men Deegan offered an illegal
way out of the country to the Isle of Man, a useful staging
post for England. The description of Cussane which he had
been given was bnief and to the pont.
Deegan had hardly put the phone down when there was a
P S ite et . e Lot

fow . - . . -
been enough 1n themselves.

“What can 1 do for you, Father?’ Deegan asked, stepping
back so that Cussane might come 1n.

They went 1nto the small bar and Deegan stirred the fire.
‘Igot your name from a panishioner, Danny Malone,” Cussane
sad. *My name 15 Daly, by the way.

‘Danny, 1s 1t?" Deegan said ‘1 heard he wasin a bad way.

‘Dying, poor soul. He tofd me you could do a run to the
Isle of Man 1if the price was nght or the cause.

Deegan went behind the bar and poured a whiskey. *Will
you join me, Father?*

‘No thanks.”

“You're in trouble? Poliucal or police?”

‘A litle of both." Cussane took ten English fifty pound
notes from his pocket and laid them on the bar. *Would this
handle yi2*

Deegan picked the notes up and weighed them thoughtfully.
*And why not, Father? Look, you sit by the fire and keep
yourself warm and I'll make a phone call.”

*A phone call?*

*Sure and I can't manage the boat on my own. I need at
least one crew and twa 1s better.’

Hewentout, closing the door. Cussane went round the bar
to the phone there and warted, There wasa slight tinkle from
the bell and he lifted the recerver gently.

The man was talking urgently. ‘Deegan hete at Ballywalter.
Have you Mr McGuiness
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‘He’s gone to bed.’

‘Jesus, man, will you get him? He's here at my place now.
That fella Cussane your people phoned about.’

*Hold right there.” There was a delay, then another voice
said, ‘McGuiness. [s it yourself, Sean?”’

*And none other. Cussane’s here at my pub. Calls himself
Daly. He's just given me five hundred quid to take him to the
Iste of Man. What do [ do, hold him?”

McGuiness said, ‘I'd like nothing better than to see to him
myself, but that's childish. You've got some good men there?’

‘Phil Egan and Tadgh McAreer)

'So -- he dies, this one, Sean. If 1 told you what he'd done
in the past, the harm he’s done the movement, you'd never
believe it. Take him in that boat of yours, nice and easy, no
fuss, then a buller in the back of the head three miles out and
over the side with him.’

*Consider it done,’ Deegan told him,

He put down the phone, left the living room, went upstairs
and dressed fully. He went inta the bar, pulling on an old

- . pilot coat. ‘I'll leave you for a while, Father, while 1 go and
gct my lads. Help yourself to anything you need.’
+ “That’s kind of you,” Cussane told him,

He lit a cigarette and read the evening paper {or something
to do. Deegan was back in half an hour, two men with him.
*Phil Egan, Father, Tadgh McAteer.’

They il shook hands. Egan was small and wiry, perhaps
twenty-five. McAteer was a large man in an old reefer coat
with a beer belly heavy over his belt. He was older than
Decgan. Fifty-five at least, Cussane would have thought,

*We'll get going then, Father.” Cussane picked up his bag
and Deegan said, ‘Not so fast, Father. 1 like to know what
I'm handling.

He put Cussane’s bag on the bar, opened it and quickly
sifted through the contents. He 2ipped it up, turned and
nodded to McAteer, who ran his hands roughly over the
priest and found the Stechkin. He took it out and placed it
on the bar without a word.

Deegan said, "What you need that for is your business. You
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get t back when we land you in the Isle of Man.' He put it
n his pocket,

‘L undéritand,’ Cussane said,

*Good, then let’s get going,* and Deegan led the way out.

.

Devlin was 1n bed when McGuiness rang him. "They've got
him,’ he said

‘Where?'

‘Ballywalter. One of our own, a man called Scan Deegan.
Cussane turned up there sayng he was a friend of Danny
Malone and needed an undercover run to the lsle of Man.
Presumably Danny had told lum a thing or 1o he shouldn’.”

‘Danny’s a dying man. He wouldn't know what he was
saying half the ime,’ Devhin said.

‘Anyway, Cussane, or Father Daly as he’s now calling
himself, 15 1n for a very unpleasant shock. Three mules out,
Deegan and hys boys nail the coffin Iid on him and over he
goes. 1 told you we'd get the sod.’

*So you did."

“I'll be i touch, Liam.’

Devlin sat there thinking about it. Too good to be true.
Cussanc had obviously discovered from Danny Malone that
Deegan offered the kind of service he did. Fair enough, but
1o turn up as he had done, no attempt ar disguise beyond 2
change of name . . He mught have assumed that it would be
morming before Devlin and Tanya would be found, but even
50... It didn't make any kind of sense - or did 12

There was a hight aust rolfing 1n from the sea as they moved
»,0ut, but the sky was clear and the moon touched things with
“alummosity that was vaguely unrcal. McAtees busted himself
on deck, Egan had the hatch to the small engine room off
and was down the ladder and Deegan was at the » heel.
Cussane stood bestde htm, peening out through the window.
‘A fine ight,” Deegan observed
‘Indeed it is, How long will it take?”



‘Four hours and that's taking it easy. It means we can time
it to catch the local fishing boats going back to the Isle of
Man with their night catches. We'll land you on the west
coast. Little place I know near Peel.-You can get a bus across
to Douglas, the capital. There’s an airport, Ronaldsway. You
can get a plane to London from there or just across the water
to Blackpool on the English coast.’

‘Yes, | know,’ Cussane told him.

‘Might as well go below. Get your head down for a while,”
Deegan suggested. ,

The cabin had four bunks and a fixed table in the centre,
a small galley at one end. It was very wntidy, but warm and
snug in spite of the smell of diesel oil. Cussane made himself
tea in a mug and sat at the table drinking it and smoking

cigarerte. He lay on one of the bottom bunks, his hat beside
him, eyes closed. After a while, McAteer and Egan came
down the companionway.

*Are you all right, Father?” McAreer enquired. ‘Cup of tea
or anything?’ .

" ‘T've had one, thank you,” Cussane said. ‘I think I'll get
' some sleep.”

He lay there, eyes almost closed, one hand negligently

reaching under the hat. McAteer smiled at Egan and winked
and the other man spooned instant coffee into three mugs
and added boiling water and condensed milk. They went out.
Cussane could hear their steps on deck, the murmir of

conversation, a burst of laughter, He lay there, waiting for
what was 16 come., .

»

It was pecha
they started
floor.
Deegan called down the ¢
up on deck, Father?'
Cussane settled his har on his he
went up the ladder, Egan sat on the
leaned out of the open wheelhouse wi

ps hal.f an hour later that the engine stopped and -
fo drift. Cussane got up and put his feet to thee

ompanionway, ‘Would you com¢
ad at a neat angle and

engine hatch, McAree!
ndaw and Deegan stood J



the stem rail, smoking a aigarette and fooking back towards
Insh coast two or three mles away,

Cussane sard, ‘What 15 1t What's happening?*

“The jig’s up!’ Deegan turned, holding the Stechkin in his
«ght haad, ‘You see, we know who you are, old son. All
* oryou’

*And your wicked ways,” McAteer called.

Egan rattled a length of heavy chain Cussane glanced

* him, then turned to Deegan, taking off kus hat and
! ng it across his chest. “There’s no way we can discuss
this, I suppose?

‘Not a chance,’ Deegan told him.

Cussane shot him 1n the chest through the hat and Deegan
was punched back against the rarl, He dropped the Stechkin
enthe deck, overbalanced, grabbed for the rail unsuccessfully
and went tnto the sea, Cussane was already turning, finng up
at McAteer 1n the wheelhouse as he tned to draw back, the
bullet carching the big man just above the night eye. Egan
fashed out at him wth the length of chain. Cussane avorded
the awkward blow with ease.

‘Bastard!" Egan cnied, and Cussane took careful aim and

" shot him in the heart.

R R L Y dafatl s :
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into the wheethouse where he had left hus bag, stepping over
" McAteer’s body to get 1t He opened the false bottom, took
. outthe plastc explostve and sliced a prece off with hs pocker
kamufe. He stuck ane of the penal timers 1 1, pamed to
, explode i fifteen minutes and dropped it down the engmne
, hatch, then got wnto the inflatable, started the motor and
“g‘]ncvefi back to shore at speed. Behind him, Sean Decgan, sall
alive in spite of the bullet in hts chest, watched him go and

. kicked slowly to keep afloat.
Cussane was well on his way when the exploston rent the
" night, yellow and orange flames flowenng hike petals, He
i glanced .back only briefly. Things couldn't have worked our
¥ better.Nowhewasdead and McGuiness and Ferguson would



call off the hounds. He wondered how Devlin would fec}
when he finally realized the truth.

He landed on a small beach close to Ballywalter ang
draged the inflatable up into the shelter of a clump of gorse
bushes. Then he retraced his steps up to the wood where he
had left the motorevcle. He strapped his bag on the rear, put
on his crash helmet and rode away.

»

It was another fishing boat from Ballywalter, the Dubliy’
Touwr, out night-fishing, which was first on the scene. The
crew, on deck handling their nets about a mile away, had
seen the explosion as it occurred. By the time they reached
the position where the Mary Murphy had gone down, about
half an hour had clapsed. There was a considerable amouny
of wreckage on the surface and a life-jacket with the boar's
name stencilled on it told them the worst. The skipper notified
the coastguard of the tragedy on his radio and continued the
search for survivers or at least the bodies of the crew; but ks
had no sucsess and a thickening sea mist made things even
more difficuls. By five o'clock. a coastguard cutter was ther
from Dundaik, also several other small fishing craft, and they
continued the search as dawn broke.

*
The news of the rrazedy was pasesd on to McGuiness at four
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102, Cussane was &ead and yez be £z po pa=2 £2¢
! nhue\'erdse,hzdbcmhsi:m‘d&:::m‘?:.r::
; yem,Noscusco( monrning. Iostad a ftm o8
Iike a lurep 1n the gut that refused o €3 7725 )
& Cavendish Square pzwher 2 Lodon B wis
o upuzfm 2 shght delay and Fergusea's vz :?izzi
half asleep. Devhin gave hum e vews and e Enzzer
» fully awake with some eaptdsiy.
Are you sure about this?” R
snav's how 1t looks. God knows what wens wrong 2 02

*&hwell, Ferguson said. ‘At lease Cussaze’s oczcfobar
L a0d all. The last thing 1 ceeded was &z medman
+fhe rampage.” He snorted. *Kill the Pope indeed

*What abour Tanya?*

“he can come back tomorrow. Per ber on the plane 2od
{f meet her myself, Harry will be 2 Pans w bnef Tooy
“Jhers on this Exocet job."

‘Right,” Devhin said. “That's 1t then.”

*You don't sound happy, Lizm. Whars s

“Lets put it this way. With this one, 1'd like to see the

", Devln s21d 2nd rang off.

The Ulster border wich the Insh Republic, m spire of road
blocks, a considerable police presence and the Brinsh Any,
has always been wide open to anyone who knowsit. In many
cases, farms on both sides have land breached by the border’s
tmaginary line and the area 15 enss-crossed by hundreds of
fltTow country lanes, field paths and tracks,

N Cussanc was safely in Ulster by four o"dock. Any kand of
- rehude on the road at that me 1n the morning was fare
enough to make it essential thac he drap out of sight for a
while, which he did on the other side of Newry, holing up in
adisused barn in 2 wood just off the mamn road.

He didn't slecp, but sat comfortably agamst a wall and
; smoked, the Stechkin ready to hand just in case. He left just






Devlin put on a dressing gown, went downstairs and made
some tea, Cussane was dead and yet he felt no pain for the
man who, whatever else, had been his frend for more than
twenty years. No sense of mourning. Instcad a feeling of
unease like a lump i the gut that refused to go away.

He rang the Cavendish Square number 1n London. It was
picked up after a shight delay and Ferguson’s votce answered,
st} half asleep. Devhin gave him the news and the Brigadier
came fully awake with some rapidity.

*Are you sure about this?’

“That’s how it looks God knows what went wrong on the
boat.”

‘Ah well,” Ferguson said. *At least Cussane’s out of our har
for good and all. The last thing | needed was that madman
on the rampage.’ He snorted. ‘Kill the Pope indeed.”

‘What about Tanya>

*She can come back tomorrow. Put her on the plane and
Il meet her myself. Harry will be i Pans to brief Tony
Villters on this Exocet job.”

‘Right,” Devlin said. “That's it then,”

‘You don’t sound happy, Liam What 1s 12"

‘Let’s put 1t this way. With this one, I'd Itke to see the
body,” Deviin said and rang off.

The Ulster border with the Inish Republic, in spite of road
blocks, a considerable police presence and the Batish Army,
has always been wide open to anyone who knows it. In many
cases, farms on both sides have land breached by the border’s
imagnary line and the area 1s cnss-crossed by hundreds of
narrow country lanes, field paths and tracks.

_ Cussanc was safely n Ulster by four o'dlock. Any kind of
% vehicle on the road at that tme in the morming was rare
enough to make st essential that he drop out of sight for a
while, which he did on the other side of Newny, holing up 1n
a disused baen 1n 2 wood just off the man road.

He didn't sleep, bur sat comfortably agamst a wall and
smoked, the Stechksn ready to hand just in case. He left just



after s1x, a ume when there would be enough early workers on
the road to make him inconspicuous, taking the Ar through
Banbnidge to Lisburn.

It was seven-ffteen when he rode into the carpark at
Aldergrove Awrport and parked the motorcycle, The Stechkin
joined the Walther in the false bottom of the bag. The holiday
season having started, there was a flight to the Isle of Man
feaving at eight-fifteen, with flights to Glasgow, Edinburgh
and Newcastle as possible alternatives if there was difficulty,
in obtaimng a seat, all leaving within a period of one hour!
The Isle of Man was his preference because it was a soft
route, used mawmly by holiday makers. In the cvent, there
was space available and he had no difficulty in obtaining 2
ncker.

All hand baggage would be x-raved, but thar was true
at most internanonal airports these days. At Belfast, most
baggage destined for the hold was x-rayed also, but this did
not abways apply to the softer routes during the holiday
season. In any case, the false bottom of his bag, which was
only three inches decp, was lined with lead. The contents
would not show. Any difficulty he might have would presen:
nself at Customs in the Isle of Man.

»

It was approximately cight-thirty and Cussane had been
arborne for a good ten minutes when the Dublin Town,
running low on fuel, gave up the fruttless search for survivors
from the Mary Murphy and wrned towards Ballywalter. 1t
was the youngest member of the crew, a ﬁftccn ~year-old
boy cotling rope in the prow, who noticed the wrcckace 10
starboard and called to the skipper, who altered course at
once. A few minutes later, he cut the engines and coasted in
beside one of the Mary Murphy's hatches.

Sean Deegan was sprawled across it on his back. His head
turned slowly and he rmmgcd a ghastly smile. “Took your
sweet time about it, didn’t you?* he called in a hoarse voice.

L 4



At Ronaldsway Airport, Cussane had no difficulty with the
Customs. He retrieved his bag and joined the large number
of people passing through. No one made any attempt to stop
him. As with all holiday resorts, the accent was on making
things as painless for the tourist as possible. Islander atrcraft
made the short flight to Blackpool on the English coast
numerous umes dunng the day, but they were busy that
morning and the earliest flight he could get was at noon. It
could have been worse, so he purchased a ticket and went
® along to the cafetena to have something to cat.

It was eleven-thirty when Ferguson answered the phone and
found Devlin on the hne. He listened, frowning i horror.
‘Are you certain?’

*Absolutely. This man Deegan survived the exploston only
because Cussane shot him into the water beforehand. It was
Cussane who caused the explosion, then took off back to the
shore 1n the fishing boat’s inflatable. Almost ran Deegan
down,

‘But why?’ Ferguson demanded.

*The clever bastard has been beating me at chess for years.
I know his style. Always three moves ahead of the game. By
staping his apparent death last mgh, he pulled off the hounds.
There was no one looking for him. No need.’

Ferguson was filled with a dreadful foreboding. *Are you
trying to say what I think you are?

“What do you think? He's on your side of the water now,
not ours, Brigadier.”

Ferguson swore softly. *Right, Il get some offictal help
from Speaal Branch in Dublin. They can tumn over that
cottage of tis for us. Photos, fingerprints. Anything use-
ful

*You'll need to inform the Catholic Secretanat,’ Devlin told
1S L g ALY P 1 ok .L.v.v:fqn'
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He sto0d up. ‘I'm going out for a Itle while,’ be said to
Tanya. *Shan’t be long,” and he went out through the French
windows.

The Customs ar Blackpool were just as courteous as they
had been at Ronaldsway. Cussane actually paused, stiling,
and offered hus bag as the stream of passengers moved
through.

“‘Anything to declare, Father?” the Customs offices asked.

Cussane unzipped his bag. ‘A bottle of Scotch and two
hundred aigarettes,”

The Customs officer grinned. *You could have had a litre
of wine as well. It 1sn’t your day, Father.”

‘Obviously not.' Cussane zipped up his bag and moved on.

He hesitated outside the entrance of the small aiport.
There were several taxi cabs waiting, but he deaided to walk
down to the main road instead. He had, after all, all the time
tn the world. There was 2 newsagents across the road and he
crossed over and bought a paper. As he came out, a bus
pulled 1n at the stop a few paces away. Its indicator said
Morecambe, which he knew was another scaside resort some
rles up the coast. On tmpulse, he ran forward and scrambled
on board as it drew away.

He purchased a ncket and went up on the top deck. It was
really very pleasant and he felt calm and yet full of energy at
the same ume. He opened the newspaper and saw that the
news from the South Atlantic was not good- HMS Coventry
had been bombed and a Cunard contarner ship, the 4!Lmlic
Conveyor, had been hit by an Exocet mussile. He lit a cigareste
and settled down to read about it

.

When Devlin went into the ward at the hospice, Sister Aane
Manic was at Danny Malone's bed, Devlin waired and sha~
finally whispered something to the nurse, then tumed 2,
noticed hum. *And what do you want?’ .

“To talk to Danny.’

-y



‘He isn’t really up to conversation this morning.’

‘It’s very xmporcant

She frowned in exasperanon ‘It always is with you. All

right. Ten minutes.’ She started to walk away, then turned.
‘Father Cussane didn't come in last night. Do you know
why?’

‘No, Devlin lied. ‘I haven’t seen him.’

She walked away and he pulled a chair forward. ‘Danny,

how are you?'

Malone opened his eyes and said hoarsely, ‘Is it you, anm’

Father Cussanc dida’t come.’
“Tell me, Danny, you talked to him of Sean Deegan of
Ballywalter who handles the Isle of Man run, I understand.”

Malone frowned. ‘Sure, I talked to hlm about a lot of

things.” :

‘But mainly of IRA matters.’

‘Sure, and he was interested in-me tellmg him how 1

managed things in the old days.”--
‘Particularly across the water?’ Devlin asked. _

"Yes You know how long I lasted without getting caught,
1. He wanted to know how Idid it.” He frowned. ‘What's
problem?”

*You were always the strong one, Danny. Be strong now.
He wasn't one of our own.’

Malone’s eyes widened. “You’re having me on, Liam.’

‘And Sean Deegan in hospital with a bullet in him and two -

good men dead?’

Danny sat there, staring at him. “Tell me.” So Devlin did.

When he was finished, Danny Malone said softly, ‘Bastard?

‘Tell me what you can remember, Danny. Anything that

particularly interested him.’

Malone frowned, trying to think. ‘Yes, the business of how

I stayed ahead of Special Branch and those Intelligence boys
for so long. 1 explained to him that I never used the IRA
network when [ was over there. Totally unreliable, you know
that, Liam.’

‘True.’
‘I always used the underworld myself. Give me an honest



ook 2ny day of the week or a dishonest cne of the price is
nght. T knew a lot of people like that
“Tell me about them,’ Devlin said.

Cussane Iiked scaside towns, especially the ones that catered
for the masses. Honest, working class people out for a good
time. Lots of cafés, amusement arcades and fairgrounds and
plenty of braaing air. Morecambe certainly had that. The
dark waters of the bay were being whipped into whirecaps
and on the far side he could see the mountans of the Lake
District.

He walked across the road. It was not the height of the
season yet, but there were plenty of tounsts about and he
threaded his way through the narrow streets until he found
his way to the bus stanon.

It was possible to travel to most of the major provinaal
ates by high speed bus, mainly on the motorways. He con-
sulted the timetables and found what he was looking for, 3
bus to Glasgow via Carlisle and Dumfnies. It left in one hour.
He booked a ticket and went i scarch of something to eat.






imagine the Jast thing they want s the Pope dead, at the hands
of someone who can be proved to be a KGB agent, espedially
after that botched attempt 1n Rome. Which is exactly what
Cussane wants. Warn them that, on this one, we'll brook no
interference. And of, by some wild chance, he gets in touch
with you, Georgs, you tell me. We're going to get this bastard,
make no rustake and he dies, Georgi, No nonsense about 2
1nial or anything Irke that. There agaimn, I'm sure that’s what
your people in Moscow will want to hear.’

‘T'm sure 1t 15." Romanov stood up. ‘I'd betrer get back and
send a signal.’

“Take a np from an old chum,’ Ferguson told hum. *Make
sure you go higher than Maslovsky.

-

In view of the importance of the matter, Ferguson had to go
to the Director General, who 1n turn spoke to the Home
Secretary. The result was a summons to Downing Street when
Ferguson was half-way through hus lunch. He rang for hus car
at once and was there within ten munutes. There was the
usual small crowd at the end of the street behind barners.
The policeman on the door saluted. It was opened the moment
Ferguson rarsed a hand to the knocker.

There was a hum of actvity inside, but then these would
be with the Falklands affair beginning to hot up, He was
surprised that she was seeing him personally. His guide led
the way up the main starrcase to the first floor and Ferguson
followed. On the top floor, the young man knocked at 2 door
and led the way in.

‘Brigadier Ferguson, Prime Mimister.”

She looked up from her desk, elegant as always in 2 grey
tweed dress, blonde hair groomed to perfection, and laid
down her pen. *My tume ts kmiced, Brigadier. I'm sure you
understand.” .

*] would have thought that an understatement, Ma'am.

“The Home Secretary has filled me in on the relevant hchh.
Isimply want an assurance from you that you will stop this
man,*

oy
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dutched at the desk. Andropov umped back

the two KGB officers rushed and grals::d Ma;l::xf;':r:r:::]
He didn’t bather to struggle, he had na steength, but he n-mi
to speak as the pain got worse, tried to tell Andropov that
there would be no cell 1n the Lubianka, no state tal, Steangely

_ enaugh, the last thing he thought of was Tanys, his belaved
Tinya seated at the prano playing hus favounte prece, De-
Yusy's La Mer Then the music faded and there was onty
darkness.

Feguson had 2 meeting with the Home Secretary, the Com-
ausder of C13, Scotland Yard's antr-terrorist squad and the
Dyector General of the Secunty Services, He was ured when
l::gzlba;k to the flat and found Devlin sitting by the firc
g The Times.
The Pope scers ca be raking over from the Fafklands at
&emoment,’ Devhin said and folded the paper.

o, well thar's as maybe,’ Ferguson s1id. "He can't go
tat bt enough for me. You should bave been with me at
nareting I've just atended, Liam. Home Secretary umself,
Sodnd Yard, the Direcior, 334 you know what?* He
vz bunself, back spaisst e £ They ares't takung

Sdatsenously.”
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Catholie, fll you it on 2 few things. In che eyes
Chucch, Harry Cussane was ordjinedgprlcﬂ s Vm); la:nlh:\!:.
Connecticut, twenty-one years2go and stillis 2 priess, Haven't
you read any Graham Greene Lately?’

“All nght,” Ferguson said testily, *Be thar as it may, the
Pame Muntster doesn't see why we should give Cuysane
front-page publicity. It won't do any of us any good.'

It could catch im quickly, sir,* Fox said mildly,

‘Yes, well they all expect us to do that anyway, Special
Branch 1n Dublm have hifted his prints for us at his conage,
They've gone mnto the Dublin computer which, a1 you know,
1s bnked with the secunty services' computer at Lisburn
which, 10 turn, 15 inked to our computer here 3nd at Cengral
Records, Scotland Yard.

'l didn’t rezhize you had that kind of hook-up,' Deviin
sad,
*Miracle of the micro-chip,’ Ferguson said, ‘Eleven mifhon
people mn there, Cmmal records, schooling, profewions,
sexual preferences. Personal habus. Where chey buy dvesr
furnrturee.

‘You've got to be joking *

No. Caught one of yout lot over here from Ulster Inst year
because he always shopped at the Co-Op. Had an excellent
caver, but couldn’t change the habre of 2 Lfetime, Cusasne 1
10 there now and not ety ki Engerpaicty bur everythng we
know about him, 32d 25 smosz of the bg provmaal police
forces have what we €25 viszal dapley cazacrenstia o9 tho-r
computer system, they 2= 7157 £5 £ 037 el bavk and
punch out s photo.

‘God Alaughry?”

‘Actually, ﬁg s & S a=e r:‘:vya; A trgaeds
Cussane, I've instructed trz = w2e 2 fz—-‘\" T 3l
tecord. No mention of i X2 "—'F"i—’*i“ “’:" Frrs
25 3 priest, known cormesoes w S FA fron—rly
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He slept for quite a while and, when he awakened, there
was theqic:n sh?ning in the afremoon light on his lefe. He
leaned over and spoke to the 81d woman in front of him.
“Where are we?*

*Just past Annan.’ She had a thick Glasgow accent. ‘Dum-
fnes next. Are you a Catholic?”

“I'm afraid so,” he said wanly The Scotush Lowlands had
always been tradinonally Protestant.

*That's lovely. I'm Catbolic myself, Glasgow-Irish, Father.”
She took his hand 2nd lassed 1t. “Bless me, Father. You're
from the old country.”

‘Tam indeed.”

He thought she mught prove a nusance, but strangely
enough, she stmply turned her head and sertled back 1n her
seat. OQutside, the sky was very dark and it started to sam,
thunder rumbling ominously and scon the ramn had mcreased
into a monsoon-Like force that drummed loudly on the roof
of the bus. They stopped in Dumines to drop two passengers
and then moved on through streets washed clean of people,
out into the country again.

Not Jong now. No more than fifteen mules to his dropping-
olt point at Dunhull. From there, a few miles on a side road
10 a hamlet called Larwick and the Mungos® place, a mile or
two outside Larwick m the hulls,

The dnver had been speaking into the mike on his car radto
and now he switched over to the coach’s loudspeaker system.
“Attention, ladies and gentlemen, I'm afraid we've got trouble
up ahead just before Dunhill. Bad flooding on the road. A lot
of vehicles already stuck in 1.’

The old woman i front of Cussane called, “What are we
supposed to do? Sit 1n the bus all might?”

“We'll be.n Corbridge 1 a few minutes. Not much of a
place, but there’s a milk stop there on the ralway Iine. They’re
makang arrangements to stop the next train for Glasgow.”

“Three imes the fare on the railway,” the old woman called.

The company pays,” the dniver told her cheerfully, ‘Don’t
worry, love.”

“Will the 1rain stop at Dunhull?* Cussane asked.






‘Not popular?” Cussane zsked.

‘Lachlan’s the kind who Iikes nothing berer than finding
three drunks together at the same time on a Saturday night
to beat up. He's built like the rock of ages and tkes to prove
it. You wouldn’t be Catholic, by any chance?

“‘I'm afraid so.'

“To Lachlan, that means antichrist, He's the kind of Baptist
who thinks music is a sin. A lay preacher as well.*

A workman came through the crowd in helmet and orange
safety jacket. His face was streaked with mud and water. He
feancd against the wall, “It’s a sod down there.*

“That bad?' the woman said.

‘One of my men 15 trapped. A wall collapsed. We're doing
our best, but there tsn’t much room to work in and the water's
nsing.” He frowned and said to Cussane, ‘You wouldn't be
Catholic by any chance?”

“Yes.!

The man grabbed his arm. *My name’s Hardy. P'm the
foreman, The man down there 1$ as Glaswegian as me, but
frahan, Gino Tisini, He thinks he’s going to die. Begged me
to get him a priest. Will you come, Father?*

‘But of course,” Cussane said without hesitation, and
handed his bag to the woman. ‘Would you look aftes that for
me?'

*Certainly, Father."

He followed Hardy through the crowd and down into the
excavation, There was a gaping hole, cellar steps descending.
Brode, the police sergeant, was holdutg people back. Hardy
started down and as Cussane followed, Brodie caught hus
arm. ‘What's this?”

*Let him by,” Hardy called ‘He's a prest.”

The hostility was immediate in Brodie's eyes, the du!x.h
plam. It was an old song to Cussane, Belfast all oves again.

*Idon’t know you,’ Brode sad.

My name's Fallan. | came tn on the bus on the way to
Glasgow,” Cussane told him ealmly. X 5

He took the policeman’s wrist, loasening the gri
arm, and Brodie winced at the strength of it a1 Cassane
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S0 Mowa sad.

“Then how come he has a passport in the!
Sean Daly? Good hheness too.’ His hand groj
came up, holding the Stechkin. "God Almighryt"

. Moaira McGregor felt sich. *What does 1t mean3*

‘We'll soon find out.”

Brodie went back into the other room and put the bag
down on a char. Cussane lay quietly, eyes closed. Brodic
knelt down beside him, took out a patr of handcuffs and,
very gently, eased one bracelet over Cussane’s left wnist
Cussane opened his eyes and Brodie seized the other wnist
and snapped the steel cuff 1n place. He pulled the pnest to
tis feet, then shoved him down into a chair

*What's all this then? Brodie had the false base up com-
pletely now and nifted through the contents “Three handguns,
assorted passports and a sizeable sum in cash. Bloody fine
priest you are. What's t all aboue®”

“You are the policeman, not me,’ Cussane sud

Brodic cuffed him on the side of the head. *Manrners,
my hule man. 1 can see I'm going to have to chasnse

you,
Watching from the door, Moira McGregor said, *Don’t do
that!
Brodic smiled contemptuously, *Women - all the same.
Fancy him, do you, just because he played the hero>
He went our. She sa1d to Cussane desperately, *Who are
ou?*
,  Hesmiled. "I wouldn't bother your head about that. 1 could
" manage a agarette, though, before bully-boy gets back.”

Brodie had been a policeman for aenty years after five years

10 the military police. Twenty undistinguished years. Hewas
a sour and cruel man whose only real authonty was the
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uniform, and his religion had the same purpose as the uni-
form, to give him a spurious authority. He could have rung
headquarters in Dumfries, but there was something special
about this, he felt it in his bones, so instead, he rang police
headquarters in Glasgow.

»

Glasgow had received photo and full details on Harry Cussane
only one hour previously. The case was marked Priority One
with immediate referal to Group Four in London. Brodie’s
telephone call was transferred at once to Special Branch.
Within two minutes he found himself talking to a Chief
Inspector Trent.

“Tell me all about it again,” Trent told him. Brodie did so.
When he was finished, Trent said, ‘I don’t know how much
time you've got in, but you've just made the biggest collar of
your career. This man’s called Cussane. A real IRA heavy.
You say the passengers on the bus he was on are being
transferred to the train?’

“That’s right, sir. Flooding on the road. This is only 2 milk
stop, but they’re going to stop the Glasgow express.’

*When is it due?’

‘About ten minutes, sir.’

‘Get on it, Brodie, and bring Chummy with you. We'll meet
you in Glasgow.’

Brodie put down the phone, choking with excitement, then
he went into the sitting room.

*

Brodie walked Cussane along the platform, one hand on his
arm, the other clutching Cussane’s bag. People turned to
watch curiously as the priest passed, wrists handcuffed in
front of him. They reached the guards van at the rear of the

train, the guard standing on the platform beside the open
door.

‘What's this?’
‘Special prisoner for Glasgow.’ Brodie pushed Cussane
inside, There were some mailbags in the corner and he shoved
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him down on to them. *Now you stay quier like 2 good
boy.”

There was a commotnion and Hatdy appeared at the door,
Morira McGregor behind him. *J came as soon as I could,” the
foreman said. *l just heard,”

*You can't come 1n here,’ Brodie told humn.

Hardy ignored him *Look, I dan’t know what this s about,
but if there's anything I can do.”

On the platform, the guard blew hus whistle. Cussane said,
*Nothing anyone can do. How ts Tisin1>

“‘Looks like a broken leg *

“Tell him his Juck 1s good.”

These was a lurch as the tram started *It suddenly occurs
to me that1f I hadn't drawn you 1n 1o help, you wouldn't be
here now,” Hardy said

He moved out to join Moira on the platform as the guard
jumped 1nside “Luck of the draw,® Cussane called. *Don't
worry about it.” )

And then Hardy and the woman were swept away into the
past as the guard pulled the shiding door shut and the tramn
surged forward.

Trent couldn’t resist phoning Ferguson tn London and the
Directorate-General patched him 1n to the Cavendish Square
phone. Fox and Devhin were out and Ferguson answered
humself,

“Trent here, sir, Chief-Inspector, Speaial Branch, Glasgow.
We think we've got your man, Cussane.”

*Have you, by God?' Ferguson said *What shape s he
n?
“Well, T haven't actually seen him, sir He's been apprehen:
ded in 2 willage some rmiles south of here. Hes amving
by train 1n Glasgow within the hour. I'll pick him up my-
self!

*Puty the bugger didn't turn up dead,” Ferguson said. ‘Sall,
one can't have everything. [ want hum down here on ‘xhe ﬁ.nx
avarlable plane 1n the morming, Chicf-Inspector. Bring him
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yourself, This one’s too important for any slip-ups.’

“Will do, sir,’ said Trent eagerly.

Ferguson put down the receiver, reached for the red phone,
but some innate caution stopped him. Much better to
phone the Home Secretary when the fish was actually in the
net.

»

Brodic sat on a stool, leaning back in the corner watching
Cussane and smoking a cigarette. The guard was checking a
list on his desk, He totalled it and put his pen away. ‘I'll make
my rounds. See you later.’

He went out and Brodie pulled his stool across the baggage
car and sat very close to Cussane. ‘I've never understood it.
Men in skirts. It'll never catch on.” He leaned forward. “Tell
me, you priests — what do you do for it?’

‘For what?* Cussane said. .

‘You know. Is it choirboys? Is that the truth of it?* There
were beads of perspiration on the big man’s forehead.

‘“That's a hell of a big moustache you're wearing,’ Cussane
said, ‘Have you got a weak mouth or something?"

Brodie was angry now. ‘Cocky bastard, I'll show you.’

He reached forward and touched the end of the lighted
cigarette to the back of Cussane’s hand, Cussane cried out
and fell back against the mailbags,

Brodie laughed and leaned over him. ‘I thought you'd like
that,’ he said and reached to touch the back of the hand again.
Cussane kicked him in the crutch. Brodie staggered back
clutching at himself and Cussane sprang to his feet. He kicked
out expertly, catching the right kneecap, and as Brodie keeled
forward, raised his knee into the face.

The police sergeant lay on his back moaning and Cussane
searched his pockets, found the key and unlocked his hand-
cuffs. He got his bag, checked that the contents were intact
and slipped the Stechkin into his pocket. He pulled back the
sliding door and rain flooded in,

The guard, entering the baggage car a moment later, caught
a brief glimpse of him landing in heather at the side of the
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track and rolling over and over down the slope. And then
there was only must and rain.

.

When the train coasted mto Glasgow Central, Teent and
hall-ad f d bles were w aiting on platiorm
one. The door of the baggage car shd open and the guard
appeared.

*Int here *

Trent paused at the entrance. There was only Lachlan
Brodie nursing 2 bloody and swollen face, situng on the
guard's stool Trent's heart sank. “Tell me," he s1d weanly.
Brodie did the best he could. When he was fimshed, Trent
said, *He was handcuffed, you say, and yoo let him take you?'

“It wasn'r as simple as 1t sounds, sir,’ Brodie sud lamely,

‘You stupid, stupid man,' Treat sad By the ume I'm
fimshed with you, you'll be lucky if they put you in charge of
a pubhc lavatory.”

He turned away in disgust and went back along the plat.
form to phone Ferguson

Cussane at that precise moment was halted in the shelter of
some rocks on top of a hill north of Dunhill He had the
ordnance survey map open that he'd purchased from Moiea
McGregor. He found Larwick with no trouble and the
Mungos* farm was just ourside Pechaps fifteen mles and
most of that or er hill country, and yet he felt cheerful enough
as he pressed on,

The must curling 1n on erther hand, the heavy ram, gave
fum a safe, enclased fechng, remote from the world outstde,
2 kind of freedom. He moved on through birch trees and wet
bracken that soaked bus trouser legs. Occastonally grouse or
plover hifted from the heather, disturbed by hus passing. He
kepton the move, for by now his ratncoat was soaked through
and he was expencnced enough fo know the dangers of beng
m hill country hike thus 1n the wrong clothing.

He came over the cdge of an escarpment perhaps 28 hour



after leaving the train and looked down into a valley glen
below. Darkness was falling, but there was a clearly defined
man-made track a few yards away ending at a cairn of rough
stones. It was enough; he hurried on with renewed energy
and plunged down the hillside.

*

Ferguson was Jooking at a large ordnance survey map of the
Scottish Lowlands, ‘Apparently he got the coach in More-
cambe,’ he said. *We've established that.'

‘A neat way of getting to Glasgow, sir,’ Fox said.

*No,’ Ferguson said. ‘He took a ticket to a place called
Dunhill. What in the hell would he be doing there?”

‘Do you know the arca?’ Devlin asked. )

‘Had a week's shooting on some chap’s estate about twcnt)
years ago. Funny place, the Galloway hills. High forests,
ridgebacks and secret little lochs everywhere.’

‘Galloway, you said?’ Devlin looked closer at the map. ‘So
that's Galloway?’

Ferguson frownced. ‘So what?’

‘I think that's where he's gone,” Devlin said. ‘[ think that's
where he was aiming to go all along.’

Fox said, ‘What makes you think that?

He told them about Danny Malone and when he was
finished, Ferguson said, ‘You could very well have something,’

Devlin nodded. ‘Danny mentioned a number of safe houses
used by the underworld in various parts of the country, but
the fact that he's in the Galloway area must have some
conncction with this place run by the Mungo brothers.’

‘What do we do now, sir?’ Fox asked Ferguson. *Get Special
Branch, Ghsgow, to lay on a raid on this Mungo place?’

‘No, ta hell with that,’ Ferguson said. *We've already had
a classic example of just how cfficient the local police can be;
they had him and let him slip through their fingers.” He .
glanced out of the window at the darkness outside. ‘Too late
to do anything tonight. Too late for him as well. He'll still be
on foot in those hills.’

‘Bound to be,’ Devlin said.
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*50 ~ you and Harry fiy up to Glasgow tomarron. You
check out rhis Mungo place personally, I'm im oking special
powers, On this one, Specal Beanch will do what you want.*

He went our. Fox gave Devin a aigarerte, *What do you
think

“They had him, Harry, in handeufls,” Devlin said, “and he
gotaway. That's what I think. Now grve me a light,”

Cussanc went down through birch trees following the course
of a plexsant burn which splashed berw ecn a jumble of granite
boulders He was begtnmung to feel tired now in sprre of che
fact thar the going was all downhill.

The burn disappeared over an edge of rock, cascading into
adeep pool as 1t had done several ames before and he shthered
down through birch trees through the gathering dusk tacher
faster than he had intended, landing in an untidy heap, sull
holding on to his bag

There was a startied gasp and Cussine, coming up on one
knee, saw two children crouched at the side of the pool. The
girl, on a second look, was otder than he had though, perhaps
sixteen, and wore wellingtons and jeans and an old recfer
coar that was too big for her She had a pomnted face, wide
dark eyes, and a profusion of black hair flowed from beneath
a knitted Tam O'Shanter

Theboy wasyounger, no more thanten, with raggedjensey,
cut-down tweed trousers and rubber and canvas nunaing
shoes that had scen better days. He was i the acrof withdraw-
ing a gaff from the water, 2 salmon sputted on 1r.

Cussane smuled. ‘Where | come from that wouldn't be

; considered very sporung.’
¥ *Run, Morag!" the boy cried and lunged at Cussane with
the gaff, the salmon still wngghng on 1he ¢nd. .
A'section of the bank crumbled under his foot and ‘h,e{r}
"]

LN 1

‘Donal!* the girl screamed and ran to the eug
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Cussane got a hand to her shoulder and pulled her back,
just in time as another section of the bank crumbled. ‘Don’t
be a fool. You'll go the same way.’

She struggled to break free and he dropped his bag, shoved
her out of the way, and ran along the bank, pushing through
the birches. At that point the water poured through a narrow
slot in the rocks with real force, taking the boy withit, ~

Cussane plunged on, aware of the girl behind him. He
pulled off his raincoat and threw it to one side. He cut out
across the rocks, trying to get to the end of the slot before
the boy, reaching out to grab one end of the outstretched gaff
which the boy still clutched, minus the salmon now.

He managed it, was aware of the enormous force of the
current and then went in headfirst, a circumstance impossible
to avoid. He surfaced in the pool below, the boy a yard or so_
away and reached out and secured a grip on the jersey. A
moment later, the current took them in to a shingle strand.
As the girl ran down the bank, the boy was on his feet, shook
himself like a terrier and scrambled up to meet her. -

A sudden eddy brought Cussane’s black hat floating in. He
picked it up, examined it and laughed. ‘Now that will certainly
never be the same again.’ and he tossed it out into the pool.

He turned to go up the bank and found himself looking
into the muzzle of a sawn-off shotgun held by an old man of
at least seventy who stood at the edge of the birch trees, the
girl, Morag, and the young Donal beside him. He wore a
shabby tweed suit, a Tam O’Shanter that was twin to the
girl’s, and badly needed a shave.

‘Who is he, Granda?’ the girl asked. ‘No water baillie.’
‘With a minister’s collar, that would hardly be likely.’
The old man’s speech was tinged with the soft blds of the

highlander. ‘Are you a man of the cloth?’

‘My name is Fallon,” Cussane told him. ‘Father Michael
Fallon.” He recalled the name of a village in the area from his
examination of the ordnance survey map. ‘I was making for
Whitechapel, missed the bus and thought I'd try a short-cut
over the hill.’

The girl had walked back to pick up his raincoat. She
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returned and the ofd man took it from her. *Away you now,
Donal, and get the gentleman’s bag.*

So, he must have seen everything from the beginning. The
boy scampered away and the old man weighed the raincoar
1n his hand. He felt in a pocket and produced the Stechkin.
*Would you look at that now ? No water baillte, Morag, that’s
for sure, and a damn strange priest.’

*He saved Donal, Granda?* the girl touched his slecve.

He smiled slowly down at her, *And so he did. Away to
the camp then, girl, Say that we have company and see that
the kettle 1s on the fire.”

He put the Stetchhin back in the raincoat and handed it to
Cussane, The girl turned and darted away through the trees
and the boy came back with the bag.

*My name 1s Hamish Finlay and I am 1n your debt.’ He
rumpled the boy's hatr. *You are welcome to share what we
have. No man can say more.”

They moved up through the trees and started through the
plantation. Cussane said, *This 1s strange country,”

The old man took out a pipe and filled st from a worn
pouch, the shotgun under his arm. *Aye, the Galloway 1s that.
A man can lose himself here, from other men, if you tzke my
meantng?*

*Oh, I do,” Cussane said *‘Sometimes we all need to do that”

There was a cry of fear up ahead, the girl’s voice rarsed
high. Finlay's gun was in his hands i an tnstant and as they
maved farward, they saw her strugghog in the arms of 2 tall,
heawily -bult man, Like Finlay, he carried a shotgun and wore
an old, parched, tweed surt. His face was brutal and badly
needed a shave and yellow hair poked from beneath his cap
He was staring down at the girl as if enfoying her fear, a half
stmile on hts face. Cussane was consaious of real anger, but it
was Finlay who handled st.

‘Leave her, Murray?'

The other man scowled, hanging on to her, then pushed
her away with a forced smile. *A but of sport only.’ The girl
turned and ran away behind him. *Who's this?

*Murray, my dead brother’s child you are 2nd my responsi-



bility, but did 1 ever tell you there’s a stink 0 you like bad
meat on a summer day?’

The shotgun moved slightdy in Murray’s grasp and there
was hot rage in the eyes. Cussane slipped 2 hand in his
raincoat pocket and found the Stechkin. Calmly, almost
contemptuously, the old man lit his pipe and something went
out of Murray. He turned on his heel and walked away.

‘My own nephew.” Finlay shook his head. “You know what
they say. “Our friends we choose ourselves, but our relatons
are chosen for us.”””’

“True,” Cussane said as they started walking again.

‘Ave, and you can take your hand off the butt of that pistol.
It won't be needed now, Father — or whatever ve ar2.’

*

The camp in the hollow was 2 poor sort of place, The three
wagons were old with patched canvas tlts, and the only
motor vehicle in view was a jeep of World War Two vinwage,
painted khaki green. A depressing air of poverty hung over
everything, from the ragged clothes of the three women who
cooked at the open fire, to the bare feer of the children who
played dg amongst the half dozen horses that grazed beside
the stream.

Cussane slept well, deep, dreamless sleep that was tozlly
refreshing, and awakened 1o find the girl, Morag, siting on
the opposite bunk warching him.

Cussane smiled. ‘Hello there.’

“That’s funny,” she said. ‘One minute you were asleep, the
next your eyes were open and you were wide awake. How
did you leam 1o do thar®’

“The habit of a liferime.” He glanced at his warch. *Only
six-thiry. .

“We rise early.” She nodded outside the wagon. He could
hear voices and smell bacon frying.

‘Tve dried your clothes, she said. “Would you like some tea?’

There was an eagerness to her as if she desperately wanted
to please, something infinitely rouching. He reached to pull
the Tam O’Shanter down more over one ear. ‘I like that.’
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‘My mother knitted tt for me.” She pulled it off and looked
at 1, her face sad.

Thar's nice. Is she here?

‘No." Morag put the Tam O'Shanter back on. *She ran
aw2y with a man called McTavish last year. They went to
Austraha.’

*And your father?*

‘He left her when 1 was a baby.’ She shrugged. *But I don't
care.’

‘Is young Donal your brother?*

*No. His father 18 my coustn, Murray. You saw him earler.’

*Ah, yes. You don’t ike him, 1 think.®

She shivered. ‘He makes me feel funny.’

Cussane was conscious of the anger again, but controlled
1t. ‘That tea would be welcome, plus the chance to get dressed.”

Her reply, cynical and far too adult for her age, surprised
him. *Frghtened | might corrupt you, Father?* She grinned.
*Fll fesch your tea ' And she darted out.

His suithad been thoroughly brushed and dried. He dressed
quickly, omitting the vest and clencal collar and pulling a
thin black polo neck sweater over his head instead. He pulled
on his raincoar because it was still raining and went out.

Murray Finlay leaned against the side of 2 wagon smoking
a clay pipe, Donal crouched at his feet.

Cussane said, ‘Good morntng,” but Murray could only
fmanage a scowl,

Morag rurmed from the fire to offer Cussane tea ina chipped
enamel mug and Murray called, ‘Don’t 1 get one?”

She ignored him and Cussanc asked, "Wherc's your grand-
father?*

*Fishing by the loch. I'll show you. Bring your tea.*

ere was something immensely appealing, a gamime qual-
1ty that was somehow accentuated by the Tam O'Shanter. It
was ay if she was putning out her tongue at the whole world
1 spute of her ragged clothes. It was not pleasant to thunk of
such a girl brutalized by contact with the likes of Murray and
the squalor of the years to come.

They went over the nse and came toasmall loch, a pleasan
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place where heather flowed down to the shore-line. Old
Hamish Finlay stood thigh deep, rod in hand, making one
extremely expert cast after another. A wind stirred the water,
small black fins appeared and suddenly, a trout came out of
the decp water beyond the sandbar, leapt in the air and
vanished.

The old man glanced at Cussane and chuckled. *Would you
look at that now? Have you noticed how often the good
things in lifc tend to pop up in the wrong places?”’

‘Frequently.’

Finlay gave Morag his rod. *You'll find three fat ones in
the basket. Off with you and get the breakfast going.’

She turned back to the camp and Cussane offered the old
man a cigarette. ‘A nice child.’

*Aye, you could say that!

Cussane gave him a light. ‘This life you lead is a strange
one and yet you aren’t gypsies, | think?’

‘Peaple of the road. Tinkers. People have many names for
us and some of them none too kind. The last remnants of a
proud clan broken at Culloden. Mind, we have links with
other road people on occasion. Morag's mother was an
English gypsy.’

*No resting place?” Cussane said.

‘None. No man will have us for long enough. There's a
village constable at Whitechapel who'll be up here no later
than tomorrow. Three days — that's all we get and he’ll move
us on. But what about you?"'

‘I'll be on my way this morning as soon as I've eaten,’

The old man nodded. ‘I shan’t query the collar you wore
last night. Your business is your own. Is there nothing I can
dq for you?®

‘Better by far to do nothing,” Cussane told him,

‘Like that, is it?" Finlay sighed heavily and, somewhere,
Morag screamed.

»

Cussane came through the trees on the run and found them
in a clearing amongst the birches. The girl was on her back,
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Murray was crouching on top, pnning het down and there
w3s only fust on his face. He groped for one of her breasts,
she ened out again in revulsion and Cussane armved. He got
2 handful of Murray's long yellow haie, twisung 1t cruelly so
that 1t was the big man’s turn to ery out. He came to hus feet
and Cussane rumed um round, held him for 2 moment, then
pushed him away.

*Don’t touch her agan®

01d Hamish Finlay arrived at that moment, shotgun art the

 ready. *Mureay, [ wamned you.”

But Murray 1gnored him and advanced on Cussane, glanng
ferociously, *['m going to smash you, you lirtle worm!®

He came in fast, arms raised to desteoy Cussane pivoted
to one side and delivered a left to Murray's kidneys as he
lurched past. Murray went down on one kner, stayed there
for a mament, then got up and swung the wildest of punches.
Cussane sank a left under his nbs followed by a nght hook
to the check, sphitting flesh.

*Murray, my God 15 a God of Wrath when the occasion
warrants 1t He punched the big man m the face a second
time. "Touch this girl and P'll kel you, understand?”

Cussane kicked Murray under the kneecap. The big man
went down on his knees and stayed there.

Old Finlay moved 1n *I've given you your last warnung,
you bastard * He prodded Murray with the shotgun. *You'll
eave my camp this day and go your own way *

Murray furched pamfully ta ks feet 2nd turned and
hobbled aw.ay towards the camp. Finlay saud, *By God, man,
you don't do things by halves*

‘1 could never see the point,’ Cussane told him

Morag had picked up the rod and fishbasket $he stood
fooking at him, a kind of wonder 1n her eyes. And then she
backed away. ‘Tl see to the breakfast,” she sad 1n a low
voice, tumed and ran towards the camp.

There was the sound of the jeep's engine starnng up, it
moved away, ‘He hasn't wasted much time,” Cussane said.

Finlay s3id, ‘Good nddance. Now let's to breakfast.’
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Hamish Finlay stood thigh deep, rod in hand, making one
extremely expert cast after another. A wind stirred the water,
small black fins appeared and suddenly, a trout came our of
the deep water beyond the sandbar, leapt in the air and
vanished.

The old man glanced at Cussane and chuckled. ‘Would you
look at that now? Have you noticed how often the good
things in life tend to pop up in the wrong places?’

‘Frequently.’

Finlay gave Morag his rod. ‘You'll find three fat ones in,
the basket. Off with you and get the breakfast going.”

She turned back to the camp and Cussane offered the old
man a cigarette. ‘A nice child.’

‘Aye, you could say that.’

Cussane gave him a light. ‘This life you lead is a strange
one and yet you aren’t gypsies, I think?’

*People of the road. Tinkers, People have many names for
us and some of them none too kind. The last remnants of a
proud clan broken at Culloden. Mind, we have links with
other road people on occasion. Morag’s mother was an
English gypsy.’ .

*No resting place?’ Cussane said.

‘None. No man will have us for long enough. There’s a
village constable at Whitechapel who'll be up here no later
than tomorrow. Three days ~ that’s all we get and he’ll move
us on. But what about you?’

‘I'll be on my way this morning as soon as ’ve eaten.’

The old man nodded. ‘I shan’t query the collar you wore
last night. Your business is your own. Is there nothing I can
dg for you?’

‘Better by far to do nothing,” Cussane told him.

‘Like that, is it? Finlay sighed heavily and, somewhere,
Morag screamed.

»

‘Cussane came through the trees on the run and found them
in a clearing amongst the birches. The girl 'was on her back,

- 202,



Murray was crouching on top, pinning her down and there
was only Just on hus face. He groped for one of her breasts,
she cried out again in revulsion and Cussane arnived. He got
a2 handful of Murray's long yellow haur, twisting 1t cruelly so
that 1t was the big man’s turn ta cry out. He came to his feet
and Cussane turned him round, held him for a moment, then
pushed fum away,

*Don’t touch her agan!’

Old Hamush Finlay arnved at that moment, shotgun at the
ready. *Mutray, | warned you.'

But Murray ignored hum and advanced on Cussane, glanng
ferociously ‘I'm going to smash you, you little worm?!”

He came in fast, arms raised to destroy. Cussane pivoted
to one side and delivered a left to Murray's kidneys as he
furched past Murray went down on one knee, stayed there
for 3 moment, then got up and swung the wildest of punches.
Cussane sank a left under hus nibs followed by a nght hook
to the cheek, splitung flesh.

‘Murray, my God 1s a God of Weath when the occasion
warrants it." He punched the big man in the face a second
time. ‘Touch this girl and I'l kill you, understand?’

Cussane kicked Murray under the kneecap The big man
went down on his knees and stayed there.

Old Finlay moved m ‘F've given you your last warming,
you bastard.’ He prodded Murray with the shotgun. *You'll
feave my camp thus day and go your own way *

Murray lurched panfully to tis feet and turned and
hobbled away towards the camp. Finlay said, ‘By God, man,
you don't do things by halves *

‘1 could never see the point,” Cussane told him,

Morag had picked up the rod and fishbasket She stood
looking at hum, a kind of wonder in her eyes And then she
backed away. ‘Il see to the breakfast,’ she sad n a low
voice, tumned and ran towards the camp.

There was the sound of the jeep's engine starning up, 1t
moved away. "He hasn't wasted much ime,” Cussane sard

Finay said, *Good niddance. Now let's to breakfast *

.



Murray Finlay pulled up the jeep in front of the newsagents
in Whitechapel and sat there thinking. Young Donal sat
beside him. He hated and feared his father, had not wanted
to come, but Murray had given him no option.

‘Stay there,” Murray told him. ‘I need tobacco.’

He went to the door of the newsagents’ shop which obsu-
nately stayed closed when he tried to push it open. He cursed
and started to turn away, then paused. The moming papers
were stacked in the shop doorway and his attention was
caught by a photo on the front page of one of them. He took
out 2 knife, cut the string which tied the bundle and picked
up the top copy.

“Would you look at that? I've got you now, you bastard.’
He turned, burried across the street to the police cottage and
opened the garden gate.

Young Donal, puzzled, got ont of the jeep, picked up the
next paper and found himself looking at a reasonably good
photo of Cussane. He stood staring for a moment at the
photo of the man who had saved his life, then turned and ran
up the road as fast as he could.

*

Morag was stacking the tin plates after breakfast when Donal
arrived on the run.

“What 1s it?’ she cried, for his distress was obvious.

“Where's the Father?’

‘Walking in the woods with Granda. What is 512’

There was the sound of the jeep approaching. Donal
showed her the paper wildly. ‘Look at that. It’s him.’

Which it undeniably was. The description, as Ferguson had
indicated, had Cussane only posing as a priest and made
him out to be not only IRA, but a thoroughly dangerous
man.

The jeep roared into the camp, and Murray jumped out
holding his shotgun, followed by the village constable who
was in uniform but had obviously not had time to shave.

“Where is he?” Murray demanded, and grabbed the boy by
the hair and shook him. ‘Tell me, you little scut?
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Donal screamed in pain, *In the wood.*

Maurray pushed bim away and nodded to the conseable.
‘Right, let’s get him." He tumed and hutned sowands the
plantanion.

Morag didn’t think, simply acted, $he ducked into the
wagon, found Cussane’s bag and threw it into the jeep. Then
she climbed behind the whee! and pressed the szarter, She had
driven st often and knew what she way domg. She ook the
jeep away, wheels spinning actoss the rough ground. She
turned away to one side of Murray and the constable, Murray
rumed, she was aware of the rage in hs facr, the flat bang of
the shotgun She swung the wheel, brushing tem to pne side
and took the jeep straightanto the forest of young biech trees
Cussane and Finlay, alerted by the commotion, were running
towards the camp when the jeep came crashing through the
trees and stopped.

“What s 1t, lass? Finlay ened.

*Murray got the police. Get in' Getan!” she sasd to Cussane,

He didn’t argue, simply vaulted 1n beside her, and she tonk
the jeep round in a arcle, crashing through the trees. Murray
came imping towards them, the constable beside him and
the two men dived te one ide. The jeep burst out ol the trees,
bumped across the rough ground past the camp and turmed
on to the road

She braked to a halt “Whitechapel won't be night. Won't
they block. the ro2d?"

“They'll block all the bloody roads," he said.

‘So where do we go?*

*We?* Cussane said.

*Don’t argue, Mr Cussane. If | stay, theyTl arrese me for
helping you.”

She passed hum the newspaper Donal had gven ber. He
\ooked at his photo and read the saliert facts quickly. He
suled wryly. Someone had been on 1o him 2 dar e
more quickly than he would ever have rrapned

S0 where ta?” she asked impazenZy. n

He made hus deasion then. Terx Jekz ad hr{: d '»::5
We're gomng to try and reach 3 f1em ounde 39 Iz €
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rwick on the other side of those hills, They tell me these
ings will go anywhere, so who needs roads? Can you handle

)

*Just watch me?! she said, and drove away.
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Tie GLEN was mainly national forest and they left the roxd
and follow ed a track through prne trees, chmbing higher and
higher beside a burn swollen by the heavy ramn. Finally, they
came up out of the trees at the head of the glen and reached
a small plateau.

He touched her arm. “This will do," he called sbove the
roaning of the engine.

She braked to a halt and switched off. Rolling hulls stretched
on esther side, fading into must and heavy ran. He got out
the ordnance suney map and went forward to study the
terrain, The map was as accurate as only 2 government survey
could make it. He found Larwick with no difficulty. Glendhu,
that was where Danny Malone had said the Mungos’ farm
was, 2 couple of miles outside the village. The Black Glen st
meant 10 Gaelic and there was only one farm marked. It had
to be the place He spent a few more minutes smdying the he
of the land below htm i comjuncrion with the m2p and then
went back to the feep.

Morag looked up from the newspaper. 'ls it true, all this
stuff about you and the IRA?

He got 1n out of the rain, *What do you think?’

*It says here you often pose as a priest. That meam you
aren'’t one?®

It was a question as much as anything clse and he smiled.
“You know what they say. If st’s in the papers it must be true.
Why, does it worry you being 1n the company of such 3
desperate character®

Srl:::hook her head, You saved Donad at the burn and you
didn't need to. You helped me  saved me from Marnay,
folded the paper and tossed 1t 1nto the ack of the i,



Larwick on the other side of those hills. They tell me these
things will go anywhere. so who needs roads? Can you handle
it?’

‘Just watch me!” she said, and drove away.
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Tiie GLEN was mamly nauonal forest and they left the road
and followed a track through pine trees, chmbing highee and
hugher beside 3 burn swollen by the heavy rain, Finally, they
came up out of the trees at the head of the glen and reached
a small plateau.

He touched her arm. *This will do,’ he called above the
roanng of the engine.

She braked to a halt and switched off. Rolling hulls stretched
on erther side, fading into must and heavy rain. He got out
the ordnance survey map and went forward to study the
terrain, The map was as accurate as only 3 government sutvey
could make it. He found Larwick with no difficulty. Glendhu,
that was where Danny Malone had sad the Mungos™ farm
w34, 2 couple of miles outside the village. The Black Glen 1t
meant in Gaclic and there was only one farm marked. It had
10 be the place. He speat a few more minutes studying the he
of the land below bim in conjunction with the map and then
went back to the jeep.

Morag looked up from the newspaper. “Is 1t true, all this
stuff about you and the IRA?

He got 1n our of the ram. *“What do you think?"

‘It says here you often pose as a prest. That means you
aren't one?

It was a question as much as anything else and he smiled.
*You know what they say. 1 1t's 1n the papers it must be true.
Why, does it worry you being tn the company of such a
desperate character?*

She shook her head. *You saved Donal at the burn and you
didn’t need 1o, You helped me — saved me from Murray.” She
folded the paper and tossed 1t nto the back of the jeep, a
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slight frown of bewilderment on her face. ‘There’s the man
in the paper and then there’s you. It's like two different
people.

‘Most of us are at least three people,” he said. ‘There’s who
I think I am, then the person you think T am.!

“Which only leaves who you really are,’ she cut in.

“True, except that some people can only survive by continu-
ously adapting. They become many people, but for it to work,
they must really live the part.’

‘Like an actor?’ she said.

‘That’s it exactly, except that like any good actor, they
must believe in the role they are playing at that particular
time.’

She lay back in the seat, half-turned towards him, arms
folded, listening intently and it struck him then that, in spite
of her background and the sparseness of any formal education
in her life, she was obviously highly intelligent. -

‘I see,” she said. ‘So when you pose as a priest, you actually
become a priest.’

The dircctness was disturbing. ‘Something like that.” They
sat there in silence for a few moments before he said softly,

™ *You saved my hide back there. If it hadn’t been for you, I'd

Jave been in handcuffs again.’
¥ *Again?’ she said.

‘I was picked up by the police yesterday. They were taking
me to Glasgow in the train, but I managed to jump for it.
Walked over the hill from there and met you.’

h‘l.ucky for Donal,’ she said. ‘Lucky for me, if it comes to
that.’

‘Murray, you mean? Has he been a problem for long?’

‘Since 1 was about thirteen,’ she said calmly.#It wasn’t so
bad while my Mam was still with us, She kept him in check.
But after she left . . > She shrugged. ‘He’s never had his way
with me, but lately, it got worse. I'd been thinking of leaving.”

‘Running away? But where would you go?

‘My grandma. My mother’s mother. She's a true gypsy-

l{iier name's Brana — Brana Smith, but she calls herself Gypsy
ose,’

..



* seem to have heand 3 name bke that before,! Cunvine
snd, smiling

‘She has the pft,” Morag told him senoumdy, *Second sight
n all things, with the palm, the crystal or the Tarot cande
She has a house 1n Wapping i London, on the twer, when
she 1sn't working the fargrounds with the travelling shows ¢

*And you'd like to go to her?*

*Granda always said 1 could when Twas oller.’ She pushed
herself up. “What about you? Do you intend to make for
London?*

*Perhaps,” he said slowly.

Then we could go together.” This she said 10 him catmly
and withour emotion, as 1f 3t was the most natural thing In
the world.

*No,' he said flatly *1don'tthink so For one thing, it would
only get you deeper in trouble. For another, | have to trave!
hight. No excess baggage. When 1 have to run, Lhave to run
fast. No time to think of anyone but me.’

There was something in her eyes, a kind of hurt, but she
showed no emotion, simply got out of the teep and stood at
the side of the track, hands 10 pockets. *] understand, Yo g1
on from here. [l walk back down the glen *

Hehada y visian of the hed pment,
imagined the slow and tnevitable brutalizanon of the years
And she was worth more than that Much more.

‘Don’t be stuptd,’ he said. *Get !

*What for?

*] need you to drive the teep, don't I, while | frllow of.
map? Down through the glen below and over that centre |
There's a farm n a place called Glendhu outside $arwis.”

She got behind the wheel quickly, smiling. Have yent
friends there? .

‘Not exaatly.” He reached for hus bag, opened a1, p2"e 2
open the false bottom and 100k out the bandls of bxes-rrez.
“This 15 the kind of stuff they like. Whaz rn progie phe s
1t comes to that.’ He pulled several nores o#, £ =
and put them 1n the breast pxckes of bee o 2 i ot
should keep you gmng 6l you fad yoe e




slight frown of bewilderment on her face. “There’s the man
in the paper and then there’s you. It’s like two different
people.’

‘Most of us are at least three people,” he said. ‘There’s who
I think I am, then the person you think I am!’

“Which only leaves who you really are,” she cut in,

“True, except that some people can only survive by continu-
ously adapting. They become many people, but for it to work,
they must really live the part.

‘Like an actor?® she said.

“That’s it exactly, except that like any good actor, they
must believe in the role they are playing at that particular
time.’

She lay back in the seat, half-turned towards him, arms
folded, listening intently and it struck him then that, in spite
of her background and the sparseness of any formal education
in her life, she was obviously highly intelligent.

‘I see,” she said. ‘So when you pose as a priest, you actually
become a priest.’

The directness was disturbing. ‘Something like that.” They
sat there in silence for a few moments before he said softly,
~ ‘You saved my hide back there. If it hadn’t been for you, I'd
 have been in handcuffs again.’

‘Again?’ she said.

‘1 was picked up by the police yesterday. They were taking
me to Glasgow in the train, but I managed to jump for it.
Walked over the hill from there and met you.’

h‘Lucky for Donal,’ she said. ‘Lucky for me, if it comes to
that.’

‘Murray, you mean? Has he been a problem for long?’

‘Since I was about thirteen,’ she said calmly.#It wasn’t so
bad while my Mam was still with us. She kept him in check.
But after she left . . .’ She shrugged. ‘He’s never had his way
with me, but lately, it got worse. I'd been thinking of leaving.’

‘Running away? But where would you go¥

‘My grandma. My mother’s mother. She’s a true gypsy.

Her name’s Brana — Brana Smith, but she calls herself Gypsy
Rose.’ ‘
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o[ seem to have heard a name like that before,” Cussane
s3id, smuling. .

“She has the pift,’ Morag told hun seriously. ‘Second sight
1n all things, with the palm, the crystal or the Tarot cards.
She has 2 house in Wapping in London, on the niver, when
she tsn't working the fairgrounds wath the travelling shows.'

*And you'd hke to go to her?'

‘Granda always snd 1 could when 1 was older.’ She pushed
herself up. “What about you? Do you intend to make for
London?

*Perhaps,” he said slowly

“Then we could go together * This she said to hum calmly
and without emotion, as if it was the most natural thing in
the world.

*No," he sard flacly. ‘1 don’t think so. For one thing, 1t would
only ger you deeper in trouble, For another, 1 have to travel
hght. No excess baggage. When 1 have to run, I have to run
fast. No time to think of anyone but me*

There was something 1n her eyes, a kind of hurt, but she
showed no emotion, simply got out of the jeep and stood at
the side of the track, hands in pockets. ‘l understand. You go
on from here. I'll walk back down the glen®

He had a momentary vision of the wretched encampment,
imagined the slow and inevitable brutalizanion of the years.
And she was worth more than that. Much more.

“Don't be stupid,’ he sard. *Get it

“What for?*

‘I nced you to drve the jeep, dan't 1, while | follow the
map? Down through the glen below and over that centre hill,
There's a farm 1n a place called Glendhu outside Larwick.

She got behind the wheel quickly, smiling. *Have you
frends there?’

‘Not exactly.” He reached for tus bag, opened 1, pulled
open the false bottom and took out the bundle of banknotes.
“This 15 the kind of stuff they like. What mast people like if
It comes to that.’ He pulled several notes off, folded them
and put them in the breast pocket of her old reefer coat, “That
should keep you going til you find your pranme.’



Her eyes were round in astonishment. ‘I can’t take that.”

‘Oh yes, you can. Now get this thing moving.’

She selected a low gear and started down the track carefully.
*And what happens when we get there? To me, I mean®

‘We'll have to see. Maybe you could catch a train. On your
own, you'd probably do very well. 'm the one they’re really
after, so your only real danger is in being with me.

She didn’t say anything to that and he studied the map in
silence. Finally, she spoke again. ‘The business about me and
Murray. Does that disgust you? 1 mean, the wickedness of
it? S

‘Wickedness?' He laughed softly. *“My dear girl, you have
no conception of what true wickedness, real evil, is like,
although Murray is probably animal enough to come close.
A priest hears more of sin in a week than most people
experience in a lifetime.’

She glanced at him briefly. ‘But I thought you said you only
posed as a priest.”

‘Did 1?* Cussane lit another cigarette and leaned back in

the seat, closing his eyes.

*
o,

%sthe police car turned out of the carpark at Glasgow
ort, Chief Inspector Trent said to the driver, *You know

* sre we’re going. We've only got thirty-five minutes so step

“on it.” Devlin and Fox sat in the rear of the car and Trent
turned towards them. ‘Did you have a good flight?’

‘It was fast, that was the main thing,” Fox said. *What’s the
present position?’

‘Cussane turned up again, at a gypsy encampment in the
Galloway Hills. I got the news on the car radio just before
you got in.’

*And got away again, I fancy?’ Devlin said.

‘As a matter of fact, he did.’

*A bad habit he has.’

‘Anyway, you said you wanted to be in the Dunhill area.
We’re going straight to Glasgow Central Railway Station
now. The main road is still flooded, but I've made arrange-
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ments for us o board the Glasgow to London expeess. They'll
drop us at Dunhill. We'll also have the 0af who had Cussane
and Jost bim mn the first place, Sergeant Brodie, At lesst he
knows the local area.

*Fine,” Devhin sand, *That takes care of everything |
saund of it You're armed, | hope?® g from the
* *Yes. Am I permtted to know where we're gong® Trent
asked.

Foxsaid, A willage called Larwick not far from this Duhi)
place. Thete's a farm outside which, according to our mfor

e tee gy
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*No,' Derlin told bum. *We understand the farm n question
15 1 an ssolated area. The movement of people in any kind
of numbers, never mind men 1n uniform, would be bound ta
be spotted. If our man s there, he'd run tor 1 agamn,

*So we'd catch him,’ Trent sard.

Dervhin glanced ar Fox who nodded, and the Inshman
turned back 1o Trenr *The night before last, three gunmen
af the Provisional IRA tried to take him on the other side of
the water. He saw them alt off*

*Good God"”

*Exactly. He'd see off a few of your chaps, too, before they
got to hum, Better to try 1t our way, Chref Inspector,” Harry
Fox saud, ‘Beliere me

From the crest of the hill abos e Glendhu, Cussane snd Morag
crouched in the w et bracken and looked down The trach had
petered out, but in any case, it had seemed pol ¢ fo Custane
tokeave the feep up there out of sight There waspeehinglle
~an ace n the hole 1f anything went sour. Berre? the Mamgm
dudn’r know about that
It doesn't look much,” Morag sad. :
Which was an understatement, for t “:"" i .y
urlorely prcture. One barn without s roof. ¢ r’“g‘ ':
theroof of the main burlding, There et por1 € o
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Giled with water, a truck minus its wheels, a decaying tractor,
red with rust. ‘ ,

The girl shivered suddenly. ‘'ve got a bad feeling. 1 don’t
like that place.’

He stood up, picked up his bag, and took the Stechkin
from his pockct. ‘I've got this. There’s no need to worry.
Trust me.

“Yes,’ she said and there was a kind of passxon in her voice.
‘I do trust you.'

She took his arm and together they started down through
the bracken towards the farm.

*

Hector Mungo had driven down to Larwick early that morn-
ing, mainly because he’d run out of cigarettes although come
to think of it, they’d run out of almost everything. He pur-
chased bacon, eggs, various canned foods, a carton of ciga-
rettes and a bottle of Scotch and told the old lady who ran
the general store, to put it on the bill, which she did because
she was afraid of Mungo and his brother. Everyone was
afraid of them. On his way out, Hector helped himself to a
morning paper as an afterthought, got into the old van and
drove away.

He was a hard-faced man of sixty-two, sullen and morose

: *in an old tlying jacket and tweed cap, a grey stubble covering

his chin. He turned the van into the yard, pulled up and got
out with the cardboard box filed with his purchases and ran
for the door through the rain, kicking it open.

The kitchen he entered was indescribably filthy, the old
stone sink piled high with dirty pots. His brother, Angus, sat
at the table, head in hands, staring into space. He was younger
than his brother, forty-five, with cropped hair and a coarse
and brutal face that was rendered even more ugly by the old
scar that bisected the right eye which had been left milky
white.

‘] thought you'd never come.” He reached in the box as his
brother put it down and found the whisky, opening it and
taking a long swallow. Then he found the cigarettes.
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*You idle bastard,’ Hector told him. *You might have put
the fire on.”

Angus ignored him, simply took another pull at the bottle,
Iit a agarene and opened the newspaper. Hector moved
across to the sink and found a match to Iight the Calor
gas stove beside it. He paused, looking out mto the
yard as Cussane and Morag appeared and approached the
house.

“We've got company,” he said.

Angus moved to join him. He sniffened. ‘Just a minute.” He
131d the newspaper down on the draining board ‘That looks
damn hike him night there on the front page to me.*

Hector examined the newspaper report quickly. “Jesus,
Angus, weve got a night one here, Real trouble.’

*Just another little Mick strasght out of the bogs,” Angus
sud contemptuously. ‘Plenty of reom for him at the bottom
of the well, just like the others.”

‘That's true.” Hector nodded solemnly.

‘But not the girl.” Angus wiped his mouth with the back of
one hand *I1ike the look of her She's mine, you old bastard.
Just remember that, Now let them i, he added, as there
came 2 knock 2t the door.

*You know the Mungo brothers then, Sergeant?” Fox asked
Brodue,

They were 1n the guard's van at the back of the speeding
tram, the four of them: Devhin, Fox, Trent and the big
sergeant.

“They're animals,’ Brodie suid. ‘Everyone in the distrct 1s
ternfied of them 1 don't know how they make a hving up
there. They've both done prison time, Hector for operating
anillegal whisky still. He's been nside three tmes for that.
Angus has a string of munor offences to his name and then
he killed a man 1n a fist fight some nme back. Sentenced to
five years, but they let him out in three. And twice he's been
accused of rapes and then the women concerned havedropped
the charges. The suggestion that they operate a safe house



doesn’t surprise nfe, but I've no knowledge of it and it cer-
tainly has never been mentioned in their files.”

*How close can we get to thsir farm without being spotted?’
Trent asked.

‘About a quarter of a mile. The road up Glendhu only goes
to their place.’ ’

‘No other way out?’ Fox asked.

‘On foot, I suppose, up the glen, over the hill.’

Devlin said, ‘We've got to allow for one important point.
If Cussane did mean to stay with the Mungos, his plans were
badly disrupted. Being taken by the Sergeant here, jumping
from the train, that gypsy encampment, were not on the
agenda. That could have changed his plans.’

“True, Harry Fox said. ‘And there's the girl too.’

Trent said, ‘They could still be back there in the hills. On
the other hand, they’ve got to pass through Larwick to get to
the farm if they’re still in thart jeep. In a village thar size,
somebody must have seen it.’

‘Let’s hope so,” Devlin said and the express started to slow
as they came into Dunbhill.

*

‘Danny Malone.’ Hector Mungo poured strong tea into dirty
-mugs and added milk. ‘A long time since we had Danny here,
“n’tit, Angus?

_%:“Aye, it is thar.” Angus sat with a glass in his hand, ignoring
the other two and staring at Morag who did her best to avoid
his gaze.

Cussane was already aware that he had made a big mistake.
The service the Mungo brothers had offered people like
Danny years before must have been very different from what
was available now. He ignored the tea and sar there, one
hand on the butt of the Stechkin. He wasn't sure what his
next move should be. The script seemed to be writing itself
this time.

‘Actually, we were reading about you just before you
arrived.” Hector Mungo shoved the paper across. ‘No mention
of the girl, you see.’
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Cussane ignored the paper, *There wouldn't be.’

150 what can we do for you? You want to hole up here for
awhile?

“Just for the day,’ Cussane said. “Then tomght, when w's
dark, one of you can take us south 1n that old van of yours.
Fill 1t up with stuff from around the farm, hide us 1n the
back.”

Hector nodded gravely. ‘I don't sce why not. Where to?
Dumfnes®

*How far to Carlisle where the motorway begins®*

*Sixty nules. It°ll cost you though.'

‘How much?

Hector glanced at Angus and licked dry bips nervously. ‘A
thousand. You're hot, my friend. Very hot.

Cussane opened his case, took out the wad of bank-
notes and peeled ten off. He laid them on the table. “Five
hundred *

“Well, I don’t know,” Hector began.

*Don't be stupid,’ Angus said. ‘That’s more money 1n one
prece than you've seen at any ime duning the past six months.”
He rumed to Cussane. *I'll drive you to Carlisle myself.”

“That’s settled then.” Cussane got up. *You've got a room
we can use, | suppose.”

*No problem.” Hector was all eagemess. *One to spate for
the young lady, too *

*One will do just fine,” Cussanc said as they followed him
out inta the stone-flagged cotnidor and up the nickety starrs.

He opened the first door on the landing and led the way
o 3 large bedroom. There was a murky, unpleasant smell
and the flowered wallpaper was stained with damp There
was an old brass double bed with 2 martress that had seen
better days, army surplus blankets stacked on top of it

“There's 2 lavatory next door,” Hector said. ‘Il feave you
to it then.”

He went out, closing the door. They heard him go back
down stairs, There was an old rusting bolt on the door.
Cussane rammed it home. There was another door on the
opponite side of the room with a key 1n the lock. He opened



it and looked out on a stone staircase against the side of the
house going down ro the yard. He closed the door and Jocked
it again.

He turned to the girl. “All right?’

“The one with the bad eve.” She shuddered. "He's worse
than Murray.’” She hesitated. ‘Can I call you Harry?

‘Why not?’

He quickly unfolded the blankets and spread them on the
mattress. ‘Whar are we going to do?” she asked.

‘Rest,” he said. ‘Get a lirtle sleep. No one can gert in. Not
at the moment.’

‘Do vou think they’l! rake us 1o Carlisle?”

“Nao, but I don't think they’ll try anything untl it’s dark
and we’re ready to leave”

‘How can vou be sure they will try?’

‘Because that’s the kind of men they are. Now lie down
and try and get some sleep.

He got on the bed without taking off his coat, the Stechkin
in his right hand. She lay down on the other side of the bed.
For a while, she staved there and then she rolled over and
cuddled against him.

‘I'm frighrened.’

*Hush.” His arm went around her. ‘Be still now. I am here,

'Nothing will touch you in this place.’

* Her breathing became slow and heavy. Helay there holding
“her, thinking abourt things. She was already a Hability and
how long he could sustain that, he wasn't sure. On the other
hand, he owed her. There was a moral debr in thar, surely. He
looked down at the purity of the young face, still untouched by
life. Something good in a bad world. He closed his eyes,
thinking of that, and finally slept.

*

‘Did you see all that cash?’ Hector asked.

“Yes,” Angus said. ‘I saw v

‘He’s locked the door. 1 heard him.”

*Of course he has. He’s no fool. Not thar it marrers. He's
gor to come out sooner or later. We'll take him then.’
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*Good,’ Hector said.
Hus brother poured another whisky. *And don't forpet. 1
get the garl.”

.

Devlim, Fox, Trent and Brodie drove up to Larwick from
Dunhill in an old blue Ford van which the police sergeant
had borrowed from a focal garage. He parked it ourside the
general store in the willage and went in while the others
watted. He retumed five munutes later and gor behind the
wheel of the Ford.

*Hector Mungo was in earher for groceries. The old gl in
there runs the saloon bar at the pub in the evenings. She says
both of them are around, but no strangers, and they'd suck
out like a sore thumb in a place like this.”

Devlin Jooked out of one of the rear windows in the van
doors There was really only one street, a row of granite
cottages, 2 pub, the store and the hills Lfung steeply above.
‘I see what you mean.’

Brodie started the engine and drove away, following
a narrow road between grey stone walls. “The only road
and the farm at the end of 1. A few munutes later he said,
‘Right, this 1s about as far as we can go without being
seen.”

He pulled 1n under some trees and they all got out. *How
far?” Trent asked.

‘Less than a quarter of a mule, I'll show you.'

He led the way up through the trees at the side of the
road, scrambling up through ferns and bracken and paused
cautiously on the ndge hine. “There you are.’

The farm was below in the hollow a few hundred yards
away. ‘Cannery Row,” Devlin murmured.

) *Yes, 1t does look a bit Iike that,’ Fox replied. *No sign of
ife.

*What's more important, no sign of the 1eep,” Devhn suid
*Maybe 1 was wrong after all.’

Atthat moment, both the Mungo brothers came out of the
kitchen door and crossed the yard. “Thar's them presumably,”
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Fox took a small pair of Zeiss fieldglasses from his pocke
and focused them. ‘Nasty looking couple,” he added, as the)
went into the barn.

A moment later Morag Finlay came into view..

Trent said excitedly, ‘It’s the girl. Has to be. Reefer coat
Tam O’Shanter. Fits the description exactly.’

‘Jesus, Mary and Joseph,’ Devlin said softly. ‘I was right
Harry must be in the house.’ .

Trent said, ‘How are we going to handle this?’

“You've both got personal radios?’ Fox asked.

*Sure.’ .

‘Right, give me one of them. Devlin and I will go in from
the rear of the farm. With any kind of luck, we'll take them
by surprise. You go back and wait in the van, The moment I
give you the good word, you tome up that road like an
express train.’

‘Fine.

Treat and Brodie went back towards the road. Devlin took
a Walther PPK from his pocket and cocked it. Fox did the
same.

The Irishman smiled. ‘Just remember one thing. Harry
Cussane isn’t the kind of man to give any kind of a chance
to.’

‘Don’t worry,’ Fox said grimly. ‘I shan’t.” He started down

- the slope through the wet bracken and Devlin followed.

»

Morag came awake and lay staring up at the ceiling blankly,
and then she remembered where she was and turned to look
at Cussane beside her. He slept quietly, his breathing light,
the face in repose, very calm. He still clutched the Stetchkin
in his right hand. She gently cased her feet to the floor, stood
up and stretched, then she walked to the window. As she
looked out, Hector and Angus Mungo crossed the yard and
went into the barn opposite. She opened the door and stood
at the top of the stone stairs and was aware of some sort of
engine starting up. She frowned, listening intently and then
quickly went down the steps and crossed the yard.
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In the bedroom, Cussane surred, stretched, then opened
hus cyes, instantly awake as usual. He was aware of the gitl's
shsence 3t once, was on his feet in a sccond. Then he noticed
the open door.

The harn was lled with the sour-sweet smell of mash for the
Muagos operated their stll in there. Hector switched on the
old petrol engine and pump that provided their power supply,
then checked the var.

*We need more sugar,” he said.

Angus nodded “T'll get some.”

He opened a door that led mnto a hut built on the side of
the barn. There were vanous supplies m there, all necessary
ingredients of their illegal work, and several sacks of sugar,
He was about to pick enc up when through a broken plank,
he saw Morag Finlay outside, peening 1n through a window
at what was going on 1n the barn. He smiled delightedly, put
down the sack and crept out.

Morag was not even aware of his approach. A hand was
clamped over her mouth, sufbng her cry and she was hfted
;:\ strong arms and carred, kicking and struggling, nto the

arm.

Hector turned from stirnng the var *What's this>”

‘A lintle nosey-parker that needs teaching its manners,’
Angus sad -

He put her down and she struck at bim wildly. He slapped
her bach-handed and then apgain with enough force to send
her spranling on a pile of sacks.

He stood over her and started to unbuckle his belt. *Man-
ners,” he sad. *Thar's what I'm gaing 1o teach you.”

*Angus? Harry Cussane called from just inside the ‘door.
‘Are’)nu a bastard by nature or do you really have to work
avur

He sto0d thete, hands neghgently 1n the pochets of his
raincoat, and Angus tumed to face lim. He bent down to

rid;lup a shovel, *You hnle squin, 'm going to spht your
shull?



‘So we’re trapped?’
“Not necessarily. There’s the railway. There might be some

sort of chance there. Let’s get moving and find out.”

*

Ferguson said, ‘It’s a mess. Couldn’t be worse. How’s Harry
Fox?’

‘He'll live, as they say. At least that’s the local doctor’s
opinion. They've got him here in Dumfries at the general
hospital.’

‘I'll make arrangements to have him shipped down here to
London as soon as possible. I want him to have the best.
Where are you phoning from?

‘Police headquarters in Dumfries. Trent’s here with me.
They’re turning out all the men they can. Road blocks and
so on. The weather isn’t helping. Still raining like hell.’

“What do you think, Liam?’

‘I think he’s gone.’

“You don’t think they are going to net him up there?’

‘Not a chance in the wide world.

Ferguson sighed. ‘Yes, frankly, that’s how 1 feel. Stay for
a while with Harry, just to make sure, then come back.’

*Now - this evening?’

‘Get the night train to London. The Pope flies into Gatwick
Atrport at eight o’clock tomorrow morning. [ want you with
me.’

*

Cussane and Morag left the jeep in a small quarry in a wood
above Dunhill and walked down towards the railway line. At
that end of the small town, the streets were deserted in
the heavy rain and they crossed the road, passed a ruined
warehouse with boarded-up windows and squeezed through
a gap in the fence above the railway line. A goods train stood
in the siding. Cussane crouched down and watched as a driver
in overalls walked along the track and pulled himself up into
the engine.
‘But we don’t know where it's going,’ Morag said.
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Cussane smuled. “lt's pomnung south, 1sn't it?” He grabbed
her arm. *Come on?*

They went down the bank through the gathenng dusk,
crossed the line as the train started 1o move. Cussare brobe
tnto a trot, reached up and pushed back a shding door. He
tossed 11 the bag, pulled himself up, turned and reached for
the gitl's hand A moment later and she was with um. The
wagon was almost filled with packing cascs, some of them
stenatled with the address of a factory in Penrith,

*Where's that?* Morag ashed.

*South of Carlisle. Evens 1f we don’t go further than that,
we're on our way

He sat down, feeltng ccasanably elated, and he 2 aagarette.
His left arm worked, bur it felt as if 1t didn’e belong to him.
Still, the morphine had taken care of the pan Morag snuggled
beside him and he put an arm around her A Tong hime since
he had felt protectise tow 3rds any one. To be even more blun,
a long ime since he had cared,

She had closed her ey es and seemed to steep. Thanks tothe
morphine, the pan had not returned and ke could cope when
it did. There were several ampoules in his kit. Certanly
enough to heep him gomng. With the bullet in im and no
proper medical attention, sepsis would only be 2 matter of
nime, but al) he needed now was thrty-six hours. The Holy
Father flew 1nto Gatwick n the marning. And the day afrer
that, Canterbury,

As the train srarted to coast along the track he leaned back,
hus good arm around the gith, and dnfied mto sleep
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Cussane smiled. *It’s pointing south, 1sn’t 1t”” He grabbed
het arm, ‘Come on!’

They went down the bank through the gathening dusk,
crossed the line as the train started to move. Cussane broke
tnto 2 trot, reached up and pushed back a shding door. He
tossed 1n the bag, pulled humself up, turned and reached for
the guel's hand. A moment later and she was wath hum. The
wagon was almost flled with packing cases, some of them
stencilled with the 2ddress of a factory tn Pennth.

*Where's that®* Morag asked

*South of Carlisle. Even tf we don't go further than that,
we're on our way

He sat down, fecling reasonably elated, and it a agarette.
Hus left aem worked, but st felt as 1f 1t didn’t belong ro hum.*
Sull, the morphine had taken care of the pain Morag snuggled
beside him and he put an arm around her. A long ttme since
he had felt procectis ¢ tow ards any one. To be even more blant,
aJong time since ke had cared

She had closed her ey es and seemed to sleep Thanks to the
morphine, the pain had not returned and he could cope when
. 1t did. There were several ampoules n his ki, Certamly
enough to heep him going With the bullet 10 him and no
proper medical attention, sepsis would only be a matter of
fime, but all he needed now was thirty-six houss. The Holy
Father flew into Garwick 1n the moming. And the day after
that, Canterbury

Asthe train started to coast along the track he leaned back,
hus good arm around the girl, and dnfied into sleep
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MORAG CAME AWAKE with a start. The train seemed 1o be
skidding to a halr. They were passing through some sort of
siding and light from the occasional lamp drifted in through
the slars, picking Cussane’s face out of the darkness. He was
asleep, the face wiped clean of any expression. When she
gently touched his forehead it was damp with sweat. He
groaned and turned on one side and his arm swung across
his body. She saw that he was clurching the Stechkin.

She was cold. She turned up the collar’of the reefer coar,
put her hands in her pockess and watched him. She was a
simple girl, uncomplicated in spite of the life she had known,
but blessed with a quick mind and a fund of sound common
sense.

She had never known anyone like Cussane. It was not just
the gun in his hand, the quick, cold violence of the man. She
had no fear of him. Whatever else he was, he was nor cruel.
Most important of all, he had helped her and that was
something she was not used to. Even her grandfather had
difficulty in protecting her from Murray's brusality. Cussane
had saved her from that, and she was enough of a woman to
realize he’d saved her from far worse. Thar she had helped
him simply did not occur to her. For the first time in her life.
she was filled with a sense of freedom.

The wagon jolted again, Cussane’s eyes opened and he
turned quickly, up on one knee, and checked his watch.
*One-thirty. I must have slept for a long time.’

*You did.’

He peered out through the slats and nodded. ‘We must be
moving into the sidings at Penrith. Where's my bag?”

She pushed it across. He rummaged inside, found the
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medical kit and gave himsell another morphine mjection.
*How 13 1t”" she asked.

*Fine,” be sa1d. *No trouble. I'm just making sure,”

He was Iying, for the pain, on waking, had been very teal,
Me shid back the door and peered out and a sign for Penrith
Joomed out of the dark. I was nght,’ he sad,

‘Are we getting out here?”

*No guarantee this train goes any further and it’s not much
of a walk to the motorway.’

“Thea what?'

“There'll be a service centre, a café, shops, parked cars,
trucks. Who knows?” The pain had faded again now and
be managed a smule. *An infinite possibility to things. Now
gve me your hand, war il we slow right down, and
Jemp.’

It was aonger walk than Cussane had anticipated so that it
was three o'clock when they tumed into the carpark of the
nearest service centre on the M6 and approached the café. A
couple of cars moved 1n off the motorway and then a truck,
2 freighthiner so masstve that Cussane didn’t see the police
cat unnit the last moment. He pulled Morag down behind a
van and the police car stopped, the hight on top of it lanly
turnin,

"What shall we do?* she whispered.

‘Waand see.’

The driver stayed behund the wheel, the other policeman,
Bot out and went 1n the café. They could see him dearly
through the plate glass windows, There were pethaps twenty
or thirty people 1n there, scattered amongst the tables. He
took a good look round and came out again. He got back in
the car and was speaking on the radio as it drave away.

They were looking for us,’ Morag said.

‘What else?' He took the Tam O'Shanter off her head and
stuffed 1t in 2 nearby waste bin. “That's benter. Too much ltke
advertising* He fumbled in bis pocket and found a five pound
note which he gave to her, TThey do take-outs in these places.
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Get some hot tea and sandwiches. I'll wait here. Safer that
way.’

She went up the ramp and into the café. He saw her hesitate
at the end of the counter, then pick up a tray. He noticed a
bench against a low wall nearby, half-hidden by a large van.
He sat down and lit a cigarette and waited, thinking about
+ Morag Finlay.

Strange how right it seemed to think of her. It occurred to
him wryly, with the usual priest’s habit of self-doubrt, that he
should not be doing so. She was only a child. He had been
celibate for more than twenty years, had never found it in the
slightest degree difficult to manage without women. How
absurd it would be, to fall in love at the end of the day with
a little sixteen-year-old gypsy girl.

She came round the van with a plastic tray and put it on
the bench. ‘Tea and ham sandwiches and what do you think
of this? We're in the paper. There was a stand by the door.

He drank the scalding hot tea carefully from one of the
plastic cups and unfolded the paper on his knee, reading it in
the dim light falling across the carpark from the café. The
newspaper was a local paper, printed in Carlisle the previous
evemng They had Cussane on the front page, a separate

- of Morag beside him.
‘You lock younger,’ he said.
‘That was a snap my mother took last year. Granda had it
. on the wall in his caravan. They must have taken it. He'd
" never havé given it to them.’

‘If a local paper had this Jast night, I’d say we’ll be in every
national newspaper’s first edition later on this morning,” he
said.

There was a heavy silence, he lit another cigarette and sat
there smoking it, not saying anything.

“You're going to leave me, aren’t you?’ she asked.

He smiled gently. ‘My God, you’re about a thousand years
old, aren’t you? Yes, I'm going to leave you. We don’t have
any choice.”

“You don’t have to explain.

But he did. ‘Newspaper photos can be meaningless to most






least before any of those would be missed, and by then he
would be long gone.

He went up the steps to the flyover, thinking about Morag
Finlay, wondering what would happen to her. But that wasn’t
his problem. What he had said 1o her made perfect sense.
Together, they stuck out like a sore thumb. He paused on the
bridge, lit another cigarette, trucks swishing past beneath him
on the motorway. All_perfectly sensible and logical, so why
did he feel so rotten about it?

‘Dear God, Harry,” he said softly, ‘you're being corrupred
by honesty and decency and innocence. It's not possible to
soil that girl. She’ll always remain untouched by the rottenness
of life.

And yet .

*

Someone moved up beside her and a soft voice said, ‘You
okay, kid? Anything I can do?’

He was West Indian, she knew that, with dark, curling
hair, a little grey at the edges. He was perhaps forty-five and
wore a heavy driving coat with fur collar, all much stained
with grease, and carried a plastic sandwich box and a thermos
‘flask. He smiled, the kind of smile that told her instantly that

_she was okay, and sat down.
" “What’s the problem?

‘Life,” she said.

‘Heh, that’s really profound for a chick as young as you.’
But the smile was sympathetic. ‘Can 1 do anything?’

‘I'm waiting for the bus.’

‘To where?’

‘London.’

He shook his head. ‘It’s always London you kids make for
when you run away from home.’

‘My grandmother lives in London,’ she said weanly “Wap-
ping.’

He nodded and frowned as if consxdermg the matter, then
stood up. ‘Okay, I'm your man.’

‘What do you mean?’
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*$ dmve 2 frephthiner and London is my home base, The
long way round, mind you, ‘Gruse whea 1 hie Mancheater,
e pot to take the Penmne motorway to Leeds to drop
something off, but we should be o London by the easly
afternoon

“) don't know." $he hertated.

“‘Bus won't be through here for another Rive hours, so what
have you got to lose? I« helps, I've gor theee gsls of my

, own, all older than you, and my name 1s Earl Jackson,*
Al nght,” she said, making her deasion, and went out at
hn nde.

They w alked dawn the eamp and searted across the carpark
The fresghthiner also towed a huge tradder. "Here we are,” he
said "All the camlorte of home

There was a footstep and as they turned, the blond biker
from the cafe moved eound from behind anather truch He
came forw ard and stood there, hands on hips “Naughey girl,”
he sud. ‘L told you you'd be better off on the back seat ot my
bike and what do 1 ind? You're fiying oft into the mighr with
Rastus here. Now that's definttely out of order

{*Oh, dear,” Earl Jackson said it talks and everything.
Probably wets it sou ge it water

He leaned down to put hrs sandwich box and thermos on
the ground and the othee biher ducked from undee the truck
and booted hum so that he staggered forward losmg his
balance. The blond one hifted 3 knee 1n hus face. The ane
behind pulled Jackson to his feet, 2n arm cound hus theost
and the ather flexed hus hands, ughtenung hes gloves

‘Hold humn, Sammy He's my meat now *

Sammy screamed as a fist swung into hus kidnevs He jesked
1n agony, releasing s grip on Jackson and Cussane hir him

' Yz, sending him to hrs knees

He shipped past Jackson to confront the other biker “You
ceally should have stayed under your stone”

The youth's hand came out of his packet and, 2y Morag
hed a warnng, there was aclich 253 blade spranginto vicw,
flashing un the pale bght. Cussane dropped b bap, ywayed
t0 one side, grabbed for the waust with both hands, twasted ot
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round and up, locking the arm, and ran the blond headfirst
into the side of the truck. The youth dropped to his knees,
blood on his face, and Cussane pulled him up and reached
for the other, who was now standing. He pulled them close.

‘I could put you on sticks for a year, but perhaps you’d just
rather go?’

They backed off in horror, turned and stumbled away.
Cussane was aware of the pain then, so bad that it made him
feel sick. He turned, clurching at the canvas side of the trailer,
and Morag ran forward and put an arm around him.

‘Harry, are you all right?’

‘Sure, don't worry.’

Earl Jackson said, ‘You saved my hide, man. | owe you.’
He turned to Morag. ‘I don’t think I got the whole story.’

‘We were together, then we got separated.” She glanced at
Cussane. ‘Now we’re together again.’

Jackson said, ‘Is his destination London, too?’

She nodded. ‘Does the offer still hold good?’

He smiled. “Why not. Climb up in the cab. You'll find a
sliding panel behind the passenger seat. An improvement of _
mine. There’s a bunk in there, blankets and so on. It means . -
I can sleep in the carpark and save on hotel bills.”

Moragclimbed up. As Cussane made to follow her, Jackson
caughe his sleeve. ‘Look, I don’t know what gives here, but
she’s a nice kid.’ ’

*You don't need to worry,” Cussane told him. ‘[ think so
too.” And he climbed up into the cab.

*

It was just after 8 a.m. on a fine, bright morning when the
Alitalia jet which had brought Pope John Paul from Rome
landed at Garwick Airport. The Pontiff came down the laddéf”
waving to the enthusiastic crowd. His first act was to kneel
and kiss English soil.

Devlin and Ferguson stood on the balcony locking down.
The Brigadier said, ‘It’s at moments like this that I'd welcome
my pension.’

‘Face facts,” Devlin said. ‘If a really determined assassin,
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the lind who docsn’t mind commitumg stade, scts s seghts
on pering the Pope or the Queen of Fagland or whoeser, the
odds are heanly in his favour.”

Below, the Pope was welcomed by Cardinal Bastt Hume
and the Duk e of Notfolk onbehalfof the Queen. The Cardinal
made 2 speech of welcome and the Pope rephied. Then they
morved to the waiung cars.

Dehin said, “What happens now ¥
- *Mass ar Westminster Cathedral, After lunch, aviatto Her
Majesty at Buckingham Palace. Then St George's Cathedral
at Southwark to anoint the sick. It's going to be all go, Tean
sce that.” Ferguson was unhappy and it showed. *Dammu,
Liam, where is he? Where 15 that sod, Cussane?*

*Around,’ Deshin said. *Closer than w e think, probably. The
only certainty s that he'll surface within the next twenty-four
hours,'

*And then we get him,’ Ferguson said as they walked away,

*If you say s0," was Liam Deviin's only comment.

The yaed of the warchouse in Hunslet, Leeds, quite close to
the motorway, was packed with trucks. Cussane had the
shiding panel open and Jackson said, *Keep out of sight, man,
Passengers are strictly eerboten. | could lose my hence.”

He got out of the truck to see to the disengagement af the
tratler, then went into the freight office to get 3 signature for
.
The clerk looked up from his desk. *Hello, Earl, good run?*

‘Not bad.*

‘l bear they'se been having fun over there on the M6
One of the lads rang in from outside Manchester. Had a
¥reakdown. Said thes'd had a lot of police acnviny.

‘'l dudn't notice anything,” Jackson sud. *What was 1t
about>*

*Lookng for some guy that's mixed up with the IRA. Has

agitd with him.”

Jackson managed to stay calm and signed the sheets "Amyv-

thing elge?*



*No. that's fine, Earl. See vou next rip.”

Jackson moved outside. He hesitated beside the rruck, then
followed his original intention and went out of the yard across
the road 1o the transport café. He gave the girl behind the
counter his thermos to fill, ordered some bacon sandwiches
and bought a newspaper which he read slowly on the way
back ro the truck.

He climbed up behind the whesl and passed the thermos
and sandwiches throngh. "Breakfast and something to read.
while vou eaz.’

The photos were those which had appeared in the Carlisle
paper and the story was roughly the same. The details on the
girl were sparse. It simply said she was in his company.

As they entered the slip road leading up to the motorway,
Cussane said, “Well?®

Jackson concentrated on the road. ‘This is heavy sruff,
man. Okay, 1 owe you, but not that much. If vou’re picked
up ...

‘It would look bad for you?

‘1 can't afford that,” Jackson told him. ‘I've got form. Been
inside twice. Cars were my game till I gor smart. I don't
want trouble and 1 definitely don’t want to see the inside of
Pentonville again.

“Then the simplest thing to do is keep driving,” Cussanz
told him. ‘Once in London, we drop off and you go on about
your business. No one wiil ever know.’

It was the only solution and Jackson knew ir. *Okay,” he
sighed. ‘I guess that’s it.”

‘T'm sorry, Mr Jackson,” Morag told him.

He smiled at her in the mirror. “Never mind, kid. 1 should
have known better. Now keep inside and close that panel.’
and he rurned the freightliner on to the motorway. ' g

*

Devlin was on the phone to the hospital in Dumfries whea
Ferguson came in from the study.

As the Irishman put down the receiver, the Brigadier said.
‘I could do with some good news. Just had advance notice



that 2 Para under the command of Colonel H. Joney attaiked
some place called Gouse Green in the Falklands. Turned oy
to be about three tme the Argentimizn roops there 23
anncypated

*What bappened?”

*Oh, they won the day, but Jones died, I'm afraid.”

‘The news on Harry Foxis comforting, Deshin sand. *They
are flying him down from Glasgow this eveming. Put he's in
fair shape”

“Thank God for that,’ Ferguson said

*Ispoketo Trent. They can’t getaword out of those tinkery
Notheng helptol anyway According to the old grandiather,
he's no dea where the girt might go. Her mother's 1n Aus
tralia,”

"They're worse than gypsies, unkers,” Ferguson said, *f
know. 1 come from Angus, semember, Funny people. Fyen
when they hate each other, they hare the police more
Wouldn't even kel you the way to the public toifet.”

‘Sowhatdowe donon?

*We'll g along to St George's to sec what His Hohiness 13

2 up to, then 1 think you can take 2 run down to Canterbury.
I'm laying on a police car and dnver for you, by the way. |
thimk 1t will help for you to look 35 offical as posuible from
now on.’

Morag sat 1n the comer of the bunk, her back apamt the
wall, ‘Why did you come back at Pennith? You haven’t told
me.”

Cussane shrugged. *I suppose | deaaded you weren't bt 1o
be out on your own or someshing tike that*

v She shook her head. *Why arc you so afrad 1o adris to
xundness?

‘Am 17" He it a agatette and watched her as she tool an
oM pack of cards from her pochet and shuffled them. They
were Taror *Can you use those things?

"My prandma showed me how years ago when I was qurre
young. e not sure of 1 have the gife. It's hard to rell



She shuffled the cards again. He said, ‘The police might be
widiting at her place.

She paused, surprise on her face. ‘Why should they? They
don’t know she exists.’

“They must have asked questions at the camp and someone
must have told them something, If not your grandad, there’s
always Murray.’ -

‘Never,’ she said. ‘Even Murray wouldn’t do a thing like
that. You were different — an outsider — but me, that’s not ;.
the same at all.’

She turned the first card. It was the Tower, the building
struck by lightning, two bodies falling. ‘The individual suffers
through the forces of destiny being worked out in the world,’
Morag commented.

“That's me. Oh, that’s very definitely me,” Harry Cussane
told her and he started to laugh helplessly. -

E 2

Susan Calder was twenty-three, a small girl, undeniably at-
tractive in the neat navy-blue police uniform with the hat
with the black and white checks round the brim. She had -
trained as a schoolteacher, but three terms of that had very
definitely been enough. She had volunteered for the Metro-
politan Police and had been accepted. She had served far just
over one year. Waiting beside the police car outside the
Cavendish Square flat, she presented a pleasing picture, and
Devlin’s heart lifted. She was polishing the windscreen as he
came down the steps.

‘Good day to you, a colleen, God save the good work.” .

She took in the black Burberry, the felt hat slanted across
the ears, was about to give him a dusty answer, then paused.
*You wouldn’t be Professor Devlin, would you?’ T

‘As ever was. And you?’ ’

‘WPC Susan Calder, sir.’

*Have they told you you're mine until tomorrow?’

‘Yes, sir. Hotel booked in Canterbury.’

*There will be talk back at the station. Let’s get moving
then,” and he opened the rear door and got in. She slipped
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ehind the wheel and drove away and Deviin leaned back
vatching her. "Have they told you what this s abous?” i

*You're with Group Four, sir, that's all [ know.

*And that 1s?*

“Ann-terronsm; intelligence side of things as distinct from
he Yard's anti-terronist squad.*

*Yes, Group Four can employ people like me and getaway
with it.” He frowned. “The next sixteen hours will see the
naking ot breaking of this affair and you'll be with me every
tep of the way.'

*If you say 5o, sir,”

“So I think you deserve to know what it's about,’

*Should you be telling me, sir?* she asked calmly,

It was one way of getting it all straight 1n his head,

‘Na, but I'm going to,” he said and started to talk, telling
her everything there was 1o know about the whole affatr from
the beginming and especially about Harry Cussane,

When he was finished, she said, “It's quite a story.”

“And that's an understatement.”

“There 15 just one thing, sir.”

'And what would that be?*

*My elder brother was killed 1n Belfast three years ago
while serving there as a Iieutenant 1n the Mannes. A smper
nt hrm from a place called the Divis flats,”

‘Does that mean I'pose 2 problem for you?’ Devlm asked
her.

‘Not at all, sir, I just wanted you to know,” she said crrsply

and turned into the main road and drove down towards the

nvet,

.

- Cussane and Morag stood 10 the quiet street on the edge of
Wapping and watched the freightlner turn the comer and
disappear.

‘Toor Eal Jackson,’ Cussane said, ‘I bet he can’s get away
fast enough. What's your grandma’s address”
‘Cork Street Whatf. 1t's five o six years since I was there.

Tmafraid 1 can’t remember the way.* R



(UD]
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*OF COURSE, it’s hardly surprising the Pope wants to come
here, sir,” Susan Calder said to Devlin. ‘This is the birthplace
of English Christianity. It was St Augustine who founded the
cathedral here in Saxon times.”

‘Is it now?’ They were standing in the magnificent Perpen-
dicular nave of the cathedral, the pillars soaring to the vaulted
ceiling high above them. The place was a hive of activity,
workmen everywhere.

‘It’s certainly speciacular,” Devlin said.

‘It was even bombed in nineteen-forty-two during tha
Canterbury blitz. The library was destroyed, but it's been
rebuilt. Up here in the north-west transept is where Saint
Thomas Beckert was murdered by the three knights eight
hundred years ago.”

,, ‘I believe the Pope has a parricular affinity for him,” Devlin
aid. ‘Let’s have a look.’

They moved up the nave to the place of Beckett's martyr-
dom all those years ago. The precise spot where he was
traditionally believed to have fallen was marked by a small
square stone. There was a strange atmosphere. Devlin shiv-
ered, suddenly cold.

‘The Sword’s Point,’ the girl said simply. ‘That’s what they
call iv.”

“Yes, well they would, wouldn’t they? Come on, ler’s get
out of here. I could do with a smoke and I've seen enough.”

They went our through the south porch past the police
guard. There was plenty of activity ourtside also, workmen
working on stands and a considerable police presence. Devlin
lit a cigarerte and he and Susan Calder moved out on to the
pavement.
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At that moment someone called s namey At N terensd
to see Ferguson walking towards them with a manva 2 dal
overcoat. Ferguson wore a greatcoat 0f the himd kv sed ™y
Guards officers, and carried a smartly todlad windbesdin

‘Brigadier Ferguson,” Devhn told the gl A,

“There you are,’ the Brigadier sand. *This youe g™

‘WPC Calder, sir,’ she saluted smartly,

“Thus 1s Supenintendent Foster, atrached to Souttind Landh
antiterrorist squad,’ Ferguson saub, 'Ie been gomg sws
things with him. Seems pretty watertight w e

‘Even if your man gets as far as Canterhury, thetes noaw ay
he'll get 1n the cathedral tomorrow," Fovter sand amphy "1\
stake my reputation on 1t.’

“Let’s hope you don't have to," Deviin 1okl hun

Ferguson tugged at Foster's aleeve impattenthy Wiy, L'
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Devlin. 1'll phone you at your hotel Iater

The two men walked up o the great door, a polhinan
opened 1t for them and they went instls Dy thunk D
knows them? Devlin asked her gently

“God, | don’t know. You've got me wuinbiig e, My
She opened the doar of the car fm Wi e g iy aml shy
slid behind the whee and stagied) she sogin (i thiisp




then hand them back to me with your left hand.’

He did as he was told and she cut them in turn. “The cards
mean nothing without the gift. You understand this?’

He felt strangely light-headed. *Yes.!

“Three cards, that will tell all.” She turned the first. It was
the Tower. ‘He has suffered through the forces of destiny,’
she said. ‘Others have controlled his life.’

‘Morag drew that card,’ he said. ‘She told me something
like that’

She turned the second card. It showed a young man sus-
pended upside down from a wooden gibbet by his right ankle.

“The Hanged Man. When he strives hardest, it is with his.
own shadow. He is two people. Himself and yet not himself.
Irapossible now to go back to the wholeness of youth.’

“Too late,” he said. ‘Far too late.”

The third card showed Death in traditional form, his scythe
mowing a crop of human bodies.

‘But whose?” Cussane laughed a littde too loud. Death I
mean? Mine or perhaps somebody else’s?’

“The card means far more than its superficial image implies,
He comes as a redeemer. In this man’s death lies the oppor-
tunity for rebirth.’ ‘

‘Yes, but for whom?’ Cussane demanded, leaning forward.
The light reflected from the crystal seemed very bright.

She touched his forehead, damp with sweat. ‘You are ill.’

‘T'll be all right. I need to lie down, that’s all.” He got to his
feet. ‘I'll sleep for = while, if that’s all right with you, then
Ilf leave before Morag wakes. That’s important. Do you
understand me?’

‘Oh, yes,’ she nodded. ‘I understand you very well.’

He went out into the cool night. Most people had gone
home now, the stalls, the carousels were closing down. His
forehead was burning. He went up the steps into the caravan
and lay on the bench seat, lookmg up at the cexlmg Better to
take the morphine now than in the morning. He got up,
rummaged in the bag and found an ampoule. The injection
worked quite quickly and, after a while, he slept.

*
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moment, he thought he was goug to stop breathing,

She pushed a cup across to him. *Hot tea Drink some.”

It tasted good, berter than anything he had ever known,
and he smiled and helped himself 10 a aigaretre from her

 packet, hand shaking. “What time 1s 162"

‘Seven o'clock.’

*And Morag's still asleep?”

*Yes.!

‘Good. I'll get going.”

She saud gravely, “You're ill, Father Harry Cussane, Very

i

He smiled gently. “You have the gift, so you would know.”
He took a deep breath. “Things to get straght before I go.
Morag’s position 1n all this. Have you got a penail?®

“Yes."

*Good, Take down this number.’ She did as she was told.
‘The man on the other end is called Ferguson — Brigadier
Ferguson.’

‘Is he police?’

‘In a way, He'd dearly love to ger his hands on me. If he
isn’t there, they'll know how to conract him wherever he s,
which 1s probably Canterbury.”

‘Why there?*

‘Because I'm going ro Canterbury to kill the Pope.” He
produced the Stechkan from his pocket. *With this.”

She seemed to grow small, to withdraw into herself. She
believed him, of course, he could see thar. ‘But why? she

X whispered. *He's a good man *

" *Aren’t we all> he said, ‘or ar least were, at some nme'cr
other i our lives. The important thing 15 this When I've
gone, you phane Ferguson Tell hum 'm going to Canterbury
Cathedral, You'll also tell ham I forced Morag to help me.
Say she was frightened for her ife, Anything.” He l;ughe;‘ .
“Taking 1t all 1n all, that should cover 1t" T
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He picked up his bag and walked to the door. She sait
“You're dying, don’t you know that?’

*Of course I do.” He managed a smile. *You said that Deat
on the Tarot cards means redemption. In my death lies ¢k
opportunity for rebirth. That child's in there. That’s all that
important.” He opened the bag, took out the bundle of fif
pound notes and tossed them on the table. “That’s for her.
won't be needing it now.’

He went out. The door banged. She sat there listenin
aware of the sound of the car starting up and moving awa;
She stayed like that for a long time, thinking about Han
Cussane himself. She had liked him more than most men st
had known, but there was Death in his eyes, she had see
that at the first meeting. And there was Morag to consider.

There was a sound of movement next door where the gi
slept ~ a faint stirring. Old Brana checked her watch, It w:
eight-thirty. Making her decision, she got up, let herself o
of the caravan quietly. Hurried across the fairground to th
public phone box and dialled Ferguson’s number.

*

Devlin was having breakfast at the hotel in Canterbury wit
Susan Calder when he was called to the phone. He was bac
quite guickly.

“That was Ferguson. Cussane’s turned up. Or at least hi
girl-friend has. Do you know Maidstone?'

“Yes, sir. It can’t be more than sixteen or seventeen mile
from here. Twenty at the most.’

‘Then let’s get moving,” he said. ‘There really isn't muc
time for any of us now.’

*

In London, the Pope had left the Pro-Nundature very ear}
to visit more than 4000 religious: nuns, monks, and priests
Catholic and Anglican, at Digby Stuart Training College it
London. Many of them were from enclosed orders. This was
the first time they had gone into the outside world in many
years. It was a highly emotional moment for all when they
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Stokely Hall was bounded by a high wall of red brick, a
Victorian addition to the estate when the family sull had
money. The lodge beside the great iron gates was Victonan
also, though the architect had done his best to make it
resemble the early Tudor features of the mawn house. When
Cussane drove by on the mam road, there were two police
cars at the gates and a police motor-cyclist who had been
trailing behind him for the past mile, turned in,

Cussane camed on down the road, the wall on his lefr,
fringed by trees When the gate was out of sight, he scanned
the opposite side of the road and finally noticed a five-barred
gateand a track leading into 2 wood. He drove across quickly,
got out, opened the gate, then drove some firtle way into the
trees. He went back ro the gate, closed it and retumned to the

car.

He rook off his raincoat, jacket and shirt, awkwardly
because of his bad arm. The smell was immediately apparent,
the sickly odour of decay. He laughed foolishly and said
softly, ‘Jesus, Harry, you're falling apars.’

He got hus black vest from the bag, his clerical collar and
put them on. Finally, the cassock. It seemed a thousand years
since he had rolled 1t up and put 1t 1 the borrom of the bag
at Kilrea. He reloaded the Stechkin with a fresh clip, put it
1n one pocket, a spare clip m the other and got 1n the ¢ar as
wstarted to dezzle. No more morphine, The pain would keep
tim sharp. He closed his eyes and vowed to stay in control,

.

Brana Sruth sat at the table 1n the caravan, 2n aem around
Morag, who was cryng steadily. .
*Just tell me exacrly what he said,’ Liam
‘Grandma ., . the pul started. .
The old woman shook her head “Hush, child She rumed
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to Devlin, ‘He told me he intended to shoot the Pope. Showed
me the gun. Then he gave me the telephone number to ring
in London. The man Ferguson.’ '
‘And what did he tell you to say?’
“That he would be at Canterbury Cathedral.’
‘And that’s all?’
‘Isn’t it enough?’
Devlin turned to Susan Calder standing at the door. ‘Right,
we’d better get back.
She opened the door. Brana Smith said, “What about
Morag?’
“That’s up to Ferguson.” Devlin shrugged. ‘I'll see what I
can do.’
He started to go out and she said, ‘Mr Devlin?’ He turned.
‘He’s dying.’
‘Dying?’ Devlin said.
“Yes, from a gunshot wound.’
He went out, ignoring the curious crowd of fairground
‘workers, and got in the front passenger seat beside Susan. As
Mi{:e drove away, he called up Canterbury Police Headquarters
~#girthe car radio and asked to be patched through to Ferguson,
-~ R*Nothing fresh here,” he told the Brigadier. ‘The message
s for you and quite plain. He intends to be at Canterbury
Cathedral.’
~ ‘Cheeky bastard!” Ferguson said.
‘Another thing. He's dying. It would seem sepsis must be
setting in from the bullet he took at the Mungos’ farm.’
“Your bullet?
‘“That’s right.’
Ferguson took a deep breath. “All right, get back here fast,
The Pope should be here soon.”

*

Stokely Hall was one of the finest Tudor mansions in England
and the Stokelys had been one of the handful of English
aristocratic families to maintain its Catholicism after Henry .
VIII and the Reformation. The thing which distinguished
Stokely was the family chapel, the chapel in the wood, reached



e Srorm e s B, B wes rezanded My oo
m:s”v:* & e, B oides Crbalhe Sand &
EorsiT XPY&E—?—'N.\&\":.\\TI\‘M.
Cossaoe by bk & e mv‘m-: e Thatlivg ot vt
Tie pam v g dig e, 5 fa0e Bl vem
&tz swert. He masapald r\ £nd 2 czsrems and marad
robRrmand tem e Sy, h:ri&\nn:hc'ﬁ
:::_Ro’:- Hegxomoldnaradsandbasig. A‘x\""“
Lrzee, &b&e:ﬂr‘”wﬁh\wmo«ﬁ:&

-

Susan Calder saxd, “Your don't hok happr, i

ke was Lam last raghn And T nee happr, Qesanes
behavrour doesa’t make sense”

“That was then, thus is pow. Whats worrying soud

‘Harry Cussane, my good friend of rore than nwenty years.
The best chess player Lever knew.!

*And whar was the most sypmficant thing about him®*

“Thar he was ahwavs three moves abead. That he had it
ability to make yon concenrrate on his nght hand when whe
was really important was what he was downg with his kefe. |
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is watang for him *
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called Stokely Hall o visie a Catholic chapel.’
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been mentioned tn any ot the acwspapers that Pye seett and



to Devlin. ‘He told me he intended to shoot the Pope. Showed
me the gun. Then he gave me the telephone number to ring
in London. The man Ferguson.’

*And what did he tell you to say?’

“That he would be at Canterbury Cathedral.’

‘And that’s all?’

‘Isn’t it enough?’

Devlin turned to Susan Calder standing at the door. ‘Right,
we'd better get back.’

She opened the door. Brana Smith said, “What about
Morag?’ :

“That’s up to Ferguson.” Devlin shrugged. ‘I'll see what [
can do.’

He startedto go out and she said, ‘Mr Devlin?* He turned.
‘He’s dying.'

‘Dying?’ Devlin said.

“Yes, from a gunshot wound.’

He went out, ignoring the curious crowd of fairground
workers, and got in the front passenger seat beside Susan, As
she drove away, he called up Canterbury Police Headquarters

“on the car radio and asked to be patched through to Ferguson.

- *Nothing fresh here,” he told the Brigadier. “The message

as for you and quite plain. He intends to be at Canterbury
Cathedral.’

‘Cheeky bastard?” Ferguson said.

‘Another thing. He’s dying. It would seem sepsis must be
setting in from the bullet he took at the Mungos® farm.’

“Your bullet?”

‘That’s right.’

Ferguson took a deep breath. ‘All right, get back here fast.
The Pope should be here soon.’

*

Stokely Hall was one of the finest Tudor mansions in England
and the Stokelys had been one of the handful of English
aristocratic families to maintain its Catholicism after Henry .
VIiI and the Reformation. The thing which distinguished
Stokely was the family chapel, the chapel in the wood, reached

246









guard dog on a lead. They passed Cussane and the rwo nuns
without a word and continued down towards the shrubbery.
*Are you from Canterbury, Father?” the old nun enquited.
‘No, Sister .. .2" he paused.
*Agatha — and this 1s Ssster Anne.’
‘I'm with the Secretariat 1n Dublin. A wonderful thing to
be invited over here to see His Holiness. I missed him during
his Irish tnp.”

Susan Calder turned in from the road at the front gate and
Devlin showed his secunty pass as two policemen moved
forward. ‘Has anyone passed through here in the last few
minutes?’

*No, sir," one officer said. *A hell of a lot of guests came
before the helicopter arnved though.”

‘Move!” Devhn sard

Susan went up the dnve ar some speed. *What do you
think?

‘He's here!” Devhin said 'I'd stake my Iife on 1.

.

‘Have you met His Holiness yet, Father? Sister Anne en-
quired

*No, I've only just arrived from Canterbury with a message
for ham *

They were crossing the gravel dnve now, past the policemen
standing beside the cars, up the steps and past the wo
uniformed sccunty guards and in through the great oak door.
The hall was spacious, a central staircase lifung to a landing
Double doors stood open to the nght, disclosing a large
reception room filled with visitors, many of them church
dignttaries.

Cussane and the two nuns walked towards it. *And where
15 this famous Stokely chapel?” he asked. ‘T've never seen iv.”

*Oh, 1t’s so beaunful,’ Stster Agatha said. ‘So many years
of prayer. The entrance is just down the hall e where the
Monsignor 1s standing?”
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Has to be. Get your foot down hard and don’t stop for
anything.’

“What about Ferguson?’

He reached for the mike. ‘Pl try and contact him, but it’s
too late for him to do anything. We'll be there in a matter of
minutes. It’s up to us now.’

He took the Walther from his pocket, cocked it, then put
the safety catch on as the car shot forward.

%*

The road was clear when Cussane crossed it. He moved into
the shelter of the trees and walked along the base of the wall.
He came to an old iron gate, narrow and rusting, fixed firm
in the wall and as he tested it, heard voices on the other side.
He moved behind a tree and waited. Through the bars he
could see a path and rhododendron bushes. A moment later,
two nuns walked by.

He gave them time to pass, then went back to where the
‘ground under the trees rose several feet bringing him almost

" el with the wall. He reached for a branch that stretched

cross. It would have been ridiculously easy if it had not been
for his shoulder and arm. The pain was appalling, but he
hoisted the skirts of his cassock to give him freedom of
movement and swung across, pausing on top of the wall for
only a moment before dropping to the ground.

He stayed on one knee, fighting for breath, then stood up
and ran a hand over his hair. Then he hurried along the path,
aware of the nuns’ voices up ahead, turned a corner by an
old stane fountain and caught up with them. They turned in
surprise. One of them was very old, the other younger.

‘Good morning, Sisters,” he said briskly. ‘Isn’t it beautiful
1ere? 1 couldn’t resist taking a little walk.’

‘Neither could we, Father,” the older one said.

They walked on side-by-side and emerged from the shrubb-
Ty on to an expansive lawn. The helicopter was pa;ked a
windred yards to the right, the crew lounging beside it. There
vere several limousines in front of the house and two police
ars. A couple of policemen crossed the lawn with an Alsatian



Beyond them, the guests talked animatedly, waiters moving
amongst them.

“That’s nght,’ Sister Agatha said.

‘Wasn't thete a priest with you?

*Oh, yes, the good father from Dublin.’

Devlin's stomach went hollow. *Where is he?'

‘He had amessage for His Holtness, a message from Canter-
bury, but I told him the Holy Father was in the chapel so he
went to speak to the Monsignor on the door.” Sister Agatha
led the way across the hall and paused. ‘Oh, the Monsignor
doesn’t seem to be there.’

Devhn was running and the Walther was 1n his hand as he
flung open the door and tumbled over the Monsignor on the
floor. He was aware of Susan Calder behind him, was even
more aware of the priest in the black cassock mounting the
steps at the end of the tunnel and reaching for the handle of
the oak door

*Harry” Devlin called

Cussane turned and fired without the shghtest hesitation,
the bullet slamming into Devlins nght forearm, punching
him back against the wall, Devhin dropped the Walther as he
fell and Susan cried out and flattened herself against the wall

Cussane stood there, the Stechkin extended 1n his nght
hand, but he did not fire. Instead, he smled a ghastly smile

‘Stay out of 1t, Lsam,’ he called *Last act!” and he turned
and opened the chapel door.

Devhin was sick, dizzy from shock. He reached for the
Walther with his left hand, fumbled and dropped 1t as he
tried to stand He glared up at the girl

“Take 1t! Stop hum! It’s up tc you now!”

Susan Calder knew nothing of guns beyord 2 couple of
hours of basic handling expenience on her traimng coursc.
She had fired a few rounds from a revolver on the range, that
was all. Now, she picked up the Walther without hesitation
and ran along the tunnel. Devlin got to his feet and went after
her.



The chapel was a place of shadows hallowed by the centuries,
the sanctuary lamp the only light. His Holiness Pope John
Paul {f knelt in his white robes before the simple altar. The
sound of the silenced Stechkin, muffled by the door, had not
alerted him, but the raised voices had. He was on his feet and
turning as the door crashed open and Cussane entered.

He stood there, face damp with sweat, strangely medieval
in the black cassock, the Stechkin against his thigh.

John Paul said calmly, ‘You are Father Harry Cussane.’

“You are mistaken. I am Mikhail Kelly,” Cussane laughed
wildly. ‘Strolling player of sorts.”

*You are Father Harry Cussane,’ John Paul said relentlessly.
*Priest then, priest now, priest eternally. God will not let go.”

‘No!’ Cussane cried in a kind of agony. ‘I refuse it?

The Stechkin swung up and Susan Calder stumbled in
through the door, falling to her knees, skirt riding up, the
Walther levelled in both hands. She shot him twice in the
.back, shattering his spine and Cussane cried out in agony and
%¢ll on his knees in front of the Pope. He stayed there for a
;Q,‘,ie'ment then rolled on his back, still clutching the Stechkin,
" . Susan stayed on her knees, lowering the Walther to the
floor, watching as the Pontiff gently took the Stechkin from
Cussane’s hand.

She heard the Pope say in English, ‘I want you to make an
act of contrition. Say after me: O my God who art infinitely
good in thyself ...

‘Oh my God,’ Harry Cussane said and died.

The Pope, on his knees, started to pray, hands clasped.

Behind Susan, Devlin crawled in and sat with his back
against the wall, holding his wound, blood on his fingers. She
dropped the gun and eased against him as if for warmth.

‘Daes it always feel like this?” she asked him harshly. ‘Dirty
and ashamed?’

‘Join the club, girl dear,’ Liam Devlin said, and he put his
good arm around her.



EPILOGUE



They came to the grave and paused some distance away
under a tree. There were two gravediggers, a priest, a woman
in a black coat and a girl.

“Tanya Voroninova?® Susan asked.

“Yes, and the girl is Morag Finlay,’ Devlin said. *The three
women in Harry Cussane's life, toget‘aer now to see him
planted. First, the one he so greatly wronged as a child, then
the child he saved at great inconvenience to himself. I find
that ironic. Harry the redemptionist.’

*And then there's me,” she said. *His e\ecunoner and I never
even met him.’

‘Only the once,’ Devlin said. ‘And that was enough. Strange

— the most important people in his life were women and in
the end they were the death of him.’

The priest sprinkled the grave and the coffin with Holy
Water and incensed them. Morag started to ery and Tanya
Voroninova put an arm around her as the priest’s voice rose
in prayer.

Lord Jesus Christ, Saviour of the world, we commend your
servant to you and pray for him.

*Poor Harry,” Devlin said. ‘Final curtain and he stll didn’t
get a full house.”

He togk her arm and they tumed and walked away throngh
the rain.






