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PART ONE

THE KREMLI N MOSCOW

May 19, 1966

CHAPTER ONE

THE KREMLI N, MOSCOW

May 19, 1966

"It's a fake," said the Russian |eader, staring down at
the smal |l exquisite painting he held in his hands.

"That isn't possible,” replied his Politburo coll eague.

"The Tsar's icon of St George and the Dragon has been in the
Wnter Pal ace at Leningrad under heavy guard for over fifty
years."



"True, Conrade Zaborski," said the old man, "but for fifty
years we' ve been guarding a fake. The Tsar nust have renoved
the original sone tine before the Red Arny entered St

Pet ersburg and overran the Wnter Pal ace.”

The head of State Security noved restlessly in his chair

as the cat and nouse gane continued. Zaborski knew, after
years of running the K@, who had been cast as the nouse the
nonment his phone had rung at four that norning to say that
the General Secretary required himto report to the Kremin -
I mredi at el y.

"How can you be so sure it's a fake, Leonid Ilyich?" the
di m nutive figure enquired.

"Because, ny dear Zaborski, during the past eighteen
nonmhs, the age of all the treasures in the Wnter
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Pal ace has been tested by carbon-dating, the nodern
scientific process that does not call for a second opinion,"
sai d Brezhnev, displaying his new found know edge. "And what
we have al ways thought to be one of the nation's
mast er pi eces, " he continued, "turns out to have been painted
five hundred years after Rublev's original."

"But by whom and for what purpose?" asked the Chairman of
State Security, incredul ous.

"The experts tell me it was probably a court painter,”
replied the Russian | eader, "who nust have been comm ssi oned
to execute the copy only nonths before the Revol ution took
place. It has always worried the curator at the Wnter Pal ace
that the Tsar's traditional silver crown was not attached to



the back of the frane, as it was to all his other
mast er pi eces, " added Brezhnev.

"But | always thought that the silver crown had been
renoved by a souvenir hunter even before we had entered St
Pet er sburg. "

“No," said the CGeneral Secretary drily, his bushy eyebrows
rising every tinme he had conpleted a statenent. "It wasn't
the Tsar's silver crown that had been renoved, but the
painting itself."

"Then what can the Tsar have done with the original ?" the
Chai rman said, alnost as if he were asking hinself the
guesti on.

"That is exactly what | want to know, Conrade," said
Brezhnev, resting his hands each side of the little painting
that remained in front of him "And you are the one who has
been chosen to cone up with the answer," he added.

For the first time the Chairman of the K@ | ooked unsure
of hinsel f.

"But do you have anything for me to go on?"
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"Very little," admtted the General Secretary, flicking

open a file that he renoved fromthe top drawer of his desk.
He stared down at the closely typed notes headed ' The
Significance of the lcon in Russian Hi story'. Someone had
been up all through the night preparing a ten-page report
that the | eader had only found tine to scan. Brezhnev's real

I nterest began on page four. He quickly turned over the first
t hree pages before reading aloud: "'At the tinme of the



Revol ution, Tsar N cholas Il obviously saw Rublev's

mast erpi ece as his passport to freedomin the West. He nust
have had a copy made which he then I eft on his study wal
where the original had previously hung.'" The Russian | eader
| ooked up. "Beyond that we have little to go on."

The head of the KGB | ooked perpl exed. He renai ned puzzl ed

as to why Brezhnev should want State Security involved in the
theft of a mnor nasterpiece. "And how inportant is it that
we find the original?" he asked, trying to pick up a further
cl ue.

Leonid Brezhnev stared down at his Krenlin coll eague.

"Not hi ng could be nore inportant, Conrade," cane back the
unexpected reply. "And | shall grant you any resources you
may consi der necessary in terns of people and finance to
di scover the whereabouts of the Tsar's icon."

"But if I were to take you at your word, Conrade Ceneral
Secretary,"” said the head of the KGB, trying to disguise his
di sbelief, "I could so easily end up spending far nore than
the painting is worth."

"That woul d not be possible,” said Brezhnev, pausing for
effect, "because it's not the icon itself that I'mafter." He
turned his back on the Chairnman of State Security and stared
out of the wi ndow. He had al ways
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di sliked not being able to see over the Kremin wall and
into Red Square. He waited for sonme nonments before he
procl ai med, "The noney the Tsar m ght have raised from
selling such a nmasterpi ece would only have kept N cholas in
his accustoned |lifestyle for a matter of nonths, perhaps a
year at the nost. No, it's what we believe the Tsar had



secreted inside the icon that would have guaranteed security
for hinmself and his famly for the rest of their days."

Alittle circle of condensation forned on the w ndow pane
in front of the General Secretary.

"What coul d possibly be that val uabl e?" asked the
Chai r man.

"Do you renenber, Conrade, what the Tsar prom sed Lenin in
exchange for his |ife?"

"Yes, but it turned out to be a bluff because no such
docunent was hi dden . " He stopped hinself just before
saying "in the icon".

Zaborski stood silently, unable to witness Brezhnev's
triunphant smle.

"You have caught up with ne at | ast, Conrade. You see, the
docunent was hidden in the icon all the tine. W just had the
wrong icon."

The Russian | eader waited for sone tinme before he turned

back and passed over to his colleague a single sheet of

paper. "This is the Tsar's testinony indicating what we woul d
find hidden in the icon of St George and the Dragon. At the
time, nothing was discovered in the icon, which only
convinced Lenin that it had been a pathetic bluff by the Tsar
to save his famly from execution."

Zaborski slowy read the hand-witten testinony that had
been signed by the Tsar hours before his execution.
Zaborski's hands began to trenble and a bead of sweat
appeared on his forehead | ong before he
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had reached the | ast paragraph. He | ooked across at the
tiny painting, no larger than a book, that remained in the
centre of the Chairman's desk.

"Not since the death of Lenin," continued Brezhnev, "has
anyone believed the Tsar's claim But now, there can be
little doubt that if we are able to |ocate the genuine

mast erpi ece, we will undoubtedly also be in possession of the
prom sed docunent."

"And with the authority of those who signed that docunent,
no one could question our |legal clainml' said Zaborski.

"That woul d undoubtedly prove to be the case, Conrade
Chairman," replied the Russian |eader. "And | al so feel
confident that we would receive the backing of the United
Nations and the World Court if the Anericans tried to deny us
our right. But | fear tine is now agai nst us."

"Why?" asked the Chairman of State Security.

"Look at the conpletion date in the Tsar's testinony and
you will see how nuch tinme we have |eft to honour our part of
t he agreenent," said Brezhnev.

Zaborski stared down at the date scrawled in the hand of

the Tsar-June 20, 1966. He handed back the testinony as he
considered the enormty of the task with which his | eader had
entrusted him Leonid Ilyich Brezhnev continued his

nonol ogue.

"So, as you can see, Conrade Zaborski, we have only one
nmonth | eft before the deadline, but if you can discover the



wher eabouts of the original icon, President Johnson's defence
strategy would be rendered virtually useless, and the United
States would then beconme a pawn on the Russian chessboard."

CHAPTER TWO

APPLESHAW ENGLAND

June 1966

"And to ny dearly beloved and only son, Captain Adam
Scott, MC, | bequeath the sum of five hundred pounds."

Al t hough Adam had anti ci pated the anount would be pitiful,
he neverthel ess renmained bolt upright in his chair as the
solicitor glanced over his half-nbon spectacles.

The ol d | awer who was seated behind the |arge partners

desk raised his head and blinked at the handsone young nman
before him Adam put a hand nervously through his thick bl ack
hair, suddenly conscious of the lawer's stare. Then M

Hol br ooke's eyes returned to the papers in front of him

"And to ny dearly bel oved daughter, Margaret Scott, |

bequeath the sum of four hundred pounds." Adam was unable to
prevent a small grin spreading across his face. Even in the
mnutiae of his final act, father had remai ned a chauvi nist.

"To the Hanpshire County Cricket Cub," droned on M
Hol br ooke, unperturbed by Mss Scott's relative m sfortunes,
"twenty-five pounds, |ife nmenbership.”
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Finally paid up, thought Adam "To the A d Con-tenpti bl es,
fifteen pounds. And to the Appl eshaw Parish Church, ten
pounds. " Death nenbershi p, Adam nused. "To WIf Proudfoot,
our | oyal gardener part time, ten pounds, and to Ms Mavis
Cox, our daily help, five pounds.™

"And finally, to ny dearly bel oved wi fe Susan, our narital
home, and the remai nder of ny estate.”

Thi s pronouncenent nade Adam want to | augh out | oud
because he doubted if the remainder of Pa's estate, even if
they sold his premi um bonds and the pre-war golf cl ubs,
anounted to nore than another thousand pounds.

But not her was a daughter of the Regi nent and woul dn't

conpl ain, she never did. If God ever announced the saints, as
opposed to sone Pope in Rone, Saint Susan of Appl eshaw would
be up there with Mary and Elizabeth. Al through his life
"Pa', as Adam al ways thought of him had set such high
standards for the famly to live up to. Perhaps that was why
Adam conti nued to admire himabove all nen. Sonetines the
very thought nade himfeel strangely out of place in the

SW ngi ng sixties.

Adam began to nove restlessly in his chair, assum ng that

t he proceedings were now drawing to a close. The sooner they
were all out of this cold, drab little office the better, he
felt.

M Hol br ooke | ooked up once nore and cleared his throat,

as if he were about to announce who was to be left the Goya
or the' Hapsburg di anonds. He pushed his hal f-nobon spectacl es
further up the bridge of his nose and stared back down at the
| ast paragraphs of his late client's testanment. The three
surviving nmenbers of the Scott famly sat in silence. Wat
could he have to add? thought Adam
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What ever it was, the solicitor had obviously pondered the
final bequest several tinmes, because he delivered the words
like a well-versed actor, his eyes returning to the script
only once.

"And | also leave to nmy son," M Hol brooke paused, "the
encl osed envel ope,"” he said, holding it up, "which | can only

hope will bring himgreater happiness than it did ne. Should
he decide to open the envelope it nust be on the condition
that he will never divulge its contents to any other |iving

person. " Adam caught his sister's eye but she only shook her
head slightly, obviously as puzzled as he was. He gl anced
towards his nother who | ooked shocked. Was it fear or was it
di stress? Adam coul dn't deci de. Wthout another word, M
Hol br ooke passed the yell owed envel ope over to the Col onel's
only son.

Everyone in the roomrenmai ned seated, not quite sure what

to do next. M Hol brooke finally closed the thin file marked
Col onel Gerald Scott, DSO @QBE, MC, pushed back his chair and
wal ked slowy over to the widow. They shook hands and she
said, "Thank you," a faintly ridiculous courtesy, Adamfelt,
as the only person in the roomwho had nmade any sort of

profit on this particular transaction had been M Hol br ooke,
and that on behalf of Hol brooke, Hol brooke and Gascoi gne.

He rose and went quickly to his nother's side.

"You'll join us for tea, M Hol brooke?" she was asking.

"I fear not, dear lady," the |lawer began, but Adam di dn't
bother to listen further. Cobviously the fee hadn't been | arge
enough to cover Hol brooke taking tine off for tea.

Once they had left the office and Adam had ensured his
not her and sister were seated confortably in the
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back of the famly Mrris Mnor, he took his place behind
the steering wheel. He had parked outside M Hol brooke's
office in the mddle of the High Street. No yellow lines in
the streets of Appleshaw - yet, he thought. Even before he
had switched on the ignition his nother had offered

matter-of-factly, "We'll have to get rid of this, you know. |
can't afford to run it now, not with petrol at six shillings
a gallon.”

"Don't let's worry about that today," said Mrgaret
consolingly, but in a voice that accepted that her nother was
right. "I wonder what can be in that envel ope, Adam" she
added, wanting to change the subject.

"Detailed instructions on howto invest ny five hundred
pounds, no doubt," said her brother, attenpting to |ighten
t hei r nood.

"Don't be disrespectful of the dead,"” said his nother, the
same | ook of fear returning to her face. "I begged your
father to destroy that envel ope," she added, in a voice that
was barely a whi sper

Adam s |ips pursed when he realised this nust be the

envel ope his father had referred to all those years ago when
he had wi tnessed the one row between his parents that he had
ever experienced. Adamstill renmenbered his father's raised
voi ce and angry words just a few days after he had returned
from Ger many.

"I have to open it, don't you understand?" Pa had



I nsi st ed.

“Never," his nother had replied. "After all the sacrifices
| have nade, you at |east owe ne that."

Over twenty years had passed since that confrontation and

he had never heard the subject referred to again. The only
time Adam ever nentioned it to his sister she could throw no
| i ght on what the di spute m ght have been over.
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Adam put his foot on the brake as they reached a
T-junction at the end of the Hi gh Street.

He turned right and continued to drive out of the village

for a mle or so down a winding country | ane before bringing
the old Morris Mnor to a halt. Adam | eapt out and opened the
trellised gate whose path led through a neat lawn to a little
t hat ched cott age.

"' msure you ought to be getting back to London," were
his nother's first words as she entered the drawi ng room

“I"'min no hurry, nother. There's nothing that can't wait
until tonorrow. "

"Just as you w sh, ny dear, but you don't have to worry
yoursel f over ne," his nother continued. She stared up at the
tall young man who rem nded her so nuch of Gerald. He would
have been as good-| ooking as her husband if it wasn't for the
slight break in his nose. The sane dark hair and deep brown
eyes, the sane open, honest face, even the sane gentle



approach to everyone he cane across. But nost of all the sane
hi gh standards of norality that had brought themto their
present sad state. "And in any case |'ve always got Margaret
to take care of ne," she - ided. Adam | ooked across at his

si ster and wondered how she woul d now cope with Saint Susan
of Appl eshaw.

Mar garet had recently beconme engaged to a City

st ockbroker, and al though the marriage had been post poned,
she woul d soon be wanting to start a |life of her own. Thank
God her fiance had already put a down-paynent on a little
house only fourteen mles away.

After tea and a sad uninterrupted nonol ogue fromhis

not her on the virtues and m sfortunes of their father,
Margaret cleared away and left the two of them al one. They
had both |loved himin such different ways
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al though Adamfelt that he had never let Pa really know
how nmuch he respected him

"Now that you're no longer in the arny, ny dear, | do hope
you'll be able to find a worthwhile job," his nother said
uneasily, as she recalled how difficult that had proved to be
for his father.

"I'"' msure everything will be just fine, nother," he
replied. "The Foreign Ofice have asked to see ne again," he
added, hoping to reassure her.

"Still, now that you' ve got five hundred pounds of your
own," she said, "that should nake things a little easier for



you." Adam smled fondly at his nother, wondering when she
had | ast spent a day in London. H's share of the Chel sea fl at
al one was four pounds a week and he still had to eat
occasional ly. She raised her eyes and, |ooking up at the

cl ock on the mantel piece, said, "You' d better be getting
along, ny dear, | don't like the thought of you on that
not or bi ke after dark."

Adam bent down to kiss her on the cheek. "I1'll give you a
call tonorrow,” he said. On his way out he stuck his head
around the kitchen door and shouted to his sister, "I'moff
and 1'll be sending you a cheque for fifty pounds."”

"Why?" asked Margaret, |ooking up fromthe sink.

"Just let's say it's ny blow for wonen's rights." He shut
the kitchen door smartly to avoid the dishcloth that was
hurled in his direction. Adamrevved .up his BSA and drove
down the A303 through Andover and on towards London. As nost
of the traffic was com ng west out of the city, he was able
to make good tine on his way back to the flat in Ifield Road.

Adam had decided to wait until he had reached the privacy
of his own room before he opened the envel ope. Lately the
excitenment in his life had not been such that
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he felt he could be blase about the little cerenony. After
all, in a way, he had waited nost of his life to discover
what coul d possibly be in the envel ope he had now i nherited.

Adam had been told the story of the famly tragedy by his
father a thousand tines —"It's all a matter of honour, old



chap,"” his father would repeat, lifting his chin and squaring
his shoul ders. Adamis father had not realised that he had
spent a lifetinme overhearing the snide comments of |esser nen
and suffering the side-long glances fromthose officers who
had made sure they were not seen too regularly in his
conpany. Petty nmen with petty m nds. Adam knew his father far
too well to believe, even for a nonment, that he could have
been involved in such treachery as was whi spered. Adam t ook
one hand off the handl ebars and fingered the envelope in his
i nsi de pocket |ike a school boy the day before his birthday
feelirfg the shape of a present in the hope of discovering
sonme clue as to its contents. He felt certain that whatever
It contai ned woul d not be to anyone's advantage now his
father was dead, but it did not | essen his curiosity.

He tried to piece together the few facts he had been told
over the years. In 1946, within a year of his fiftieth

bi rt hday, his father had resigned his conm ssion fromthe
arny. The Tines had described Pa as a brilliant tacti cal
officer with a courageous war record. H's resignation had
been a decision that had surprised The Ti nes correspondent,
astoni shed his imediate fam |y and shocked his regi nent, as
It had been assuned by all who knew himthat it was only a
matter of nonths before crossed swords and a baton woul d have
been sewn on to his epaul ette.

Because of the colonel's sudden and unexpl ai ned departure
fromthe regi nent, fact was augnented by

15

Jeffrey Archer

fiction. When asked, all the colonel would offer was that

he had had enough of war, and felt the tine had conme to nake
alittle noney on which Susan and he could retire before it
was too |late. Even at the tine, few people found his story
credible, and that credibility was not hel ped when the only
j ob the col onel managed to secure for hinself was as



secretary of the local golf club.

It was only through the generosity of Adanmis |ate
grandfather, General Sir Pel ham Westl ake, that he had been
able to remain at Wellington Col |l ege, and thereby be given
the opportunity to continue the famly tradition and pursue a
mlitary career.

After | eaving school, Adamwas offered a place at the

Royal Mlitary Acadeny, Sandhurst. During his days at the
RVA, Adamwas to be found diligently studying mlitary

hi story, tactics, and battle procedure while at weekends he
concentrated on rugby and squash, although his greatest
success came whenever he conpleted the different
cross-country courses he encountered. For two years, panting
cadets from Cranwel| and Dartnouth only saw his nud-spattered
back as Adam went on to becone the Inter-Services chanpion.
He al so becane the m ddl ewei ght boxi ng chanpi on despite a

Ni geri an cadet breaking his nose in the first round of the
final. The N gerian made the m stake of assum ng the fight
was al ready over.

When Adam passed out of Sandhurst in August 1956, he

managed ninth place in the academ c order of nerit, but his

| eader shi p and exanpl e outside the classroomwas such that no
one was surprised when he was awarded the Sword of Honour.
Adam never doubted fromthat nonent he would now follow his
father and command the regi nent.

The Royal Wessex Regi nent accepted the colonel's
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son soon after he had been awarded his regular conm ssion.
Adam qui ckl y gai ned the respect of the soldiers and



popul arity with those officers whose currency was not to deal
in runour. As a tactical officer in the field he had no
equal, and when it canme to conbat duty it was clear he had

i nherited his father's courage. Yet, when six years later the
War O fice published in the London Gazette the nanes of those
subal terns who had been nade up to Captain, Lieutenant Adam
Scott was not to be found on the list. H's contenporaries
were genuinely surprised, while senior officers of the

regi ment remained tight-1ipped. To Adamit was beconi ng
abundantly clear that he was not to be allowed to atone for
whatever it was his father was thought to have done.

Eventual | y Adam was nmade up to captain, but not before he
had di stingui shed hinself in the Malayan jungle in
hand-t o- hand fi ghti ng agai nst the never-endi ng waves of

Chi nese sol diers. Having been captured and held prisoner by
t he Communi sts, he endured solitude and torture of the kind
that no anount of training could have prepared himfor. He
escaped eight nonths after his incarceration only to discover
on returning to the front Iine that he had been awarded a
post humous Mlitary Cross. Wien, at the age of twenty-nine,
Captain Scott passed his staff exambut still failed to be
offered a reginental place at the staff college, he finally
accepted he could never hope to conmand the regi nent. He
resigned his comm ssion a few weeks |ater; there was no need
to suggest that the reason he had done so was because he
needed to earn nore noney.

Whil e he was serving out his last few nonths with the
regi ment, Adam |l earned fromhis nother that Pa only had weeks
to |ive. Adam nmade the decision not
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to informhis father of his resignation. He knew Pa woul d
only blame hinself and he was at |east thankful that he had
di ed wi thout being aware of the stigma that had becone part



of his son's daily life.

When Adam reached the outskirts of London his mnd

returned, as it had so often lately, to the pressing problem
of finding hinself gainful enploynent. In the seven weeks he
had been out of work Adam had already had nore interviews
with his bank manager than with prospective enployers. It was
true that he had another neeting lined up with the Foreign

O fice, but he had been inpressed by the standard of the

ot her candi dates he had encountered on the way, and was only
too aware of his lack of a university qualification. However,
he felt the first interview had gone well and he had been

qui ckly made aware of how many ex-officers had joined the
service. When he discovered that the chairman of the

sel ection board had a Mlitary Gross, Adam assuned he wasn't
bei ng consi dered for desk work.

As he swung the notorbike into the King's Road Adam once
again fingered the envelope in his inside jacket pocket

hopi ng, uncharitably, that Lawence woul d not yet have
returned fromthe bank. Not that he could conplain: his old
school friend had been extrenely generous in offering him
such a pleasant roomin his spacious flat for only four
pounds a week.

"You can start paying nore when they nake you an
anbassador," Lawence had told him

"You' re beginning to sound |i ke Rachmann,"” Adam had

retorted, grinning at the man he had so admred during their
days at Wellington. For Lawence - in direct contrast to Adam
- everything seened to cone so easily - exans, |jobs, sport

and wonen, especially wonen. Wien he had won his place at
Bal | i ol and
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gone on to take a first in PPE, no one was surprised. But
when Lawr ence chose banking as a profession, his
contenporaries were unable to hide their disbelief. It seened
to be the first tinme he had enbarked on anything that m ght
be descri bed as nundane.

Adam par ked his notorbi ke just off Ifield Road, aware

that, like his nother's old Morris Mnor, it would have to be
sold if the Foreign Ofice job didn't materialise. As he
strolled towards the flat a girl who passed gave hima second
| ook: he didn't notice. He took the stairs in threes and had
reached the fifth floor, and was pushing his Yale key into
the | ock when a voice frominside shouted, "It's on the

| at ch. "

"Damm, " said Adam under his breath.

"How did it go?" were Lawrence's first words as he entered
t he drawi ng room

"Very well, considering," Adamreplied, not quite sure

what el se he could say as he smled at his flatmate. Law ence
had al ready changed fromhis Gty clothes into a blazer and
grey flannels. He was slightly shorter and stockier than Adam
with a head of wiry fair hair, a massive forehead and grey

t houghtful eyes that always seened to be enquiring.

"I admred your father so much,"” he added. "He al ways

assuned one had the sane standards as he did." Adam coul d
still remenber nervously introducing Lawence to his father
one Speech Day. They had becone friends i mediately. But then
Lawr ence was not a man who dealt in runours.

"Able to retire on the famly fortune, are we?" asked
Lawrence in a lighter vein.



"Only if that dubious bank you work for has found a way of
converting five hundred pounds into five thousand in a natter
of days."

"Can't manage it at the present tine, old chum -
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not now Harold WIson has announced a standstill in wages
and prices.”

Adam sm | ed as he | ooked across at his friend. Al though
taller than himnow, he could still recall those days when
Lawr ence seened to himlike a giant.

"Late again, Scott," he would say as Adam scanpered past
himin the corridor. Adam had | ooked forward to the day when
he could do everything in the same rel axed, superior style.
O was it just that Lawence was superior? Hs suits al ways
seened to be well-pressed, his shoes al ways shone and he
never had a hair out of place. Adamstill hadn't fathoned out
how he did it all so effortlessly.

Adam heard t he bat hroom door open. He gl anced
I nterrogatively towards Law ence.

"I't's Carolyn," whispered Lawence. "She'll be staying the
night... | think."

When Carolyn entered the room Adam sm | ed shyly at the
tall, beautiful woman. Her |ong, blonde hair bounced on her
shoul ders as she wal ked towards them but it was the



faultless figure that nost nen couldn't take their eyes off.
How di d Lawr ence nanage it?

"Care to join us for a neal ?" asked Lawence, putting his
armround Carolyn's shoul der, his voice suddenly sounding a
little too enthusiastic. "I've discovered this Italian
restaurant that's just opened in the Ful ham Road."

"I mght join you later," said Adam "but | still have one
or two papers left over fromthis afternoon that | ought to
check through.™

"Forget the finer details of your inheritance, ny boy. Wy
not join us and spend the entire windfall in one wld
spaghetti fling?"

"Ch, have you been left lots of lovely lolly?" asked
Carolyn, in a voice so shrill and hi gh-pitched nobody
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woul d have been surprised to learn that she had recently
been Deb of the Year.

“Not," said Adam "when consi dered agai nst ny present
overdraft."”

Lawr ence | aughed. "Well, conme along later if you discover
there's enough over for a plate of pasta.” He wi nked at Adam
- his customary sign for "Be sure you' re out of the flat by
the time we get back. O at l|east stay in your own room and
pretend to be asleep.”



"Yes, do cone," cooed Carolyn, sounding as if she neant it
- her hazel eyes renmined fixed on Adam as Law ence gui ded
her firmy towards the door.

Adam di dn't nove until he was sure he could no | onger hear
her penetrating voice echoing on the staircase. Satisfied, he
retreated to his bedroom and | ocked hinself in. Adam sat down
on the one confortable chair he possessed and pulled his
father's envel ope out of his inside pocket. It was the heavy,
expensi ve type of stationery Pa had al ways used, purchasing
It at Smythson of Bond Street at alnost twice the price he
could have obtained it at the local W H Smth's. 'Captain
Adam Scott, MC was witten in his father's neat copperplate
hand.

Adam opened t he envel ope carefully, his hand shaki ng
slightly, and extracted the contents: a letter in his
father's unm st akabl e hand and a small er envel ope whi ch was
clearly old as it was faded with tine. Witten on the old
envel ppe in an unfam|liar hand were the words ' Col onel Gerald
Scott' in faded ink of indeterm nate col our. Adam pl aced the
old envelope on the little table by his side and, unfolding
his father's letter, began to read. It was undat ed.

My dear Adam

Over the years, you wll have heard many expl a-
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nations for my sudden departure fromthe regi ment. Mst of
themw ||l have been farcical, and a few of them sl anderous,
but | always considered it better for all concerned to keep
nmy own counsel. | feel, however, that | owe you a fuller



expl anation, and that is what this letter will set out to do.

As you know, ny |last posting before | resigned ny

comm ssion was at Nurenberg from Novenber 1945 to QOctober
1946. After four years of alnbst continuous action in the
field, I was given the task of commanding the British section
whi ch had responsibility for those senior ranking Nazis who
were awaiting trial for war crines. Al though the Americans
had overall|l responsibility, |I came to know the inprisoned
officers quite well and after a year or so | had even grown
to tolerate sonme of them- Hess, Doenitz and Speer in
particular - and | often wondered how t he Germans woul d have
treated us had the situation been reversed. Such views were
consi dered unacceptable at the tinme. 'Fraternisation was
often on the lips of those nen who are never given to second
t hought s.

Anmong the senior Nazis with whom| cane into daily contact
was Rei chsmarshal Hermann Goering, but unlike the three other
officers I have previously nentioned, here was a nman |
detested fromthe first nonment | cane across him | found him
arrogant, overbearing and totally w thout shane about the
barbaric acts he had carried out in the nane of war. And |
never once found any reason to change ny opinion of him In
fact, | sonetines wondered how | controlled ny tenper when
was in his presence.

The night before Goering was due to be executed, he
requested a private neeting wwth ne. It was a Monday, and |
can still recall every detail of that
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encounter as if it were only yesterday. | received the
request when | took over the Russian watch from Maj or
VI adi mr Kosky. In fact Kosky personally handed ne the



witten request. As soon as | had inspected the guard and

dealt with the usual paperwork, | went along with the duty
corporal to see the Reichsmarshal in his cell. Goering stood
to attention by his small |ow bed and saluted as | entered

the room The sparse, grey-painted, brick cell always nmade ne
shudder .

"You asked to see nme?" | said. | never could get nyself to
address himby his name or rank.

"Yes," he replied. "It was kind of you to conme in person,
Colonel. | sinmply wish to nmake the |ast request of a man
condemed to death. Wuld it be possible for the corporal to
| eave us?"

| magining it was sonething highly personal | asked the
corporal to wait outside. | confess | had no idea what could
be so private when the nman only had hours to live but as the
door closed he saluted again and then passed over the

envel ope you now have in your possession. As | took it, all
he said was, "Wuld you be good enough not to open this until

after ny execution tonorrow." He then added, "I can only hope
it will conpensate for any blame that m ght | ater be pl aced
on your shoulders.” | had no idea what he could be alluding

to at the tine and presunmed sone formof nental instability
had overtaken him Many of the prisoners confided in ne
during their last few days, and towards the end, sone of them
wer e undoubtedly on the verge of nmadness.

Adam st opped to consi der what he woul d have done in the
sane circunstances, and decided to read on to

23

Jeffrey Archer

di scover if father and son woul d have taken the sane



cour se.

However, Goering's final words to ne as | left his cell
seened hardly those of a madman. He said quite sinply: "Be
assured. It is a masterpiece; do not underestimate its
value." Then he lit up a cigar as if he was relaxing at his
club after a rather good dinner. We all had different
theories as to who snuggled the cigars in for him and
equal | y wondered what m ght al so have been smuggl ed out from
time to tine.

| placed the envelope in ny jacket pocket and left himto
join the corporal in the corridor. W then checked the other
cells to see that all the prisoners were |ocked up for the
ni ght. The inspection conpleted, | returned to ny office. As
| was satisfied that there were no nore i nmedi ate duties |
settled down to nake out ny report. | |left the envelope in
the jacket pocket of nmy uniformwth every intention of
opening it imrediately after Goering' s execution had been
carried out the follow ng norning. | was checking over the
orders of the day when the corporal rushed into ny office

wi t hout knocking. "It's CGoer-ing, sir, it's Goering," he
said, frantically. Fromthe panic on the man's face, | didn't
need to ask for any details. W both ran all the way back to
t he Rei chsmarshal's cell

| found Goering |lying face downwards on his bunk. | turned
hi m over to find he was already dead. In the commotion that

I mredi ately followed | quite forgot Goering's letter. An
autopsy a few days | ater showed that he had died from

poi soning; the court cane to the conclusion that the cyanide
capsul e
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that had been found in his body nust have been inplanted



I n one of his cigars.

As | had been the last to see himalone and privately, it
took only a few whispers before ny nane was linked with his
death. There was, of course, no truth in the accusation.

I ndeed | never doubted for one nonent that the court had
delivered the correct verdict in his case and that he justly
deserved to be hanged for the part he had played in the war.

So stung was | by the continual behind-the-back

accusations that | mght have hel ped Goering to an easy death
by snmuggling in the cigars that | felt the only honourable
thing to do in the circunstances was to resign nmy conm ssion
I mredi ately for fear of bringing further dishonour to the
regiment. When | returned to England |later that year, and
finally decided to throw out ny old uniform | cane across

t he envel ope again. Wen | explained to your nother the
details of the incident she begged ne to destroy the envel ope
as she considered it had brought enough di shonour to our
famly already, and even if it did point to whoever had been
responsi bl e for hel ping Goering to his suicide, in her
opi ni on such know edge could no | onger do anyone any good. |
agreed to conply with her wi shes and al though | never opened
the envelope | could never get nyself to destroy it,
remenbering the | ast sentence Goering had uttered about it
being a masterpiece. And so finally I hid it anong ny
personal papers.

However, since the imagined sins of the father are

i nevitably visited upon the next generation, | feel no such
gual ns shoul d influence you. If there is therefore anything
to be gained fromthe contents
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of this envelope | nake only one request, nanely that your



not her should be the first to benefit fromit w thout ever
being all owed to know how such good fortune cane about.

Over the years, | have watched your progress with
consi derable pride and feel confident that | can | eave you to
make the correct deci sion.

If you are left in any doubt about opening the envel ope
yoursel f, destroy it without further consideration. But if
you open it only to discover its purpose is to involve you in
sone di shonourable enterprise, be rid of it without a second
t hought .

May God be with you. Your |oving father,

Cerald Scott

Adam read the letter over once again, realising how much
trust his father had placed in him H's heart thunped in his
chest as he considered how Pa's |ife had been wasted by the
mur muri ngs and i nnuendoes of |esser nen - the sane nen who
had al so succeeded in bringing his own career to a premature
halt. When he had finished reading the mssive for a third
time he folded it up neatly and slipped it back into its
envel ope.

He then picked up the second envel ope fromthe side table.
The words ' Col onel Gerald Scott' were witten in a faded bold
script across it.

Adam renoved a conb from his inside pocket and wedged it

into the corner of the envelope. Slowy he began to slit it
open. He hesitated for a nonent before extracting two pieces
of paper, both yellowed with age. One appeared to be a letter
while the other seened to be a docunent of sone sort. The
crest of the Third Reich was enbossed at the head of the

| et t er paper
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above the printed name of Reichsnmarshal Hermann Goeri ng.
Adam s hands began to trenble as he read the first |ine.

It began, Sehr geehrter Hen Oberst Scott:
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As the black Ghai ka |inousine drove out under the

Spasskaya Bashnya and on to Red Square, two Kremlin guards in
khaki wuniforns sprang to attention and presented arns. A
shrill whistle sounded which ensured that Yuri Efinovich
Zabor ski woul d experience no delays ort his route back to
Dzer zhi nsky Squar e.

Zabor ski touched the corner of his black felt hat in
automati ¢ acknow edgnent of the salute although his thoughts
were el sewhere. As the car runbled over the cobbl ed stones,
he didn't even glance at the |ong snake-like gqueue that
stretched fromLenin's Tonb to the edge of Red Square. The
first decision he had to nake woul d undoubtedly be the nost

i nportant: which of his senior operatives should be charged
with the task of heading the teamto find the Tsar's icon? He
continued to ponder the problemas his driver took himacross
Red Square, passing the grey facade of the GUM depart nent
store away to his left before driving along Neitsa

Kui bysheva.

Wthin noments of |eaving his | eader, the Chairman of



State Security had fornmed in his own mnd a shortlist of two.
Wi ch of those two, Val chek or Romanov, should be given the
nod still taxed him In normal circunstances he woul d have
spent at | east a week
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maki ng such a decision but the General Secretary's

deadl i ne of June 20 left himwth no such freedom He knew he
woul d have to nmake the choice even before he reached his

of fice. The driver cruised through another green |ight past
the Mnistry of Culture and into Cherkasskiy Bol shoy Pereul ok
lined with its inposing block-Iike, grey buildings. The car
remai ned in the special inside |ane that could be used only
by senior Party officials. In England, he was anused to | earn
that they had plans for such a traffic lane - but it would
only be for the use of buses.

The car cane to an abrupt halt outside K& headquarters.

It hadn't hel ped that they had been able to cover the three
kil ometre journey in less than four mnutes. The driver ran
round and opened the back door to allow his naster to step
out but Zaborski didn't nove. The man who rarely changed his
m nd had al ready done so twice on the route back to
Dzer zhi nsky Square. He knew he could call on any nunber of
bureaucrats and academ cs to do the spade work but soneone
with flair was going to have to | ead them and be responsibl e
for reporting back to him

Hi s professional intuition told himto select Yuri

Val chek, who had proved over the years to be a trusty and
reliable servant of the State. He was al so one of the

Chai rman' s | ongest serving heads of departnent. S| ow,

nmet hodi cal and reliable, he had conpleted a full ten years as
an agent in the field before confining hinself to a desk job.



In contrast, Al ex Romanov, who had only recently becone

head of his own section, had shown flashes of brilliance in
the field but they had been so often outwei ghed by a | ack of
personal judgnent. At twenty-nine, he was the youngest and,
W t hout question, the nost anbitious of the Chairman's sel ect
t eam
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Zabor ski stepped out on to the pavenent and wal ked towards
anot her door held open for him He strode across the marble
fl oor and stopped only when he reached the |ift gates.
Several silent nmen and wonen had al so been waiting for the
lift but when it returned to the ground floor and the

Chai rman stepped into the little cage, none of them nade any
attenpt to join him Zaborski travelled slowy up towards his
office, never failing to conpare it unfavourably with the
speed of the one Anmerican el evator he had experienced. They
could launch their rockets before you could get to your
office, his predecessor had warned him By the tinme Zaborsk
had reached the top floor and the gates had been pul |l ed back
for him he had made up his mnd. It would be Val chek.

A secretary helped himoff with his |long black coat and
took his hat. Zaborski wal ked quickly to his desk. The two
files he had asked for were awaiting him He sat down and
began to pore over Valchek's file. Wien he had conpleted it,
he barked out an order to his hovering secretary: "Find
Romanov. "

Conr ade Romanov |lay flat on his back, his |left arm behind

his head and his opponent's right over his throat preparing
for a double knee-thrust. The coach executed it perfectly and
Romanov groaned as he hit the floor with a thud.

An attendant cane rushing over to them and bent down to



whi sper in the coach's ear. The coach reluctantly rel eased
his pupil who rose slowy as if in a daze, bowed to the coach
and then in one novenent of right armand |eft |eg took the

| egs fromunder himand left himflat on the gymasium fl oor
bef ore making his way quickly to the off-the-hook phone in
the office.

Romanov didn't notice the girl who handed himthe

31

Jeffrey Archer

phone. "I'll be with himas soon as | have had a shower,"
was all she heard himsay. The girl who had taken the cal
had often wondered what Romanov | ooked like in the shower.
She, like all the other girls in the office, had seen himin
the gymmasium a hundred tinmes. Six foot tall with that | ong,
flow ng blond hair - he resenbled a Western filmstar. And

t hose eyes, 'piercing blue' the friend who shared her desk
descri bed them

"He's got a scar on his . . ." the friend confi ded.

"How do you know that?" she had asked, but her friend had
only giggled in reply.

The Chai rman neanwhi |l e had opened Romanov's personal file
for a second tine, and was still perusing the details. He
began to read the different entries that nade up a candid
character assessnent which Romanov woul d never see unl ess he
becanme Chai r man

Al exander Petrovi ch Romanov. Born Leningrad, March 12,
1937. Elected full Party nenber 1958. Father: Peter
Ni chol evi ch Romanov, served on the Eastern Front in 1942. On



returning to Russia in 1945 refused to join Comunist Party.
After several reports of anti-State activities supplied by
his son he was sentenced to ten years in prison. Died in jail
Cct ober 20, 1948.

Zaborski | ooked up and smled - a child of the State.

G andfather: N chol ai Al exandrovi ch Romanov, nerchant, and
one of the weal thiest | andowners in Petrograd. Shot and
killed on May 11, 1918, while
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attenpting to escape fromthe forces of the Red Arny.

The Revol ution had taken place between the princely -
grandf ather and the reluctant conrade father.

Al ex, as he preferred to be known, had nevert hel ess

i nherited the Romanov anbition so he enrolled for the Party's
Pi oneer organisation at the age of nine. By the age of

el even, he had been offered a place at a special school at
Snmol ensk - to the disgust of sone of the | esser Party workers
who consi dered such privil eges should be reserved for the
sons of loyal Party officials, not the sons of those in jail.
Romanov i medi ately excelled in the classroom nuch to the

di smay of the Director who had been hoping to di sprove any
Darwi ni an theories. And at fourteen he was sel ected as one of
the Party's elite and nade a nenber of the Konsonol.

By the age of sixteen, Ronmanov had won the Lenin | anguage
medal and the junior gymmastics prize and despite the
Director's attenpts to underm ne young Al ex's achi evenents,
nost nmenbers of the school board recogni sed Romanov's



potential and ensured that he was still allowed to take up a
pl ace at university. As an undergraduate he continued to
excel in | anguages, specialising in English, French and
German. Natural flair and hard work kept himnear the top of
every subject he specialised in.

Zabor ski picked up the phone by his side. "I asked to see
Romanov, " he said curtly.

"He was conpleting his norning work-out at the gymasi um
Chairman," replied the secretary. "But he left to change the
noment he heard you wanted to see him"

The Chai rman repl aced the phone and his eyes returned to
the file in front of him That Romanov
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could be found in the gymmasiumat all hours canme as no
surprise: the man's athletic prowess had been acknow edged
far beyond the service.

During his first year as a student, Romanov had conti nued
diligently with his gymastics and even gone on to represent
the State side until the university coach had witten in bold
| etters across one of his reports, "This student is too tal
to be considered for serious Aynpic conpetition." Romanov
heeded t he coach's advice and took up judo. Wthin tw years,
he had been selected for the 1958 Eastern Bl oc ganes in
Budapest and within a further tw years found ot her
conpetitors preferred not to be drawn against himon his

I nevitable route to the final. After his victory at the

Sovi et ganes in Mdscow the Western press crudely descri bed
himas ' The Axe'. Those who were already planning his

|l ong-termfuture felt it prudent not to enter himfor the



A ynpi cs.

Once Romanov had conpleted his fifth year at the
uni versity and obtained his diploma (with distinction), he
remai ned in Moscow and j oi ned the di plomatic service.

Zabor ski had now reached the point in the file at which he
had first come across the self-confident young man. Each year
the KG&B were able to second fromthe diplomatic service any
person they considered to be of exceptional talent. Romanov
was an obvi ous candi date. Zaborski's rule, however, was not
to enlist anyone who didn't consider the KG to be the elite.
Unwi | | i ng candi dates never made good operatives and soneti nmes
even ended up working for the other side. Romanov showed no
such doubt. He had always wanted to be an officer of the KGB.
During the next six years he carried out tours at their
enbassies in Paris, London, Prague and Lagos. By the tine he
had returned to
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Moscow to join the headquarters staff he was a
sophi sticated operative who was as rel axed at an
anbassadorial cocktail party as he was in the gymasi um

Zabor ski began to read sone of the conmments he hinself had
added to the report during the last four years - in
particul ar how nmuch Romanov had changed during his tinme on
the Chairman's personal staff. As an operative, he had
reached the rank of mmjor, having served successfully in the
field before being appointed head of a departnent. Two red
dots were placed by his name indicating successful m ssions.
A defecting violinist attenpting to | eave Prague and a
general who had thought he was going to be the next head of a
smal |l African state. Wat inpressed Zaborski nobst about his
protege's efforts was that the Western press thought the



Czechs were responsible for the first and the Americans for

t he second. Romanov's nost significant achi evenent, however,
had been the recruitnment of an agent fromthe British Foreign
O fice whose parallel rise had only assisted Ronanov's
career. Romanov's appoi ntnment as head of a departnent had
surprised no one, hinmself included, although it soon becane
clear to Zaborski that he m ssed the raw excitenent of field
wor K.

The Chairman turned to the | ast page, a character

assessnent, in which the magjority of contributors were in
accord: anbitious, sophisticated, ruthless, arrogant but not
al ways reliable were the words that appeared with regularity
i n al nost every sunmati on.

There was an assertive rap on the door. Zaborski cl osed
the file and pressed a button under his desk. The doors
clicked open to all ow Al exander Petrovich Romanov to enter
t he room

"Good norning, Conrade Chairman,"” said the el egant young
man who now stood to attention in
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front of him Zaborski |ooked up at the nan he had

selected and felt a little envy that the gods had bestowed so
much on one so young. Still, it was he who understood how to
use such a nan to the State's best advant age.

He continued to stare into those clear blue eyes and
considered that if Romanov had been born in Hollywood he
woul d not have found it hard to make a living. H's suit

| ooked as if it had been tailored in Savile Row - and
probably had been. Zaborski chose to ignore such



irregularities although he was tenpted to ask the young man
where he had his shirts nade.

"You called for ne," said Ronanov.

The Chai rman nodded. "I have just returned fromthe

Kremin," he said. "The Ceneral Secretary has entrusted us
with a particularly sensitive project of great inportance to
the State." Zaborski paused. "So sensitive in fact that you
will report only to ne. You can hand-sel ect your own team and
no resources will be denied you."

"I am honoured,"” said Ronmanov, soundi ng unusually sincere.

"You wll be,"” replied the Chairman, "ifyou succeed in
di scovering the whereabouts of the Tsar's icon."

"But | thought. . ." began Ronanov.
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Adam wal ked over to the side of his bed and renoved from

t he bookshelf the Bible his nother had given himas a
Confirmation present. As he opened it a |layer of dust rose
fromthe top of the gol d-|eaf-edged pages. He placed the
envel ope in Revelation and returned the Bible to the shelf.

Adam stroll ed through to the kitchen, fried hinself an egg
and warnmed up the other half of the previous day's tinned
beans. He pl aced the unwhol esone neal on the kitchen table,
unable to put out of his mnd the slap-up neal Law ence and
Carolyn nust now be enjoying at the new Italian restaurant.
After Adam had finished and cleared his plate away, he



returned to his roomand lay on the bed thinking. Wuld the
contents of the faded envelope finally prove his father's
i nnocence? A plan began to formin his mnd.

When the grandfather clock in the hall chined ten tines,

Adam lifted his long |l egs over the end of the bed and pul |l ed
the Bi bl e back out of the bookshelf. Wth some apprehension
Adam renoved the envel ope. Next, he switched on the reading
light by the side of the small witing desk, unfolded the two
pi eces of paper and placed themin front of him

One appeared to be a personal letter from Goering
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to Adami s father, while the other had the | ook of an

ol der, nore official docunent. Adam placed this second
docunent to one side and began to go over the letter |line by
line. It didn't help.

He tore a bl ank piece of paper froma notepad that he

found on Lawence's desk and started to copy down the text of
Goering's letter. He left out only the greeting and what he
assuned to be a.valediction - 'hochachtungs-voll' - foll owed
by the Reichsmarshal's |arge, bold signature. He checked over
the copy carefully before replacing the original in its faded
envel ope. He had just begun the sanme process with the

of ficial docunent, using a separate sheet of paper, when he
heard a key turning, followed by voices at the front door.
Bot h Lawrence and Carol yn sounded as if they had drunk nore
than the prom sed bottle of wine, and Carolyn's voice in
particul ar had ascended into little nore than a series of

hi gh- pit ched gi ggl es.

Adam si ghed and switched off the light by the side of the



desk so they woul dn't know he was still awake. In the

dar kness he becane nore sensitive to their every sound. One
of them headed towards the kitchen, because he heard the
fridge door squelch closed and, a few seconds |ater, the
sound of a cork being extracted —he presuned from his | ast
bottle of white wine, as they were unlikely to be so drunk
that they had started on the vinegar.

Rel uctantly he rose fromhis chair, and circling his arns

in front of him he made his way back to the bed. He touched
the corner of the bedstead and quietly | owered hinself on to
the mattress, then waited inpatiently for Lawence' s bedroom
door to cl ose.

He nust have fallen asl eep because the next thing he
remenbered was the tick of the hall clock. Adamlicked his
fingers and rubbed them over his eyes as he
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tried to get accustoned to the dark. He checked the little

| um nous dial on his alarmclock: ten past three. He eased

hi nsel f off the bed gingerly, feeling nore than a little
crunpl ed and weary. Slowly he groped his way back towards the
desk, banging his knee on the corner of a chest of drawers
during his travels. He couldn't stop hinself cursing. He
funbled for the Iight switch, and when the bulb first gl owed
it made himblink several tines. The faded envel ope | ooked sp
insignificant - and perhaps it was. The official docunent was
still laid out on the centre of the table alongside the first
few lines of his handwitten duplicate.

Adam yawned as he began to study the words once

nore. The docunent was not as sinple to copy out as



the | etter had been, because this tine the hand was

spidery and cranped, as if the witer had consi dered

paper an expensive commodity. Adam |l eft out the

address on the top right hand corner and reversed the

1 eight digit nunber underlined at the head of the text,

ot herw se what he ended up with was a faithful tran-

script of the original.

The work was painstaking, and took a surprisingly |ong
tinme. He wote out each word in block capitals, and when he
wasn't certain of the spelling he put down the possible
alternative letters below, he wanted to be sure of any
translation the first tinme.

"My, you do work late,"” whispered a voice from behind him

Adam spun round, feeling |ike a burglar who had been
caught with his hands on the famly silver.

"You needn't | ook so nervous. It's only ne," said Carolyn,
standi ng by the bedroom door.

Adam stared up at the tall blonde who was even nore
attractive clad only in Lawence's | arge unbut -
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toned pyjamas and fl oppy slippers than she had been when

he had seen her fully dressed. Her long, lair nair now
dropped untidily over her shoul ders and he began to

under stand what Lawrence had neant when he had once descri bed
her as sonmeone who could turn a match-stick into a Cuban

ci gar.

"The bathroomis at the end of the corridor,"” said Adam a
little feebly.

"I't wasn't the bathroom | was |ooking for, silly," she
giggled. "I don't seem able to wake Lawence. After all that
w ne he's passed out |ike a defeated heavywei ght boxer." She
sighed. "And | ong before round fifteen. | don't think
anything will rouse himagain until norning." She took a step
towards him

Adam st ammer ed sonet hi ng about feeling rather whacked
hi nsel f. He made sure his back shielded her fromany sight of
t he papers on the desk.

"Ch, CGod," said Carolyn, "you're not queer, are you?"

"Certainly not," said Adam a little ponpously.

"Just don't fancy me?" she asked.

"Not that exactly," said Adam



"But Lawence is your chum" she said. Adamdidn't reply.

"My God this is the sixties, Adam Share and share alike."

"It's just that . . ." began Adam

"What a waste,"” said Carolyn, "perhaps another tinme." She
tiptoed to the door, and slipped back out into the corridor,
unawar e of her German rival

The first action Romanov took on |eaving the Chairnman's
office that norning was to return to his alm mater and
hand-pick a team of twel ve researchers. Fromthe nonent they
had been briefed they proceeded to
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study in pairs on four-hour shifts, so that the work could
conti nue ni ght and day.

The early informati on had cone in al nost by the hour and
the researchers had quickly been able to establish that the
Tsar's icon had remained in his private quarters at the
Wnter Palace at Petrograd until as |ate as Decenber 1914.
Romanov studied religiously a photo of the small delicate
pai nting of St CGeorge and the Dragon. St CGeorge in tiny
nosai ¢ patterns of blue and gold while the dragon was in
fiery red and yell ow. Al though he had never shown any
interest in art, Romanov could well understand why people
could be noved by the little nasterpiece. He continued to
read details of the icon's history, but still couldn't work
out why it was so inportant to the State. He wondered if even
Zabor ski knew t he reason.



A royal servant who had testified before the People's

Court a year after the Revolution clainmed that the Tsar's

i con had di sappeared for a few days in 1915 after the visit
of Ernst Ludwi g, G and Duke of Hesse. At the tine, the

I nqui sitors had taken scant interest in the m splaced icon
because it was still on the wall of the Tsar's study when
they had storned the Wnter Pal ace. What concerned the court
nore was why, in the mddle of a fierce war with the Kaiser's
Germany, the Grand Duke of Hesse should want to visit the
Tsar at all.

The Professor of Hi story at the university had i medi ately
been asked for his opinion. The great academ c was puzzl ed by
the request, as the KGB had never shown any interest in the
nation's past history before. Neverthel ess, he briefed
Romanov on everything that was known of the incident. Romanov
pored over his report once again. The G and Duke, it was

t hought, had been on a secret visit to his sister Al exan-
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dra, the Tsarina. Hi storians now believed that it had been
his intention to secure a cease-fire between Gernmany and
Russia, in the hope that Germany could then concentrate her
war efforts on the British and the French.

There was no proof that the Tsar nade any pron ses on

behal f of his people but the G and Duke, it seened, did not
return to Germany enpty-handed. As the reports of the
proceedi ngs of the People's Court showed, another pal ace
servant had been instructed to wap up the Tsar's icon and
pack it with the Grand Duke's bel ongi ngs. However, no one on
the pal ace staff could properly explain to the court how a
few days later the icon reappeared in its rightful place on
the wall of the Tsar's private study.



Romanov' s chief researcher, Professor O eg Kon-stantinov,
havi ng studi ed the professor's notes and the ot her
researchers' contributions, had underlined his own concl usion
in red ink.

"The Tsar nust have replaced the original painting wwth a
brilliant copy, having handed over the real icon for
saf e-keeping to his brother-in-law, the G and Duke."

"But why," asked Romanov, "when the Tsar had a pal ace ful
of Goyas, EIl Grecos, Titians and Rubens did he bother to
snmuggl e out one icon and why does Brezhnev want it back so
badl y?"

Romanov instructed the professor and his twenty-four
researchers to turn their talents to the Royal House of Hesse
in the hope of tracing what had then happened to the Tsar's
icon. Wthin ten days, they possessed between them nore

I nformati on about the Grand Duke and his fam |y than any

prof essor at any university had managed to gather in a
lifetime. As each file appeared on his desk Romanov | aboured
t hr ough
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the night, checking every scrap of information that m ght
give hima lead to the whereabouts of the original painting.
He came to a dead end when, after the G and Duke's death, the
pai nting had been left to his son who was tragically killed
in a plane crash. Nothing had been seen or heard of the icon
after that day.

By the beginning of the third week, Romanov had reached
the reluctant conclusion that there was nothing new on the



wher eabouts of the icon to be discovered. He was preparing
his final report for the Chairman of the K@ when one
researcher, Conrade Petrova, whose mnd did not work in
paral l el lines, stunbled across an article in the London

Ti mes of Wednesday, Novenber 17,1937. Petrova bypassed the
research | eader and handed the rel evant photocopy to Romanov
personal ly, who, over the next few hours, read the news item
so often that he cane to know it off by heart.

In keeping with the Thunderer's tradition, the foreign
correspondent renmai ned anonynous. The article carried the
dateline ' Gstend, Novenber 16, 1937'.

It read:

G and Duke George of Hesse and four nenbers of his famly
were tragically killed this norning when a Sabena aircraft
carrying themfrom Frankfurt to London crashed in thick fog
over the Bel gian countryside.

The G and Duke had been on his way to England to attend

t he weddi ng of his younger brother, Prince Louis, to the Hon.
Joanna Geddes. The young prince had been waiting at Croydon
Airport to greet his famly when the news was broken to him
He i medi ately cancelled his original weddi ng plans and
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announced they woul d be rescheduled with a small private
service in the Chapel at Wndsor.

The Ti nes went on:



Prince Louis, who succeeds his brother as the G and Duke

of Hesse, wll leave for Ostend with his bride later today in
order that they can acconpany the five coffins on their
journey back to Germany. The funerals will all take place in
Dar nst adt on Novenber 23.

It was the next paragraph that the researcher had circled
bol dl y.

Sone of the late Grand Duke's personal bel ongi ngs,

I ncl udi ng several wedding presents for Prince Louis and his
bride, were scattered for mles in the vicinity of the
crashed aircraft. The German Governnent announced this
norni ng that a senior German general has been appointed to

| ead a team of sal vage experts to ensure the recovery of any
fam |y possessions that still belong to the Grand Duke's
successor.

Romanov i medi ately called for the young researcher. Wen
Anna Petrova arrived a few mnutes | ater she gave no

| npressi on of being overawed by her head of departnent. She
accepted that it would be hard to nake any inpression on him
with the cl othes she could afford. However, she had put on
the prettiest outfit she possessed and cut her hair in the
style of an American actress called M a Farrow whom she had
seen in one of the few filnms not banned by the authorities.
She hoped Romanov woul d noti ce.
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"I want you to scour The Tines every day from Novenber 17,
1937 for six nonths, and al so check the German and Bel gi an
press during the sane period in case you conme across anything
that woul d show what the sal vage experts had di scovered." He
di sm ssed her with a smle.



Wthin twenty-four hours Conrade Petrova barged back into
Romanov's office w thout even bothering to knock. Romanov
nerely raised his eyebrows at the discourtesy before
devouring an article she had discovered in the Berlin die
Zeit of Saturday, January 19, 1938.

"The investigation into the crash | ast Novenber of the

Sabena aircraft that was carrying the Hesse royal famly to
London has now been concl uded. Al personal possessions

bel onging to the famly that were discovered in the vicinity
of the weckage have been returned to the Grand Duke, Prince
Louis, who, it is understood, was particularly saddened by
the loss of a famly heirloomthat was to have been a weddi ng
gift fromhis brother, the |ate G and Duke. The gift, a

pai nti ng known as the 'Tsar's lcon', had once bel onged to his
uncle, Tsar Nicholas Il. The icon of St George and the
Dragon, although only a copy of Rublev's masterpiece, was
considered to be one of the finest exanples of early
twentieth-century craftsmanship to cone out of Russia since

t he Revol ution.”

Romanov | ooked up at the researcher. "Twentieth-century
copy be damed,"” he said. "It was the fifteenth-century
original and none of themrealised it at the tine - perhaps
not even the old Grand Duke hinself. No doubt the Tsar had
ot her plans for the icon had he nanaged to escape."

Romanov dreaded having to tell Zaborski that he could now
prove conclusively that the original Tsar's
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I con had been destroyed in a plane crash sone thirty years
before. Such news would not ensure pronotion for its
messenger, as he remai ned convinced that there was sonethi ng



far nore inportant than the icon at stake for Zaborski to be
so i nvol ved.

He stared down at the photograph above the Zeitung report.
The young G and Duke was shaki ng hands with the general in
charge of the sal vage team whi ch had been successful in
returning so many of the Prince's famly possessions. "But
did he return themall?" Ronmanov said out | oud.

"What do you nean?" asked the young researcher. Romanov

waved his hand as he continued to stare at the pre-war, faded
phot ograph of the two nmen. Although the general was unnaned,
every school boy in Germany woul d have recogni sed the | arge,

| npassi ve, heavy-jow ed face with the chilling eyes which had
becone infanmobus to the Allied powers.

Romanov | ooked up at the researcher. "You can forget the
Grand Duke from now on, Conrade Petrova. Concentrate your
efforts on Rei chsmarshal Hermann Goering. ™

When Adam woke his first thoughts were of Carolyn. H's

yawn turned into a grin as he considered her invitation of

t he night before. Then he renenbered. He junped out of bed
and wal ked over to his desk: everything was in place exactly
as he had left it. He yawned for a second tine.

It was ten to seven. Although he felt as fit as he had
been the day he left the arny some seven weeks before, he

still conpleted a punishing routine of exercise every
norni ng. He intended to be at his peak when the Foreign
Ofice put himthrough a physical. In nonents he was kitted

out in a singlet and a pair of running
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shorts. He pulled on an old arny tracksuit and finally
tied up his gym shoes.

Adam ti ptoed out of the flat, not wanting to wake Law ence
or Carolyn - although he suspected she was w de awake,
waiting inpatiently. For the next thirty-four m nutes he
pounded t he pavenent down to the Enbanknent, across Al bert
Bri dge, through Battersea Park to return by way of Chel sea
Bridge. Only one thought was going through his mnd. After
twenty years of gossip and innuendo was this going to be the
one chance to clear his father's nane? The nonent he arrived
back at the flat, Adam checked his pul se: 150 beats a m nute.
Si xty seconds later it was down to 100, another m nute 70,
and before the fourth mnute was up it was back to a steady
58. It's the recovery that proves fitness, not your speed,
his old Physical Training Instructor at Al dershot had drummed
Into him

As Adam wal ked back through to his roomthere was still no
sign of Carolyn. Lawence, smart in a grey pinstripe suit,
was preparing breakfast in the kitchen while glancing at the
sports pages of the Daily Tel egraph.

"The West I ndies nade 526," he informed Adam forlornly.

"Have we begun our innings?" shouted Adam fromthe
bat hr oom

"No, bad |ight stopped play."

Adam groaned as he stripped for the shower. He was ready

for his nmorning game of finding out how | ong he could | ast
under the freezing jets. The forty-eight needles of ice cold
wat er beat down on his back and chest, which nmade hi mtake
several deep intakes of breath. Once you survive the first
thirty seconds you could stay under for ever, the instructor
had assured them Adam energed three mnutes |later, satisfied



but
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still daming the PTI from whose influence he felt he
woul d never escape.

Once he had towell ed hinself down Adam wal ked back to his
bedroom A nonent |ater he had thrown on his dressing-gown
and joined his friend in the kitchen for breakfast. Law ence
was now seated at the kitchen table concentrating hard on a
bow of cornflakes, while running a finger down the Foreign
Exchange rates in the Financial Tines.

Adam checked his watch: already ten past eight. "Wn't you
be late for the office?" he asked.

"Dear boy," said Lawrence, "I amnot a | ackey who works at
the kind of bank where the custoners keep shop hours."

Adam | aughed. "But | will, however, have to be shackled to

nmy desk in the City by nine thirty," Lawence adnmtted. "They
don't send a driver for ne nowadays," he explained. "In this
traffic, | told them it's so nuch quicker by tube."

Adam started to make hi nsel f breakfast.

"I could give you a lift on ny notorbike."

"Can you imagine a man in my position arriving at the
headquarters of Barclays Bank on a notorbi ke? The Chairnan
woul d have a fit," he added, as he fol ded the Fi nanci al



Ti mes.

Adam cracked a second egg into the frying pan.

"See you tonight then, glorious, unwashed and unenpl oyed, "
j eered Lawence as he collected his rolled unbrella fromthe
hat st and.

Adam cl eared away and washed up, happy to act as housew fe
while he was still unenpl oyed. Despite years of being taken
care of by a batman he knew exactly what was expected of him
Al'l he had planned before his interview with the Foreign
Ofice that afternoon was a | ong bath and a sl ow shave. Then
he renmenbered
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t hat Rei chsmarshal Goering was still resting on the table
in the bedroom

"Have you come up with anything that woul d indicate
Goering m ght have kept the icon for hinself?" asked Romanov,
turning hopefully to the researcher.

"Only the obvious,"” Anna Petrova replied in an of f hand
manner .

Ronmanov consi dered reprimandi ng the young girl for such

i nsol ence, but said nothing on this occasion. After all,
Conr ade Petrova had proved to be far the nost innovative of
his team of researchers.



"And what was so obvi ous?" enquired Ronanov.

"I't's common knowl edge that Hitler put Goering in charge

of all the art treasures captured on behalf of the Third
Reich. But as the Fiihrer had such fixed personal opinions as
to what constituted quality, many of the world' s nasterpieces
were judged as 'depraved' and therefore unworthy to be put on
public view for the delectation of the master race.”

"So what happened to thenf"

"Hitler ordered themto be destroyed. Anpng those worKks
condemed to death by burning were such masters as Van Gogh,
Manet, Monet - and especially the young Picasso who was

consi dered unworthy of the bl ue-bl ooded Aryan race Hitler was
groomng to rule the world."

"You are not suggesting Goering could have stolen the
Tsar's icon," asked Romanov, staring up at the ceiling, "only
then to burn it?"

"No, no. Goering was not that stupid. As we now know, he
didn't always obey the Fiihrer's every word."

"Goering failed to carry out Hitler's orders?" said
Romanov in disbelief.

"Depends from which standpoint you viewit,"
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Petrova replied. "Was he to behave as his lunatic nmaster



demanded or turn a blind eye and use his compbn sense?"

"Stick to the facts,"” said Romanov, his voice suddenly
shar p.

"Yes, Conrade Major," said the young researcher in a tone
t hat suggested she believed herself to be indispensable, at
| east for the tinme being.

"When it cane to it," Petrova continued, "Goering did not
destroy any of the denounced nasterpi eces. He held sone
public burnings in Berlin and Diisseldorf of |esser known
German artists, who would never have fetched nore than a few
hundred marks on the open market in the first place. But the
mast er pi eces, the real works of genius, were noved discreetly
over the border and deposited in the vaults of Sw ss banks.™

"So there's still an outside chance that having found the
icon . "

"He then had it placed in a Sw ss bank," added Petrova. "I
wish it were that sinple, Conrade Major," said the
researcher, "but unfortunately Goering wasn't quite as naive
as the newspaper cartoonists of the tinme nmade himout to be.
| think he deposited the paintings and antiques in several

Swi ss banks and to date no one has ever been able to discover
whi ch banks or the aliases he used.™

"Then we shall have to do so," said Romanov. "Where do you
suggest we start?"

"Well, since the end of the war nmany of the paintings have
been found and restored to their rightful owners, including
the galleries of the German Denocratic Republic. Ohers,
however, have appeared on walls as far-flung as the Getty
Museumin California and the Gotoh in Tokyo, sonetines
without a fully satisfactory explanation. In fact, one of



Renoir's maj or works

50

A Matter of Honour

can currently be seen hanging on the walls of the
Metropolitan Museumin New York. It undoubtedly passed

t hrough CGoering's hands al though the curator of the nuseum
has never been willing to explain how the gallery cane into
possession of it."

"Have all the m ssing pictures now been found?" asked
Romanov anxi ously.

"Over seventy per cent, but there are still many nore to
be accounted for. Sonme nay even have been | ost or destroyed,
but nmy guess is that there are still a | arge nunber that

remai n | odged in Sw ss banks."

"How can you be so certain?" demanded Romanov, fearful
that his |ast avenue m ght be cl osing.

"Because the Swi ss banks al ways return val uabl es when they
can be certain of a nation's or individual's right of
possession. In the case of the Gand Duke of Hesse and the
Tsar's icon there was no proof of ownership, as the |ast
official owner was Tsar Nicholas Il and he, as every good
Russi an knows, Conrade, had no successors.”

"Then | must do exactly what Goering did and retrace his
steps by going direct to the banks. What has been their
policy to date?" asked Ronmanov.

"That differs fromestablishnent to establishnent,"” said



Petrova. "Some banks wait for twenty years or nore and then
try either by extensive research or advertising to contact
the owner or their next of kin. In the case of the Jews who

| ost their lives under the Nazi regine, it has often proved

| npossible to trace a legitimate owner. Although |I have been
unable to prove it, | suspect they kept the rewards and split
t he proceeds anong thensel ves," said Petrova. "Typical
capitalists.”

"That is neither fair nor accurate, Conrade," said
Romanov, glad to show that he had al so been doing
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sonme research. "Because that is another of the great nyths
perpetrated by the poor. In fact, when the banks have been
unabl e to discover the rightful owner of any treasure |eft
with them they have handed it over to the Swiss Red Cross to
auction."”

"But if the Tsar's icon had ever been auctioned we would
have heard about it by now t hrough one of our agents?"

"Precisely," said Romanov. "And |'ve al ready checked

t hrough the.inventory of the Red Cross: four icons have been
di sposed of during the last twenty years and none of them was
St George and the Dragon.™

"Then that can only nean sone unscrupul ous bankers have
di sposed of the icon privately once they felt sure no one was
going to nake a claim"”

"Anot her fal se prem se, | suspect, Conrade Pet-rova."



"How can you be so certain?" the young researcher asked.

"For one sinple reason, Conrade. The Swi ss banki ng

famlies all know each other intimtely and have never in the
past shown any propensity for breaking the [aw. Sw ss
justice, in our experience, is as tough on corrupt bankers as
it is on nurderers, which is precisely why the Mafia was
never happy about | aundering its noney through the
establ i shed banks. The truth is that Swi ss bankers make so
much noney dealing with honest people that it has never been
in their best interests to becone involved with crooks. There
are remarkably few exceptions to this rule, which is the
reason so nmany people are willing to do business with the

Swi ss. "

"So, if Goering stole the Tsar's icon and deposited it in
a Sw ss bank vault, it could be anywhere in the world by
now?" sai d Petrova
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"l doubt it."

"Why?" sighed Petrova, a little peeved that her deductions
were now proving w de of the mark.

"Because for the past three weeks | have had heaven knows
how many operatives conbing Europe for the Tsar's icon. They
have spoken to nearly every nmjor curator, keeper, deal er and
crook in the art world and yet they still haven't cone up
with a single | ead. And why not? Because the only peopl e who
have seen the icon since 1917 were the Hesses and Goeri ng,
which [ eaves ne with only one hope if it was not destroyed
when the G and Duke's plane crashed," said Romanov.



"Nanel y?" asked Petrova.

"That while the rest of the world is under the illusion
that the original still hangs in the Wnter Pal ace, it has,
for the past twenty years, been |odged in a Sw ss bank

wai ting for sonmeone to claimit."”

"A long shot,"” said the researcher.

"I amquite aware of that," said Romanov sharply, "but
don't forget that many Swi ss banks have a twenty-five-year
rul e before disclosure, sone even thirty. One or two even
have no deadline at all as |ong as enough noney has been
deposited to cover the housing of the treasure."”

"Heaven knows how many banks there m ght be who fall into
that category," sighed Petrova.

"Heaven knows," agreed Romanov, "and so m ght you by nine
o' clock tonmorrow norning. And then it will be necessary for
ne to pay a visit to the one man in this country who knows
everyt hi ng about banking."

"Am | expected to start straight away, Conrade My or?" the
resear cher asked coyly.

Romanov sm | ed and | ooked down into the girl's green eyes.
Dressed in the dull grey uniform of her
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trade, no one woul d have given her a second | ook. But in
t he nude she was quite magnificent. He | eaned over until
their lips nearly net.

"You'l | have to rise very early, Anna, but for now just
turn out the light."
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It took Adamonly a few nore m nutes before he had checked
over both docunents again. He put the original back in the
faded envel ope and replaced it in the Bible on his bookshel f.
Finally he folded his duplicated copy of Goering' s letter
into three horizontal pieces and cut it carefully along the
folds into strips which he placed in a clean envel ope and

| eft on his bedside table. Adam s next problemwas how to
obtain a translation of the docunent and Goering's letter

W t hout arousing unnecessary curiosity. Years of arny
training had taught himto be cautious when faced with an
unknown situation. He quickly dism ssed the German Enbassy,
the German Touri st Board and the German Press Agency as all
three were too official, and therefore likely to ask unwant ed
guestions. Once he was dressed he went to the hall and began
to flick through the pages in the London E-K Directory until
his finger reached the colum he had been searching for.

German Broadcasting German Cultural Institute Gernan
Federal Railway German Hospital German O d People' s Hone
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H s eye passed over 'Cerman Techni cal Transl ations' and
stopped at a nore promsing entry. The address was given as
Bayswat er House, 35 Craven Terrace, W2. He checked his watch.

Adam |l eft the flat a few m nutes before ten, the three

pi eces of the letter now safely | odged in the inside pocket
of his blazer. He strolled dowmn Edith G ove and into the
King's Road, enjoying the norning sun. The street had been
transformed fromthe one he had known as a young subal tern.
Bouti ques had taken the place of antiquarian bookshops.
Record shops had repl aced the | ocal cobbler, and Dol cis had
given way to Mary Quant. Take a fortnight's holiday, and you
couldn't be sure anything would still be there when you
returned, he reflected ruefully.

Crowds of people spilled out fromthe pavenent on to the
road, staring or hoping to be stared at, according to their
age. As Adam passed the first of the record shops he had no
choice but to listen to 'l Want to Hold Your Hand' as it
blared into the ears of everyone within shouting distance.

By the time Adamreached Sl oane Square the worl d had

al nrost returned to normal - Peter Jones, W H Smth's and
t he London Underground. The words his nother sang so often
over the kitchen sink cane back to himevery tine he wal ked
i nto the square.

And you're giving a treat (penny ice and cold neat) To a
party of friends and relations, They're a ravenous horde, and
they all came aboard At Sl oane Square and Sout h Kensi ngton
stations.

He paid a shilling for a ticket to Paddi ngton and,
installed in a half-enpty carriage, once again went over his
pl an. When he energed into the open air at
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Paddi ngt on he checked the street nane and, once he was

sure of his bearings, wal ked out on to Craven Road until he
cane to the first avail abl e newsagent and then asked the
directions for Graven Terrace.

"Fourth road on the left, mate," said the shopkeeper, not
bothering to ook up froma pile of Radio Tines on which he
was pencilling nanmes. Adam t hanked himand a few m nutes

| ater found hinself standing at the end of a short drive,

| ooking up at the bold green and yell ow sign: The Gernan
Young Men's Christian Association.

He opened the gate, wal ked up the drive and strode
confidently through the front door. He was stopped by a
porter standing in the hallway.

“Can | hel p you, guv'nor?"

Adam put on an exaggerated mlitary accent and expl ai ned
that he was | ooking for a young nman call ed Hans Kraner.

"Never 'card of 'im sir," said the porter, al nost

standing to attenti on when he recognised the reginental tie.
He turned to a book that |ay open on the desk. ""E isn't

regi stered,” he added, a Wodbi ne-stained thunb running down
the list of nanes in front of him "Wy don't you try the

| ounge or the ganes roon?" he suggested, gesturing with the
thunb to a door on the right.

"Thank you," said Adam not dropping the plumy tones. He
wal ked smartly across the hall and through the swi ng doors -
whi ch, judging fromthe | ack of paint on the base, |ooked as
I f they had been kicked open nore often than they had been
pushed. He gl anced around the room Several students were



| oungi ng about readi ng German papers and nmagazi nes. He wasn't
sure where to start, until he spotted a studious-looking girl
on her own in a corner, poring over a copy of Tine
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magazi ne. Brezhnev's face stared out fromthe cover. Adam
strolled over and took the enpty seat beside her. She gl anced
si deways at himand couldn't hide her surprise at his formnal
dress. He waited for her to put the paper down before asking,
"I wonder if you could assist ne?"

"How?" enquired the girl, sounding a little apprehensive.

"I just need sonething translated."

She | ooked relieved. "I will see if | can help. Have you
brought sonmething with you?"

"Yes | have, | hope it isn't too difficult,” Adam said. He
took the envel ope fromhis inside pocket and extracted the
first paragraph of Goering' s letter.

Then he put the envel ope back in his pocket, took out a
littl e notebook and waited expectantly. He felt like a cub
reporter.

She read the paragraph over two or three tines, then
seened to hesitate.

"I's anything wong?"



"Not exactly," she replied, still concentrating on the
words in front of her. "It's just that it's a little bit
ol d-fashioned so that | mght not be able to give you the
exact sense."

Adam breathed a sigh of relief.

She repeated each sentence slowy, first in German and
then in English as if wanting to feel the neaning as well as
just translating the words.

"Over the last . . . past year we have cone to know
each other somewhat. . . no, no," she said, "quite well."
Adam wrote each word down as the girl translated them

"You have never disguised - perhaps a better neaning is

"hi dden' -" she added, "your distaste for the National
Socialist Party."
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She rai sed her head and stared at Adam "It's only out of

a book," he assured her. She didn't | ook convi nced but
nevert hel ess conti nued. "But you have at every tine . . . no,
at all tines, behaved with the courtesy of an officer and a
gentl eman. "

The girl | ooked up, even nore puzzled, as she had now
reached the | ast word.

"I's that all?" she asked. "It doesn't make sense. There
has to be nmore."”



"No, that's it," said Adam quickly taking back the sheet
of paper. "Thank you," he added. "It was nost kind of you to
hel p. "

He left the girl and was relieved to see her shrug
resignedly and return to her copy of Tine. Adam went in
search of the ganmes room

When he swung the door open he found a young man in a
Wrld Cup T-shirt and brown suede shorts. He was tapping a
table tennis ball up and down |istlessly.

"Care for a gane?" said the boy, not |ooking at al
hopef ul .

"Sure," said Adam renoving his jacket and picking up the
table tennis bat at his end of the table. For twenty m nutes
Adam had to play flat out to nmake sure he | ost 18-21, 21-12,
17-21. As he replaced his jacket and congratul ated his
opponent he felt sure he had gai ned the young man's

confi dence.

"You put up good fight,
gane. "

said the German. "G ve ne good

Adam joined himat his end of the table. "I wonder if you
could help ne with sonething?" he said.

"Your backhand?" said the young man.

"No, thank you," said Adam "I just need a paragraph of
German transl ated." He handed over the
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m ddl e paragraph of the letter. Once again, the woul d-be
transl ator | ooked puzzl ed.

"It's froma book, so it my seema little out of
context," Adam sai d, unconvincingly.

"Ckay, | try." As the boy began to study the paragraph,
the girl who had already translated the first section cane
into the ganmes room She nade her way towards them

"This hard to make out, | am not good translation for,"

the young man said. "My girlfriend better, | think. | ask
her. Liebling, kannst Du dies fur den Herrn ins Englische?"
Wt hout | ooking at Adam he passed the second paragraph over
to the girl who inmmedi ately said, "I knew there was nore."

"No, no, don't bother," said Adam and grabbed the piece

of paper away fromthe girl. He turned back to the boy and

said, "Thank you for the gane. Sorry to have bothered you,"
and wal ked hurriedly out into the corridor, heading for the
front door.

"Did you find "im sir?"

"Find hin?" said Adam

"Hans Kraner," said the porter

"Ch, yes, thank you," said Adam As he turned to | eave he
saw the young boy and his girlfriend were foll ow ng cl ose



behi nd.

Adam ran down the drive and hail ed a passing taxi.

"Where to?" said the cabbie.

"The Royal Cl eveland Hotel."

"But that's only just round the corner."”

"I know," said Adam "but I'malready late."

"Suit yourself, guv," said the cabbie, "it's your noney."

As the cab noved of f Adam peered out of the back w ndow to
see his table-tennis opponent in conver-
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sation with the porter. The girl stood al ongsi de them
pointing to the taxi.

Adam only rel axed when the cab turned the corner and they
were out of sight.

In less than a mnute the taxi had drawn up outside the
Royal C evel and. Adam handed the cabbie half a crown and
waited for the change. Then he pushed through the revol ving
doors of the hotel and hung around in the foyer for a few
noments before returning to the pavenent again. He checked



his watch: twelve thirty. Easily enough tinme for |unch, he

t hought, before going on to his interview with the Foreign

O fice. He headed across the Bayswater Road into the park at
a brisk pace, knowi ng he couldn't hope to find a pub until he
reached Kni ghtsbri dge.

Adamrecall ed the table tennis match. Damm, he thought. |
shoul d have thrashed him At |east that would have given him
sonmet hing el se to think about.

Romanov's eye ran down the list of the fourteen banks.

There was still an outside chance that one of them m ght be
i n possession of the Tsar's icon, but the nanes nmeant not hing
to him It was another world, and he knew he woul d now have
to seek advice froman expert. He unlocked the top drawer of
his desk and flicked through the red book held only by the
nost senior ranking officers in the K@. Mnv nanes had been
scratched out or overwitten as reginmes cane and went but

Al eksei Andreovi ch Poskonov had remained in his present
position as Chairman of the National Bank for nearly a
decade, and only G onyko the Foreign Secretary had served in
any office |onger. Romanov dialled a nunber on his private

| ine and asked to be put through to the Chairman of Gosbank.
It was sone
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considerable tinme before another voice cane on the |ine.

"Conr ade Romanov, what can | do for you?"

"I urgently need to see you," said Ronmanov.

"Really." The gravelly tones that cane fromthe other end



of the line sounded distinctly uninpressed. Romanov could
hear pages being flicked over. "I could nmanage Tuesday, say
el even thirty?"

"I said it was urgent," repeated Romanov. "It concerns a
State matter that can't wait."

"We are the nation's bankers and do have one or two

probl enms of our own, you m ght be surprised to hear," cane
back the unrepentant voice. Romanov checked hi nsel f and

wai ted. There was nore flicking of pages. "Well, | suppose |
could fit you in at three forty-five today, for fifteen
mnutes,” said the banker. "But | nust warn you that | have a
| ong- st andi ng engagenent at four."

"Three forty-five it is then," said Romanov.

“I'n ny office,"” said Poskonov. The phone went dead.

Romanov cursed out |oud. Wiy did everyone feel obliged to
prove their manhood with the KG? He began to wite down the
guesti ons he needed answered in order to put his plan into
operation. He couldn't afford to waste even a mnute of his
all ocated fifteen. An hour |ater he asked to see the Chairnman
of the KG. This tine he was not kept waiting.

"Trying to play the capitalists at their own gane, are
we?" said Zaborski, once Romanov had outlined his intentions.
"Be careful. They've been at it a |ot |onger than we have."

"I realise that," said Romanov. "But if the iconis in the
West |'mleft wwth little choice but to use their nethods to
get ny hands on it."
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"Perhaps,"” said the Chairman. "But with your nanme such an
approach coul d be m sunderstood. "

Ronmanov knew better than to interrupt the brief silence

that ensued. "Don't worry, I'Il give you all the backing you
need - al though |'ve never had a request quite like this one
before.™

"Am | allowed to know why the icon is so inportant?"
Romanov enqui r ed.

The Chairman of the KGB frowned. "I do not have the

authority to answer that question, but as Conrade Brezhnev's
enthusiasmfor the arts is well known you nust have been able
to work out that it is not the painting itself that we are
after.”

What secret can the painting hold? thought Romanov, and
decided to press on. "I wondered if..."

The Chairman of the KGB shook his head firmy.

Bugs don't have eyes, thought Romanov, but you know what
that sonething is, don't you?

The Chairman rose from his desk and wal ked over to the

wal | and tore another page fromthe calendar. "Only ten days
left to find the damm thing," he said. "The General Secretary
has taken to phoning ne at one o'clock every norning."

"One o' clock in the norning?" said Romanov joining in the
gane.



"Yes, the poor man can't sleep, they tell ne," said the
Chairman, returning to his desk. "It cones to all of us in
time - perhaps even you, Ronmanov, and maybe earlier than you
expect if you don't stop asking questions." He gave his young
coll eague a wy snile.

Romanov |l eft the Chairman a few mnutes |ater and returned
to his office to go over the questions that did need to be
answered by the Chai rman of Gosbank. He
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couldn't help becom ng distracted by thoughts of what

coul d possibly be the significance of such a small painting,
but accepted that he nust concentrate his efforts on finding
It and then perhaps the secret it contai ned woul d becone
obvi ous.

Romanov reached the steps of Neglinnaya 12 at three thirty
because he knew he needed nore than the fifteen m nutes he
had been allocated if he was to get all his questions
answered. He only hoped Poskonov would agree to see him

I mredi at el y.

After announcing hinself at the reception desk he was
acconpani ed by a unifornmed guard up the wi de nmarbl e staircase
to the first floor, where Poskonov's secretary was waiting to
greet him Romanov was |led to an anteroom "I will informthe
Chai rman of the bank that you have arrived, Conrade Ronanov,"
the secretary said, and then di sappeared back into his own
of fi ce. Romanov paced up and down the small anteroom

i mpatiently, but the secretary did not return until the hands
on the clock were in a straight line. At three fifty, Romanov
was ushered into the Chairman's room



The young maj or was nonentarily taken aback by the sheer

opul ence of the room The long red velvet curtains, the
marbl e floor and the delicate French furniture wouldn't, he
I magi ned, have been out of place in the Governor's roons at
t he Bank of Engl and. Romanov was rem nded not for the first
time that noney still remained the nost inportant commodity
in the world - even in the Comrunist world. He stared at the
old stooped man with the thinning grey hair and bushy wal rus
noust ache who controlled the nation's noney. The nman of whom
it was said that he knew of one skeleton in everyone's
cupboard. Everyone's ex-
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cept mne, thought Romanov. Hi s check suit mght have been
made before the Revolution and woul d once again be consi dered
‘wWthit' in London's King' s Road.

"What can | do for you, Conrade Ronmanov?" enquired the
banker with a sigh, as if addressing a tiresonme custoner who
was seeking a snmall | oan.

"I require one hundred mllion Anerican dollars' worth of
gold bullion innmediately,"” he announced evenly.

The chai rman' s bored expression suddenly changed. He went
scarlet and fell back into his chair. He took several short,
sharp breaths before pulling open a drawer, taking out a
square box and extracting a large white pill fromit. It took
fully a mnute before he seenmed cal m agai n.

"Have you gone out of your mnd, Conrade?" the old man
enqui red. "You ask for an appointnent wthout giving a



reason, you then charge into ny office and demand that | hand
over one hundred mllion Amrerican dollars in gold w thout any
expl anati on. For what reason do you make such a preposterous
suggesti on?"

"That is the business of the State,"” said Romanov. "But,
since you have enquired, | intend to deposit equal anmounts in
a series of nunbered accounts across Switzerl and."

"And on whose authority do you nmake such a request?" the
banker asked in a | evel tone.

"The Ceneral Secretary of the Party.”

"Strange," said Poskonov. "I see Leonid Ilyich at |east
once a week and he has not nentioned this to ne," the

chai rman | ooked down at the pad in the m ddle of his desk,
“that a Maj or Romanov, a m ddl e-ranking" - he stressed the
words - "officer fromthe KGB woul d be maki ng such an
exor bi tant demand. "
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Romanov st epped forward, picked up the phone by Poskonov's
side and held it out to him "Wy don't you ask Leonid Ilyich
yourself and save us all a lot of tinme?" He pushed the phone
defiantly towards the banker. Poskonov stared back at him
took the phone and placed it to his ear. Romanov sensed the
sort of tension he only felt in the field.

A voice cane on the line. "You call ed, Conrade Chairman?"

"Yes," replied the old man. "Cancel ny four o'clock



appoi ntnent, and see that | am not disturbed until Major
Romanov | eaves. "

"Yes, Conrade Chairnman."

Poskonov repl aced the phone and, w thout another word,

rose from behind his desk and wal ked around to Ronanov's
side. He ushered the young man into a confortable chair on
the far side of the room bel ow a bay w ndow and took the seat
opposite him

"I knew your grandfather,” he said in a calm

matter-of-fact tone. "I was a junior commodity clerk when |
first met him | had just left school and he was very kind to
me but he was just as inpatient as you are. \Wich was why he
was the best fur trader in ¢« Russia and thought to be the

wor st poker player."

Romanov | aughed. He had never known his grandfather and
the few books that referred to himhad | ong ago been
destroyed. H s father tal ked openly of his wealth and
position which had only given the authorities anmunition
finally to destroy him

"You'l |l forgive ny curiosity, Major, but if I amto hand

over one hundred mllion dollars in gold | should like to
know what it is to be spent on. | thought only the CIA put in
chits for those sort of expenses w thout explanation."”

Romanov | aughed again and explained to the Chair-
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man how t hey had di scovered the Tsar's icon was a fake and
he had been set the task of recovering the original. Wen he
had conpl eted his story he handed over the names of the
fourteen banks. The banker studied the list closely while
Romanov outlined the course of action he proposed to take,
showi ng how t he noney woul d be returned intact as soon as he
had | ocated the m ssing icon.

"But how can one small icon possibly be that inportant to
t he State?" Poskonov asked out |oud, alnbst as if Romanov
were no longer in the room

"I have no idea," replied Romanov truthfully and then
briefed himon the results of his research.

There was an exasperated grunt fromthe other chair when
Romanov had finished. "May | be permtted to suggest an
alternative to your plan?"

"Pl ease do," said Romanov, relieved to be gaining the
ol der man's co-operation.

"Do you snoke?" asked the banker, taking a packet of
Dunhill cigarettes fromhis coat pocket.

"No," said Romanov, his eyebrows lifting slightly at the
sight of ihe red box.

The old man paused as he |it a cigarette. "That suit was

not tailored in Moscow either, Mjor," the banker said,

poi nting at Romanov with his cigarette. "Now, to business -
and do not hesitate to correct nme if | have m sunderstood any
of your requirenents. You suspect that | odged in one of these
fourteen Swi ss banks" - the Chairman tapped the list with his
i ndex finger - "is the original Tsar's icon. You therefore
want nme to deposit |large amounts of gold with each bank in
the hope that it will give you i medi ate access to the head



of the famly, or chairman. You will then offer the chairman
the chance to control the entire hundred mllion if they
prom se to co-operate with you?"
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"Yes," said Romanov. "Bribery is surely sonething the Wst
has al ways under st ood. "

"I would have said 'naive' if | hadn't known your
grandfather, though to be fair it was he who ended up maki ng
mllions of roubles, not nme. Neverthel ess, how nmuch do you
imagine is a lot of noney to a maj or Swi ss bank?"

Romanov consi dered the question. "Ten mllion, twenty
mllion?"

"To the Moscow Narodny Bank perhaps,"” said Poskonov. "But
every one of the banks you hope to deal with will have
several custonmers with deposits of over a hundred mllion
each. "

Romanov was unable to hide his disbelief.

"I confess," continued the chairman, "that our revered
General Secretary showed no less incredulity when | inforned
hi m of these facts sone years ago."

"Then | will need a thousand mllion?" asked Ronmanov.

"No, no, no. We nust approach the problemfroma different
standpoint. You do not catch a poacher by offering himrabbit



stew. "

"But if the Swiss are not noved by the offer of vast
anounts of noney, what will nove thenf"

"The sinple suggestion that their bank has been used for
crimnal activity," said the chairman.

"But how . . ." began Romanov.

"Let me explain. You say that the Tsar's icon hanging in

the Wnter Palace is not the original but a copy. A good
copy, painted by a twentieth-century court painter, but
nevert hel ess a copy. Therefore why not explain to each of the
fourteen banks privately that, after extensive research, we
have reason to believe that one of the nation's nost val uabl e
treasures has been substituted with a copy and the ori gi nal
I's thought to
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have been deposited in their bank? And rather than cause a

di plomatic incident —the one thing every Swi ss banker w shes
to avoid at any cost - perhaps they would, in the interests
of good relationships, consider checking in their vaults
itens that have not been clained for over twenty years."

Romanov | ooked straight at the old man, realising why he

had survived several purges. "I owe you an apol ogy, Conrade
Poskonov. "
"No, no, we each have our own little skills. I amsure |

woul d be as lost in your world as you appear to be in m ne.



Now, if you will allow ne to contact each of the chairnmen on
this list and tell themno nore than the truth - a comodity

| am al ways obliged to trade in although | imagine your
counterparts are not so famliar with - nanely that | suspect
the Tsar's icon is in their bank, nost of themw || be

disinclined to hold on to the masterpiece if they believe in
so doing a crinme has been perpetrated agai nst a sovereign
state.”

"l cannot overstress the urgency,"” said Ronanov.

"Just |ike your grandfather," Poskonov repeated. "So be

it. If they can be tracked down, | shall speak to every one
of themtoday. At least that's one of the advantages of the
rest of the world waking up after us. Be assured | shall be
in touch wth you the nonent | have any news."

"Thank you," said Romanov, rising to | eave. "You have been
nost hel pful.” He was about to add, as he normally did in
such circunstances, | shall so informny Chairman, but he

checked hinself, realising the old man woul dn't have given a
damm.

The chai rman of Gosbank cl osed the door behind himand

wal ked over to the bay w ndow and wat ched Romanov run down
the steps of the bank to a waiting car. | couldn't have
supplied you with the one hundred
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millionin gold bullion at this particular tinme, even if

the General Secretary had ordered ne to, he thought to
himself. | doubt if | have ten mllion dollars' worth of gold
left in the vaults at this nonent. The General Secretary has
already ordered ne to fly every avail able ounce to the Bank



of New York —so cleverly was his ploy disqguised that the CIA
had been infornmed about the deposit within an hour of its

arrival. It's hard to hide over 700 mllion dollars in gold,
even in Anerica. | tried to tell him The chai rnan wat ched
Romanov's car drive away. O course if, like your

grandfat her, you read the Washi ngton Post as well as Pravda,
you woul d al ready have known this. He returned to his desk
and checked the nanmes of the fourteen banks.

He knew instantly which of the fourteen had to be phoned.

Adam st epped out of Tattersalls Tavern on the corner of

Kni ght sbri dge Green and headed past the Hyde Park Hot el
towards the Royal Thanmes Yacht Club. It seened a strange

pl ace for the Foreign Ofice to hold an interview, but so far
everything connected with the application had been sonewhat
nmyst eri ous.

He arrived a few mnutes early and asked the ex-Royal
Mari nes sergeant on the door where the interviews were taking
pl ace.

"Sixth floor, sir. Take the |ift in the corner," he
poi nted ahead of him "and announce yourself at reception.”

Adam pressed a button and waited for the lift. The doors
opened i medi ately and he stepped in. A rather overweight,
bespectacl ed nman of roughly his own age who | ooked as if he
never turned down the third course of any neal followed him
at a nore leisurely pace. Adam touched the sixth button, but
nei t her man spoke
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on their journey up to the sixth floor. The | arge man
stepped out of the lift in front of Adam

"Wai nwight's the nanme,” he infornmed the girl on the
reception desk.

"Yes, sir," said the girl, "you're alittle early, but do
have a seat over there." She gestured towards a chair in the
corner, then her eyes noved on to Adam and she sm | ed.

"Scott," he infornmed her.

"Yes, sir," she repeated. "Could you join the other

gentl eman? They will be seeing you next." Adam went over and
pi cked up a copy of Punch before settling down next to

Wai nwight, who was already filling in the Tel egraph
crossword.

Adam soon becane bored with flicking through endl ess

I ssues of Punch and took a nore careful |ook at Vi nwight.
"Do you by any chance speak Gernman?" Adam asked suddenly,
turning to face the other interviewee.

"German, French, Italian and Spanish,” Wi nwight replied,
| ooki ng up. "I assuned that was how | nmanaged to get this
far," he added sonewhat snugly.

"Then perhaps you could translate a paragraph froma
German letter for nme?"

"Delighted, old fellow, " said Adam s conpani on, who

proceeded to renove the pair of thick-Iensed glasses fromhis
nose, and waited for Adamto extract the m ddl e paragraph of
the letter fromhis envel ope.



"Now, let nme see,” Wainwight said, taking the little slip
of paper and replacing the glasses. "Quite a challenge. |
say, old fellow, you' re not part of the interview ng team by
any chance?”

"No, no," said Adam smling. "I'min exactly the sane
position as you —except | don't speak German, French,
Italian or Spanish.™
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Wai nwight seened to relax. "Now |l et nme see,” he repeated,
as Adam took out the small notebook fromhis inside pocket.

“*During the past year you cannot have failed to .
notice that | have been receiving fromone of the guards a

regular, regular . . . regular supply'," he said suddenly,
"yes, 'supply of Havana cigars. One of the few pleasures |
have been allocated' - no, 'allowed', better still
"permtted - 'despite my . . . incarceration' . That's the
nearest | can get," Wainwight added. " 'The cigars

t hensel ves have al so served anot her purpose',"” Wi nwi ght
conti nued, obviously enjoying hinself, "'as they contained

tiny capsul es .

"M Scott."”

"Yes," said Adam junping up obediently.

"The Board will see you now," said the receptionist.

"Do you want nme to finish it off while they're finishing
you off, old chap?" said Wai nwi ght.



"Thank you," Adamreplied, "if it's not too much trouble."

"Far easier than the crossword,” Wai nwight added, |eaving
on one side the little unfilled half-matrix of squares.

Al ex Romanov was not a patient man at the best of tines,

and with the CGeneral Secretary now ringing up his chief twce
a day, these were not the best of tinmes. Wiile he waited for
results of the chairman of Gosbank's enquiries he re-read the
research papers that had been left on his desk, and checked
any new intelligence that had been sent back by his agents in
the field. Romanov resented the scraps of information the
chai rman of Gosbank nmust have been receiving by the hour, but
he made no attenpt to pester the old nman despite his tine
probl em
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Then the chai rman of the bank call ed.

On this occasion Romanov was driven straight over to the
State Bank at Neglinnaya 12 and ushered up to the finely
furni shed roomw thout a nonent's del ay. Poskonov, dressed in
anot her of those suits with an even | arger check, was
standing to greet himat the door.

"You nmust have wondered if | had forgotten you," were
Poskonov' s openi ng words as he ushered Romanov to the
confortable chair. "But | wanted to have sone positive news
to give you rather than waste your tinme. You don't snoke, if
| remenber correctly,” he added, taking out his packet of
Dunhi I | cigarettes.



"No, thank you," Romanov said, wondering if the chairman's
doctor realised how nmuch the old nan snoked.

The chairman's secretary entered the roomand placed two
enpty gl asses, a frosted flask and a plate of caviar in front
of them

Romanov waited in silence.

"l have, over the past two days, nmanaged to talk to the

chai rmen of twelve of the banks on your original list,"
Poskonov began, as he poured two vodkas, "but | have avoi ded
maki ng contact with the remaining two."

"Avoi ded?" repeated Romanov.

"Patience, Conrade," said Poskonov, sounding |like a
benevol ent uncle. "You have longer to live than | so if there
Is any tinme to be wasted it nust be yours."

Romanov | owered his eyes.

"l avoi ded one of the chairnen," Poskonov conti nued,
"because he is in Mexico show ng President Ordaz how not to
repay their |l oan to Chase Manhattan while at the sanme tine
borrowi ng even nore dollars fromthe Bank of Anmerica. If he
pulls that off | shal
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have to recommend to the General Secretary of the Party



that he is offered ny job when | retire. The second gentl eman
| have avoi ded because he is officially in Chicago, closing a

maj or Eurobond deal with Continental Illinois, while in fact
he is booked in at the St Francis Hotel in San Francisco with
his mstress. | feel certain you would agree, Conrade Mjor,

that it would not advance our cause to disturb either of
these gentlenen at this precise nonent. The first has enough
problens to be going on with for the rest of the week, while
the second may well have his phone tapped - and we woul dn't
want the Anericans to discover what we are searching for,
woul d we?"

"Agreed, Conrade," said Romanov.

"Good. Anyway as they both return to Switzerland early
next week we have quite enough to be going on with for now. "

"Yes, but what — Romanov began.

"I't will please you to know, " continued Poskonov, "that of
the twelve renmai ning chairnmen all have agreed to co-operate
with us and five have already phoned back. Four to say they
have run a thorough check on the possessions of custoners who
have been out of contact with the bank for over twenty years,
but have conme up with nothing that renotely resenbl es an
icon. In fact, one of them opened a deposit box in the
presence of three other directors that had not been touched
since 1931 only to discover it contained nothing but a cork
froma 1929 bottle of Taylor's port."

"Only a cork?" said Romanov.

"Well, 1929 was a vintage year," admtted the chairmn.

"And the fifth?" enquired Romanov.



"Now that, | suspect, may be our first breakthrough,"
conti nued Poskonov, referring to the file
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in front of him He adjusted his spectacles with the
forefinger of his right hand before continuing. "Herr D eter
Bi schoff of Bischoff et Ce" - he |ooked up at his guest, as
I f Romanov m ght have recognised the nane - "an honourabl e
man with whom | have dealt many tines in the past -
honourabl e, that is, by Wstern standards of course,

Conr ade, " added the chairman, obviously enjoying hinself.

"Bi schoff has come up with sonething that was left with the
bank in 1938. It is unquestionably an icon, but he has no way
of knowng if it is the one we are |ooking for."

Romanov | eapt up fromhis seat in excitenment. "Then | had
better go and see for nyself," said Romanov. "I could fly out
today," he added. The chai rman waved hi m back into his chair.

"The plane you require does not | eave Sherentyevo airport
until four thirty-five. In any case, | have already booked
two seats on it for you."

"Two?" enquired Romanov.

"You w Il obviously need an expert to acconpany you,

unl ess you know consi derably nore about icons than you do
about banki ng," Poskonov added. "I also took the liberty of
booki ng you on the Swissair flight. One should never fly
Aeroflot if it can be avoided. It has managed only one
aviation record consistently every year since its inception,
nanely that of |osing the nost passengers per nmiles flown,
and a banker never believes in going against known odds. |
have fi xed an appointnent for you to see Herr Bischoff at ten



o' cl ock tonorrow norning - unless, of course, you have
sonet hing nore pressing to keep you in Mscow, Conrade?"

Romanov sm | ed.

"I note fromyour file that you have never served in
Switzerland," said the old man, showi ng off. "So may
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| also recommend that you stay at the St Gothard while you
are in Zurich. Jacques Pontin wll take excellent care of

you. Nationality has never been a problemfor the Swiss, only
currency. And so that brings ny little investigation up to
date, and | shall be in touch again as soon as the two
Itinerant chairmen return to Switzerland next Monday. Al |
can do for the nonent however, is wi sh you luck in Zurich."

"Thank you," said Romanov. "May | be permtted to add how
much | appreci ate your thoroughness.™

"My pleasure, Conrade, let's just say that | still owe
your grandfather a favour, and perhaps one day you will find
you owe ne one, and |leave it at that."

Romanov tried to fathomthe neaning of the old man's

words. There was no clue to be found in Pos-konov's
expression and so he left wthout another word. But as
Romanov wal ked down the wi de nmarbl e staircase, he consi dered
t he banker's sentinment again and agai n because throw away

| i nes were never delivered to an officer of the KGB.

By the tinme Romanov had returned to Dzerzhi nsky Square,



his secretary informed himthat Herr Bi schofTs assistant had
t el ephoned from Zurich to confirmhis appointnent with the
chairman at ten o' clock the foll ow ng norning. Romanov asked
himto call the manager at the St Gothard Hotel and book two
roons. "Ch, and confirmny flight with Swi ssair,"” he added
before wal king up two floors to see the Chairman and bri ef

hi mon the neeting he had had with the head of the National
Bank.

"Thank God for that," were Zaborski's first words. "Wth
only nine days left at |east you ve given ne sonething to
di scuss with the General Secretary when he calls at one

t onorrow norni ng. "
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Romanov sm | ed.

"Good | uck, Conrade. Qur Enbassy will be alerted to your
every need. Let us fervently hope that you will be able to
return the masterpiece to the walls of the Wnter Pal ace."

"I'f it isin that bank, it wll be in your hands by
tonmorrow night," said Romanov, and |eft the Chairman smling.

When he wal ked into his own office he found Petrova
waiting for him

"You called for nme, Conrade?"

"Yes, we're going to Zurich."” Romanov | ooked at his watch.
"I'n three hours' tine. The flight and the roons are already
booked. "



"I n the names of Herrand Frau Schm dt, no doubt," said his

| over.
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CHAPTER SI X

When Adam energed fromthe interview he felt quietly
confident. The chairman's final words had been to ask himif
he woul d be avail able for a thorough nedical in a week's
time. Adam had told them he could think of nothing that would
stop himattending. He | ooked forward to the opportunity of
serving in the British Foreign Service.

Back in the waiting room Wi nwight | ooked up and handed
hi m back his piece of paper.

"Thank you very nuch," said Adam trying to | ook casual by
slipping it into his inside pocket w thout |ooking at the
results.

"What was it like, old chap?" his conpani on asked
cautiously.

“No trouble for a man who has German, French, Spanish and
Italian as part of his arnoury,” Adam assured him "Best of
| uck, anyway."

"M Wainwight," said the secretary, "the Board will see
you now."

Adamtook the |ift to the ground floor and decided to wal k
home, stopping on the corner of Wlton Place to buy a bag of



apples froma barrow boy who seenmed to spend nost of his tine
on the | ookout for the police. Adam noved on, going over in
his m nd the Board's
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guestions and his answers - a pointless exercise he

deci ded, although he still felt confident the interview had
gone well. He canme to such a sudden halt that the pedestrian
behi nd only just stopped hinself bunping into Adam What had
attracted his attention was a sign which read: 'The Gernan
Food Centre'. An attractive girl with a cheerful smle and

| aughi ng eyes was sitting at the cash register by the
doorway. Adam strode into the shop and went straight over to
her w thout attenpting to purchase a single item

"You have not bought anything?" she enquired with a slight
accent.

“"No, |I'mjust about to," Adam assured her, "but I
wonder ed, do you speak German?"

"Most girls from Mainz do," she replied, grinning.

"Yes, | suppose they would," said Adam | ooking at the

girl nore carefully. She nust have been in her early
twenties, Adam decided, and he was imedi ately attracted by
her friendly smle and manner. Her shiny, dark hair was done
up in a pony tail with a big red bow Her white sweater and
neat pleated skirt would have made any man take a second

| ook. Her slimlegs were tucked under the chair. "I wonder if
you woul d be kind enough to translate a short paragraph for
me?"



"l try," she said, still smling.

Adam t ook the envel ope containing the final section of the
| etter out of his pocket and handed it over to her.

"The style is a bit old-fashioned," she said, |ooking
serious. "It may take a little tinme."

“I'"l'l go and do sone shopping,” he told her, and started

wal king slowy round the | ong stacked shelves. He selected a
little salam, frankfurters, bacon, and sone Gernman nustard,
| ooki ng up now and then to see how the girl was progressing.
From what he could
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make out, she was only able to translate a few words at a
tinme, as she was continually interrupted by custoners. Nearly
twenty m nutes passed before he saw her put the piece of
paper on one side. Adamimmedi ately went over to the cash
regi ster and placed his purchases on the counter.

"One pound two shillings and sixpence," she said. Adam
handed over two pounds and she returned his change and the
littl e piece of paper.

"This | consider a rough translation, but | think the
meaning is clear."

"I don't know how to thank you,"
worman joined himin the queue.

said Adam as an elderly



"You could invite nme to share with you your frankfurters,"
she | aughed.

"What a nice idea," said Adam "Wy don't you join ne for
di nner toni ght?"

"I was not serious," she said.

"I was," smled Adam Another person joined the queue and
the old lady i medi ately behi nd himbegan to | ook restive.

Adam grabbed a |l eaflet fromthe counter, retreated towards
the back of the store, and began to scribble down his nane,
address and phone nunber. He waited for the two custoners in
front of himto pay, then handed over to her a 'once in a
lifetime' Persil offer.

"What's this?" the girl asked innocently.

“I'"ve put ny nane and address on the centre page," Adam
said. "I will expect you for dinner at about eight this
eveni ng. At |east you know what's on the nenu."”

She | ooked uncertain. "I really was only joking."

"I won't eat you," said Adam "Only the sausages.™

She | ooked at the leaflet in her hand and | aughed. "I'I|
t hi nk about it."

Adam strolled out on to the road whistling. A bad
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nmorni ng, a good afternoon and - perhaps - an even better
eveni ng.

He was back at the flat in time to watch the five

forty-five news. Ms Gandhi, the new Prine Mnister of India,
was facing open revolt in her cabinet and Adam wondered if
Britain could ever have a wonan Prine M nister. England were
117 for seven in their first innings, with the West |ndies
still well on top. He groaned and turned off the television.
Once he had put the food in the fridge he went into his
bedroomto assenble the full text of the Goering letter.
After he had read through all the little slips of paper he
took out his notepad and began to copy out the transl ations
in order: first, the paragraph supplied by the girl fromthe
YMCA, then Wainwight's handwitten words fromthe notepad,
and finally the section of the letter translated by the

| ovely girl from Mainz. He read the conpleted draft through
slowy a second tine.

Nur ember g Cct ober 15, 1946 Dear Col onel,

Over the past year, we have conme to know each other quite
wel | . You have never disguised your distaste for the National
Socialist party, but you have at all tinmes behaved with the
courtesy of an officer and a gentl eman.

During the year you cannot have failed to notice that |
have been receiving fromone of the guards a regul ar supply
of Havana cigars - one of the few pleasures | have been
permtted, despite ny incarceration. The cigars thensel ves
have al so served anot her purpose, as each one contained a
capsule with a small anount of poison. Enough to allow ne
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to survive ny trial, while ensuring that | shall cheat the
executi oner.

My only regret is that you, as the officer in charge of

the watch during the period when | amnost likely to die, nmay
be held responsible for sonething to which you were never a
party. To nmake anmends for this | enclose a docunent in the
nanme of one Enmanuel Rosenbaum which should help wth any
financial difficulties you face in the near future.

Al that wll be required of you -

"Anyone at home?" shouted Law ence. Adam fol ded up the
pi eces of paper, wal ked qui ckly over to the bookcase and
I nserted them al ongside the original letter in the Bible
seconds before Lawence put his head round the door.

"Bloody traffic," said Lawence cheerfully. "I can't wait

to be appointed chairman of the bank and be given that |uxury
flat on the top floor, not to nention the chauffeur and the
conpany car."

Adam | aughed. "Had anot her hard day at the office,
darling?" he m m cked, before joining himin the kitchen.
Adam started renoving food fromthe fridge.

"@Quess who's comng to dinner," said Lawence as each new
del i cacy appear ed.

"Arather attractive German girl, | hope,"” said Adam



"What do you nean, 'hope' ?"

“"Well, it could hardly have been described as a fornal
invitation so I'mnot even certain she'll turn up."”

"If that's the situation | nmay as well hang around in case
she gives you the el bow and you need soneone to hel p you eat
that lot."

"Thanks for the vote of confidence, but | think you'l
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find it's your turn to be mssing, presuned dead. Anyway,
what about Carol yn?" said Adam

"Carolyn was yesterday's girl, to quote the esteened
Harol d Wl son. How did you conme across yourgnddi ges
Frdul ei n?"

"She was serving at a food store in Knightsbridge."

"I see. W're down to shop assistants now. "

"I have no idea what she is or even what her nane is, cone
to that," said Adam "But | am hoping to find out tonight. As
| said, your turn to disappear."”

“"Naturlich. As you see, you can rely on ne-to provide a
hel pi ng hand if you need anything translated."”



"Just put the wine in the fridge and lay the table."

"Are there no serious jobs for a man of ny acconplishnents
to be entrusted wth?" chuckled Law ence.

When eight o' clock chined, the table was set and Adam had
everything ready on the boil. By eight thirty both of them
st opped pretendi ng and Adam served up two pl ates of
frankfurters, salam and |lettuce with a baked potato and
sauer kraut sauce. He then hung up his Goons apron behind the
ki tchen door and took the chair opposite Lawence, who had
begun pouring the w ne.

"Ch, nein |iebes Midchen, you | ook ravishing in that
Harris tweed jacket," said Lawence, raising his glass.

Adam was just about to retaliate with the vegetabl e spoon
when there was a | oud knock on the front door. The two nen
stared at each other before Adam | eaped to open it. Standing
In the doorway was a man well over six foot with shoul ders

| i ke a professional bouncer. By his side, dwarfed by him was
the girl that Adam had invited to dinner.

"This is ny brother, Jochen," she expl ai ned. Adam was
I mredi ately struck by how beautiful she | ooked
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in a dark blue patterned bl ouse and pl eated bl ue skirt

that fell just below the knee. Her |ong dark hair, now
hangi ng | oose, | ooked as if it had just been washed and shone
even under the forty watt light bulb that hung in the hall



"Wel cone, " said Adam nore than a little taken aback.

"Jochen is just dropping ne off."

"Yes, of course," said Adam "Do cone in and have a dri nk,
Jochen. "

"No, | thank you. | have a date as well, but I will pick
up Heidi at eleven o'clock, if all right by you?"

"Fine by ne," said Adam at |ast |earning her nane.

The gi ant bent down and ki ssed his sister on both cheeks.
He then shook hands with Adam before | eaving them both on the
door st ep.

"I amsorry to be late,"” said Heidi. "My brother did not
get back fromwork until after seven.™

"It was no problem" said Adam |eading her into the flat.
“If you had cone any earlier | wouldn't have been ready for
you. By the way, this is ny flatnmate, Lawence Penberton.™

"I'n England the nmen al so need a chaperone?" said Heidi.

Bot h men | aughed. "No, no," said Lawence. "I was just on
my way out. Like your brother, | already have a date. As you
can see the table is only laid for two. |I'll be back around

el even, Adam just to nmake sure you're safe.” He snled at
Hei di, put on his coat and cl osed the door behind himbefore
ei ther coul d object.

"I hope | don't drive himaway," said Heidi.



"No, no," said Adam as she took Lawence's place at the
table. "He's already late for his girlfriend. Charmng girl
called Carolyn, a social worker." He
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qui ckly topped up her wine, pretending it hadn't already
been pour ed.

"So | amgoing to eat ny own sausages, after all," she

said, laughing. And the |aughter didn't stop for the rest of
the evening, as Adam | earned about Heidi's life in Germany,
her famly and the holiday job she had taken while on
vacation from Mainz University.

"My parents only allow nme to cone to Engl and because ny
brother is already in London; it is to help ny | anguages
course. But now, Adam | would like to know what you are
doi ng when you are not picking up girls in food stores.”

"I was in the arnmy for nine years and |I'm now hoping to
join the Foreign Ofice."

"I'n what capacity, if that is the right expression?" Heidi
asked.

"It's the right expression, but |I'mnot sure | know the
right answer," said Adam

"When soneone says that about the Foreign Service it
usual |y neans they are a spy."



"I don't know what it neans, to be honest, but they're
going to tell ne next week. In any case, | don't think I'd
make a very good spy. But what are you going to do when you
return to Gernmany?"

"Conmplete ny final year at Mainz and then | hope to find a
job as a tel evision researcher.”

"What about Jochen?" asked Adam

"He will join ny father's |l aw practice as soon as he is
arriving hone."

"So how long will you be in London?" he found hinself
aski ng.

"Anot her two nont hs,

she said. "If | can stand the job."

"Why do you carry on with it if it's that bad?"

"There is no better way to test your English than
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I npati ent shoppers who speak all different accents.”

"I hope you stay the full two nonths," said Adam



"So do I," she replied, smling.

When Jochen arrived back punctually at el even o' clock, he
found Adam and Hei di washi ng the di shes.

"Thank you for a nost interesting evening," she said,
Wi pi ng her hands.

“Not a good word," reprinmanded Jochen. "Not interesting, |
t hi nk. Lovely, happy, delightful, enjoyable perhaps, but not
I nteresting."”

"It was all those things,
I nteresting.”

said Adam "but it was al so

She sm | ed.

“"May | cone and buy sone nore sausages tonorrow?"

“I would like that," said Heidi, "but don't hold up any
sour old wonen this tine with translati on demands. By the
way, you never tell nme why you needed the strange paragraph
translated. | have been wondering who is this Rosenbaum and
what it is he left to soneone."

“"Next time perhaps,’
enbarrassed.

said Adam looking a little

"And next tinme you can bring ny sister honme yourself,"
said Jochen, as he shook Adam's hand firmy.

After Heidi had left, Adam sat down and finished off the
| ast gl ass of wine, aware that he hadn't spent such a |ovely,
happy, delightful, enjoyable and interesting evening for a



| ong tine.

A bl ack linmusine with dark w ndows and unlit nunber

pl ates remai ned parked in the VIP area of Zurich Kl oten.
Fasti di ous Swi ss policenen had twice gone up to the car and
checked the driver's credentials before Maj or Romanov and
Anna Petrova energed fromthe
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custons hall and took their places in the back of the car.

It was already dark as the driver noved off towards the

neon glow of the city. Wien the car drew up outside the St
CGCothard Hotel the only words that passed between Romanov and
the driver were, "I shall return to Moscow on the Tuesday
morning flight."

Jacques Pontin, the manager of the hotel, was stationed at
the door waiting to greet the new arrivals; he introduced

hi msel f i medi ately, and as soon as he had checked them both
in he banged a little bell wth the palmof his hand to
sunmon a porter to assist the guests with their bags. A
nmoment |ater a young man in his early twenties, dressed in
green |ivery, appeared.

"Suite seventy-three and room seventy-four," Jacques
I nstructed before turning back to Ronmanov. "I do hope your
stay wll prove to be worthwhile, Herr Romanov," he said.

"Pl ease do not hesitate to call upon ne if there is anything
you need. "

"Thank you," said Ronmanov as he turned to join the porter
who stood sentinel-like by the door of an open lift. Romanov



stood to one side to allow Anna to go in first. The |ift
stopped at the seventh floor and the porter led the way down
a long corridor to a corner suite. He turned the key in the

| ock and invited the two guests to go in ahead of him The
suite was as Romanov had expected, in a different |eague from
the finest hotels he ever experienced in either Mdscow or

Leni ngrad. \When he saw the array of gadgets in the marble

bat hroom he reflected that even prosperous travellers to
Russia, if seasoned visitors, brought their own bath plugs
with them

"Your roomis through there, madam" the porter inforned
the researcher, and unl ocked an adj oi ni ng door. Although
smaller in size, the room nuaintai ned
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t he same unassum ng el egance. The porter returned to

Romanov, handed himhis key and asked if there would be

anyt hing el se he would require. Romanov assured himthere was
not hi ng and passed over a five-franc note.

Once again the porter gave a slight bow, and closing the
door behind him |eft Romanov to unpack while Anna Petrova
went to her own room

Romanov started to undress and then di sappeared into the
bat hroom He studied hinself in the mrror. Al though he was
vai n about his | ooks, he was even nore vain about the state
of his physique. At twenty-nine, despite being six feet, he
still only weighed 165 pounds on Western scales, and his
nmuscl es remai ned hard and taut.

By the time Romanov had returned to the bedroom he could
hear the shower beating down in the adjoining bathroom He



crept over to the door and edged it open. He could see quite
clearly the outline of Anna standing in the steam ng shower.
He sm | ed and noi sel essly noved back across the thick carpet,
sl ipped under the sheets and into the researcher's bed. He
waited for her to turn off the steam ng shower.

Adam st epped out of the freezing shower. Wthin mnutes he
was dressed and joined Lawence in the kitchen for breakfast.

"Still unable to charge you for hot water, am|?" Law ence
sai d as Adam peered over his flatmate's shoul der, trying to
take in the | atest Test score.

"Why can't we produce any really fast fast bow ers?" he
asked rhetorically.

"Can't stay and chatter to the unenpl oyed," said Law ence,
pi cking up his briefcase. "Shah of Iran wants to discuss his
financial problenms with nme. Sorry
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to rush off before you' ve had your cornflakes but | can't
afford to keep His Inperial Mjesty waiting."

Left on his own, Adam boiled hinself an egg and burned

sonme toast before he turned to the newspaper to |learn of the
| atest casualties in Vietnam and Presi dent Johnson's proposed
tour of the Far East. At this rate he decided he wasn't going
to wn the Daily Mail's 'Housew fe of the Year' conpetition.
He eventually cleared away in the kitchen, nade his bed and
tidied up behind Lawence - nine years of self-discipline
wasn't going to change old habits that quickly - then he
settled down to plan anot her day.



He realised he could no | onger avoid maki ng a decision. He
sat once again at his desk and began to consider how to get
the official docunent translated w thout arousing further
suspi ci on.

Al nost absent-m ndedly he renoved the Bible fromthe
bookshel f and extracted the |etter he had read the night
before. The final paragraph still puzzled him He considered
Heidi's transl ati on once again:

Al that will be required of you is to present yourself at
the address printed on the top right-hand corner of the
encl osed docunent, with sonme proof that you are Col onel
Gerald Scott. A passport should prove sufficient. You wl|
then be given a bequest that | have left to you in the nane
of Emmanuel Rosen-baum

| hope it will bring you good fortune.

Adam turned his attention to the docunent. He was still

gquite unable to discern what the bequest coul d possibly be,

| et al one whether it was of any val ue. Adam nused over the
fact that such an evil nman could involve hinself in an act of
ki ndness hours before he

90

A Matter of Honour

knew he was going to die - an act that now left himwth
no choi ce about his own invol venment.

Romanov gat hered the bl ankets together and in one novenent
hurled themon to the floor to expose Anna curled up like a



child, knees al nost touching her exposed breasts. Anna's hand
groped for a corner'of the sheet to cover her naked body.

"Breakfast in bed?" she nurnured hopefully.

"Dressed in ten mnutes, or no breakfast at all," cane

back the reply. Anna | owered her feet gingerly on to the
thick carpet and waited for the roomto stop going round in
circles before heading off towards the bathroom Romanov
heard the shower burst forth its jets. "Ahhh," cane the
pitiful cry. Romanov sm | ed when he renenbered that he had
| eft the indicator |ocked on dark bl ue.

During breakfast in the dining roomthey nulled over the
approach he intended to take with the bank if Petrova were
able to confirmthat the icon was in fact Rublev's original
mast er pi ece. He kept |ooking up fromthe table and then
suddenly, w thout warning, said, "Let's go."

"Why?" Anna asked, as she bit into another slice of toast.
Romanov rose fromthe table and wi thout bothering to offer an
expl anation strode out of the room and headed straight for
the lift. Petrova caught up with her master only nonents
before the lift gate closed. "Wiy?" she asked agai n, but
Romanov did not speak until they were both back in his suite.
He then threw open the | arge wi ndow that overl ooked the

rail way station.

"Ah, it's outside your room" he said, |ooking to his
right, and qui ckly wal ked through to the adjoi ning bedroom
He marched past the di shevell ed doubl e bed,
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| erked open the nearest w ndow, and clinbed outside.

Petrova stared down fromthe seventh floor and felt giddy.
Once Romanov had reached the bottomrung of the fire escape,
he ran to a passing tram Petrova would never have nade it if
she hadn't been lifted bodily on to the tram by Romanov's
sheer strength.

"What's going on?" she asked, still puzzl ed.

"I can't be sure," said Romanov, |ooking out of the back
of the tram "All | do know for certain is what the |ocal C A
agent | ooks Ilike."

The researcher | ooked back in the direction of the hotel,
but all she could see was a mass of anonynous peopl e wal ki ng
up and down the pavenent.

Romanov renmi ned on the tram for about a mle before he
junmped of f and hailed a passing taxi going in the opposite
di rection.

"Bischoff et Ce," he said as he waited for his puffing
assistant to join him

The cab headed back in the direction of the hotel, w nding

In and out of the norning traffic, until it came to a halt in
front of a large brown granite building that filled the
entire bl ock. Romanov paid off the driver and stood in front
of inposing doors made of thick glass and covered in w ought
iron welded to ook Iike the branches of a tree. By the side
of the doors, carved inconspicuously into the stone and
infaid wwth gilt, were the words 'Bischoff et Ge'. There was
no other clue as to what kind of establishment lay wthin.

Romanov turned the heavy wought-iron knob and the two
Russi ans stepped into a spacious hall. On the |eft-hand side
of the hall stood a solitary desk behind which a smartly



dressed young man was seat ed.

“Quten Morgen, nein Hen", he said.

"Good norning," said Romanov. "We have an appointnment with
Herr Dieter Bischoff."
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"Yes, Heir Romanov," said the receptionist, checking the

list of nanes in front of him "WII you please take the lift
to the fifth fl oor where you will be net by Herr BischofFs
secretary."” Wen the two of them stepped out of the [ift they
were greeted by a lady in a neat plain suit. "WIIl you pl ease
follow ne," she said, without any trace of accent. The two
Russi ans were escorted along a picture-lined corridor to a
confortabl e room which nore resenbl ed the reception roomof a
country house than a bank.

"Herr Bischoff will be with you in a nonent," the | ady

said, wthdraw ng. Romanov renai ned standi ng while he took in
the room Three bl ack-and-white franed phot ographs of sonbre
old nmen in grey suits, trying to look |ike sonbre old nmen in
grey suits, took up nost of the far wall, while on the other
wal | s were discreet but pleasant oils of town and country
scenes of nineteenth-century Switzerland. A magnificent oval
Louis XIV table with eight carved mahogany chairs surroundi ng
It domnated the centre of the room Romanov felt a tw nge of
envy at the thought that he could never hope to live in such
style.

The door opened and a nman in his md-sixties, foll owed by
three other nen in dark grey suits, entered the room One
| ook at Herr Bischof F and Romanov knew whose phot ograph woul d
eventually join that of the other three grey, sonbre nen.



"What an honour for our little bank, M Romanov," were

Bi schoff's first words as he bowed and shook the Russian by

t he hand. Romanov nodded and introduced his assistant, who
recei ved the sanme courteous bow and handshake. "May | in turn
present ny son and two of ny partners, Herr Miller and Herr
Wi zkopf." The three nen bowed in unison, but remained
standi ng whil e Bischoff took his seat at the head of the

t abl e.
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At his gesture both Romanov and Anna sat down beside him

"I wonder if |I mght be permitted to check your passport?"
asked Bischoff, as if to show that the formal business had
begun. Romanov took out the little blue passport with a soft
cover fromhis inside pocket and handed it over. Bischoff
studied it closely, as a philatelist mght check an old
stanp, and decided it was mint. "Thank you," he said, as he
returned it to its owner

Bi schoff then raised his hand and one of the partners

I mredi ately left them "It wll only take a nonent for ny son
to fetch the icon we have in safe-keeping," he confided.
"Meanwhi l e perhaps a little coffee - Russian,"” he added.

Cof f ee appeared within nonents borne by yet another
smartly dressed | ady.

"Thank you," said Petrova, clearly a little overawed, but
Romanov didn't speak again until Herr Bischoff's son
reappeared with a small box and handed it over to his father.



"You w Il understand that | have to treat this matter with
t he utnost delicacy,” the old man confided. "The icon may not
turn out to be the one your Government is searching for."

"I understand," said Ronanov.

"This magni ficent exanple of Russian art has been in our
possessi on since 1938, and was deposited with the bank on
behal f of a M Emmanuel Rosenbaum "

Both visitors | ooked shocked.

"Nevoznozhno," said Anna, turning to her master. "He would
never . . ."

"l suspect that's exactly why the name was chosen in the
first place,” Romanov said curtly to Anna, annoyed at her
I ndi scretion. "Can't you see? It nakes
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perfect sense. May | see the icon now?" said Romanov,
turning back to the bank's Chairnman.

Herr Bi schoff placed the box in the centre of the table.

The three nen in grey suits each took a pace forward. Romanov
| ooked up. "Under Swiss |aw we nust have three w tnesses when
openi ng a box in soneone else's nanme," explained the old man.

Romanov nodded curtly.



Herr Bi schoff proceeded to unlock the netal box with a key
he produced from his pocket, while his son | eaned over and
undid a second lock with a different key. The Jittle cerenony
conpl eted, Herr Bischoff pushed up the Iid of the box and
turned it round to face his guests. Romanov placed his hands
Into the box |ike an expectant child does with a Christnas
stocking, and drew out the icon. He stared at the beautiful
pai nting. A small wooden rectangle that was covered in tiny
pi eces of red, gold and blue making up the nosaic of a man
who | ooked as if he had all the worries of the world on his
shoul ders. The face, although sad, still evoked a feeling of
serenity. The painting Romanov held in his hand was quite
magni ficent, as fine as any he had seen at the Wnter Pal ace.
No one in the roomwas quite sure what woul d happen next as
Romanov of fered no opi ni on.

It was Anna who finally spoke.

"A masterpiece it is," she said, "and undoubtedly
fifteenth century but as you can see it's not St CGeorge and
t he Dragon."

Romanov nodded his agreenment, still unable to | et go of
the little painting. "But do you know the origin of this
particul ar icon?" Romanov asked.

"Yes," Anna replied, glad to be appreciated for the first
time. "It is the Icon of St Peter, you see he holds the keys
painted by Dionisiy in 1471, and al t hough
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It i1s undoubtedly one of the finest exanples of his work,
it is not the Tsar's icon."



"But does it belong to the Russian peopl e?" asked Ronanov,
still hopeful of sone reward for all his trouble.

"No, Conrade Major," said the researcher enphatically. "It
bel ongs to the Munich Gallery, fromwhere it has been m ssing
since the day Hitler was appoi nted Rei chschancellor."

Herr Bi schoff scribbled a note on a piece of paper in
front of him At |east one bank in Minich was going to be
happy to do business with himin the future.

Romanov rel uctantly handed back the icon to Herr Bischoff,
only just managing to say, "Thank you."

“"Not at all," said Herr Bischoff inperturbably, replacing

the icon in the box and turning his key in his lock. H's son
conpl eted the sane routine with his own key and then departed
with the unclai ned treasure. Romanov rose, as he consi dered
not hi ng nore could be gained fromthe neeting - although he
bel i eved he had di scovered Goering's alias, or one of them

"I wonder if |I mght be permitted to have a word with you
in private, Herr Romanov," asked the el derly banker.

"OF course."

"It is rather a delicate matter | wish to put to you,"
said Herr Bischoff, "so I thought you m ght prefer your
associ ate to | eave us."

"That won't be necessary," said Romanov, unable to think
of anything Bi schoff m ght have to say that he wouldn't later
need to discuss with Petrova.



"As you wi sh," said Bischoff. "I amcurious to discover if
there was any ot her reason behind your request to see ne."
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"I don't understand what you nean," said Romanov.

"I felt perhaps | knew the real reason you had sel ected
this bank in particular to start your enquiry."”

"l didn't select you," said Ronanov. "You were only one
of -" he stopped hinself.

"I see," said Bischoff, hinself now | ooki ng sonmewhat
bemused. "Then may | be permtted to ask you a few
questi ons?"

"Yes, if you nust,"’
away.

said Romanov, now inpatient to get

"You are Al exander Petrovich Ronmanov?"

"You nust already believe that or we woul d not have
proceeded this far."

"The only son of Peter N chol evich Ronanov?"

"Yes.



"And grandson of Count N cholai Al exandrovi ch Romanov?"

"Is this to be a history lesson on ny famly tree?" asked
Romanov, visibly irritated.

"No, | just wanted to be sure of ny facts as | am even
nore convinced it would be wise for your associate to | eave
us for a nonent," the old man suggested diffidently.

"Certainly not," said Romanov. "In the Soviet Union we are
all equal," he added ponpously.

"Yes, of course," said Bischoff, glancing quickly at Anna
before continuing. "Did your father die in 1946?"

"Yes. He did," said Romanov, beginning to feel distinctly
unconf ort abl e.

"And you are the only surviving chil d?"

"I am" confirnmed Romanov proudly.

"I'n which case this bank is in possession . . ." Bischoff
hesitated as a file was put in front of himby one of the nen
in grey. He placed a pair of gold, half-noon
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spectacles on his nose, taking as |Iong as he coul d over
the little exercise.



"Don't say anything nore," said Ronmanov quietly.

Bi schoffl ooked up. "I'msorry, but | was given every
reason to believe your visit had been planned."

Petrova was now sitting on the edge of her seat, enjoying
every nonment of the unfolding drama. She had al ready
antici pated exactly what was going to happen and was

di sappoi nted when Romanov turned to speak to her.

"You will wait outside,” was all he said. Petrova pouted
and rose reluctantly to | eave them closing the door behind
her .

Bi schoff waited until he was certain the door was cl osed,
then slid the file across the table. Romanov opened it
gingerly. On the top of the first page was his grandfather's
nanme underlined three tinmes. Below the nane were printed row
upon row of i nconprehensible figures.

"I think you will find that we have carried out your
grandfather's instructions in maintaining a conservative
portfolio of investnents with his funds."” BischofT | eaned
across and pointed to a figure showi ng that the bank had
achi eved an average increase of 6-7 per cent per annum over
the previous forty-nine years.

"What does this figure at the foot of the page represent?”
asked Romanov.

"The total value of your stocks, bonds and cash at nine

o' clock this norning. It has been updated every Monday since
your grandfat her opened an account with this bank in 1916."
The old man | ooked up proudly at the three pictures on the
wal | .



"Bozhe Mdi," said Romanov, as he took in the final figure.
"But what currency is it in?"
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"Your grandfather only showed faith in the English pound,"”
said Herr Bischoff.

"Bo™he Mbi," Romanov repeated.

"May | presune fromyour conment that you are not
di spl eased with our stewardship?"

Romanov was speechl ess.

“I't may also interest you to know that we are in

possessi on of several boxes, the contents of which we have no
knowl edge. Your father also visited us on one occasi on soon
after the war. He appeared satisfied and assured ne that he
woul d return, but we never heard from himagain. W were
saddened to learn of his death. You m ght also prefer in the
circunstances to return and investigate the boxes at anot her
tinme," the banker conti nued.

"Yes," said Romanov quietly. "Perhaps | could conme back
this afternoon?"

"The bank will always be at your service, Your
Excel l ency,"” replied Herr Bischoff.

No one had addressed a Romanov by his title since the



Revolution. He sat in silence for sone tine.

Eventual |y he rose and shook hands with Herr Bischoff. "I
Will return this afternoon,” he repeated before joining his
conpanion in the corridor.

Neither uttered a word until they were back on the street
out si de the bank. Romanov was still so overcone by what he
had | earned that he failed to notice that the man he had so
deftly avoided at the hotel was now standing in a tram queue
on the far side of the road.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

The pastor sat at the table studying the docunent but
didn't offer an opinion for sone considerable tinme. Wen he
had heard Adami s request he had invited the young man into
the privacy of his little office at the back of the Gernman
Lut heran Church.

It turned out to be a stark room dom nated by a wooden

tabl e and several wooden chairs that didn't match. A small

bl ack crucifix was the only ornanent on the bl ank whitewashed
walls. Two of the unmatching chairs were now occupi ed by Adam
and the pastor. Adam sat bolt upright while the man of God,
clad fromhead to toe in a black cassock, el bows on the table
and head in hands, stared down at the copy of the docunent.

After sone considerable tine, without raising his eyes, he
offered, "This is a receipt, if I amnot m staken. Although I
have little know edge of such things, | amfairly confident
that Roget et C e, who nust be Swi ss bankers based in Ceneva,
have in their possession an object described herein as 'The
Tsar's lcon'. If | renmenber ny history correctly, the
original can be viewed sonmewhere in Mdscow. It appears,"” he



continued, his eyes still fixed on the docunent, "that if the
hol der of this receipt presents hinself in Geneva
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he wll be able to claimthe aforenentioned icon of St
George and the Dragon, deposited there by a M Emmanuel
Rosenbaum | confess," said the pastor, |ooking up for the
first time, "that |'ve never seen anything like it before."
He fol ded up the copy of the docunent and handed it back to
Adam

"Thank you," said Adam "That has been nost hel pful."

"I amonly sorry that ny superior the Bishop is away on
his annual retreat because | feel sure he would have been
able to throw nore light on the matter than | have."

"You have told ne everything | need to know, " said Adam
but couldn't resist asking, "Are icons at all val uabl e?"

"Once again, | nmust confess that | amnot the best man
fromwhomto seek such an opinion. All | can tell you is
that, as with all art, the value of any object can vary from
one extrene to the other without any satisfactory expl anation
to us normal nortals.”

"Then there is no way of know ng the value of this
particul ar icon?" asked Adam

"I wouldn't venture an opinion, but no doubt the art
auctioneers Sotheby's or Christie's mght be willing to do
so. After all, they claimin their advertisenents that they



have an expert in every field waiting to advise you."

"Then | shall put their claimto the test,"” said Adam
"and pay thema visit." He rose fromhis chair, shook hands
Wi th the pastor and said, "You have been nost kind."

“"Not at all," said the pastor. "I was only too pleased to
assist you. It makes a change from Frau Gerber's narital
probl ens and the size of the churchwarden's marrows."
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Adam took a bus up to Hyde Park Corner and junped off as

it turned left into Knightsbridge. He wal ked through the
subway and continued briskly down Piccadilly towards the
Ritz. He had read sonewhere that Sotheby's was in Bond
Street, although he couldn't, renmenber having ever seen it.

He wal ked anot her hundred yards before turning left, where
he shortened his stride to check all the signs on both sides
of the road. He passed CGucci's, Gartier's, Asprey's and was
begi nning to wonder if his nmenory had failed himand whet her
he should check in the tel ephone directory. He continued on
past the Irish Tourist Board and Celines before he finally
spotted the gold lettering above a little newspaper kiosk on
the far side of the road.

He crossed the one-way street and entered the front door

by the side of the kiosk. He felt like a boy on his first day
at a new school, unsure of his surroundings and not certain
to whom he should turn for advice. Mst of the people who
passed hi mwent straight up the stairs and he was just about
to follow them when he heard a voice say, "Up the stairs and
strai ght through, madam The auction is due to start in a few
m nutes."



Adam turned and saw a nan in a long, green coat. The nane
' Sot heby' was enbroi dered over his |eft-hand pocket.

"Where do | go if | want sonething val ued?" Adam asked.

"Strai ght along the passage, sir, as far as you can go and
you' Il see a girl on the left-hand side in reception," barked
his informant. Adam thanked him presum ng that the guide's
former place of work could only have been on an Al dershot
drill square . . . He wal ked al ong
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to the reception area. An old | ady was explaining to one

of the girls behind the counter that her grandnother had |eft
the vase to her several years before and she wondered what it
m ght be worth.

The girl only glanced at the heirloom before asking, "Can
you conme back in about fifteen m nutes? By then our M
Makepeace will have had tinme to look at it and will be able
to give you an estimte."

"Thank you, ny dear," said the old | ady expectantly. The

girl picked up the large ornate vase and carried it to a room
in the back. She returned a few nonents |ater to be faced

wi th Adam

“"May | help you, sir?"

"I"'mnot sure," began Adam "I need sone advice concerning



an icon."

"Have you brought the piece with you, sir?"

"No, it's still abroad at the nonent."

"Do you have any detail s?"

"Detail s?"

"Artist's nane, date, size. O better still do you have a
phot ograph of the piece?"

"No," said Adam sheepishly. "I only knowits title but |
do have sonme docunentation,” he added, handi ng over the
recei pt he had shown the pastor.

"Not a lot to go on," said the girl, studying the Gernman
transcript. "But I'lIl ask M Sedgw ck, the head of our
Russi an and Greek |con departnent, if he can help you."

"Thank you," said Adam as the girl picked up the phone.

"I's M Sedgwi ck able to advise a customer?" the girl
enqui red. She |istened for a nonent then replaced the phone.

"M Sedgwick wll be down in a few nonents, if you would
care to wait."
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"Certainly," said Adam feeling sonething of a fraud.

While the girl attended to the next custonmer Adam waited for
M Sedgw ck and studied the pictures on the wall. There were
several photos of itens that had cone under the auctioneer's
hamrer in recent sales. A large painting by Picasso called
"Troi s Bai gneuses' had been sold for fourteen thousand
pounds. As far as Adam coul d make out the brightly col oured
oil was of three wonen on a beach dancing. He felt confident
t hey were wonen because they had breasts even if they weren't
in the mddle of their chests. Next to the Picasso was a
Degas of a girl at a ballet lesson; this tine there was no
doubt it was a girl. But the painting that nost caught Adam s
eye was a large oil by an artist he had never heard of called
Jackson Pol |l ock that had cone under the hammer for el even

t housand pounds. Adam wondered what sort of people could
afford to spend such suns on works of art.

"Wonderful exanple of the artist's brushwork," said a

voi ce behind him Adamturned to face a tall, cadaverous
figure with a ginger noustache and thinning red hair. His
suit hung on himas if froma coathanger. "My nane is
Sedgwi ck, " he announced in a donnish voice.

"Scott," said Adam offering his hand.

"Well, M Scott, why don't we sit over here and then you
can let me know how | can help you."

“I"'mnot sure you can,"” admtted Adam taking the seat
opposite him "It's just that | have been |left an icon in a
will and I was hoping it mght turn out to be valuable."

"A good start,"” said Sedgw ck, unfolding a pair of
spectacl es which he had renoved fromhis top pocket.

"I't may not be," said Adam "because | know
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not hi ng about paintings and I wouldn't want to waste your
tinme."

"You won't be wasting ny tine," Sedgw ck assured Adam "W
sell many itens for |less than ten pounds, you know. " Adam
hadn't known and Sedgwi ck's gentle voice nade himfeel |ess
apprehensive. "Now am | to understand you do not have a
phot ograph of this particular icon?"

"That's right," said Adam "The icon is still abroad, and
to be honest |'ve never laid eyes on it."

"I see," said Sedgw ck, folding up his glasses. "But can
you tell me anything of its provenance?"

"Alittle. It is known as 'The Tsar's lcon' and the
subject is St George and the Dragon.”

"How strange, " said Sedgw ck. "Soneone el se was enquiring
after that particular painting only |last week but he woul dn't
| eave his nane."

"Someone el se wanted to know about the Tsar's icon?" said
Adam

"Yes, a Russian gentleman, if | wasn't m staken." Sedgw ck

tapped his glasses on his knee. "I checked on it extensively
for himbut found little that wasn't already well docunented.
The man wondered if it had ever passed through our hands, or



even if we had heard of it. | was able to explain to himthat
the great work by Rublev remains in the Wnter Pal ace for al
to see. One can always be certain that it's an original from
the Wnter Pal ace because the Tsar's silver cromm wll be
enbedded in the back of the frame. Since the fourteenth
century many copi es of Rublev's nasterpiece have been nade
and they vary greatly in quality and val ue; but the one he
seened interested in was a copy made for Tsar Ni cholas by a
court painter circa 1914. | was unable to find any trace of
such an icon in any of the standard works on the subject. Do
you have
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any docunentation on your icon?" Sedgw ck enquired.

“"Not a lot," said Adam "Although |I do have a copy of the
receipt that was left tonme in the wll," he added, and
handed it over.

M Sedgwi ck once agai n unfol ded his gl asses before
studyi ng the paper for several nonents. "Excellent, quite

excellent,"” he said eventually. "It seens to ne that, as |ong
as Roget et Cie wll release it, a copy of the Tsar's icon
pai nted by the court painter of the tinme, belongs to you. But
you will have to go and pick it up yourself, that's for
certain.”

"But is it worth all that troubl e?" asked Adam "Can you
give ne any idea of its value?"

"Hard to be precise without actually seeing it," Sedgw ck
said, returning the docunent.



"So what is the |owest figure I m ght expect to get for
it?"

The ol der man frowned. "Ten," he said, after considerable
t hought. "Perhaps fifteen, but with an absolute top of
twenty. "

"Twenty pounds,"” said Adam unable to hide his

di sappointnment. "I'msorry to have wasted your tinme, M
Sedgwi ck. "
"No, no, no, M Scott, you m sunderstand nme. | neant

twenty thousand pounds."”

107

\ X

CHAPTER EI GHT

"Alittle nore caviar, Conrade?" enquired Petrova across
t he lunch table.

Romanov frowned. His pretence at 'strictly confidential
information' only to be passed on at the highest |evel had
nerely elicited a knowing smle fromhis conpani on who was
al so not inclined to believe that her boss had a pressing
appoi ntment at the Consul ate that afternoon, an appoi nt nent
that he had forgotten to nention to her before.

Anna hel d out a spoon brinm ng with caviar and pushed it
towards Romanov as if she was trying to feed a reluctant
baby.



"Thank you - no," said Romanov firmy.

"Suit yourself," said the young wonan before it

di sappeared down her own throat. Romanov called for the bill
When he was presented with the slip of paper he couldn't help
thinking that for that price he could have fed a Russi an
famly for a nonth. He paid w thout comrent.

“I'"'l'l see you back in the hotel later,"” he said curtly.

"OF course," said Petrova, still lingering over her
coffee. "What tinme shall | expect you?"

Romanov frowned again. "Not before seven,"” he replied.
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"And do you have any plans for nme this afternoon, Conrade
Maj or ?"

"You may do as you pl ease,"” said Ronmanov, and l|left the

table without further word. Once on the street, he set off in
t he opposite direction to the bank, but he doubted if he had
fool ed the researcher, who was still eyeing hi msuspiciously
t hrough the restaurant w ndow, or the agent, who had waited
patiently on the far side of the road for nearly two hours.

By three o' cl ock Romanov was once again seated in the
private roomon the fifth floor | ooked down on by the three
phot ographs of the Herr Bischoffs, and with the fourth Herr
Bi schoff sitting opposite himand the fifth Herr Bi schoff
st andi ng behi nd him



"We are in possession of. . ." began Herr Bischoff, in the
same deliberate, formal way that had dictated the pace of the
norni ng session, ". . . five boxes which have renai ned
unopened since your father visited us in 1945. Should it be
your desire to inspect the contents ..."

"Why el se would | have returned?" asked Ronmanov, already
made i npatient by the nmeasured voice and studied ritual.

"I ndeed," said Herr Bischoff, seem ngly unaware of any

di scourtesy. "Then all we now require is that you sign a
disclainmer in order to |l egalise the situation under Sw ss

| aw. © Romanov | ooked apprehensive. "It is only a formality."
The Russian still didn't speak. "You can rest assured, Your
Excel |l ency, that you are not the only one of your countrynen
who fromtine to tine sits in that chair."

Herr Bischoff slid a sheet of paper across the table.

There were over twenty clauses of German, all in small print.
Romanov scrawl ed his signature between the two X's with the
proffered gold pen. He
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made no attenpt to di scover what he was signing. |f they
hadn't stolen his grandfather's heritage already, why should
they be bothering to try now, he considered.

"Perhaps you will be kind enough to acconpany ne," said
Herr Bi schoff, quickly passing the sheet of paper to his son
who left immediately. He rose and | ed Romanov silently back
to the corridor. But on this occasion they travelled down in
the chairman's private lift all the way to the basenent.



When the doors opened Romanov m ght have thought they had
entered a jail had the bars not been nade of highly polished
steel. A man who was seated behind a desk on the far side of
the bars junped up the nonent he saw t he chairman and turned
the lock on the steel door with a |ong-shafted key. Romanov
foll owed Herr Bischoff through the open door then waited
until they were both | ocked inside. The guard preceded them
down a corridor, not unlike that of a wine cellar with
tenperature and hum dity gauges every few yards. The |ight
was barely bright enough to ensure that they did not |ose
their footing. At the end of the corridor, they found Herr

Bi schof Fs son waiting in front of a vast circular steel door.
The ol d man nodded and the younger Herr Bischoff placed a key
in alock and turned it. Then the chairman stepped forward
and undid a second | ock. Father and son pushed open the nine
I nch thick door but neither nade any attenpt to enter the
vaul t.

"You are in possession of five boxes. Nunbers 1721, 1722,
1723, 1724.

"And 1725, no doubt," interrupted Romanov.

"Precisely," said Herr Bischoff, as he renoved a snal
package from his pocket and added, "This is
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your envel ope and the key inside it wll open all five
boxes." Romanov took the envel ope and turned towards the open
cavern. "But we nust open the bank's |ock first before you
proceed,” said Herr Bis-choff. "WIIl you be kind enough to
foll ow us?" Romanov nodded and both Herr Bischoffs proceeded
into the vault. Romanov ducked his head and stepped in after
them Young M Bischoff opened the upper |lock of the five



boxes, three small ones above two | arge ones, naking a
perfect cube. "Once we have |eft, Your Excellency," said the
old man, "we shall pull the door closed, and when you require
it to be opened you have only to press the red button on the
side wall to alert us. But | nust warn you that at six

o' clock the vault locks itself automatically and it cannot be
reopened until nine the foll ow ng norning. However, a warning
alarmw Il sound at five forty-five." Romanov checked the
clock on the wall: three seventeen. He couldn't believe he
woul d need over two hours to find out what was in the five
boxes. The two Herr Bischoffs bowed and | eft.

Romanov waited inpatiently for the vast door to close

behind him Once alone in the Al addin's cave he | ooked around
the room and estimated there nust have been two or three

t housand boxes filling the four walls, giving themthe
appearance of a library of safes, He suspected there was nore
private wealth in that one vault than nost countries on earth
could call on. He checked the nunbers of his own boxes and
stood waiting |ike an orphan who has been told there will be
second hel pi ngs.

He decided to start with one of the small boxes. He turned
the key and heard the lock click before pulling out the stiff
drawer to discover it was full of papers. He flicked through
themto find they were title deeds
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to many large tracts of |land in Bohem a and Bul garia -

once worth mllions, now controlled by the Socialist State.
As he checked each docunent, the old saying 'not worth the
paper they were witten on' sprang to mnd. Ronmanov noved to
t he second box which he discovered contained the bond
certificates of conpani es once managed by H s Excel |l ency
Count Ni chol ai Al exandrovi ch Romanov. The last tine they had
declared a profit was in 1914. He cursed the system he had



been born under as he noved on to the third box which

contai ned only one docunent, his grandfather's will. It took
only nmonments to discover that it had all been left to his
father and therefore he was the | awful owner of everything -
and not hi ng.

D smayed, Romanov knelt down to study the two | arger

boxes, both of which | ooked big enough to hold a cello. He
hesitated before placing his key in the | ock of the first,
turning it and pulling out the vast container.

He stared down in anticipation.

It was enpty. He could only presune that it had been that
way for over fifty years unless his father had renoved
everything and there was no reason to believe that. He

qui ckl'y unl ocked the fifth box and in desperation pulled it
open.

The box was split into twelve equal conpartnents. He

raised the lid of the first conpartnent and stared down in

di sbelief. Before himlay precious stones of such size,
variety and col our that woul d have nade anyone who was not
royal gasp. Gngerly he lifted the Iid off the second
conpartnent, to find it contained pearls of such quality that
one single string of them would have transforned a plain girl
Into a society beauty. As he opened the third box his
amazenent did not | essen and he understood for the first tine
why hi s grandfather had been consi dered one of the nost
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enterprising nerchants of the century. And now it al
bel onged to Al ex Ronmanov, an inpecuni ous Governnent offici al
who was al ready wondering how he coul d possi bly enjoy such



ri ches.

It took Romanov a further hour to go through the contents

of the remaining nine conpartnents. When he reached the | ast
one - alnost an anti-climax, in that it contai ned nothing but
gold coins - he felt thoroughly exhausted. He checked the
clock on the wall: five thirty. He began to replace the lids
on each of the conpartnents, but during the treasure hunt he
had conme across one object of such magnificence that he coul d
not resist renoving it. He paused as he held up the |ong
heavy gol d chain weighted by a nedallion, also nmade of solid
gold, that hung fromit. On one side was an engraved picture
of his grandfather - Count Nichol ai Al exandrovich Romanov, a
proud, handsone man - while on the other was a profile of his
grandnot her, so beautiful that she surely could have worn any
of the jewellery in that treasure trove with distinction

For sone tinme, Romanov held the chain in his hand before
finally placing it over his head and letting the nedallion
fall fromhis neck. He gave the piece one |ast | ook before
tucking it under his shirt. Wen he had replaced the |id on
the last conpartnent he slid the box back into place and

| ocked it.

For the second tinme that day Romanov's thoughts returned

to his father and the decision he nust have nmade when faced
Wi th such a fortune. He had gone back to Russia with his
secret. Had he planned to rescue Alex fromthe life of
drudgery that was all he could | ook forward to? H's father
had al ways assured himthat he had an exciting future but
there were secrets he was too young to share and he, in turn,
had
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passed that information on to the authorities. H's reward



a place at the Konsonol. But his father nust have taken that
secret to the grave because Al ex woul d never have | earned of
the fortune if it had not been for Poskonov.

H's mnd turned to the old banker. Had he known all al ong

or was it just a coincidence that he had been sent by
Poskonov to this bank first? Menbers of his chosen profession
didn't survive if they believed in coincidence.

A fal se nove and the State would not hesitate to send him

to the sane grave as his father and grandfather. He would
have to be at his nost skilful when he next came into contact
with the old banker, otherwi se he mght not live to choose
bet ween power in his honeland or wealth in the West.

"After | have found the Tsar's icon | wll make ny

decision," he said, quite audibly. He turned suddenly as the
alarmbell's piercing sound rang out. He checked the cl ock
and was surprised by how nmuch tine he had spent in the | ocked
room He wal ked towards the vault door and on reaching it
pressed the red button w thout |ooking back. The great door
swung open to reveal two anxious-|ooking Herr Bischoffs. The
son stepped quickly into the vault, wal ked over to the five
boxes and nade safe the bank's | ocks.

"We were beginning to get quite worried about the tine,"
said the old man. "I do hope you found everything to your
satisfaction.™

"Entirely," said Romanov. "But what happens if | am unable
to return for sonme considerable tinme?"

"It's of no inportance,"” Herr Bischoff replied. "The boxes

will not be touched again until you cone back, and as they

are all hernetically seal ed your possessions will remain in
perfect condition."
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"What tenperature are the boxes kept at?"

"Ten degrees Celsius," said Herr Bischoff, sonewhat
puzzl ed by the question.

"Are they airtight?"

"Certainly," replied the banker. "And watertight, not that
t he basenent has ever been flooded," he added quite
seriously.

"So anything left inthemis totally safe from any
I nvestigation?"

"You are only the third person to | ook inside those boxes
in fifty years," canme back the firmresponse.

"Excel lent," said Romanov, | ooking down at Herr Bischoff.
"Because there is just a possibility that I shall want to
return tonorrow norning, wth a package of ny own to
deposit."

"Can you put nme through to M Penberton, please?" said
Adam

There was a | ong pause. "W don't have a M Penberton
wor ki ng here, sir."

"That is Barclays International in the Cty, isn't it?"



"Yes, sir.

"M Lawrence Penberton. | feel certain |I've got the right
branch. "

The silence was even longer this tine. "Ah, yes," cane

back the eventual reply. "Now | see which departnent he works
in. I'l'l find out if he's in." Adam heard the phone ringing

I n the background.

"He doesn't seemto be at his desk at the nmonment, sir,
woul d you |like to | eave a nessage?"

"No thank you," said Adam and replaced the receiver. He
sat al one thinking, not bothering to switch on the light as
it grew darker. |If he was to carry through
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the idea he still needed sonme i nformation whi ch Law ence
as a banker should find easy to supply.

A key turned in the door and Adam watched Law ence enter
and switch the light on. He | ooked startled when he saw Adam
seated in front of him

"How does one open a Swi ss bank account?" were Adam s
first words.

"I can't imagine one would find it that easy if all you



have to offer is next week's unenpl oynent cheque," said
Law ence. "M nd you, they usually keep a code nane for
Engli sh custoners,” he added, as he put his copy of the
Eveni ng News on the table. "Yours could be 'pauper'.™

"I't may surprise you to learn that it was a serious
question," said Adam

"Well," said Lawence, taking the question seriously, "in
truth, anyone can open a Sw ss bank account as |ong as they
have a worthwhile sumto deposit. And by worthwhile | nean at
| east ten thousand pounds."

"Yes, but how woul d you go about getting the noney out?"

"That can be done over the phone or in person, and in that
way Swi ss banks don't differ greatly fromany bank in

Engl and. Few custoners, however, would risk the phone, unless
they're resident in a country where there are no tax laws to
break. In which case why would they need the gnones of Zurich
in the first place?"

"What happens when a customer dies and the bank can't be
sure who the rightful owner of the assets is?"

"They woul d do not hing but a claimnt would have to prove
that they were the person entitled to inherit any deposits
the bank held. That's not a problemif you're in possession
of the correct docunentation such
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as a wll and proof of identity. Wo deal with such matters



every day."

"But you just admtted that it's illegal!"

"Not for those clients resident overseas, or when it
becones necessary to bal ance our gold deposits, not to
menti on the bank's books. But the Bank of Engl and keeps a
strict watch over every penny that goes in and out of the
country. "

"So, if I were entitled to a mllion pounds' worth of gold
|l eft to me by an Argentinian uncle deposited in a Sw ss bank,
and | was in possession of the right |egal docunments to prove

| was the beneficiary, all | would have to do is go and claim
it?"

"Nothing to stop you," said Lawence. "Although under the
law as it currently stands, you would have to bring it back
to this country, and sell the gold to the Bank of Engl and for
the sum they deened correct, and then pay death duty on that
sum" Adamrenained silent. "If you do have an Argentini an
uncle who has left you all that gold in Switzerl and, your
best bet would be to leave it where it is. Under this
Governnent, if you fulfilled the letter of the |law, you woul d
end up with about seven and a half per cent of its true

val ue. "

"Pity | haven't got an Argentinian uncle," said Adam

"He doesn't have to be Argentinian," said Law ence,
wat ching his friend' s every reaction cl osely.

"Thanks for the information,"” said Adam and di sappeared
into the bedroom

The | ast pieces of the jigsaw were beginning to fit into



pl ace. He was in possession of Roget's receipt of the icon
originally nmeant for his father; all he needed now was a copy
of the will to show that the docunent
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had been left to him He could then prove that he was the

owner of a worthless or priceless - he still had no way of
bei ng sure which - copy of the Tsar's icon. He | ay awake t hat
night recalling the words in his father's letter. "If there

Is anything to be gained fromthe contents of this envel ope |
make only one request of you, nanely that your nother should
be the first to benefit fromit w thout ever being told how

such good fortune cane about."

When Romanov returned to the hotel, via the Russian

Consul ate, he found Petrova in her roomdressed in jeans and
a bright pink jersey, sitting in a corner reading, her |egs
dangl i ng over the side of the chair.

"I hope you had a fruitful afternoon?" he enquired,
politely.

"I certainly did," Anna replied. "The galleries in Zurich
are well worthy of a visit. But tell ne about your afternoon.
Did it also turn out to be fruitful ?"

"It was a revelation, ny little one, nothing | ess. Wy
don't we have a quiet supper in ny roomso | can tell you al
about it while we celebrate in style?"

"What a magnificent idea," said the researcher. "And may |
be responsi ble for ordering di nner?"



"Certainly," said Ronanov.

Petrova dropped her book on the floor and began to
concentrate on the extensive a la carte nenu that had been
| eft by Romanov's bedsi de table. She spent a considerable
time selecting each dish for their banquet and even Romanov
was i npressed when it finally appeared.

Anna had chosen as an entree gravad | ax edged with dill
sauce. Acconpanying it was a half-bottle of Premer Cru
Chablis 1958. Between nout hful s Romanov told her of the
contents of his famly
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I nheritance and as he descri bed each new treasure the
researcher's eyes grew | arger and | arger.

Romanov' s nonol ogue was only once interrupted, by a waiter
who wheeled in a trolley on which sat a silver salver. The
waiter |ifted the salver to reveal a rack of |anb surrounded
by courgettes and tiny new potatoes. To acconpany this
particul ar dish, the hotel had provided a Gevrey Chanbertin.

The final course, a fluffy raspberry souffle, required in
the researcher's view only the finest Chateau Yquem She had
selected the "forty-nine, which only nade her lapse into

si ngi ng Russian fol k songs which Romanov felt, given the

ci rcunst ances, was sonewhat i nappropri ate.

As she drained the | ast drop of wine in her glass Petrova
rose and, slightly unsteady, said, "To Alex, the man | |ove."



Romanov nodded hi s acknow edgnent and suggested it m ght

be tine for themto go to bed, as they had to catch the first
flight back to Moscow the foll ow ng norning. He wheel ed the
trolley out into the corridor and placed -a 'Do not disturb’
sign over the door knob.

"A nmenorabl e evening," smled the researcher, as she
flicked off her shoes. Ronmanov stopped to admire her as she
began to renove her clothes, but when he unbuttoned his
shirt, the researcher stopped undressing and | et out a gasp
of surprise.

"It's magnificent," she said in awe. Romanov held up the
gold nedal lion. "A bauble conpared with the treasures | left
behi nd, " he assured her.

"Conrade | over," Anna said in a childlike voice, pulling
himtowards the bed, "you realise how much | adore, admre
and respect you?"

"Un " said Ronanov.
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"And you al so know," she continued, "that | have never
asked you for any favour in the past.”

"But | have a feeling you are about to now," said Romanov
as she lifted back the sheet.

"Only that if the gold chain is nothing nore than a nere
baubl e, perhaps you mght allow ne to wear it occasionally?"



"Qccasional | y?" said Romanov, staring into Anna's eyes.

"Why occasional ly? Why not permanently, ny darling?" and

wi t hout anot her word he renoved the gold chain from around
his neck and placed it over the young girl's head. Anna
sighed as she fingered the thick gold rings that nade up the
chain that Romanov didn't let go of.

"You're hurting me, Alex," she said with a little |augh.
"Please let go." But Romanov only pulled the chain a little
tighter. Tears began to run down her cheeks as the netal
began to bite into her skin.

"I can't breathe properly,"” gasped the researcher. "Pl ease
stop teasing." But Romanov only continued to tighten the
chain around her throat until Anna's face began to turn red
as it filled wth bl ood.

"You wouldn't tell anyone about ny windfall, would you, ny
little one?"

"No, never, Alex. No one. You can rely on ne," she choked
out desperately.

"Can | feel absolutely certain?" he asked with an edge of
menace now in his voice.

"Yes, yes of course, but please stop now," she piped, her
delicate hands clutching desperately at her master's bl ond
hai r, but Romanov only continued to squeeze and squeeze the
heavy gol d chain around her neck |like a rack and pinion,
tighter and tighter. Romanov was not aware of the girl's
hands clinging desperately to his hair, as he twi sted the
chain a
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final tinme. "lI'msure you understand that | nust feel
absolutely certain that you woul dn't share our secret

- with anyone,"” he explained to her. But she did not hear
his plea because the vertebrae in her neck had al ready
snapped.

On his norning run al ong the Enmbanknment, Adam mul |l ed over
the tasks that still needed to be carried out next.

If he took the norning flight out of Heathrow on

Wednesday, he coul d be back in London by the sane evening, or
Thursday at the latest. But there were still several things
that had to be organi sed before he could | eave for Geneva.

He cane to a halt on the pavenent outside his block and
checked his pul se, before clinbing the stairs to the flat.

"Three letters for you," said Lawence. "None for ne. Mnd
you," he added as his flatmate joined himin the kitchen,
"two of themare in buff envel opes.” Adam picked up the

| etters and left themon the end of his bed en route to the
shower. He survived five mnutes of ice-cold water before
towel i ng down. Once he was dressed he opened the letters. He
began with the white one, which turned out to be a note from
Hei di thanking himfor dinner, and hoping she woul d be seeing
himagain sone tine. He smled and tore open the first of the
buff envel opes, which was yet another m ssive fromthe
Foreign Ofice Co-ordination Staff.

Captain Scott- the rank already seened out of place



- was requested to attend a nedical at 122 Harley Street
at three o' clock on the foll ow ng Monday, to be conducted by
Dr John Vance.

Finally he opened the other brown envel ope and
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pulled out a letter fromLloyds, Cox and King's branch in
Pall Mall, inform ng Dear Sir/Madamthat they had been in
recei pt of a cheque for five hundred pounds from Hol brooke,
Hol br ooke and Gascoi gne, and that his current account at the
cl ose of business the previous day was in credit to the sum
of £272.18s.4d. Wien Adam checked through the account it
showed that at one point he had, for the first time in his
life, run up an overdraft - a situation that he knew woul d
have been frowned upon had he still been in the arny, for as
little as twenty years before it was in sone reginents a
court-martial offence for an officer to be overdrawn.

What woul d his brother officers have said if he told them
he was about to renpbve two hundred pounds fromthe account
wWith no real guarantee of a return?

Once Adam had finished dressing, he rejoined Lawence in
t he kitchen.

"How was the Shah of Iran?" he asked.

"Ch, very reasonable really,"” said Lawence, turning a

page of the Daily Tel egraph, "considering the circunstances.
Prom sed he woul d do what he could about his current
financial enbarrassnment, but he was a bit pushed until the
West allowed himto raise the price of oil."



"Where did you eventually take himto |unch?" asked Adam
enj oyi ng the gane.

"I offered hima shepherd' s pie at the G een Man, but the

bl oody fell ow becane quite snotty. It seens he and the
Enpress had to pop along to Harrods to be neasured up for a
new t hrone. Wul d have gone along with him of course, but ny
boss wanted hi s wastepaper basket enptied, so | mssed out on
the Harrods deal as well."

"So what are you up to today?"

"I shouldn't let you in on this," said Law ence,
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peering at the photograph of Ted Dexter, the defeated

English cricket captain, "but the Governor of the Bank of

Engl and wants mnmy views on whet her we shoul d deval ue the pound
from$2.80 to $2.40."

"And what are your views?"

"I"ve already explained to the fellow that the only 2401
know i s the bus that runs between Gol ders G een and Edgwar e,
and if | don't get a nove on I'lIl mss ny beloved 14," said
Lawr ence, checking his watch. Adam | aughed as he watched his
friend slamhis briefcase shut and di sappear out of the door.

Law ence had changed consi derably over the years since he
had |l eft Wellington. Perhaps it was that Adam could only



remenber him as school captain and then |eaving with the top
cl assics scholarship to Balliol. He had seened so serious in
t hose days and certainly destined for greater things. No one
woul d have thought it possible that he would end up as an

I nvest ment anal yst at Barclays DCO At Oxford contenporaries
hal f j oked about himbeing a cabinet mnister. Was it
possi bl e that one al ways expected too nmuch of those idols who
were only a couple of years older than oneself? On | eaving
school their friendship had grown. And when Adam was posted
to Mal aya, Law ence never accepted the arny report that
posted his friend as m ssing presuned dead. And when Adam
announced that he was | eaving the arny, Lawence asked for no
expl anation and coul dn't have been ki nder about his

unenpl oynent problem Adam hoped that he woul d be given the
chance to repay such friendship.

Adam fried hinself an egg and a couple of rashers of

bacon. There wasn't nmuch nore he could do before nine thirty,
al though he did find tinme to scribble a note to his sister,
encl osing a cheque for fifty pounds.

At nine thirty he made a phone call. M Hol brooke
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- Adam wondered if he actually had a Christian nane

- couldn't hide his surprise at receiving a call from

young M Scott. Now that ny father is dead, / nust be old M
Scott, Adam wanted to tell him And Hol brooke sounded even
nore surprised by his request. "No doubt connected in sone
way with that envel ope,” he nuttered, but agreed to put a
copy of his father's will in the post that afternoon.

Adam s other requirenents could not be carried out over



t he phone, so he | ocked up the flat and junped on a bus
headi ng up the King's Road. He |left the doubl e-decker at Hyde
Park Corner and made his way to Lloyds Bank in Pall Mll,
where he joined a queue at the Foreign Exchange counter.

"May | hel p you?" asked a polite assistant when he finally
reached the front.

"Yes," said Adam "I would like fifty pounds in Sw ss
francs, fifty pounds in cash and a hundred pounds in
traveller's cheques."”

"What is your nane?" she enquired.

"Adam Scott."

The girl entered sonme cal culations on a | arge desktop

machi ne before cranking the handl e round several tines. She

| ooked at the result, then disappeared for a few nonents to
return wiwth a copy of the bank statenent Adam had received in
t he norni ng post.

"The total cost, including our charges, will be
£202. 1s.8d. That would | eave your account in credit with
£70.16s.4d.," she infornmed him

"Yes," said Adam but didn't add that in truth it would

only be £20.16s.4d. the nonment his sister presented her
cheque. He beg,an to hope that the Foreign O fice paid by the
week, otherw se it would have to be another frugal nonth.

Unl ess of course .

Adam si gned the tops of the ten traveller's cheques
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in the cashier's presence and she then handed over five
hundred and ni nety-four Swiss francs and fifty pounds in
cash. It was the | argest sum of noney Adam had ever taken out
at one tine.

Anot her bus journey took himto the British European
Airways termnal in Comell Road where he asked the girl to
book himon a return flight to Geneva.

"First class or econony?" she asked.

"Econony," said Adam anused by the thought that anyone
m ght think he would want to go first class.

"That will be thirty-one pounds please, sir." Adampaid in
cash and placed the ticket in his inside pocket, before
returning to the flat for a light lunch. During the afternoon
he called Heidi who agreed to join himfor dinner at the

Chel sea Kitchen at eight o'clock. There was one nore thing
Adam needed to be certain about before he joined Heidi for

di nner.

Ronmanov was woken by the ringing of the phone.

"Yes, he sai d.

"Good norning, Conrade Romanov, it's Mlinski, the Second
Secretary at the Enbassy.™

"Good norning, Conrade, what can | do for you?"



"I't's about Conrade Petrova," Romanov smled at the
t hought of her now lying in the bath. "Have you cone across
the girl since you reported her m ssing?"

"No," replied Romanov. "And she didn't sleep in her bed
| ast night."

"l see," said the Second Secretary. "Then your suspicions
that she m ght have defected are beginning to | ook a serious
possibility."

"I fear so," said Ronmnov, "and | shall have to nake a
full report of the situation to ny superiors the nonent | get
back to Mdscow. "

"Yes, of course, Conrade Mjor."
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"I shall also point out that you have done everything
possible to assist ne with this problem Conrade Second
Secretary. "

"Thank you, Conrade Mjor."

"And brief nme the nonent you cone up with any information
that mght |lead us to where she is."”

"OF course, Conrade Major." Romanov replaced the phone and
wal ked across to the bathroomin the adjoining room He
stared down at the body hunched up in the bath. Anna's eyes



were bulging in their sockets, her face contorted and the
skin already grey. After throwng a towel over the dead
researcher's head and | ocking the door, he went into his own
bat hroom for an unusual ly | ong shower.

He returned and sat on his side of the bed, only a towel
around his waist, and picked up the phone. He ordered
breakfast which arrived fifteen mnutes later, by which tine
he had dressed. Once he had finished orange juice and
croissants he returned to the phone trying to recall the nane
of the hotel's manager. It cane back to himjust as the
receptioni st said, "GQuten Mrgen, nein Hen."

"Jacques, please,” was all Romanov said. A nonent |ater he
heard the manager's voice, "Good norning, Herr Ronmanov."

"l have a delicate problemthat | was hoping you m ght be
able to help me with."

"I shall certainly try, sir," canme back the reply.

"I amin possession of a rather valuable object that I
Wi sh to deposit with ny bank and | woul dn't want. "

"1 understand your dilenmma entirely,"” said the manager.
"And how can | be of assistance?"

“I require a large container in which to place the
object."
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"Woul d a | aundry basket be | arge enough?”

"l deal , but does it have a secure |id?"

"Oh, yes," replied Jacques. "W often have to drop them
off down |ift shafts.”

"Perfect," said Romanov.
"Then it will be with you in a matter of nonents," said
Jacques. "I shall send a porter to assist you. May | al so

suggest that it is taken down in the freight elevator at the
rear of the hotel, thus ensuring that no one will see you
| eavi ng?"

"Very considerate,” said Romanov.

"WIl a car be calling to collect you?"

"No," said Ronmanov. "I -

"Then | shall arrange for a taxi to be waiting. Wien wll
you require it?"

"I'n no nore than half an hour."

"You wll find it parked outside the freight entrance in
twenty mnutes' tine."

"You have been nost hel pful,"” said Romanov, before adding,
"the Chairman of the State Bank did not exaggerate his praise
of you."



"You are too kind, Heir Romanov," said Jacques. "WII
t here be anything el se?"

"Per haps you woul d be good enough to have ny account
prepared so that there will be no delay."

"Certainly."

Romanov put the phone down w shing he could export such
service to Moscow. He only waited a nonent before he dialled
the first of two | ocal nunbers. On both occasions his w shes
were i medi ately granted. As he replaced the phone for the
third tinme there was a gentle tap on the door. Romanov went
qui ckly over to answer it. A young porter stood in the
corridor, a large laundry basket by his side. He smled
politely. Romanov nerely nodded and pulled in the
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basket. "Please return as soon as the taxi has arrived,"”
said Romanov. The porter bowed slightly, but said nothing.

As soon as the porter had | eft, Romanov | ocked the door

and put the chain in place before wheeling the |aundry basket
into the main bedroomand |leaving it by the side of the bed.
He undid the tough | eather straps and threw open the |id.

Next, he unl ocked the bat hroom door and lifted Petrova's
stiff body in his arnms before trying to cramit into the
basket. Rigor nortis had al ready gripped the body; the |egs
refused to bend and the researcher didn't quite fit in.
Romanov pl aced the naked Petrova on the floor. He held his
fingers out straight and suddenly brought them down w th such



force on the right leg that it broke like a branch in a
storm He repeated the action on her |left leg. Like the
guillotine, it didn't require a second attenpt. He then
tucked the | egs under her body. It anmused Romanov to consi der
that, had it been he who had been nurdered, Anna Petrova
woul d never have been able to get himin the basket whatever
she had tried to break. Romanov then wheeled the trolley into
the researcher's bedroom and, after enptying all her drawers,
i ncluding Anna's clothes, clean and dirty, her shoes, her
toil et bag, toothbrush and even an ol d phot ograph of hinself
he hadn't realised she possessed he threw themin the basket
on top of her. Once he had renoved the gold nmedallion from
around her neck and was certain that there was nothing of the
researcher's personal belongings |eft, he covered up the body
with a hotel bath towel, and sprayed it with a |iberal anount
of Chanel No. 5 that had been left courtesy of the hotel.

Finally he strapped the Iid down securely and
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wheel ed the creaking basket out and left it by the outer
door .

Romanov began to pack his own case but there was a knock
on the door before he had finished.

"Wait," he said firmy. There was a nmuffled reply of "Ja,
mein Hen." A few nonents | ater Ronmanov opened the door. The
porter entered, nodded to himand began to tug at the [aundry
basket, but it took a firmshove from Ronanov's foot before
it got noving. The porter sweated his way down the corridor
as Romanov wal ked by the side of the basket, carrying his
suitcase. Wien they reached the rear of the hotel Romanov

wat ched as the basket was wheel ed safely into the freight

el evator before he stepped in hinself.



When the ground fl oor doors opened Ronmanov was relieved to

be greeted by Jacques who was standing by a | arge Mercedes
waiting for himw th the boot already open. The taxi driver
and the porter lifted up the |aundry basket and wedged it
into the boot, but Romanov's suitcase could not be fitted in
as well so it had to be put in the front of the car al ongside
the driver's seat.

"Shall we forward your bill to the Consul ate, nmein Herr?"
asked Jacques.

"Yes, that woul d be hel pful

"I do hope everything has worked out to your
satisfaction," said Jacques, as he held open the back door of
the Mercedes for his departing guest.

"Entirely," said Ronmanov.

"Good, good. And will your young coll eague be joining
you?" asked the manager, | ooking back over his shoul der
towards the hotel.

"No, she won't," said Romanov. "She has already gone on to
the airport ahead of ne."

130

A Matter of Honour

"OF course," said Jacques, "but | amsorry to have m ssed
her. Do pl ease pass on ny best w shes." %



"I certainly wll," said Romanov, "and | | ook forward to
returning to your hotel in the near future."

"Thank you sir," the manager said as Romanov slipped into
t he back seat | eaving Jacques to close the door behind him

When Romanov arrived at the Swissair office his suitcase

was checked in and he waited only nonents -before continuing
on to the bank. Herr Bischof Fs son, acconpani ed by anot her
man, also clad in a grey suit, was waiting in the hall to
greet him

"How pl easant to see you again so soon," volunteered the
young Herr Bischoff. H's deep voice took Romanov by surprise.
The taxi driver waited by the open boot while Herr BischofFs
conpanion, a man of at |east six foot four and heavily built,
lifted out the laundry basket as if it were a sponge cake.
Romanov paid the fare and foll owed Herr Bischoff into the far
lift.

"We are fully prepared for your deposition follow ng your
phone call," said Herr Bischoff. "My father was only sorry
not to be present personally. He had a | ong-standing
engagenent w th anot her custoner and only hopes that you w |
understand."” Romanov waved his hand.

The |ift travelled straight to the ground fl oor where the
guard, on seeing young Herr Bischoff, unlocked the great

steel cage. Romanov and the two bankers proceeded at a

| ei surely pace down the corridor, while the giant carried the
basket in their wake.

Standing with folded arns by the vault door was anot her of
the partners Romanov recognised fromthe previous day. Herr
Bi schoff nodded and the partner placed his key in the top

| ock of the vault door w thout
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a word. Herr Bischoffthen turned the second | ock and

t oget her they pushed open the nassive steel door. Herr

Bi schoff and his partner wal ked i n ahead of Romanov and
opened the top lock of all five of his boxes, while the guard
pl aced the | aundry basket on the floor beside them

"WIIl you require any assistance?" asked Herr Bischoff as
he handed his Russian client a personal seal ed envel ope.

"No thank you," Romanov assured him but did not rel ax
until he had seen the vast door close behind himand all four
of his Swiss helpers left invisibly on the other side.

Once he felt certain he was al one, he stared down at the

one | arge box he knew to be enpty: it was smaller than he had
recal | ed. Beads of sweat appeared on his forehead as he

unl ocked it, pulled it out and raised the airtight lid. It
was going to be a tight fit. Romanov unstrapped the |aundry
basket and renoved everything except the body. He stared down
at the contorted face, the deep marks in the skin around the
neck had turned to a dark blue. He bent over and |lifted the
researcher up by her waist, but as no part of the body noved
ot her than her broken |l egs he had to drop her into the box
head first. Even then he had to adjust her various linbs in
order that the box could be shut: had Anna been even an inch
taller the exercise would have proved pointless. He then
stuffed the girl's belongi ngs down at the sides of her body,

| eaving only the Chanel -covered towel behind in the |aundry
basket .

Romanov proceeded to replace the lid on the airtight box,
before pushing it back securely in place and locking it. He
t hen doubl e-checked it could not be opened w thout his own



personal key. He was relieved to find he could not budge it.
He hesitated for a nonent
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gl ancing at the second | arge box, but accepted that this
was not the tinme to indulge hinself: that would have to wait
for another occasion. Satisfied that everything was back in
pl ace, he cl osed and strapped down the Iid of the [aundry
basket and wheeled it back to the entrance of the vault. He
pressed the little red button.

"l do hope you found everything in order," said the young
Herr Bi schof Fonce he had returned fromlocking the five
boxes.

"Yes, thank you," said Romanov. "But would it be possible
for soneone to return the laundry basket to the St Gothard
Hot el ?"

"OF course," said the banker, who nodded towards the | arge
man.

"And | can be assured that the boxes will not be touched
in ny absence?" he asked as they wal ked down the corridor.

"Natural ly, Your Excellency," said Herr BischofF, |ooking
sonewhat aggrieved at such a suggestion. "Wen you return,”
he continued, "you will find everything exactly as you |eft
it."

Vel l, not exactly, Romanov thought to hinself.



When they stepped out of the lift on the ground floor,
Ronmanov spotted Herr BischofFs father with another custoner.

A Rol | s-Royce acconpani ed by a police notorcycl e whisked
the Shah of Iran quickly away, and the chairman discreetly
waved his farewel .

When they reached the entrance to the bank, the young Herr
Bi schof F bowed. "W shall |ook forward to seeing you again
when you are next in Zurich, Your Excellency," he said.

"Thank you," said Romanov, who shook hands with the young
man and wal ked out on to the pavenent to
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find the anonynous bl ack car waiting to take himto the
ai rport.

He cursed. This tine he did spot the agent he had seen
earlier in the hotel.

134

CHAPTER NI NE

"Kill him sir," the corporal whispered in Adam s ear.

"Not nuch hope of that," nuttered Adam as he bounced into
the centre of the ring.



The | ean, nuscl e-bound instructor stood waiting for him
"Let's have a few rounds and see how you make out, sir." Adam
bobbed and weaved around the Physical Training Instructor

| ooki ng for an openi ng.

Adamled with a left and received a tap on the nose for

his trouble. "Keep your guard up," said the sergeant major.
Adam | ed again, catching the instructor a full blow on the
chest, but was punished with a sharp left jab into the side
of his head. He wobbled and his ear tingled but this tine he
managed to keep his guard up when a right and left foll owed.
"You're feeble, sir, that's your problem You couldn't knock
the skin off a rice pudding.”" Adamfeinted with his right and
then swung a left with such force that when it caught the
sergeant major full on the chin he staggered and fell.

The corporal standing by the side of the ring smrked as
the instructor renmained on the floor. Eventually he managed
to get back on his feet.

"I" msorry," said Adam his guard up and ready.

“"Don't be sorry, you bloody fool. . . sir. You | anded
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a bl oody good punch. A technical knockout, to be accurate,
so I'll have to wait for a day or two to seek ny revenge."
Adam breat hed a sigh of relief and | owered his guard. "But
that doesn't nean you're off the hook. It's weight training
for you now, sir. Beamwork and fl oor exercises."



For the next hour the sergeant nmmjor chased, kicked,
harri ed and badgered Adamuntil he finally collapsed in a
heap on the floor, incapable of lifting an evening paper.

“"Not bad, sir. | feel sure the Foreign Ofice will be able
to find sone niche for youu Mnd you," he added, "as nobst of
that | ot are about as wet as a dishcloth evenj'oa'll have a

chance to shine."

"You are nost flattering, Sergeant Mjor," said Adam from
a supi ne position.

"Up, sir,"” the instructor bell owed. Adam unwi | lingly got
to his feet as quickly as his tired body would all ow.

"Don't tell ne, Sergeant Major."

"It's the recovery that proves fitness, not the speed,"”
they said in unison.

"Sad day when you left the arny,"” said the instructor to
Adam once they were back in the Queen's C ub changi ng room
"Can't nane a |ot of officers who have put ne on the floor."
The instructor touched his chin tenderly. "That will teach ne
to underestimate a man who survived nine nonths of Chink
food. So let's hope the Foreign Ofice doesn't underestimate
you as well."

The sergeant major rose fromthe bench by his | ocker.
"Sanme tinme Wednesday?"

"Can't make it Wdnesday, Sergeant Major. | nmay not be
back froma trip to Geneva."

"Swanni ng around Europe nowadays, are we?"
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"I could nmanage Thursday norning if that suits you," Adam
said, ignoring the jibe.

"Your check-up wth the quack is next Monday, if |
remenber correctly."”

"Right."

"Thursday at ten then, it will give you a little longer to
t hi nk about ny right-hook."

The Chairman of the KGB studied the report on the desk in
front of him sonmething didn't ring true. He | ooked up at
Romanov. "Your reason for visiting Bis-choff et Ce was
because they clainmed to be in possession of a
fifteenth-century icon that m ght have fitted the description
of the one we are searching for?"

"That is correct, Conrade, and the chairmn of Gosbank
will confirmthat he personally arranged the neeting."

"But the icon turned out to be of St Peter and not of St
George and the Dragon.”

"Also confirmed by Conrade Petrova in her report.™

"Ah, yes, Conrade Petrova," said Zaborski, his eyes
returning to the sheet of paper in front of him



"Yes, Conrade."

"And | ater that evening Conrade Petrova nysteriously
failed to keep an appointnent wth you?"

"I nexplicably,” said Romanov.

"But which you reported to Conrade Melinski at the
Enbassy." He paused. "You were responsi ble for selecting
Petrova yourself, were you not?"

"That is correct, Conrade Chairman."

"Does that not reveal a certain |ack of judgment on your
part ?"

Romanov made no attenpt to reply.

The Chairman's eyes returned to the file. "Wen
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you awoke the next norning, there was still no sign of the
girl?"

"She also failed to turn up to breakfast as arranged,"”
said Romanov, "and when | went to her roomall her personal
bel ongi ngs had gone."



"Whi ch convi nced you she had defected."

"Yes, sir," said Romanov.

"But the Swi ss police," said Zaborski, "can find no trace

of her. So | keep asking nyself why would she want to defect?
Her husband and her imrediate famly live in Moscow. They are
all enployed by the State, and it is not as if this was her
first visit to the West."

Romanov didn't offer an opinion.

"Per haps Petrova di sappeared because she m ght have been
able to tell us sonmething you didn't want us to hear."

Still Romanov sai d not hi ng.

The Chairman's gaze once again returned to the file. "I
wonder what it was that young Petrova wanted to tell us? Wo
el se you were sleeping with that night, perhaps?" Romanov
felt a shiver of fear as he wondered how nuch Zaborski really
knew. Zaborski paused and pretended to be checking sonething
else in the report. "Perhaps she could tell us why you felt

It necessary to return to Bischoffet G e a second tine." Once
agai n, Zaborski paused. "I think | may have to open an
enquiry into the di sappearance of Conrade Petrova. Because,
Conr ade Romanov, by the tine you returned to the bank a third
time," said the Chairman, his voice rising with each word,
"every second-rate spy fromhere to Istanbul knew that we
were searching for sonething.” The Chairnman paused. Ronanov
was still desperate to find out if Zaborski had any real

evi dence. Neither man spoke for sone tine. "You have al ways
been a | oner, Mjor Romanov, and | do not deny that
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at tinmes your results have allowed ne to overl ook certain
I ndi scretions. But | amnot a loner, Conrade. | am a desk
man, no |onger allowed your freedom of action." He fiddled
W th the paperweight of Luna 9 on the desk in front of him

“I ama file man, a paper man. | nmake reports in
triplicate, | answer queries in quadruplicate, explain
decisions in quintuplicate. Now |l wll have to explain the

circunstances of Petrova's strange di sappearance to the
Politburo in nultiplicate.”

Romanov remai ned silent, sonething the KG had taken

several years to instil into him He began to feel confident
t hat Zaborski was only guessing. |f he had suspected the
truth the interview would have taken place in the basenent
where a less intellectual approach to questioning was carried
out.

"I'n the USSR, " continued Zaborski, now rising fromhis
chair, "despite our inmage in the Western world, we

I nvestigate a suspicious death,"” he paused, "or defection
nore scrupul ously than any other nation on earth. You,

Conr ade Romanov, woul d have found your chosen profession
easier to follow had you been born in Africa, South Anerica
or even Los Angeles.”

Still Romanov did not venture an opinion.

"The General Secretary infornmed ne at one o' clock this
norning that he is not inpressed by your l|atest efforts,
distinctly uninpressed were the exact words he used,
especially after your excellent start. Al he is interested
in, however, is finding the Tsar's icon, and so, for the tine
bei ng, Conrade, he has decided there will be no

I nvestigation. But if you ever act in such an irresponsible



way again it wll not be an enquiry you are facing, but a
tribunal, and we all know what happened to the | ast Romanov
that faced a tribunal."

He closed the file. "Against nmy better judgnment and
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because we are left with | ess than a week, the General
Secretary has all owed you a second chance in the belief that
you wi Il indeed cone up with the Tsar's icon. Do | nake
nysel f clear, Conrade?" he barked.

"Very clear, Conrade Chairman," said Romanov, and turning
smartly on his heel quickly left the room

The Chairman of the KGB waited for the door to close

before his eyes settled back on the file. What was Romanov up
to, Zaborski needed to know, suddenly realising that his own
career mght now be on the line. He flicked down a switch on
the little console by his side. "Find Major Val chek," he

or der ed.

"I'"ve never actually had chanpagne and caviar," admtted
Adam as he | ooked up at the beautiful girl who sat opposite
hi m across the table. He | oved the way she tied her hair, and
the way she dressed, the way she | aughed, but nost of all the
way she sm | ed.

"Well, don't get frightened, because | can't imagi ne
caviar will ever find its place on this particular nenu,"
teased Heidi. "But perhaps soon when you are the proud owner

of the Tsar's icon, that is if M Rosenbau ..



Adam put a finger to his lips. "No one el se knows about
t hat, not even Law ence."

"That may be wise,"” Heidi whispered. "He will only expect
you to invest all the noney you nake fromthe sale in his
boring bank."

"What nmakes you think I'd sell it?" asked Adam trying to
di scover how nmuch she had wor ked out.

“If you own a Rolls-Royce and you are out of work you do
not then go and hire a chauffeur."

"But |'ve only got a notorbike."

“"And you'll have to sell that as well if the icon turns
out to be worthless,"” she said, |aughing.
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"Woul d you like a coffee to foll ow?" asked the waiter, who
was already clearing their table in the hope of fitting in
two nore custoners before the night was out.

"Yes, please. Two cappuccinos," said Adam He turned his
gaze back to Heidi. "Funnily enough,"” he continued as the
waiter retreated, "the only tine |I've ever rung Lawence at
t he bank the tel ephonist couldn't inmediately |locate him™

"What's so surprising about that?" asked Hei di.



"It was as if they had never heard of him" said Adam
"but perhaps | was imagining it."

"A bank that size nust have over a thousand enpl oyees. You
could go years w thout know ng everyone who worked there."

"l suppose you're right," Adam said, as two coffees were
placed in front of them

"When do you plan on going to Geneva?" Heidi asked, after
she had tried a sip of the coffee and found it too hot.

"First thing Wednesday norning. | hope to be back the sane
eveni ng. "

"Consi derate."

"What do you nean?" asked Adam

"To choose ny one day off to fly away," she said. "Not
very romantic."

"Then why not conme with ne?" he asked, |eaning across the
table to take her hand.

"That mght turn out to be nore significant than sharing
your sausages."

"I woul d hope so and in any case, you could be nost
useful . "

"You do have a way with words," said Heidi.



"You know | didn't nean it that way. It's sinply that |
don't speak German or French and |'ve never
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been to Switzerland other than on a school skiing trip -
and then | kept falling over." Heidi tried her coffee again.

"Wel | ?" said Adam not letting go of her hand.

"The Swi ss speak perfect English," she said eventually,
"and shoul d you have any problemw th the bank, you can
al ways get in touch with Law ence."

"I't would only be for the day," said Adam

"And a waste of your noney."

"Not very romantic," said Adam

"Touche. "

"Think about it," said Adam "After the cost of your
return flight I will be left with only £19,969. | don't know
how I'Il get by."

"You really nean it, don't you?" said Heidi, sounding
serious for the first tinme. "But wonen are not inpulsive
creatures.”



"You could always bring Jochen along with you."

Hei di | aughed. "He wouldn't fit on the plane."

"Do say you'll cone," said Adam

"On one condition,"” said Heidi thoughtfully.

"Separ ate planes?" said Adam gri nni ng.

"No, but if the icon turns out to be worthless you wll
|l et me refund the price of ny ticket."

"It couldn't be worth less than thirty-one pounds, so |

agree to your terns," said Adam He | eaned over and ki ssed
Heidi on the lips. "Perhaps it will take nore than one day,"
he said. "Then what woul d you say?"

"I woul d demand separate hotels,” replied Heidi, "if it
wasn't for the high cost of the Swiss franc," she added.

"You are always so reliable, Conrade Romanov. You fulfil
the primary qualification for a successful banker." Romanov
studied the old man carefully, |ooking for
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sone sign that he knew exactly what had been awaiting him
at the bank.



"And you are always so efficient, Conrade Pos-konov," he
paused, "the only qualification necessary in ny chosen
prof ession. "

"Good heavens, we are beginning to sound |like a couple of
agei ng conm ssars at an annual reunion. How was Zurich?" he
asked, as he lit a cigarette.

"Like a Polish tractor. The bhits that worked were fine."

"Fromthat | assune the bits that didn't work failed to
produce the Tsar's icon," the chairman said.

"Correct, but Bischoff turned out to be nost hel pful, as
was Jacques. My every need was catered for."

"Your every need?"

"Yes," replied Romanov.

"Good man, Bischoff,"” said the banker. "That's why | sent
you to himfirst." The old man sl unped down into his chair.

"Was there any other reason you sent ne to himfirst?"
asked Romanov.

"Five other reasons," said Poskonov, "but we'll not bother
with any of themuntil you have found your icon."

"Perhaps I'd like to bother now, " said Romanov firmy.



"I"ve outlived two generations of Romanovs," said the old
man raising his eyes. "I wouldn't want to outlive a third.
Let's leave it at that for now, |'msure we can cone to an
under st andi ng when the spotlight is no |onger on you."

Romanov nodded.

"Well, you will be pleased to learn that | have not been
idle in your absence. But | fear ny results also resenble a
Polish tractor."
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The banker waved Romanov to a seat before he reopened his
file which had grown in size since he had | ast seen it.
"Oiginally," the chairman began, "you presented ne with a
list of fourteen banks, el even of which have now confirned
that they are not in possession of the Tsar's icon."

"I have been wondering about that - is their word to be
taken at face val ue?" asked Ronanov.

"Not necessarily," said the banker. "But on bal ance the
Swi ss prefer not to becone involved rather than tell a
deliberate lie. Intime the liar is always found out, and I

still, fromthis office, control the cash flow of eight
nations. | may not weld what they would call financial clout
but | can still put the odd spanner in the works of the

capitalist nonetary system"

"That still |eaves us with three banks?" said Romanov.

"Correct, Conrade. The first is BischofF et Ce, whomyou



have already visited. But the other two have refused to
co-operate in any way."

"Why is it your influence does not extend to then?"

"The nost obvi ous of reasons,"” replied Poskonov. "Q her

i nterests exert a stronger influence. If, for exanple, your
maj or source of inconme emanates fromthe | eading Jew sh
famlies, or alternatively the Americans, no anount of

pressure will ever allow you to deal with the Soviet Union."
Romanov nodded hi s understanding. "That being the case,"”
conti nued Poskonov, "there still has to be an outside chance

that one of these two banks is in possession of the Tsar's
i con, and as they are never going to admt as nuch to Mt her
Russia | amnot sure what | can recomend you do next."

The banker sat back and waited for Romanov to take in his
news.
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"You are unusually silent,"” Poskonov ventured, after he

had |it another cigarette.

"You have given nme an idea," said Romanov. "I think the
Anmericans woul d describe it as a 'long shot'. But if |I'm
right, it will be the Russians who will get the hone run."

"Baseball is a gane that |'ve never understood but | am
however, glad to have been of sonme use today. Although
suspect you will still need this, whatever your |ong shot."
Poskonov renoved a single piece of paper fromhis file and
handed it over to Romanov. On it were the words: Sinon et
Ci e, Zurich (refused), Roget et C e, Geneva (refused).



“No doubt you will be returning to Switzerland very soon.™

Romanov stared directly at the banker.

"I wouldn't recommend you visit Bischoffet Cie on this
trip, Alex. There will be tine enough for that in the
future.”

Romanov strai ghtened his fingers.

The old man returned his stare. "You won't find ne as easy
to get rid of as Anna Petrova," he added.

145

CHAPTER TEN

The el derly-1oo0king man took his place at the back of the
taxi queue. It was hard to estimte his hei ght because he

| ooked so bent and frail. A large overcoat that m ght have
been even older than its wearer reached alnost to the ground
and the fingers that could only just be seen peeping through
the sl eeves were covered in grey woollen mttens. One hand
clung on to a little leather suitcase, with the initials E. R
i n black | ooking so worn that it m ght have belonged to his
gr andf at her.

One woul d have had to bend down or be very short to see

the old man's face - a face that was dom nated by a nose that
woul d have flattered Cyrano de Berg-erac. He shuffled forward
slowy until it was his turn to clinb into a taxi. The
operation was a slow one, and the driver was already drumm ng
his fingers against the wheel when his passenger told himin
guttural tones that he wanted to be taken to the bankers,



Sinmon et Ce. The driver noved off w thout asking for further
directions. Swiss taxi-drivers know the way to the banks in

t he same way as London cabbies can always find a theatre and
New York's yell ow cabs a westside bar.

When the old nan arrived at his destination he took
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some tinme sorting out which coins to pay with. He then

pushed hinself slowy out on to the pavenent and stood gazi ng
at the marble building. Its solidity nade himfeel safe. He
was about to touch the door when a man in a smart bl ue

uni form opened it.

"I have conme to see -" he began in stilted German, but the
doorman only pointed to the girl behind the reception desk.
He shuffled over to her and then repeated, "I have cone to
see Herr Daiimer. My nane i s Enmanuel Rosenbaum "

"Do you have an appoi ntnent ?" she asked.

"I fear not."

"Herr Daumier is in conference at the nonent," said the

girl, "but I will find out if there is another partner

avail able to see you." After a phone conversation in Gernman
she said, "Can you take the lift to the third floor?" M
Rosenbaum nodded wi th obvi ous signs of reluctance, but did as
he was bid. Wien he stepped out of the lift, only just before
t he door closed on him another young wonman was standi ng
there ready to greet him She asked himif he would be kind
enough to wait in what he woul d have descri bed as a cl oakroom
with two chairs. Sone tinme passed before anyone cane to see



him and the old man was unable to hide his surprise at the
age of the boy who eventually appeared.

"I am Welfherd Praeger,"” said the young man, "a partner of
t he bank."

"Sit down, sit down," said M Rosenbaum "I cannot stare
up at you for so long." The young partner conplied.

"My nane i s Enmanuel Rosenbaum | |eft a package with you
in 1938, and | have returned to collect it."

148

A Matter of Honour

"Yes, of course," said the junior partner, the tone of his
voi ce changi ng. "Do you have any proof of your identity, or
any docunentation fromthe bank?"

"Ch, yes," canme back the reply, and the old man handed
over his passport and a receipt that had been fol ded and
unfol ded so many tines it was now al nost in pieces.

The young man studi ed both docunents carefully. He
recogni sed the Israeli passport imediately. Everything
seened to be in order. The bank's receipt, too, although
I ssued in the year of his birth, appeared authentic.

“"May | |eave you for a nonent, sir?"

"OF course," said the old man, "after twenty-eight years |
think I can wait for a few nore mnutes."



Shortly after the young man had left, the woman returned

and invited M Rosenbaumto nove to another room This tine
it was | arger and confortably furnished. Wthin mnutes the
junior partner returned with another man, whom he introduced
as Herr Daum er.

"I don't think we have ever net, Herr Rosenbaum" said the
chai rman courteously. "You nust have dealt with ny father."’

"No, no," said M Rosenbaum "I dealt with your
grandf at her, Helnmut."

A | ook of respect cane into Herr Daum er's eyes.

"I saw your father only on the one occasion, and was sad
to learn of his premature death," added Rosenbaum "He was
al ways so considerate. You do not wear a rose in your |apel
as he did."

"No, sir, atiny rebellion.”

Rosenbaum tried to | augh but only coughed.

"I wonder if you have any further proof of identity
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ot her than your passport?" Herr Daum er asked politely.

Emmanuel Rosenbaum rai sed his head and, giving Herr



Daum er a tired |l ook, turned his wist so that it faced
upwar ds. The nunber 712910 was tattooed al ong the inside.

"I apol ogi se,"” said Daum er, visibly enbarrassed. "It wl|
take nme only a few mnutes to bring your box up, if you wll
be ki nd enough to wait."

M Rosenbaum s eyes blinked as if he were too tired even

to nod his agreenent. The two nen | eft himal one. They
returned a few mnutes later with a flat box about two feet
square and placed it on the table in the centre of the room
Herr Daum er unl ocked the top | ock while the other partner
acted as a witness. He then handed over a key to Rosenbaum
saying, "W will now | eave you, sir. Just press the button
underneath the table when you wish us to return.™

"Thank you," said Rosenbaum and waited for the door to

cl ose behind them He turned the key in the | ock and pushed
up the Iid. Inside the box was a package in the shape of a
pi cture, about eighteen by twelve inches, covered in nuslin
and tied securely. Rosenbaum pl aced the package carefully in
his old suitcase. He then shut the box and | ocked it. He
pressed the button under the table and within seconds Herr
Daum er and the junior partner returned.

"I do hope everything was as you left it, Herr Rosenbaum™
said the chairnan, "it has been sone considerable tine."

"Yes, thank you.'
nod.

This tinme the old gentleman did nanage a

"May | nention a matter of no great consequence?" asked
Herr Daum er.

"Pray do so," said the old man.



"I's it your intention to continue with the use of the
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box? The funds you left to cover the cost have recently
run out."

“"No, | have no need for it any longer."

"It's just that there was a small charge outstandi ng. But
in the circunstances we are happy to waive it."

"You are nost kind." Herr Daum er bowed and the junior
partner acconpanied their client to the front door, hel ped
himinto a taxi and instructed the driver to take M
Rosenbaum to Zurich airport.

At the airport, the old man took his time reaching the
check-in desk, because he appeared to be frightened of the
escal ator, and with the suitcase now quite heavy the flight
of steps was difficult to negotiate.

At the desk he produced his ticket for the girl to check
and was pleased to find that the passenger |ounge was al nost
enpty. He shuffled over towards the corner and col |l apsed on
to a confortable sofa. He checked to be sure he was out of
sight of the other passengers in the | ounge.

He flicked back the little knobs on the old suitcase and

the springs rose reluctantly. He pushed up the lid, pulled
out the parcel and held it to his chest. H's fingers westled
with the knots for sone tine before they becane | oose. He
then renoved the nuslin to check his prize. M Rosenbaum



stared down at the nasterpiece. 'The Cornfields' by Van Gogh
- which he had no way of know ng had been m ssing fromthe
Vi enna National Gallery since 1938.

Emmanuel Rosenbaum swore, which was out of character. He
packed the picture safely up and returned it to his case. He
then shuffled over to the girl at the Sw ssair sales desk and
asked her to book himon the first available flight to
Geneva. Wth luck he could still reach Roget et C e before

t hey cl osed.
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The BEA Vi scount | anded at Geneva airport at el even
twenty-five local tinme that norning, a few mnutes |ater than
schedul ed. The stewardess advi sed passengers to put their

wat ches forward one hour to Central European Tine.

"Perfect," said Adam "W shall be in Geneva well in tine
for lunch, a visit to the bank and then back to the airport
for the five past five flight hone."

"You're treating the whole thing like a mlitary
exercise," said Heidi, |aughing.

"All except the last part,"” said Adam
"The last part?" she queried.

"Qur cel ebration dinner."

"At the Chel sea Kitchen again, no doubt."



"Wong," said Adam "I've booked a table for two at eight
o' clock at the Cog d O just off Piccadilly."

"Counting your chickens before they' re hatched, aren't
we?" said Heidi.

"Ch, very droll," said Adam

"Droll? | do not understand."

“I'"l'l explainit to you when we have that dinner tonight."

"l was hoping we wouldn't nmake it," said Heidi.

"Why?" asked Adam

"All | have to |l ook forward to tonorrow i s the check-out
counter at the Gernman Food Centre."

"That's not as bad as a work out with the sergeant nmjor
at ten," groaned Adam "And by ten past | shall be flat on ny
back regretting | ever |eft Geneva."

"That will teach you to knock himout," said Heidi. "So

per haps we ought to stay put after all,"” she added, taking
himby the arm Adam | eant down and ki ssed her gently on the
cheek as they stood in the gangway waiting to be let off the
plane. A light drizzle was falling out on the aircraft steps.
Adam unbuttoned his
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rai ncoat and attenpted to shelter Heidi beneath it as they
ran across the tarnmac to the Inmgration Hall.

"Good thing | renmenbered this," he said.

"Not so much a raincoat, nore a tent," said Heidi.

“"It"'s my old arny trenchcoat," he assured her, opening it
up again. "It can hold naps, conpasses, even an overni ght
Kit."

"Adam we're just going to be strolling around Geneva in
the m ddl e of summer, not lost in the Black Forest in the
m ddl e of winter."

He | aughed. "I1'll renmenber your sarcasm whenever it
pours. "

The airport bus that travelled to and fromthe city took
only twenty mnutes to reach the centre of Ceneva.

The short journey took themthrough the outskirts of the

city until they reached the magnificent still |ake nestled in
the hills. The bus continued al ongside the |lake until it cane
to a halt opposite the massive single-spouting fountain that
shot over four hundred feet into the air.

“I"'mbeginning to feel like a day tripper,"” said Heidi, as
t hey stepped out of the bus, pleased to find the light rain
had st opped.



Both of themwere imrediately struck by how clean the city
was as they wal ked along the wide litter-free pavenent that
ran al ongside the | ake. On the other side of the road neat

hotel s, shops and banks seened i n equal preponderance.

"First we nust find out where our bank is so that we can
have | unch nearby before going to pick up the booty."

"How does a mlitary man go about such a demandi ng
exerci se?" asked Hei di .

"Sinmple. W drop in at the first bank we see and ask them
to direct us to Roget et Ce."
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"1l bet your little armnmust have been covered in
Initiative badges when you were a Boy Scout."

Adam burst out |aughing. "Am 1 that bad?"

"Worse," said Heidi. "But you personify every Gernman's
i mmge of the perfect English gentleman."” Adam turned, touched
her hair gently and | eaning down, kissed her on the |ips.

Hei di was suddenly conscious of the stares from passing
strangers. "I don't think the Sw ss approve of that sort of
thing in public,” she said. "In fact, I"'mtold sonme of them
don't approve of it in private."

"Shall | go and kiss that old prune over there who is
still glaring at us?" said Adam



"Don't do that, Adam you mght turn into a frbg. No,

|l et's put your plan of canpaign into action," she said,
pointing to the Banque Populaire on the far side of the
avenue.

When they had crossed the road Heidi enquired of the

doorman the way to Roget et Cie. They followed his
directions, once again admring the great single-spouted
fountain as they continued on towards the centre of the city.

Roget et Cie was not that easy to pinpoint, and they

wal ked past it twice before Heidi spotted the discreet sign
chiselled in stone by the side of a high wought-iron and
pl at e- gl ass door.

"Looks inpressive," said Adam "even when it's closed for
| unch. "

"What were you expecting - a small branch in the country?
| know you English don't like to admt it but this is the
centre of the banking world."

"Let's find that restaurant before our entente cordiale
breaks down," said Adam They retraced their steps towards
the fountain and, as the sun was trying to find gaps between
t he clouds, they chose a pavenent
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cafe overl ooking the | ake. Both selected a cheese sal ad
and shared a half bottle of white wi ne. Adam was enjoyi ng
Hei di's conpany so nuch that he began to tell her stories of



his arny days. She had to stop himand point out that it was
nearly two. He reluctantly called for the bill. "The tinme has
now conme to discover if the Tsar's icon really exists," he
sai d.

When they had returned to the entrance of the bank Adam
pushed open the heavy door, took a step inside and stared
around the gl oony hall

"Over there," said Heidi, pointing to a wonan who was
seat ed behi nd a desk.

"Good norning. My nanme is Adam Scott. | have cone to
coll ect sonmething that has been left tonme inawll."

The woman smled. "Have you made an appoi ntnent with
anyone in particular?" she asked, with only the slightest
trace of accent.

"No," said Adam "I didn't realise that | had to."

“I"'msure it will be all right," said the | ady. She picked
up a phone, dialled a single nunber and held a short
conversation in French. Replacing the phone she asked them
both to go to the fourth fl oor.

As Adam wal ked out of the lift, he was surprised to be net
by soneone of his own age.

"Good afternoon, ny nane is Pierre Neffe and I am a
partner of the bank," said the young man in perfect English.

"I did warn you that | would be redundant,"” whispered
Hei di .



"Don't speak too soon,"” replied Adam "W haven't even
begun to explain our problemyet."

M Neffe led themto a small, exquisitely furnished room
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"I could settle down here," said Adam taking off his
coat, "wi thout any trouble.”

"W do |ike to nmake our custoners feel at hone," said M
Nef f e condescendi ngly.

"You obviously haven't seen ny hone," said Adam M Neffe
did not | augh.

"How can | help you?" was all the young partner offered by
way of reply.

"My father," began Adam "died last nonth and left ne in

his wll a receipt for sonmething I think you have had in your
saf e- keepi ng since 1938. It was a gift given to himby one of
your custoners."” Adam hesitated. "A M Enmmanuel Rosenbaum ™

"Do you have any docunentation relating to this gift?"
enquired M Neffe.

"COh, yes," said Adam digging into the map pocket of his
trenchcoat. He passed over the Roget et G e receipt to the
young banker. M Neffe studied it and nodded. "May | be
permtted to see your passport, M Scott?"



"Certainly," said Adam delving back into his trenchcoat
and passing it to M Neffe.

"I'f you wll excuse nme for one nonent." M Neffe rose, and
|l eft themon their own.

"What do you inmagine they are up to now?" said Heidi.

"Checking first if they still have the icon, and second if
nmy receipt is authentic. 1938 was rather a long tinme ago."

As the mnutes ticked by, Adamstarted to feel
di sappoi nted, then depressed, and finally began to believe it
was all going to turn out to be a conplete waste of tine.

"You could al ways take one of the pictures off the wall
and put it in your trenchcoat," teased Heidi. "I'm
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sure it would fetch a good price in London. Perhaps even
nore than your bel oved icon."

"Too late," said Adamas M Neffe reappeared wth anot her
banker whom he introduced as M Roget.

"Good norning," said M Roget. "I amsorry that ny father

Is not here to neet you, M Scott, but he has been held up in
Chi cago on business.” He shook hands wth both Adam and
Heidi. "Wt have on file a letter from M Rosenbaum gi vi ng



clear instructions to the bank that the box is not to be
opened by any other than" - he | ooked at the piece of paper
he had brought with him- "Colonel CGerald Scott, DSO QBE
MC. "

"My father," said Adam "But as | explained to M Neffe,
he died |last nonth and |eft nme the gift in his will."

"I woul d be happy to accept what you say," said M Roget,
“"if I mght be allowed sight of a copy of the death
certificate and of the wll itself."

Adam sm |l ed at his own foresight and once nore searched in
his trenchcoat before renoving a | arge brown envel ope with

t he words ' Hol brooke, Hol brooke and Gascoi gne' printed in
heavy bl ack letters across the top. He took out copies of his
father's death certificate, the will and a letter marked ' To
Whom It May Concern' and passed themto M Roget, who read
all three docunents slowy, then handed themto his senior
partner, who after he had read them whispered in his

chai rman' s ear

"Woul d you object to us phoning M Hol brooke in your
presence?" asked M Roget.

"No," said Adamsinply. "But | nust warn you that he is
rat her curnudgeonly."

" Cur nudgeonl y?" said the banker. "A word | amnot famliar
with, but I think | can sense its neaning." He turned and
spoke to M Neffe, who swiftly left the
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room only to return a mnute later wwth a copy of the
Engli sh Law Soci ety Regi ster, 1966.

Adam was i npressed by the bank's thoroughness as M Roget
checked that the nunber and address on the letterhead
corresponded with the nunber and address in the Year Book. "I

don't think it will be necessary to call M Hol brooke," said
M Roget,. "but we have encountered one snmall problem M
Scott."

"And what is that?" asked Adam nervously.

"M Rosenbaum s position is sonewhat overdrawn, and the
bank's rule is that an account nust be cl eared before any box
can be opened.”

Adam s pul se raced as he assuned that he hadn't brought
enough noney to cover this eventuality.

"The account is only 120 francs in debit," continued M
Roget, "which is the charge for housing the box over the past
two years since M Rosenbaunis deposit ran out.”

Adam breathed a sigh of relief. He took out his wallet and
signed a traveller's cheque and handed it over.

"And finally," said M Roget, "we will need you to sign a
formof indemity for the bank."

M Roget passed over a |long form containing clause after
clause in tightly printed French at which Adam only gl anced
before passing it over to Heidi. She studied each cl ause
carefully. M Roget used the tine to explain to Adamthat it
was a standard disclainer clearing the bank of any liability
concerning what m ght be in the box and Adamis legal claimto



Hei di | ooked up and nodded her agreenent.

Adam signed on the dotted line wwth a flourish.

"Excellent," said the banker. "All we have to do now is go
and retrieve your box."
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"l suppose it could be enpty," said Adam once the two of

them were | eft al one again.

"And it could be jam packed with gold doubl oons, you old
pessimst," said Heidi.

When both nmen returned a few mnutes later, M Neffe was
carrying a flat netal box about twelve by nine inches, and
some three inches deep.

Adam was di sappointed by its nodest size, but didn't show
his feelings. M Roget proceeded to undo the top lock with

t he bank's key and then handed Adam a snal| faded envel ope
Wi th signatures scrawl ed across the waxed seal. "Whatever is
in the box belongs to you, M Scott. Wen you have finished,
per haps you woul d be kind enough to let us know. Until then
we shall remain outside in the corridor."

Both nmen left the room

"Conme on," said Heidi, "I can't wait." Adam opened the
envel ope and a key fell out. He funbled with the | ock which
clicked and then he pushed up the Iid. Inside the box was a



smal | flat package wapped in nuslin and tied tightly with
string. The knots took sonme undoing and then finally an

i npatient Adamtore off the string before slowy renoving the
nmuslin. They both stared at the masterpiece in disbelief.

The sinple beauty of the golds, reds and blues left them
bot h speechl ess. Neither of them had expected the icon to be
so breathtaking. St George towering over the dragon, a
massi ve sword in hand on the point of plunging it into the
heart of the beast. The fire that bel ched fromthe dragon's
jaw was a deep red and nade a startling contrast to the gold
cl oak that seened to envel op the saint.

“It's magnificent," said Heidi, eventually finding her
vVoi ce.
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Adam continued to hold the tiny painting in his hand.

"Say sonething,"” said Heidi.

"I wish ny father had seen it, perhaps it would have
changed his whole life."

"Don't forget he wanted it to change yours," said Heidi.

Adam finally turned the icon over and found on the back a
smal |l silver crowm inlaid in the wood. He stared at it,
trying to recall what M Sedgw ck of Sotheby's had said that
proved.



"I wwsh nmy father had opened the letter," said Adam
turning the icon back over and once again admring St
George's triunph. "Because it was his by right."

Hei di checked there was nothing else left inside the box.

She then flicked down the |id and Adam |l ocked it again with
his key. He tucked the nuslin round the nasterpiece, tied it
up firmy and slipped the little painting into the nap pocket
of his trenchcoat.

Heidi smled. "I knew you'd be able to prove that you
needed that coat even if it didn't rain."

Adam wal ked over to the door and opened it. The two
bankers i medi ately returned.

"I hope you found what you had been prom sed,” said M
Roget .

"Yes, indeed," said Adam "But | shall have no further
need of the box," he added, returning the key.

"As you wish,” said M Roget, bowi ng, "and here is the
change fromyour traveller's cheque, sir," he said, passing
over sonme Swi ss notes to Adam "If you will excuse ne | wll
now take ny | eave of you. Monsieur Neffe will show you out."
He shook hands with Adam bowed slightly to Heidi and added
wth a
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faint smle, "I do hope you didn't find us too cur —nud -
geonly." They both | aughed.



"I also hope that you will enjoy a pleasant stay in our

city," said M NefFe as the lift took its |eisurely pace
down.
“I't will have to be very quick," said Adam "W have to be

back at the airport in just over an hour."

The |ift stopped at the ground floor and M NefFe

acconpani ed Adam and Hei di across the hall. The door was held
open for them but they both stood aside to allow an old man
to shuffle past. Although nost people would have stared at
his nose Adam was nore struck by his penetrating eyes.

When the old nan eventual |y reached the wonan at the
reception desk, he announced, "I have conme to see Monsieur
Roget . "

“"I"'mafraid he's in Chicago at the nonent, sir, but 1"l
see if his son is avail able. What nane shall | tell hinP"

"Emmanuel Rosenbaum " The woman pi cked up the phone and
hel d anot her conversation in French. When she had replaced it
she asked, "Wuld you go to the fourth floor, M Rosenbaunf"

Once again he had to take the fearsone |ift, and once

again he only just got out before its great teeth sprang back
on him Another m ddl e-aged woman acconpanied himto the
waiting room He politely declined her offer of coffee,

t hunping his heart with his right hand.

"Monsi eur Roget will be with you shortly,"” she reassured

the ol d gentl eman.

He did not have to wait |long before a smling M Roget



appear ed.

"How ni ce to make your acquai ntance, Monsi eur
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Rosenbaum but |'mafraid you have just m ssed M Scott."

"M Scott?" the old man uttered in surprise.

"Yes. He left only a few m nutes ago, but we carried out
the instructions as per your letter."

"My letter?" said M Rosenbaum

"Yes," said the banker, opening for the second tine that
norning a file which had remai ned untouched for over twenty
years.

He handed a letter to the old nan.

Emmanuel Rosenbaum renoved a pair of glasses fromhis

I nsi de pocket, unfolded themslowy and proceeded to read a
hand that he recognised. It was a bold script witten in

t hi ck bl ack ink

For st haus Haar hot

Ansberg 14



Vosswi nnel

Sachsen

Ger many

Sept enber 12, 1946 Dear M Roget,

| have left in your safe-keeping a small icon of St Ceorge
and the Dragon in ny box 718. | amtransferring the ownership
of that painting to a British arny officer, Colonel Gerald
Scott, DSO, OBE, MC. |If Colonel Scott should cone to claim
the icon at any tinme please ensure that he receives ny key

wi t hout del ay.

My thanks to you for your help in this matter, and | am
only sorry we have never net in person.

Yours sincerely, Emmanuel Rosenbaum

"And you say that Colonel Scott cane to collect the
contents of the box earlier today?"
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"No, no, Monsieur Rosenbaum The colonel died quite
recently and | eft the contents of the box to his son, Adam
Scott. Monsieur NefFe and | checked all the docunents

i ncluding the death certificate and the will, and we were
|l eft in no doubt that they were both authentic and that
everything was in order. He was al so in possession of your



recei pt." The young banker hesitated. "I do hope we did the
right thing, Mnsieur Rosenbaunf”

"You certainly did," said the old man. "I cane only to
check that ny wi shes had been carried out."

M Roget smiled inrelief. "I feel | ought also to nention
t hat your account had run into a small deficit."

"How nmuch do I owe you?" asked the old man, funbling in
hi s breast pocket.

"Nothing," said M Roget. "Nothing at all. Mbonsieur Scott
dealt with it."

"I amin debt to M Scott. Are you able to tell nme the
anount ?"

"One hundred and twenty francs," said M Roget.

"Then | must repay the sumimedi ately,"” said the old man.
"Do you by any chance have an address at which | can contact
hi "

"No, I"'msorry | amunable to help you there," said M

Roget. "I have no idea where he is staying in Geneva." A hand
touched M Roget's el bow, and M Nef Fe bent down and

whi spered in his ear.

"It appears,” said M Roget, "that M Scott was pl anni ng
to return to England shortly because he had to check in at
Geneva airport by five."

The old man lifted hinself up. "You have been nbst



hel pful, gentlenen, and I will not take up any nore of your
tine."
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"It's flight BE 171 and your seats are 14A and B," the nman
behi nd the check-in counter told them "The plane's on tine
so you shoul d be boarding at gate Nunmber N ne in about twenty
m nutes."

"Thank you," said Adam

"Do you haye any | uggage that needs checking in?"

"No," said Adam "W only spent the day in Geneva."

"Then have a good flight, sir," said the nman, handi ng over
t heir boardi ng passes. Adam and Hei di started wal ki ng towards
the escalator that would take themto the departure | ounge.

"l have seven hundred and seventy Swiss francs left," said
Adam thunbi ng through sone notes, "and while we're here |
must get ny nother a box of decent |iqueur chocol ates. Wen |
was a boy | used to give her a mnute box every Christms. |
swore when | grewup if | ever got to Switzerland |I would
find her the finest box available."” Heidi pointed to a
counter that displayed row upon row of ornate boxes. Adam

wal ked over and selected a | arge, gol d-w apped box of Lindt
chocol ates which the girl behind the counter gift-wapped and
placed in a carrier bag.

"Why are you frowni ng?" asked Adam after collecting his
change.



"She's just reminded nme that | have to be back behind a
till tonmorrow norning," said Heidi.

"Well, at |least we've got the Cog d O to |ook forward to
tonight," said Adam He checked his watch. "Not nuch el se we
can do now except perhaps pick up sonme wine in the duty
free."

"I"'d like to find a copy of Der Spiegel before we go
t hrough custons. "

"Fine," said Adam "Wy don't we try the paper shop over
i n the corner?"
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"Acall for M Adam Scott. WII| Adam Scott please return
to the BEA desk on the ground floor," cane boom ng out over
the public address system

Adam and Heidi stared at each other. "Mist have given us
the wong seat allocation, | suppose,” said Adam shruggi ng.
"Let's go back and find out."”

They returned downstairs and wal ked over to the man who
had handed them their boarding passes. "I think you put a
call out for me," said Adam "My nane is Scott."

"Oh, yes," said the man. "There's an urgent nessage for
you," he said, reading froma pad in front of him "Pl ease
call Monsieur Roget at Roget et Ce on Geneva 271279." He



ri pped off the piece of paper and handed it over. "The phones
are over there in the far corner behind the KLM desk, and
you' Il need twenty centines."

"Thank you," said Adam studying the nessage, but it gave
no clue as to why M Roget should need to speak to him

"I wonder what he can want," said Heidi. "It's a bit late
to ask for the icon back."

"Well, there's only one way |'mgoing to find out," said
Adam passing over the bag to her. "Hang on to that and I|'|
be back in a nonent."

"Il try and pick up ny magazine at the sane tine, if |
can find a newspaper shop on this floor," said Heidi as she
gripped the brightly col oured bag whi ch contained the
chocol at es.

"Right," said Adam "Meet you here in a couple of
m nutes."

"Roget et Cie. Est-ce-qw je peux vous aider?"

"I amreturning Monsieur Roget's call," said Adam naking
no attenpt to answer in French.
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"Yes, sir. Whomshall | say is calling?" asked the
t el ephoni st, imediately swtching to English.



"Adam Scott."

"I'"ll find out if he's available, sir.

Adam swung round to see if Heidi had returned to the BEA
counter, but as there was no sign of her he assuned she nust
still be |ooking for a newspaper. Then he noticed an old nman
shuffling across the hall. He could have sworn he had seen
hi m somewher e before.

"M Scott?" Adam | eaned back into the box.

"Yes, Monsieur Roget, | amreturning your call."”

"Returning ny call?" said the banker, sounding puzzled. "I
don't understand.”

"There was a nessage left at the BEA counter asking ne to
phone you. Urgent."

"There nust be sone mstake, | didn't |eave any nessage.

But now that you have rung, it mght interest you to know
that just as you were | eaving M Emmanuel Rosenbaum paid us a
visit."

"Emmanuel Rosenbaun®?" said Adam "but | assumed he was

"Coul d you assist nme, please, young |lady?" Heidi | ooked up
at the old man who had addressed her in English, but with
such a strong m d- European accent. She wondered why he had
taken for granted that she spoke English but decided it nust
be the only | anguage he felt confident conversing in.



"I amtrying to find a taxi and | amalready |ate, but |
fear ny eyesight is not what it used to be."

Hei di replaced the copy of Der Spiegel on the shelf and
said, "They're just through the double doors in the centre.
Let ne show you."
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"How kind," he said. "But | do hope | amnot putting you
to too nuch trouble.”

“"Not at all," said Heidi, taking the old man by the arm
and gui di ng hi m back towards the door marked ' Taxi et
Aut obus' .

"Are you sure it was Rosenbaunf" said Adam anxi ously.

“I"'mcertain," replied the banker.

"And he seened happy about ne keeping the icon?"

"Oh, yes. That was not the problem H's only concern was
to return your 120 francs. | think he may try and get in
touch with you."

"BEA announce the departure of their flight BE 171 to
London Heat hrow from gate Nunber Nine."

"I nmust leave," said Adam "M plane takes off in a few



m nut es. "

"Have a good flight," said the banker.

"Thank you, Mbnsieur Roget," said Adam and repl aced the
receiver. He turned towards the BEA counter and was surprised
to find that Heidi had not yet returned. Hi s eyes began to
search the ground floor for a paper shop as he feared she

m ght well not have heard the departure announcenent. Then he
spotted her wal ki ng out through the double door, hel ping the
old man he had noticed earlier

Adam cal | ed out and qui ckened his pace. Sonething didn't

feel quite right. Wien he reached the automatic door he had
to check his stride to allow it to slide back. He could now
see Heidi standing on the pavenent in front of him opening a
taxi door for the old man.

"Heidi," he shouted. The old gentleman suddenly turned and
once again Adam found hinself staring at the man he coul d
have sworn he had seen at the bank. "M Rosenbaun?" he
questioned. Then with a
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novenent of his armthat was so fast and powerful it took
Adam by surprise, the old man threw Heidi into the back of
the taxi, junped in beside her, and pulling the taxi door
closed, hollered at the top of his voice,

"AUez vite"

For a nonent Adam was stunned but then he dashed to the



side of the taxi and only just nmanaged to touch the handl e as
It accelerated away fromthe kerb. The car's sudden nonentum
knocked Adam backwards on the pavenent, but not before he saw
the petrified ook on Heidi's face. He stared at the nunber
plate of the departing car: GE-7-1-2 - was all he could
catch, but at |east he recognised it was a bl ue Mercedes.
Desperately he | ooked around for another taxi but the only
one in sight was already being filled up with |uggage.

A Vol kswagen Beetle drew up on the far side of the
concourse. A worman stepped out of the driver's seat and

wal ked to the front to open the boot. A man joined her from
t he passenger's side and lifted out a suitcase, before she
sl ammed the boot |id back into place.

On the kerb, the two of them enbraced. As they did so,

Adam sprinted across the road and openi ng the passenger door
of the Vol kswagen, |eapt inside and slid into the driver's
seat. The key was still in the ignition. He turned it on,
threw the car into gear, slamred his foot on the accel erator
and shot backwards. The enbracing couple stared at himin

di sbelief. Adam jerked the gear |ever out of reverse into
what he hoped was first. The engi ne turned over slowy, but
just fast enough for himto escape the pursuing man. |t nust
be third, he thought, and changed down as he began to foll ow
the signs to the centre of Geneva.

By the tinme he reached the first junction he had mastered
the gears, but had to concentrate hard on
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remai ning on the right-hand side of the road. "GE712 .

GE712," he repeated to hinself again and again, to be sure it
was fixed in his nmenory. He checked the nunber plate and the
passengers of every blue taxi he passed. After a dozen or so,



he began to wonder if Heidi's taxi m ght have |left the
notorway for a mnor road. He pressed the accel erator even
har der- 90, 100, 110, 120 kil onmetres an hour. He passed three
nore taxis but there was still no sign of Heidi.

Then he saw a Mercedes in the outside | ane sone

consi derabl e di stance ahead of him its lights full on and
travelling well above the speed Iimt. He felt confident that
t he Vol kswagen was powerful enough to catch the Mercedes,
especially if it had a diesel engine. Metre by netre he began
to narrow the gap as he tried to fathomout why the old man
woul d want to kidnap Heidi in the first place. Could it be
Rosenbaun? But he had wanted himto keep the icon, or so the
banker had assured him None of it made sense, and he drove
on wondering if at any nonent he was going to wake up.

When they reached the outskirts of the city Adam hadn't

woken up as he followed carefully the taxi's chosen route. By
the next intersection only three cars divided them "A red
light, | need a red light," Adam shouted, but the first three
traffic lights into the city remained stubbornly green. And
when one finally turned red, a van suddenly pulled in front
of him Iengthening the gap between them Adam cursed as he

| eaped out of the car and started running towards the taxi,
but the |ight changed back to green just before he could
reach it and the Mercedes sped away. Adam sprinted back to

t he Vol kswagen and only just managed to drive the car across
the junction as the light turned red. H s decision to get out
of the car had
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| ost hi mseveral crucial seconds and when he | ooked
anxi ously ahead he could only just spot the taxi in the
di st ance.



When they reached the Avenue de France, running parall el
with the west side of the | ake, both cars weaved in and out
of the traffic, until the Mercedes suddenly turned |l eft and
clinmbed up a slight hill. Adamthrew his steering wheel over
to followit, and for several yards careered up the wong
side of the road, narrowy m ssing a post van neandering down
towards him He watched carefully as the taxi turned | eft
again, and in order to keep in contact he veered in front of
a bus so sharply that it was forced to slamon its brakes.
Several passengers, thrown fromtheir seats, waved their
fists at himas the bus's horn bl ared.

The taxi was now only a couple of hundred yards ahead.

Once agai n Adam began to pick up sonme ground when suddenly it
swerved into the kerbside and screeched to a halt. Nothing
seened to happen for the next few seconds as Adam weaved his
way towards the stationary taxi, skidding to a halt directly
behi nd the Mercedes. He then | eaped out of the car and ran
towards the parked vehicle. But, w thout warning, the old man
junped out of the taxi on the far side of the car and
sprinted off up a side-street carrying wwith himHeidi's

ai rport shopping bag and a small suitcase.

Adam pul | ed the back door open and stared at the beautiful
girl who sat notionless. "Are you all right, are you al

ri ght?" he shouted, suddenly realising how nuch she neant to
him Heidi did not nove a nuscle and nmade no reply. Adam put
his arnms on her shoul ders and | ooked into her eyes but they
showed no response. He began to stroke her hair and then

Wi t hout warning her head fell linply on to his shoulder I|ike
a rag doll and a small trickle of blood started to run from
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the corner of her nmouth. Adamfelt cold and sick and began
to trenble uncontroll ably. He | ooked up at the taxi-driver.
H s arnms were | oose by his side and his body slunped over the



wheel . There was no sign of life in the m ddl e-aged man.

He refused to accept that they were dead.

Adam kept holding on to Heidi as he stared beyond her: the
old man had reached the top of the hill.

Wiy did he still think of himas an old man? He was

obviously not old at all, but young and very fit. Suddenly
Adanis fear turned to anger. He had a split second to nake a
decision. He let go of Heidi, junped out of the car and
started to sprint up the hill after her killer. Two or three
onl ookers had al ready gathered on the kerbside and were now
staring at Adam and the two cars. He had to catch the man who

was still running. Adam noved as fast as he could but the
trenchcoat he was wearing slowed himdown, and by the tine he
too had reached the top of the hill the killer was a clear

hundred yards ahead of him weaving his way through the main
t horoughfare. Adamtried to |l engthen his stride as he watched
the man leap on to a passing tram but he was too far behind
to make any inpression on himand could only watch the tram
nmovi ng i nexorably into the distance.

The man stood on the tram steps and stared back at Adam

He hel d up the shopping bag defiantly with one hand. The back
was no | onger hunched, the figure no longer frail, and even
at that distance, Adam could sense the triunph in the man's
stance. Adam stood for several seconds in the mddle of the
road hel pl essly watching the tramas it di sappeared out of

si ght .

He tried to gather his thoughts. He realised that there
was little hope of picking up a taxi during the rush hour.
Behi nd him he could hear sirens of what he
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presuned were anbul ances trying to rush to the scene of

the accident. "Accident," said Adam "They will soon discover
it was nmurder." He tried to start sorting out in his mnd the
madness of the last half hour. None of it made sense. He
would surely find it was all a mstake . . . Then he touched
the side of his coat, touched the package that held the
Tsar's icon. The killer hadn't gone to all that trouble for
£20, 000 -nurdering two i nnocent people who happened to have
got in his way - why, why, why, was the icon that inportant?
What had the Sot heby's expert said? "A Russian gentl enan had
enquired after the piece." Adams mnd began to whirl. If it
was Emmanuel Rosenbaum and t hat was what he had killed for,
all he had ended up with was a | arge box of Sw ss |iqueur
chocol at es.

When Adam heard the whistle behind himhe felt relieved

that hel p was at hand but as he turned he saw two officers

Wi th guns out of their holsters pointing towards him He
instinctively turned his jog into a run, and | ooking over his
shoul der he saw that several police were now giving chase. He
| engt hened his stride again and, despite the trenchcoat,
doubted if there were a nenber of the Swiss force who could
hope to keep up the pace he set for nore than a quarter of a
mle. He turned into the first alley he canme to and speeded
up. It was narrow - not w de enough for even two bicycles to
pass. Once he was beyond the alley he selected a one-way
street. It was crammed wth cars, and he was able swiftly and
safely to nove in and out of the slow noving oncom ng
traffic.

In a matter of mnutes he had | ost the pursuing police,

but he still ran on, continually switching direction until he
felt he had covered at least two mles. He finally turned
into a quiet street and hal fway down
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saw a fluorescent sign advertising the Hotel Mbnarque. It
didn't |look much nore than a guest house, and certainly

woul dn't have qualified under the description of an hotel. He
stopped in the shadows and waited, taking in great gul ps of
air. After about three mnutes his breathing was back to
normal and he marched straight into the hotel.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

He stood naked, staring at the inmage of Enmanuel Rosenbaum
in the hotel mrror. He didn't |ike what he saw. First he
removed the teeth, then began to click his own up and down:
he had been warned that the gunms woul d ache for days. Then
pai nst aki ngly he shed each |ayer of his bul bous nose,

admring the skill and artistry that had gone into creating
such a nonstrosity. It will be too conspicuous, he had told
them They wll renmenber nothing el se, had cone back the

experts' reply.

When the | ast |ayer had been renoved, the aristocratic one
that took its place |ooked ridiculous in the centre of such a
face. Next he began on the |ined forehead that even noved
when he frowned. As the |ines disappeared, so the years
receded. Next the flaccid red cheeks, and finally, the two
chins. The Swi ss bankers woul d have been anazed at how easily
the sharp rubbing of a pum ce stone renoved the indelible
nunber on the inside of his arm Once nore he studi ed hinself
in the mrror. The hair, short and greying, would take nature
| onger. When they had cut his hair and sneared that thick,
mud- |1 i ke concoction all over his scalp he realised how an

I ri shman nmust feel to be tarred and feathered. Monents |ater
he stood under a
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war m shower, his fingers nmassagi ng deep into the roots of

his hair. Black treacly water started to run down his face
and body before finally disappearing down the plug hole. It
took half a bottle of shanpoo before his hair had returned to
its normal colour, but he realised that it woul d take

consi derably | onger before he stopped |ooking like a staff
sergeant in the United States Mrines.

In a corner of the roomlay the | ong baggy coat, the shiny
shapel ess suit, the black tie, the off-white shirt, woollen
mttens and the Israeli passport. Hours of preparation

di scarded in a matter of mnutes. He longed to burn them all
but instead left themin a heap. He returned to the main room
and stretched hinself out on the bed |ike a yawmming cat. H's
back still ached fromall the bending and crouchi ng. He stood
up, then touched his toes and threw his arnms high above his
head fifty tines. He rested for one mnute before conpleting
fifty press-ups.

He returned to the bathroom and had a second shower -

cold. He was beginning to feel |Iike a human bei ng again. He
then changed into a freshly ironed creamsilk shirt and a new
doubl e-breasted suit.

Bef or e naki ng one phone call to London and two nore to
Moscow he ordered dinner in his roomso that no one would see
him - he had no desire to explain how the man who checked in
was thirty years younger than the man eating alone in his
room Like a hungry animal he tore at the steak and gul ped

t he wi ne.

He stared at the colourful carrier bag but felt no desire
to finish off the neal with one of Scott's |iqueur

chocol ates. Once again he felt anger at the thought of the
Engl i shman getting the better of him



H s eyes then rested on the little | eather suitcase that
lay on the floor by the side of his bed. He opened it
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and took out the copy of the icon that Zaborski had

ordered he should always have with himso that there could be
no doubt when he canme across the original of St George and

t he Dragon.

At alittle after eleven he switched on the | ate-night

news. They had no phot ograph of the suspect, only one of that
stupid taxi-driver who had driven so slowy it had cost the
fool his |ife, and the pretty German girl who had tried to
fight back. It had been pathetic, one firmclean strike and
her neck was broken. The tel evision announcer said the police
were searching for an unnanmed Englishman. Romanov sm | ed at

t he thought of police searching for Scott while he was eating
steak in a luxury hotel. Although the Swi ss police had no
phot ograph of the nurderer, Romanov didn't need one. It was a
face he would never forget. In any case, his contact in

Engl and had already told hima | ot nore about Captain Scott

I n one phone call than the Sw ss police could hope to

di scover for another week.

When Ronmanov was told the details of Scott's mlitary
career and decorations for bravery he considered it woul d be
a pleasure to kill such a man.

Lyi ng notionless on a nean little bed, Adamtried to nake
sense of all the pieces that nade up a black jigsaw |If
Goering had left the icon to his father, and his alias had
been Emmanuel Rosenbaum then a real-1life Emmanuel Rosenbaum
didn't exist. But he did exist: he had even killed twice in



his attenpt to get his hands on the Tsar's icon. Adam | eaned
over, switched on the bedside light, then pulled the snall
package out of the pocket of his trenchcoat. He unw apped it
carefully before holding the icon under the light. St George
stared back at him—no | onger | ooking
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magni ficent, it seened to Adam nore accusi ng. Adam woul d
have handed the icon over to Rosenbaum wi t hout a second

t hought if it would have stopped Heidi from sacrificing her
life.

By m dni ght Adam had deci ded what had to be done, but he
didn't stir fromthat tiny roomuntil a few m nutes after
three. He lifted hinself quietly off the bed, opened the
door, checked the corridor, and then | ocked the door

noi sel essly behi nd hi mbefore creeping dowm the stairs. Wen
he reached the bottom step he waited and |istened. The ni ght
porter had nodded off in front of a television that now | et
out a dim nonotonous hum A silver dot remained in the
centre of the screen. Adamtook nearly two mnutes to reach
the front door, stepping on a noisy floorboard just once: but
the porter's snores had been enough to cover that. Once
out si de, Adam checked up and down the street but there was no
sign of any novenent. He didn't want to go far, so he stayed
in the shadows by the side of the road, noving at a pace
unfamliar to him Wen he reached the corner he saw what he

was searching for and it was still about a hundred yards
away.
There was still no one to be seen, so he quickly made his

way to the phone box. He pressed a twenty centinme coin into
the box and waited. A voice said, "Est-ce-que jepeux vous

ai der?" Adamuttered only one word, "International." A nonent
| at er anot her voice asked the sane question.



"l want to nmake a reverse charge call to London," said
Adam firmy. He had no desire to repeat hinself.

"Yes," said the voice. "And what is your nane?"

"CGeorge Croner,'’

replied Adam

"And the nunber you are speaking fronf"

"Geneva 271982." He reversed the last three digits:
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he felt the police could well be listening in on all calls
to England that night. He then told the girl the nunber in
London he requi red.

"Can you wait for a nonent, please?"

"Yes," said Adam as his eyes checked up and down the
street once again, still looking for any unfam |iar novenent.
Only the occasional early norning car sped by. He renni ned
absolutely notionless in the corner of the box.

He coul d hear the connection being put through. "Please
wake up,"” his lips nouthed. At |last the ringing stopped and
Adam recogni sed the fam liar voice which answered.

"Who is this?" Lawence asked, sounding irritated but
perfectly awake.



"WIIl you accept a reverse charge call froma M GCeorge
Cronmer in Geneva?"

"George Croner, Lord Croner, the Governor of the Bank of
Eng-? Yes, | will," he said.

"I't's me, Lawrence," said Adam

"Thank God. Where are you?"

“I"'mstill in Geneva but I'mnot sure you're going to
believe what |'m about to tell you. Wile we were waiting to
board our plane hone a man pulled Heidi into a taxi and | ater
mur dered her before | could catch up wwth them And the
trouble is that the Swiss police think I'"'mthe killer."

"Now just relax, Adam | know that nmuch. It's been on the
eveni ng news and the police have already been around to
interviewnme. It seens Heidi's brother identified you."

"What do you nean identified ne? | didn't do it. You know
| couldn't doit. It was a man call ed Rosenbaum not ne,
Lawr ence. "

"Rosenbaunf? Adam who i s Rosenbaun®"
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Adamtried to sound calm "Heidi and | cane to CGeneva this
norning to pick up a gift froma Swi ss bank that Pa had |eft



me in his wll. It turned out to be a painting. Then when we
returned to the airport, this Rosenbaum grabbed Hei di

t hi nki ng she had got the painting which didn't nmake any sense
because the damed icon's only worth £20, 000."

"l con?" said Law ence.

"Yes, an icon of St CGeorge and the Dragon," said Adam
"That's not inportant. What's inportant is that ..."

"Now | isten and |isten carefully,” interrupted Law ence,
"because |I'mnot going to repeat nyself. Keep out of sight
until the norning and then give yourself up at our Consul ate.

Just see you get there in one piece and I'l|l nmake sure that
the Consul will be expecting you. Don't arrive until eleven
because London is an hour behind Geneva and I'l| need every

mnute to arrange matters and see that the consul staff is
properly organi sed."

Adam found hinself smling for the first tinme in twelve
hour s.

"Did the killer get what he was after?" Law ence asked.

"No, he didn't get the icon," said Adam "he only got ny
not her's chocol ates . "

"Thank God for that and keep out of sight of the Sw ss
police because they are convinced it was you who killed
Hei di . "

"But. . ." began Adam

"No expl anations. Just be at the Consul ate at el even. Now
you' d better get off the line," said Lawence. "El even, and



don't be late."

"Right," said Adam "and . . ." but the phone was only
giving out a long burr. Thank God for Law ence,
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he thought: the Lawrence of old who didn't need to ask any
guesti ons because he already knew the answers. Christ, what
had he got hinself involved in? Adam checked the street once
again. Still no one in sight. He quickly stole the two
hundred yards back to the hotel. The front door renained
unl ocked, the porter asleep, the television screen still
faintly humm ng, the silver dot in place. Adam was back on
his bed by five mnutes past four. He didn't sleep.
Rosenbaum Heidi, the taxi driver, the Russian gentlenan at
Sot heby's. So many pieces of a jigsaw, none of themfitting
I nto place.

But the one thing that worried himnost was the
conversation with Lawence - the Lawence of ol d?

The two policenen arrived at the Hotel Mnarque at twenty
past seven that Thursday norning. They were tired,

di scontented and hungry. Since mdnight they had visited
forty-three hotels on the west side of the city, on each
occasion with no success. They had checked over a thousand
regi stration cards and woken seven innocent Englishmen who
had not conme anywhere near fitting the description of Adam
Scott.

At eight they would be off duty and could go hone to their

w ves and breakfasts; but they still had three nore hotels to
check before then. Wien the | andl ady saw them com ng into the
hal | she waddl ed as quickly as possible fromthe inner office



towards them She |oathed the police and was willing to
bel i eve anyone who told her that the Swiss pigs were even
worse than the Germans. Twice in the |ast year she had been
fined and once even threatened with jail over her failure to
regi ster every guest. |If they caught her once nore she knew
t hey woul d take her licence away and with it her |iving. Her
slowmnd tried to recall who had booked in the previous
eveni ng. Eight people had registered
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but only two had paid cash - the Englishman who hardly
opened his nouth, M Penberton was the nane he had filled in
on the mssing card, and Maurice who always turned up with a
different girl whenever he was in Geneva. She had destroyed
both their cards and pocketed the noney. Maurice and the girl
had | eft by seven and she had al ready nade up their bed, but
the Englishman was still asleep in his room

"We need to check your registration cards for |ast night,
madane. "

"Certainly, nonsieur," she replied with a warmsm |l e, and
gat hered together the six remaining cards: two Frenchnen, one
Italian, two nationals from Zurich and one from Basl e.

"Did an Englishman stay here | ast ni ght?"

"No," said the landlady firmy. "I haven't had an
Engl i shman, " she added hel pfully, "for at |east a nonth.
Wuld you like to see the cards for |ast week?"

"No, that won't be necessary,"” said the policeman. The
| andl ady grunted wth satisfaction. "But we will still need



to check your unoccupied roons. | see fromthe certificate
that there are twel ve guest bedroons in the hotel," the
policeman continued. "So there nust be six that should be

enpty."”

"There's no one in them" said the |andlady. "I've already
checked them once this norning."

"We still need to see for ourselves,"” the other officer
I nsi st ed.

The | andl ady picked up her pass key and waddl ed towards

the stairs, which she proceeded to clinb as if they were the
final summt of Everest. She opened bedroons five, seven,
nine, ten, eleven. Maurice's room had been remade w thin

m nutes of his leaving but the old | ady knew she woul d | ose
her |icence the nonent they entered twel ve. She just stopped
hersel f from
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knocki ng on the door before she turned the key in the

| ock. The two policenmen wal ked i n ahead of her while she
remained in the corridor, just in case there was any trouble.
Not for the first tine that day she cursed the efficiency of
Swi ss police.

"Thank you, madane," said the first policeman as he
stepped back into the corridor. "W are sorry to have
troubl ed you," he added. He put a tick on his list next to
t he Hotel Mbnarque.

As the two policenen nade their way downstairs the
| andl ady wal ked into room nunber twelve, nystified. The bed



was undi sturbed, as if it had not been slept in, and there
was no sign of anyone having spent the night there. She
called on her tired nmenory. She hadn't drunk that nuch the
previ ous night - she touched the fifty francs in her pocket
as if to prove the point. "I wonder where he is," she
nmut t er ed.

For the past hour Adam had been crouchi ng behind a

derelict coach in a railway goods yard less than half a mle
fromthe hotel. He had a clear view for a hundred yards in
every direction. He had watched the early norning conmuters
flooding in on every train. By twenty past ei ght Adam judged
they were at their peak. He checked that the icon was in
place and | eft his hideout to join the flood as they headed
to work. He stopped at the kiosk to purchase a newspaper. The
only English paper on sale at that tine in the norning was
the Heral d-Tri bune: the London papers didn't arrive until the
first plane could |and, but Adam had seen the Heral d-Tri bune
cone in on the train fromParis. He made two ot her purchases
at the station kiosk before rejoining the scurrying crowds: a
city map of Geneva and a | arge bar of Nestle's chocol ate.

There was still plenty of tinme to kill before he could
present hinself at the Consulate. A glance at
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the map confirnmed that he could already see the building

he had marked out as his next place of sanctuary. He steered
aroute towards it that allowed himto stay in contact with
the | argest nunber of people. Wien he arrived in the square
he conti nued under the shop awni ngs round the | ongest route,
clinging to the wall, always avoi ding the open spaces. It
took a considerable tinme but his judgnment was perfect. He
reached the front door as hundreds of worshippers were

| eaving fromthe early norni ng Conmmuni on servi ce.



Once inside, he felt safe. Notre Dane was the main

Catholic Church in the city and Adam found his bearings in a
matter of noments. He made his way slowy down the side aisle
towards the Lady Chapel, dropped sone coins in one of the
collection boxes, lit a candle and placed it in a vacant

hol der bel ow a statue of the Virgin Mother. He then fell on
hi s knees, but his eyes never closed. A |apsed Catholic, he
found he no | onger believed in God - except when he was ill,
frightened or in an aeroplane. After about twenty m nutes,
had passed Adam was di stressed to see that there was now only
a handful of people left in the cathedral. Sone old | adies
dressed in black filled a front pew, noving their rosary
beads nethodically and chanting, "Ave Maria, gratia plena,
Donmi ne teum Benedicta ..." Afewtourists were craning their
necks to admre the fine roof, their eyes only | ooking

upwar ds.

Adam rose slowy, his eyes darting fromside to side. He
stretched his | egs and wal ked over to a confessional box
partly hidden behind a pillar. A small sign on the wooden
support showed that the box was not in use. Adam slipped in,
sat down and pulled the curtain closed.
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First he took out the Heral d-Tribune fromhis trench-coat
pocket, and then the bar of chocolate. He tore the silver
paper fromthe chocol ate and began to nunch greedily. Next he
searched for the story. Only one or two itens of English news
were on the front page, as nost of the articles were devoted
to what was happening in America. "The pound still too high
at $2.80?" one headl i ne suggested. Adam s eyes passed over
the small er headlines until he saw the paragraph he was

| ooking for. It was in the bottom | eft-hand corner:
"Engl i shman sought after German girl and Sw ss taxi-driver
murdered."” Adamread the story, and only began to trenble
when he di scovered they knew his nane:



"Captain Adam Scott, who recently resigned his comi ssion
fromthe Royal Wssex Reginment, is wanted . . . please turn
to page fifteen." Adam began to turn the |arge pages. It was
not easy in the restricted space of a confessional box. ".
for questioning by the Geneva police in connection with

"Au nomdu Pere, du Fils et du Saint Esprit."

Adam | ooked up fromthe paper startled and consi dered

maki ng a dash for it. But he allowed his long-ago training to
take hold as he found hinself saying automatically, "Father,
bless me, for | have sinned and wi sh to confess."

"Good, ny son, and what formhas this sin taken?" asked
the priest in accented but clear English.

Adam t hought quickly, | nust give himno clue as to who |
am He | ooked out through the gap in the curtain and was
alarnmed to see two policenen questioning another priest by
the west door. He drew the curtains tight and turned to the
only accent he could ever imtate with any conviction.

"I"mover fromDublin, Father, and | ast night I
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picked up this local girl in a bar and took her back to ny
hotel . "

"Yes, ny son."



“"Well, one thing led to another, Father."

" Anot her what, ny son?"

“"Well, | took her up to ny room"

"Yes, ny son?"

"And she started to undress."

"And then what happened?"

"She started to undress ne."

"Did you try to resist, ny son?"

"Yes, Father, but it got harder."

"And did intercourse take place?" asked the priest.

"I"'mafraid so, Father. | couldn't stop nyself. She was
very beautiful,” Adam added.

"And is it your intention to marry this girl, my son?"

"Ch, no, Father, I'malready nmarried and have two | ovely
children, Seamus and Maureen.”

"I't is a night you nust for ever put behind you."



"I'"'d like to, Father."

"Has this happened before?"

"No, Father, it's the first tinme |'ve been abroad on ny
owmn. | swear to it."

"Then let it be a lesson to you, ny son, and nay the Lord
find it in his nercy to forgive you this abom nable sin and
now you nust nake your act of contrition.”

"Ch ny God ..."

When Adam had conpl eted the act of contrition the priest
pronounced absol ution and told himhe nust as penance say
t hree decades of the Rosary.

"And one nore thing."

"Yes, Fat her?"
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"You wll tell your wife everything the nonent you return
to Ireland or you cannot hope for atonenment. You nust prom se
me that, ny son."

"When | see ny wife, I wll tell her everything that
happened | ast night, Father,"” Adam prom sed, as he once again



checked through the curtains. The police were no | onger
anywhere to be seen.

"Good, and continue to pray to our Blessed Lady to keep
you fromthe evils of tenptation.”

Adam fol ded up his paper, pushed it in the trench-coat and
bolted fromthe little box and took a seat on the end of a
pew. He | owered his head and began to whi sper the Lord's
Prayer as he opened the map of Geneva and began to study the
road plan. He had |l ocated the British Consulate on the far
side of a large garden square by the tine he reached 'Deliver
us fromevil.' He estimated that it was just over a mle away
fromthe cathedral, but seven streets and a bridge had to be
negoti ated before he would be safe. He returned to the Lady
Chapel and his knees. Adam checked his watch. It was too
early to |l eave St Peter's so he renai ned head in hands for
another thirty m nutes, going over the route again and again.
He watched a party of tourists as they were conducted through
the cathedral. Hi s eyes never |left themas they began to nove
nearer and nearer to the great door at the west end of the
aisle. He needed to tine it to perfection.

Suddenly Adam rose and wal ked qui ckly down the side aisle
reaching the porch only a yard behind the party of tourists.
They shi el ded himout on to the square. Adam ducked under a
shop awning at the side of the road, then wal ked round three
sides of the square to avoid the one policeman on duty by the
north corner. He crossed the first road as the |ight turned
red and
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headed up a one-way street. He kept on the inside of the
pavenent, knowing he had to turn |eft at the end of the road.
Two uni forned policenen cane round the corner and wal ked



straight towards him He junped into the first shop w thout
| ooki ng and turned his back on the pavenent.

“Bonj our, nonsieur," said a young |lady to Adam "Vous
desirez quel que chose?" Adam | ooked around him Lissone
mannequi ns in knickers and bras with suspenders and | ong
bl ack nyl on stockings stood all around him

“I"'m1looking for a present for ny wife."

The girl smled. "Perhaps a slip?" she suggested.

"Yes," said Adam "definitely a slip. Do you have one in
bur gundy?" he asked, as he half turned to watch the policenen
stroll past.

"Yes, | think so, but I'lIl have to check in the
st ockroom "

Adam had reached the next street corner |ong before she
had returned with 'just the thing'.

He managed the next few m nutes wal k w thout incident and
with only two hundred yards to go could already feel his
heart thunping as if it was trying to escape from his body.
On the final corner there was only one policeman in sight,
and he seenmed intent on directing traffic. Adam kept his back
to the officer as he could now see the garden square that had
only shown up on the map as a tiny green blob. On the far
side of the road he spotted a Uni on Jack hangi ng above a bl ue
door.

Never run the last few yards, especially when it's open
ground, his sergeant had told himmany tinmes when on patrol

I n the Mal ayan jungle. He crossed the road and stood on the
edge of the small park, only fifty yards away from safety. A



policeman was patrolling
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aimessly up the road but Adam suspected that was only
because there were several consul ates standi ng adjacent to
one another. He watched the officer carefully. It took the
man two mnutes to reach the end before he turned and
continued his |eisurely wal k back. Adam ducked behind a tree
in the corner of the little park and sel ected anot her tree on
the far side of the road only yards fromthe Consul ate front
door that would shield himfromthe oncom ng policeman. He
estimated that by wal king at a speed that wouldn't attract
attention he could cover the last thirty yards in under ten
seconds. He waited for the policeman to reach his farthest
poi nt .

He checked the Consul ate door again, relieved to see a

girl goin and a man carrying a briefcase cone out on to the
street. There seened to be no guard in sight as the door
remai ned hal f open. He | ooked up at the bay wi ndow on the
first floor. He could see two nen staring out at the park as
i f waiting expectantly for soneone to arrive. Lawence had
succeeded. In nonments he would be safe. Adam pulled up the
collar of his trenchcoat and set off as the cathedral clock
behi nd hi m struck el even. The policenman was now a few paces
fromreaching his farthest point but still walking in the
opposite direction. Adam crossed the road at a neasured
stride. Wien he reached the centre of the row he had to stop
suddenly to let a car pass by. The policeman turned to start
hi s j our ney back.

For several seconds Adam remai ned notionless in the broad
street as he stared at the tree he had selected to shield him
I f the policeman turned before he could reach the front door.
He took a confident pace towards the British Consul ate. A
tall man of athletic
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build, his head covered in a stubble of short fair hair,
stepped out to greet him

Adam woul d not have recogni sed hi mbut for the eyes.

190

PART TWD

10 DOMNI NG STREET LONDON SWL

June 17, 1966

CHAPTER TWELVE

10 DOWNI NG STREET, LONDON SW. June 17, 1966

When Sir Morris Youngfield left the Prine Mnister he
still was unable to work out why the possession of any icon
could be that inportant.

Leavi ng Nunber 10 behind him Sir Mrris marched quickly

into the Foreign Ofice courtyard and within nonents was
stepping out of the lift on the seventh floor. Wen he wal ked
into his office, Tessa, his secretary, was |aying out sone
papers for him



"I want a D4 assenbled imediately," he said to the woman
who had served himso loyally for fourteen years. "And ask
Commander Busch to join the team™

Tessa rai sed her eyebrows but Sir Mrris ignored her

silent comment as he knew he couldn't hope to get to the
bottom of this one without the co-operation of the Anmericans.
Once nore Sir Morris considered the Prinme Mnister's

i nstructions. Harold Wl son hadn't needed to explain that he
didn't get that many transatlantic calls from Lyndon Johnson
seeki ng his hel p.

But why a Russian icon of an English saint?
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As Romanov noved towards him Adamtook a pace backwards
fromthe tranmtines to allow the trancar to pass between them
When the tram had passed Adam was no | onger to be seen.
Romanov snarled at such an amateur trick, sprinted the twenty
yards necessary to catch up with the tramand to the

astoni shment of the passengers, |eapt on. He began checki ng
over the faces row by row.

Adam wai ted for the trancar to travel another twenty yards
before he energed frombehind a tree on the far side of the
road. He felt confident he could reach the safety of the
Consul ate door |ong before Heidi's killer could hope to
return. He checked the other side of the road and swore under
his breath. The policeman patrolling was now only a few paces
fromthe Consul ate and heading relentlessly towards it. Adam
| ooked back at the tram which had just been passed by anot her
headi ng towards him To his dismy, he saw his adversary | eap
fromone platformto the other with the agility of a
top-class gymast. Wth the policeman now only yards fromthe



Consul ate door Adam was left with no choice but to retreat

and sprint back up the one-way street. After fifty yards he

gl anced over his shoulder. The man he knew only as Rosen-baum
couldn't have | ooked less like a helpless old man as he
started running towards him

Adam j unped between the cars and buses and dodged around

the mlling pedestrians as he tried to |l engthen the fifty
yards' distance between them At the first crossroad he saw a
plunp |l ady com ng out of a phone box a few yards away. He
changed direction quickly and leapt into the enpty box,
crouching into the far corner. The door slowy squel ched
shut. Rosen-baum cane hurtling round the corner and was
twenty yards past the box before he realised that Adam had
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shot back out and down the road in the opposite direction.
Adam knew he had at |east five seconds before Rosenbaum coul d
hope to see which direction he had chosen. One and two and
three and four and five, he counted as he ran al ong the road.
He then checked right, before nounting three steps and
pushi ng t hrough sone swi ng doors. He found hinself in front
of a small counter, behind which sat a young wonman hol di ng a
smal |l wad of tickets.

"Deux francs, nonsieur,"” said the girl. Adam | ooked at the
little box, quickly took out two francs and nade his way down
the | ong dark passage and through anot her set of swi ng doors.
He stood at the back waiting for his eyes to becone
accustoned to the dark. It was the first performance of the
day and the cinema was nearly enpty. Adam chose a seat on the
end of a row that was an equal distance fromboth exits.

He stared at the screen, thankful that the novie had just
begun, because he needed sone tine to fornulate a pl an.



Whenever the screen was bright enough he checked the little
red road on the map, and then using the top of his thunb as a
one-inch ruler, he was able to estinmate that the nearest
border into France was only eight ml|es away at
Ferney-Voltaire. Fromthere he could travel to Paris via
Dijon and be back hone al nost as quickly as it would take him
to sit through Exodus a second tine. Having decided on his
route, the next problemfor Adamwas how to travel. He

dism ssed all forns of public transport and settled on hiring
a car. He remained in his seat during the interval to

doubl e-check the routes. The nonment Paul Newran reappeared on
the screen, he folded up the map and left the cinema by the
exit which had been | east used during the past four hours.
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When Sir Morris entered the roomfor the neeting of the
"Northern Departnent’', he found the rest of the D4 were
al ready assenbled, and famliarising thenselves with the
files that had been presented to themonly an hour before.

He gl anced round the table at the specially selected D4,

al | hand-pi cked nen but only one of themdid he consider his
equal. And it wasn't the old war-horse Al ec Snell who had
served at the Foreign Ofice |longer than any of them and was
touchi ng his noustache nervously as he waited for Sir Mrris
to take his seat. Next to himsat Brian Matthews, known in
the Departnent as the 'well-bal anced man': a granmar school
boy with a double first and a chip on both shoul ders.
Qpposi te hi mwas Comrander Ral ph Busch, the C A
representative wwth a short fuse, who after five years
attached to the Enbassy in G osvenor Square considered

hi mself nore British than the British, and even imtated the
Foreign Ofice style of dress to prove it. At the far end of
the table, Sir Murris's second in command, who sone said was
alittle too young, although everyone except Tessa had
forgotten that Sir Mdrris had held his job at the sanme age.



The four nmenbers of the commttee stopped tal king once Sir
Morris had settled in his seat at the head of the table.

"Gentlenen," he began - the only |lady present being Tessa,
whose exi stence he rarely acknow edged - "the Prinme M nister
has given this D4 his full blessing. And he requires detail ed
reports to be sent to himevery twelve hours, wherever he is,
and at any tinme of the night or day if there should be any
unexpect ed devel opnent. So, as you can see, there is no tine
to waste. This particular D4 has co-opted as part of its team
a liaison officer fromthe CI A Conmander Ral ph
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Busch. | have worked with Commander Busch several tines
over the past five years and | amdelighted that the American
Enbassy has chosen himto represent them"™

The nman seated on Sir Mrris's right bowed slightly. At

five feet nine inches, with broad, nuscul ar shoul ders and a
neat bl ack beard, he | ooked every inch the sail or whom

Pl ayer's cigarettes were always trying to please. Indeed, a
sai lor wouldn't have been a bad guess because Busch had been
a commander in PT boats during the Second Worl d War.

"Fromthe |latest reports | have received,” Sir Mrris

conti nued, opening the file in front of him "it appears that
Scott never reached the Consul ate this norning, despite our
request for the police to have no nore than a token force on
duty within two hundred yards of the park.

"Since our sketchy information yesterday, BEA have
confirmed,"” said Sir Morris consulting a note in front of
him "that Scott received a call from Roget et Cie while he



was at the airport. After considerable pressure from our
Anbassador and Interpol we have | earned from M Roget that

t he purpose of Scott's visit to the bank was to pick up an
unknown bequest froma M Emmanuel Rosenbaum Furt her
cheeki ng shows that a M Rosenbaum arrived in Zurich
yesterday norning and travelled on to Geneva in the
afternoon. He left his hotel first thing this norning and has
subsequently vani shed fromthe face of the earth. None of
this would be of any great significance if M Rosenbaum had
not boarded the aeroplane to Zurich from-" Sir Mrris
couldn't resist a short dramatic pause "- Moscow. | think it
IS not unreasonable therefore to assune that M Rosenbaum
whoever he is, works directly or indirectly for the KGB.
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"The KGB, as we know to our cost, is well serviced in

Geneva, by a | arge nunber of East Europeans wor ki ng under the
gui se of the United Nations for ILO and WHO, all with the
necessary di plomatic status they need to carry out undercover
work. What still remains a nystery to ne is why M Rosenbaum
should be willing to kill two innocent people for a
relatively obscure icon. That brings ny report up to date.

But perhaps you have cone up with sonething new," said Sir
Morris turning to his Nunmber Two.

Lawr ence Penberton | ooked up fromhis end of the table.
"Since our neeting this norning, Sir Mrris," he began, "I
have spoken to Scott's sister, his nother and a firm of
solicitors in Appleshaw who adm ni stered his father's wll.
It transpires that Scott was |left with nothing of any real

I nportance in the will apart froman envel ope which his

not her says contained a letter from Rei chsmarshal Hernmann
Coering." There was an i medi ate buzz around the table until
Sir Morris tapped his knuckle on the desk.

"Do we have any idea of the contents of Goering's letter?"



asked Sir Morris.

"The whole letter, no, sir. But one of our exam nation
entrants, a M Nicholas Wai nwight, was asked by Scott to
transl ate what we now believe was a paragraph fromthe letter
because | ater Wai nwight asked the exam nation board if it
was part of his test." Lawence extracted a piece of paper
fromthe file in front of himand read out the paragraph:

During the year you cannot have failed to notice that |
have been receiving fromone of the guards a regul ar supply
of Havana cigars - one of the few pleasures | have been
permtted, despite ny incarceration. The cigars thensel ves
have al so served
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anot her purpose, as each one contained a capsule wth a
smal | anount of poison. Enough to allow ne to survive ny
trial, while ensuring that | shall cheat the executioner.

"That's all?" said Sir Mrris.

"I"'mafraid so," said Lawence, "although | believe it
confirnms what Scott told ne |last night was his reason for
travelling to Geneva. There is no doubt in ny mnd that the
package he went to pick up contained the icon of St George
and the Dragon left to his father by Goering."

"St George and the Dragon," said Matthews interrupting,

"but that's the icon that half of the KG have been searching
for during the past two weeks and ny Departnent has been
trying to find out why."



"And what have you conme up wth?" asked Sir Morris.

"Very little," admtted Matthews. "But we began to assune
that it nust be a decoy because the Tsar's icon of St Ceorge
and the Dragon hangs in the Wnter Pal ace at Leningrad and
has done so for three hundred years."

"Anyt hing el se?" asked Sir Mrris.

"Only that the section |eader in search of the icon is
Al ex Romanov," said Matthews.

Snell gave out a low whistle. "Well, at |east we know
we're dealing with the First Division," he said.

There was a long silence before Sir Mrris offered, "One
thing is clear. W have to get to Scott first and nust assune
that it's Romanov we're up agai nst. So what are we doi ng
about it?"

"As much as we can get away with," said Lawence. "Al ong
with the Anericans we have seventeen nen operatives in
Geneva, all of themtrying to find Scott."
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"The Swi ss police have a thousand doi ng the sane job,
t hough heaven knows whose side they inmagine they're on,"
added Snel I .

Lawr ence chi pped back in. "And it's been al nost inpossible



to convince themthat Scott is not in any way responsible for
the two nurders. So we may have to get himout w thout
relying on their co-operation.”

"But what do you inmagi ne would be the outcone if Romanov
or this Rosenbaum who nust al so be part of the KGB, nanages
to get to Scott before we do?" asked Matthews.

"A civilian up agai nst one of the Russians' nobst ruthless
agents. That's all we need," said Commander Busch.

Lawr ence inclined his head towards the American. "l've

known Adam for nost of ny life. The irony of his particular
predi canent is that it was | who, w thout his know edge,
recommended that he should be interviewed for a place in the
Northern Departnent. It was ny intention that he should join
us as soon as he had conpleted his course as a trainee. |f
Romanov or any of his cohorts conme face to face with Scott
they'd better renmenber that he was awarded a Mlitary G oss
when faced with a thousand Chi nese.™

"But if it turned out to be Romanov," asked Snell, "would
Scott be able to kill hinf"

"I woul d have said no before Rosenbaum nurdered his
girlfriend," said Law ence.

"I wouldn't be confident of his chances even then," said
Busch.

"Neither would I," added Matthews.

"That's because you don't know Adam Scott," said Law ence.

Matt hews | owered his eyes in order to avoid a clash with



his boss. H s boss. Ten years his junior. A shortli st
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of two and they had chosen another Oxbridge man to be
Under - Secretary. Matthews knew that as far as the Foreign

O fice was concerned, he had gone to the wong school and the
wrong university. He should have taken his father's advice
and joined the police force. There were no class barriers
there, and he woul d probably have been a chi ef superintendent
by now.

Sir Morris ignored the little outburst which had becone
fairly common since he had sel ected Penber-ton to | eapfrog
t he ol der man.

"Are we allowed to know," interrupted Snell, | ooking

strai ght at Busch, "why a relatively obscure icon is of such
di sproportionate inportance to both Russia and the United

St at es?"

"We are as nystified as you," said the Anerican. "Al we

can add to your current information, is that two weeks ago

t he Russians deposited gold bullion in New York to the val ue
of over seven hundred mllion dollars wthout any

expl anation. We are, of course, not certain at the nonent
there is any connection.”

"Seven hundred mllion dollars?" said Sir Mrris. "You
could buy half the countries in the United Nations for that."

"And every icon that has ever been painted," said
Mat t hews.



"Let's get down to what we actually know, and stop
guessing at what mght be," said Sir Mrris turning back to
his Nunmber Two. "What's the exact | A position?”

Lawrence undid a folder with a red band around it, the

words 'Imredi ate Action' printed across the top in black. He
did not need to refer to it, but still glanced dowmn fromtine
to time to check he had not forgotten anything. "As | have

al ready briefed you, we have seventeen agents in the field
and the Anericans are

201

Jeffrey Archer

flying a further twelve into Geneva today. Wth the

Russi ans and the Swiss roaming the city like knights of the
round table in search of the Holy Grail, | can only believe
that soneone will cone across Scott fairly soon. One of our
bi ggest problens, as | explained, is that the Swiss are

unw Il ling to co-operate. As far as they are concerned, Scott
is a common crimnal on the run and should they get to him
first they have made it clear they will not allow him

di pl omatic i mmunity.

"We, as well as the Swi ss police, and undoubtedly the

Russi ans, " conti nued Law ence, "have started checking out all
t he obvi ous places: hotels, guest houses, restaurants,
airports, car hire conpanies, even |avatories, and we remain
I n constant touch with every one of our agents on the ground.
So if Scott suddenly appears out of nowhere we should be able
to go to his aid at a nonent's notice." Lawence | ooked up to
observe that one of the teamwas taking down all the details.
"Added to that, the Post Ofice are intercepting every cal
made to Barclays DCO from Geneva. |f Scott does try to get in
contact wwth ne again at the bank or at nmy flat it will be
put through to this office automatically," he said.



"I's he aware that you work for the Service?" asked Snell
putting a hand through his dark hair.

"No. He, |like ny dear nother, still thinks I'ma bank
official in the International Departnent of Barclays DCO But
It won't be long before he works out that that's only a
front. Unlike nmy nother, he doesn't always believe everything
| tell himand after our conversation |ast night he is bound
to have becone suspicious.”

"Do we have anything else to go on?" Sir Mrris asked,
| ooki ng up at Lawr ence.

"Not a lot nore at the nonent, sir. We are doing
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everything possible, remenbering this is not a hone natch;

but | still anticipate that the exercise will be over one way
or another within twenty-four hours. Because of that | have
requested overnight facilities to be set up in the building
shoul d you feel we need them Wen you return after dinner
you wi Il find beds already nmade up in your offices."

“"No one will be going out to dinner tonight," said Sir

Morri s.

The cinema door opened on to the busy pavenent and Adam
slipped into the main stream of commuters who were now
returning home for dinner. As he kept wal king he nade certain
of as little head novenent as possible but his eyes never
stayed still, checking everything within 180 degrees. After
he had covered three bl ocks, he spotted a red Avis sign



swnging in the afternoon breeze on the far side of the road.
He safely reconnoitred the crowded crossing, but once his
foot touched the far pavenent he froze on the spot. Just
ahead of himin the fast, jostling cromd stood a man in a

rai ncoat. He was continually |ooking around, while nmaking no
attenpt to walk in either direction. Was he one of
Rosenbaum s nmen, the police, or even British? There was no
way of telling whose side he was on. Adanis eyes didn't |eave
the man as he took out an intercomand, putting it to his
nout h, whispered into it. "Nothing to report, sir. Still no
sign of our man, and | haven't seen any of the KGB either."

Adam wunable to hear the words, switched into a side road
and al nost knocked over a boy selling papers. 'Le sol dat
anglais toujours a Geneve' the headline blared. Quickly he
crossed anot her road, where he cane to a stop again, this
time behind a marble statue in the centre of a small patch of
grass. He stared at the
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building in front of himbut he knew there would be no

point in his trying to hide there. He started to nove away as
a large, enpty touring coach drew up and parked in front of
the block. Smart blue lettering along the side of the coach
procl ai med ' The Royal Philharnmonic Orchestra'. Adam watched
as some nusici ans wal ked out of the front door and clinbed on
to the coach carrying their instrunment cases of assorted

| engt hs and wi dths. One was even lugging a large kettle drum
whi ch he deposited in the boot of the coach. As the nusicians
continued to stream out of the hotel Adam deci ded he woul dn't
get a better opportunity. Wien the next group cane through

t he doubl e doors he wal ked quickly forward and stepped into
the m ddl e of them before anyone could have spotted him He
then continued on past them through the open hotel door. The
first thing he spotted in the crowded | obby was a doubl e bass
| eani ng against the wall. He glanced at the | abel around the
neck of the unw el dy case. 'Robin Beresford.'



Adam wal ked over to the counter and gestured to the clerk.
"I need nmy roomkey quickly - |I've left ny bow upstairs and
now | ' m hol di ng everyone up."

"Yes, sir. What room nunber?" asked the clerk

"I think it's 312, or was that yesterday?" said Adam

"What name, sir?"

"Beresford - Robin Beresford.™

The clerk handed himkey 612. H's only comrent was: "You
were three floors out."

"Thank you," said Adam As he left the counter, he turned
to check that the receptionist was already dealing with
anot her custoner. He wal ked smartly over to the lift which
was disgorging still nore nmusicians. Once it had enptied he
stepped in, pressed the button for the sixth floor, and
waited. He felt
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exhilarated as the lift doors eventually slid across and

he was alone for the first tine in several hours. Wen the
doors opened again he was relieved to find there was no one
standing in the corridor. He nade his way quickly along the
passage to room 612.



As he turned the key and opened the door he said firmy in
as good a French accent as he could manage, "Room service",
but as no one responded, he stepped in and | ocked the door
behi nd hi m An unopened suitcase had been left in one corner.
Adam checked the | abel. Qbviously M Beresford hadn't even
had time to unpack. Adam checked the room but there was no
ot her sign of the hotel guest apart from a piece of paper on
the side table. It was a typed itinerary:

" Eur opean Tour: Geneva, Frankfurt, Berlin, Ansterdam
London.

'Geneva, Bus 5.00 to Concert Hall rehearsal 6.00, Concert
performance 7.30, encores 10.00. 'Programme: Mozart's Third
Horn Concerto, First Movenent, Brahns's Second Synphony,
Schubert's Unfini shed Synphony.'

Adam | ooked at his watch: by the tine Robin Beresford had
conpl eted the ' Unfinished Synphony' he woul d be over the
border; but he still felt safe to remain in Room 612 until it
was dar k.

He picked up the phone by the bed and dialled room

service. "Beresford, 612," he announced, and ordered hinself
sonme di nner before going into the bathroom On the side of
the basin was propped a little plastic bag with the words
"Conpliments of the Managenent' printed across it. Inside
Adam found soap, a tiny toothbrush, toothpaste and a plastic
razor.

He had just finished shaving when he heard a knock on the
door and soneone cal ling "Room service". Adam qui ckly covered
his face with [ ather again and
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put on a hotel dressing gown before he opened the door.

The waiter set up a table wi thout giving Adam a second | ook.
When he had finished his task he enquired, "WIIl you sign the
bill, please, sir?"

He handed Adam a slip of paper. He signed it 'Robin
Beresford' and added a fifteen per cent tip.

"Thank you," said the waiter and left. As soon as the door

cl osed behind him Adam s eyes settled on the feast of onion
soup, runp steak with green beans and potatoes, and finally a
raspberry sorbet. A bottle of house w ne had been uncorked
and needed only to be poured. He suddenly didn't feel that
hungry.

He still couldn't accept what he had gone through. If only

he hadn't pressed Heidi into joining himon this unnecessary
journey. A week before she hadn't even known hi mand now he
was responsible for her death. He would have to explain to
her parents what had happened to their only daughter. But

bef ore Adam could face themhe still had to cone up with sone
expl anation for the things he hadn't yet begun to understand.
Not | east the uninportant icon. Uninportant?

After he had half finished the neal he wheeled the trolley
out into the cprridor and placed the 'Do not disturb' sign on
the door. Once back in the bedroom he stared out of the

wi ndow over the city. The sun | ooked as if it had anot her
hour allocated for CGeneva. Adamlay down on thetoed and began
to consi der what had happened in the last twenty-four hours
of his life.

“"Antarctic is in possession of an icon of St George and
the Dragon. But we know fromour files of that period that
that particular icon was destroyed when the G and Duke of
Hesse's pl ane crashed over Belgiumin 1937."



206

A Matter of Honour

"That may well be what is witten in your files," said the
man on the other end of the phone. "But what if your

i nformation at Langley turns out to be wong and the icon was
found by Goering but not returned to the G and Duke?"

"But Stalin confirnmed at Yalta that the icon and its

contents had been destroyed in the plane crash. He agreed to
make no protest while he was not in possession of the
original docunent. After all, that was the reason Roosevelt
appeared to be gaining so little at the tinme while Stalin was
getting so nuch in return. Can't you renenber the fuss
Churchill made?"

"I certainly can because he had worked out that it wasn't
Britain who was going to benefit fromsuch a decision.”

"But if the Russians have now di scovered the exi stence of
the original icon?"

"You are suggesting they mght also get their hands on the
ori gi nal docunent ?"

"Precisely. So you nust be sure to get to Antarctic before
t he Russians do, or for that matter, the Foreign O fice.”

"But I'mpart of the Foreign Ofice team™

"And that's precisely what we want the Foreign Ofice to
go on believing."



"And who's been sleeping in ny bed, said Mdther Bear."

Adam woke with a start. Looking down at himwas a girl who
hel d a double bass firmy by the neck with one hand and a bow
in the other. She was nearly six foot and certainly wei ghed
consi derably nore than Adam She had |ong, gleam ng red hair
that was in such contrast to the rest of her that it was as

i f the Maker had started at the top and quickly | ost

I nt erest.
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She wore a white blouse and a black flow ng skirt that
st opped an i nch above the ground.

"Who are you?" asked Adam startl ed.

“I"'mnot CGoldilocks, that's for sure,” parried the girl.
“"More to the point, who are you?"

Adam hesitated. "If | told you, you wouldn't believe ne."

"I can't imagi ne why not," she said. "You don't |ook |ike
Prince Charles or Elvis Presley to ne, so go on, try ne."

"I"m Adam Scott."

"Am | neant to swoon and run to your side, or scream and
run away?" she enquired.



Adam suddenly realised that the girl couldn't have watched
television or read a paper for at |east tw days. He sw tched
tactics. "I thought ny friend Robin Beresford was neant to be
booked into this room" he said confidently.

"And so did I until | saw you on ny bed."

"You're Robin Beresford?"

"You're quite sharp for soneone who has just woken up."

"But Robi n?"

"It'"s not ny fault nmy father wanted a boy," she said. "And
you still haven't explained what you're doing on ny bed."

"I's there any hope of you listening to ne for five mnutes
W thout continually interrupting?" asked Adam

"Yes, but don't bother with any nore fairy stories," said
Robin. "My father was a born liar, and by the tine | was
twelve | could see through himlike a pane of glass.”

"l should have a seat if | were you," said Adam "This may
take | onger than the average doubl e bass acconpani nent."
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“I''l'l remain on nmy feet, if you don't mnd," said Robin.
"At least until the first lie."



"Suit yourself. Wiat would you like first? The good news
or the bad news?"

"Try me on the bad news," said Robin.

"The Swiss police want to arrest nme and ...

"What for?" interrupted Robin.

"Murder," said Scott.

"What's the good news?" she asked.

"I"'minnocent."

Romanov stood in the Anbassador's office and rested his
fingers on the table. "I blane nyself," he said very quietly,
"even nore than | blame any of you. | underestimated the
Engl i shman. He's good, and if any of you are hoping to kill
himbefore | get to himyou'll have to be very good." No one
assenbled in the Anbassador's office that night was di sposed
to disagree with the Conrade Major. Romanov paused to study
the group of nen who had been flown in from several Eastern
satellites at short notice. AIl with long records of service
to the State but only one of them Val chek, was known to
Romanov personally and he worked too closely with Zaborski to
be trusted. Romanov had already faced the fact that only a
few of them were acquainted with Geneva. He could only pray
that the British and Americans were suffering fromthe sane
probl em .

H s eyes swept around the room The Swi ss police had the

best chance of finding Scott and they weren't being at all

hel pful, he thought ruefully. However, Romanov had been

pl eased to learn fromtheir head man stationed in Geneva that



the Swi ss had also refused to co-operate with the British or
t he Anericans.

"Conr ades, " he said, the nonent they had al
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settled, "there is no need to rem nd you that we have been
entrusted with a vital assignnent for the Mtherland." He
paused to check if any of the faces registered the slightest
suggestion of cynicism Satisfied, he continued, "W wll
therefore maintain a tight surveillance over Geneva in case
Scott is still holed up sonewhere in the city. My own guess
Is that, like all amateurs, he is, and will wait until it's
dark, perhaps even first light, before he nakes a run for the
nearest border. The French border will be his nobst obvious
choi ce. Despite going to war agai nst the Germans twice in the
past fifty years, the English have never bothered to naster
the German | anguage, although a few of them can nmanage to
speak passable French. So he's nore likely to feel safe in
that country. It also offers himthe opportunity to cross
only one border before reaching the coast.

"I'f he's stupid enough to try and | eave by plane he w |l
find we have the airports covered; if by train, we have the
stations manned. But my guess is still that he will try to
escape by notor vehicle.

"I shall therefore take five nen to the French border with
me while Major Valchek will take another five to Basle to

cover the German crossing point. The rest of you will remain
on surveillance in Geneva. Those of you who have just arrived
will relieve those agents who are in the field already. And

don't expect Scott to be roam ng around | ooking like a
tourist on holiday. Study your picture of the Englishnman
carefully and even be prepared for himto try and get away



W th sone amateur disguise.”

Romanov paused for effect. "The man who brings ne the

Tsar's icon need have no fear for his future prosperity when
we return hone." Hopeful expressions appeared on their faces
for the first tinme as Romanov
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pul l ed out the duplicate icon fromhis coat pocket and
held it high above his head for all to see.

"When you find the original of this your task wll be

conpl eted. Study it carefully, Conrades, because no

phot ographs are being i ssued. And renenber,"” Romanov added,
“the only difference between this and Scott's icon is that
his has a small silver crown enbedded in the back of the
frame. Once you see the crown you will know that you have
found the m ssing masterpiece."

Romanov put the icon back in his pocket and | ooked down at
the silent nen.

"Renmenber that Scott is good but he's not that good."
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"You're not bad, Scott, not bad at all," said Robin, who
had remai ned standi ng by the doubl e bass throughout Adam s
story. "Either you're one hell of aliar, or I've |ost ny



touch.” Adamsmled up at the massive girl, who nmade the bow
she was holding in her right hand [ ook Iike a toothpick.

"Am| permtted to see this icon, or am| just supposed to
take your word for it?"

Adam junped off the bed and pulled out the package

containing the Tsar's icon fromthe map pocket of his
trenchcoat. Robin put her double bass up against the wall and
| eavi ng the bow propped against it, |owered herself into the
only chair in the room

Adam handed the icon over to her. For sone tine, she

stared at the face of St George w thout making any commrent.
"I't's magnificent," she said at last. "And | can understand
anyone wanting to possess it. But no painting could be worth
the tragedy and trouble you've had to go through.™

"I agree it's inexplicable,” said Adam "But Rosen-baum or

what ever his real nane is has been willing to kill twice to
get his hands on the piece, and he's already convi nced ne
that as long as | amin possession of the icon then I'l|l be

the next in line."
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Robi n continued to stare at the tiny pieces of gold, red,
bl ue and yel l ow that nmade up St George and the Dragon.

“No ot her clues?" she asked, | ooking up.

"Only the letter given to ny father by Goering."



Robi n turned the painting over. "Wat does that nean?" she
asked, pointing to the tiny silver crown enbedded in the
wood.

"That proves it was once owned by a Tsar, according to the
man from Sot heby's. And greatly enhances its val ue, he
assured ne."

"Still couldn't be worth killing for," said Robin. She
handed the icon back to Adam "So what other secret is St
George keeping to hinsel f?"

Adam shrugged and frowned, having asked hinself the sane
guestion again and again since Heidi's death. He returned the
silent saint to his trenchcoat.

"What was to have been your plan if you had stayed awake?"
asked Robin. "Qther than nmaking the bed?"

Adam sm led. "I hoped to call Lawence again once | could

be sure he had returned hone and check if he had any nore
news for ne. If he wasn't back, or couldn't help, | was going
to hire a car and try to get across the Swi ss border to
France and then on to England. | felt sure that between
Rosenbaum and his nen and the Swi ss police they woul d have
had all the airports and stations fully covered."

“No doubt Rosenbaum wi || have al so thought that nuch out

as well, if he's half as good as you claim" said Robin. "So
we'd better try and get in touch with your friend Law ence
and see if he's come up with any bright ideas." She pushed
herself up out of the chair and wal ked across to the phone.

"You don't have to get yourself involved," said Adam
hesitantly.
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"I aminvolved," said Robin. "And | can tell you it's far
nore exciting than Schubert's Unfinished. Once |'ve got your
friend on the Iine I'll pass himover to you and then no one
will realise who's phoning."” Adamtold her the nunber of the
flat and she asked the girl on the switchboard to connect
her .

Adam checked his watch: eleven forty. Surely Lawence

woul d be hone by now? The phone didn't conplete its first two
ri ngs before Robin heard a man's voice on the |ine. She

I mredi at el y handed the recei ver over.

"Hell o, who is that?" asked the voice. Adam was ren nded
how strange he always found it that Lawence never announced
hi s nane.

"Lawrence, it's ne."

"Where are you?"

"I"'mstill in Geneva."

"My clients were waiting for you at el even o'clock this
nor ni ng. "

"So was Rosenbaum "

"Who i s Rosenbaunf"



"A six-foot, fair-haired, blue-eyed nonster, who seens
determned to kill ne."

Law ence did not speak for some tine. "And are you stil
I n possession of our patron saint?"

"Yes, | am" said Adam "But what can be so inportant
about "

"Put the phone down and ring ne back again in three
m nutes. "

The |ine went dead. Adam couldn't fathomthe sudden change
in his old friend's manner. What had he m ssed during those
nont hs he had | odged with hin? He tried to recall details
that he had previously considered uni nportant and t hat

Lawr ence had so skilfully disguised.
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"I's everything all right?" asked Robin, breaking into his
t hought s.

"I think so," said Adam a little nystified. "He wants ne
to ring back in three mnutes. WIIl that be all right with
you?"

"This tour's already | ost eight thousand pounds of the
t axpayers' noney, so what difference can a few international
call s make?" she said.



Three mnutes |ater, Robin picked up the receiver and
repeated the nunber. In one ring Lawence was back on the
i ne.

"Only answer ny questions," said Law ence.

“"No, I will not answer your questions,” said Adam

becom ng increasingly annoyed with Lawence's nmanner. "l want
one or two of ny own answered before you get anything nore
out of ne. Do | nmeke nyself clear?"

"Yes," said a nore gentle soundi ng Law ence.

"Who i s Rosenbaunf”

Lawrence didn't imediately reply.

"You'll get nothing further fromne until you start
telling the truth,” said Adam

"From your description | have every reason to believe
Rosenbaumis a Russian agent whose real nanme is Al ex
Romanov. "

"A Russian agent? But why should a Russian agent want to
get his hands on ny icon?"

"l don't know," said Lawence. "W were rather hoping you
m ght be able to tell us.™

"Who' s we?"

Anot her | ong sil ence.



"Who's we?" repeated Adam "You can't really expect ne to
go on believing you work for Barclays DCO "

"I work at the Foreign Ofice," said Law ence.

"“I'n what capacity?"
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"I amnot at liberty ..."

"Stop being so ponpous, Lawence. In what capacity?"

""" mthe Nunber Two in a small section that deals in .
Lawr ence hesit at ed.

"Espionage | think is the current jargon we |aynen are
using," said Adam "and if you want ny icon that badly you
had better get ne out of this ness alive because Ronanov is
wlling to kill for it as | amsure you are aware."

"Where are you?"

"The R chenond Hotel ."

“I'n a public phone box?" asked Law ence, soundi ng
I ncr edul ous.



"No, in a private room"

"But not registered in your nane?"

"No, in the nane of a friend. Agirlfriend."

"I's she with you now?" asked Law ence.

"Yes," said Adam

"Damm, " said Lawence. "Right. Don't |eave that roomuntil
seven a.m, then phone on this nunber again. That wll give
me enough tine to get everything in place."

"I's that the best you can do?" said Adam but the phone
had al ready gone dead. "It looks as if I'mstuck with you for
the night," he told Robin as he replaced the phone.

"On the contrary, it is | who amstuck with you," said
Robi n, and di sappeared into the bathroom Adam paced around
the room several tines before he tested the sofa. Either he
had to rest his head on a cushion, balanced on the thin
wooden arm or he had to let his | egs dangle over the far
end. By the tinme Robin had cone back out clad in a pair of
sky-bl ue pyjamas he had selected the floor as his resting
pl ace.
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"Not nmuch of a chair, is it?" said Robin. "But then
British Intelligence didn't warn ne to book a double room"
She clinbed into the bed and turned out the light. "Very



confortable,” were the | ast words she uttered.

Adam | ay down flat on the bedroom fl oor, using the cushion
fromthe chair as a pillow and a hotel dressing gown as a

bl anket. He slept intermttently, his mnd switching between
why the icon could be that inportant, how Lawence knew so
much about it, and, nost inmediate, how the hell were they
going to get himout of the hotel alive?

Romanov waited patiently for the phone to be picked up.

"Yes," said a voice that he recognised i medi ately.

"Where is he?" were the only words Ronmanov uttered. Four
words were all he received fromMentor in reply before the
phone went dead.

Adam woke with a start an hour before he was due to phone
Lawr ence back. For nearly forty mnutes he lay on the fl oor
with only Robin's steady breathing to rem nd himhe was not
al one. Suddenly he becane aware of a strange sound com ng
fromthe corridor outside - two or three steps, a pause, then
whoosh, two or three steps, a pause, another whoosh. Adam

rai sed hinself up silently fromthe floor and crept to the
door. The rhythm of Robin's breathing never faltered. Woosh:
It now sounded closer. He picked up a heavy wooden coat hanger
fromthe table by the door. He gripped it firmly in his right
hand, raised it above his head and waited. Whoosh - and a
newspaper shot under the door and the steps noved on. He
didn't have to bend down to see that it was his photograph

t hat
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dom nated the front page of the international edition of
the Herald Tribune.

Adam t ook the paper into the bathroom closed the door
silently, switched on the light and read the |lead article. It
was yesterday's story with guarded coments fromhis old
commandi ng officer and enbarrassed silence fromhis nother.
He felt hel pl ess.

He crept up to Robin hoping she woul dn't wake. He stood

over her but she didn't stir. He silently picked up the phone
and dragged it to the bathroom He could only just manage to
cl ose the door behind him He dialled the operator and
repeat ed t he nunber

When the ringing stopped, he imediately said, "Is that
you, Lawrence?"

"Yes," cane back the reply.

"Thi ngs have becone nmuch worse now. |I'mstill-holed up in
the hotel but nmy picture is on the front page of every
paper."

"1 know," said Lawrence. "W tried to prevent it, but yet
again the Swiss wouldn't co-operate.”

"Then | may as well give nyself up to the Swiss," said
Adam "Damm it all, | aminnocent.”

"No, Adam in Switzerland you're guilty until proven

I nnocent and you nust have worked out by now that you're
i nvol ved in sonmething far nore inportant than a double
mur der . "



"What coul d be nore inportant than a doubl e nurder when
the rest of the world thinks you' re the nurderer?" asked Adam
angrily.

"l can understand exactly how you feel, but your only

chance nowis to carry out ny instructions to the letter and
treat with suspicion every other person with whom you cone in
contact."

"I"'mlistening," said Adam
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"Just remenber everything | say because | amonly going to
tell you once. The Royal Phil harnonic Orchestra are staying
in the sanme hotel as you. They are going on to Frankfurt at
ten o' clock this norning. Leave your roomat five to ten

join the orchestra in the | obby and then nake your way to the
front door where you'll find their coach parked. W wi Il have
a car waiting for you on the far side of the road. The car is
a black Mercedes and you will see a man in grey chauffeur's
uni form hol di ng the door open for you. W have al ready
arranged that no other car will be able to park on that side
of the road between nine thirty and ten thirty, so you can't
m stake it. Just get into the back and wait. There will be
another man in the back with you and you will then be driven
to the safety of our Consulate. Do you need ne to repeat any
of that?"

"No," said Adam "but..."

"Good |uck," said Lawence, and the phone went dead.

By seven-thirty he had showered, while Robin renained



unrepentant in a deep sleep. Adamenvied her; only a tw g had
to break outside and he was w de awake. Two years of |iving
in the Mal ayan jungle, never knowi ng when the Chinese would
strike, never being able to sleep for nore than two or three
hours at a tine if one wanted to stay alive, still kept its
hold on him

Robin did not stir for another thirty m nutes, during

which time Adam sat on the sofa and went over Lawrence's plan
in his mnd. At ten to eight she finally woke, even then

t aki ng several mnutes before she was fully conscious. Robin
bl i nked at Adam and a | arge grin appeared on her face.

she sai d.

"So you didn't nmurder ne while | slept,"’
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"I don't think you'd have noticed if | had," said Adam

"When your father is an habitual drunk and cones hone at

all hours of the night, you learn to sleep through anything,"
she expl ai ned, placing both feet firmy on the carpet.
"Aren't you neant to have phoned London by now?"

"l already have."

"And what is the master plan to be?" she asked, rubbing
her eyes on her way to the bathroom

“I wll be leaving with you," said Adam

"Most of ny one-night stands don't bother to stay that



| ong," she remarked as she cl osed the bat hroom door behi nd
her. He tried to read the paper while the bath was filling
up.

"Does that nean we're sharing a roomin Frankfurt as
wel | ?" she asked a few m nutes |ater when the bat hroom door
reopened, as if the conversation had never been interrupted.

"No, as soon as we're clear of the hotel | |eave you at
t he coach and nake ny own way to a car on the far side of the
road. "

"That sounds nore like the nen in ny life," she said. "But
at | east we can have a farewel|l breakfast," she added,

pi cking up the phone. "I'm nuts about ki ppers. How about
you?"

Adam di dn't answer. He had begun | ooking at his watch

every few nonents. The waiter arrived with breakfast about
fifteen mnutes later: Adamwaited in the bathroom Wen he
reappeared he showed no interest in the food, so Robin ate
four kippers and nost of the toast. N ne o'clock passed; a
porter took away the breakfast trolley and Robin began to
pack. The phone rang and Adam j unped nervously as Robin

pi cked it up.
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"Yes, Stephen,"” she said. "No, | won't need any help with
nmy luggage. Not this tine." She put the phone down. "W
depart for Frankfurt at ten.”

"I know, " said Adam



"We ought to nake Lawrence the orchestra nanager. He seens
to know everything even before it's been decided." Adam had
been thinking the sane thing. "Well, at least |I've found
sonmeone to help with nmy |uggage for a change,"” added Robi n.

"'l carry the double bass for you if you like," offered
Adam

"I'"'d like to see you try," said Robin. Adam wal ked over to
the large instrunent that was propped up in its case agai nst
the wall. He tried the double bass fromall angles but
couldn't nanage to do better than hold it off the floor for a
few nonments. Robin joined himand with one flick she had the
stem on her shoul der and the instrunent bal anced perfectly.
She wal ked up and down the bedroom denonstrating her prowess.

"It's a matter of skill, ny puny friend," she said. "And

to think | believed all those stories |ast night about your
outrunning half the Swiss police force to spend a night with
me. "

Adamtried to | augh. He picked up his trenchcoat, checking
the icon was zipped up. But he couldn't stop hinself shaking
froma conbi nation of fear and anti ci pati on.

Robin | ooked at him "Don't worry," she said gently. "It
will all be over in a few mnutes' tinme." Then she saw t he
paper on the floor. "I should sue themif | were you."

"Why?" asked Adam

"You're a lot better |ooking than that." Adam sniled and
wal ked across, and just managed to get his arnms round her to
gi ve her a hug.
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"Thanks for everything," he said. "But now we have to go."

"You' re sounding nore |ike one of nmy lovers all the tine,"
said Robin, nmournfully.

Adam pi cked up her suitcase while Robin jerked up the stem

of the doubl e bass onto her shoul der. She opened the door and
checked the corridor: two of her colleagues fromthe RPO were
waiting by the |ift, otherw se there was nobody else in
sight. Robin and Adam joi ned the two nusicians and after
"Good nornings" no one spoke until the lift doors slid open.
Once the doors were closed Robin's coll eagues coul dn't resist
taking a closer ook at Adam At first Adam was anxi ous they
had recogni sed himfromthe newspaper. Then he realised that
It was who Robin had spent the night with that fascinated
them Robin gave hima lewd wnk, as if she fully intended to
live off this one for a long tine. For his part Adam ducked
behi nd t he doubl e bass and remained in the corner breathing
deeply in and out as the lift trundled down towards the
ground floor. The doors sprang open and Robin waited for her
two col |l eagues to | eave before she shiel ded Adam as best she
could all the way across the foyer. H's eyes were now fixed
on the front door. He could see the bus taking up nost of the
road and several nenbers of the orchestra were already

cl anbering on. One nore nminute and he should be safely away.
He watched as the drunms were packed carefully in the | arge
boot .

"Oh, God, | forgot," said Robin. "I"'mneant to put this in
t he boot at the back of the bus."

"Do it later," said Adam sharply. "Just keep going until
you reach the coach door." Then' he saw the car on the far
side of the road. He felt light with relief, alnost dizzy.



The car door was being held open for
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hi m Anot her nman was seated in the back just as Law ence
had prom sed. Ten o' clock struck somewhere in the distance.
The man dressed in chauffeur's uniform hat pulled down over
his forehead, stood by the open door. He turned towards the
hotel in anticipation. Adam stared towards himas the man's
eyes scanned the hotel entrance. The uniformwasn't a good
fit.

"Into the bus,"” hissed Adam
"Wth this thing? They'Il kill me," said Robin.

"I'f you don't, he'll kill ne.

Robi n obeyed, despite the adverse comrents as she | unbered
down the aisle with her doubl e bass screening Adamfromthe
gaze of anyone on the far side of the road. He wanted to be
si ck.

Adam sl unped into a seat next to Robin with the double
bass between them

"Whi ch one?" she whi spered.

"In the chauffeur's uniform?"

Robi n gl anced out of the wi ndow. "He may be evil, but he's



damed good | ooking," she said, inconsequentially.

Adam | ooked di sbelieving. Robin sm | ed apol ogetically.

"Everybody's in," called a man fromthe front of the bus,
"and |'ve doubl e-checked and we seemto have one extra."

Oh, ny God, thought Adam he's going to throw ne off the
bus.

"My brother," shouted Robin fromthe back. "He's only
travelling with us for part of the journey."

"Ch, that's okay then," said the manager. "Well, let's be
on our way." He turned to the driver.

"He's started | ooking at the bus,"” said Robin.
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"But | don't think he can see you. No, you're all right,
he's now turned his gaze back to the hotel entrance.”

"I didn't realise you had a brother,"” said the nmanager,
who was suddenly standi ng beside them The coach noved slowy
out of the square.

“"Neither did | until this norning," munbled Robin, stil

| ooki ng out of the wi ndow. She turned and faced her boss.
"Yes, | forgot to nmention to you that he mght be in
Swtzerland at the sane tine as the orchestra. | do hope it's



not going to cause a problem"”

“"Not at all," said the manager.

"Adam this is Stephen Gieg who, as you wll already have
gathered, is the orchestra's nmanager."

"Are you a nusician as well?" asked Stephen as he shook
Adam s hand.

“"No, | can truthfully say that | have never been able to
master any instrunment,"” said Adam

"He's tone deaf,"” butted in Robin. "Takes after ny father.
He's in tyres, actually,"” she continued, enjoying herself.

"Oh, really. Which conpany are you w th?" enquired
St ephen.

"I"'mwith Pirelli," said Adam nentioning the first tyre
conpany that cane into his head.

"Pirelli, the conpany that produces those fabul ous
cal endar s?"

"What's so special about their cal endars?" asked Robin
I nnocently. "If you want one |'m sure Adam can get you one."

"Ch, that would be great," said Stephen. "I hope it won't
put you to too nuch trouble."

"No trouble at all," said Robin, |eaning over Adam
conspiratorially. "Actually, to let youinon alittle famly



secret there is a runour at HQ that Adam w ||
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soon be joining the main board. The youngest nenber in the
conpany's history, you know. "

"How i npressive," said the nanager, taking a closer | ook
at the orchestra's latest recruit.

"Where shall | send the cal endar?" bl eated out Adam

"COh, direct to the RPO. No need to tell you the address,
is there?"

"In a brown envel ope, no doubt," said Robin. "And don't
worry about the year. It's not the dates that he gets worked
up about."

"What tinme are we expecting to reach Frankfurt, Stephen?”
shouted a voice fromthe front. "Mist |eave you now," said
t he manager. "Thanks for the prom se of a calendar. Robin's
right, of course - any year will do."

"Who taught you to spin a yarn |ike that?" asked Adam as
soon as he was out of earshot.

"My father," said Robin. "You should have heard himat his
best. In a class of his own. The problemwas ny nother still
bel i eved every word."



"He woul d have been proud of you today."

“Now we' ve found out what you do for a living," said
Robin, "my we |earn what's next on the agenda for the
youngest director of Pirelli?"

Adam smled. "l've started trying to reason like
Rosenbaum and | think he'll stay in Geneva for at |east an
hour, two at the nost, so with luck I'Il get a fifty-mle

start on him" He unfol ded the map across the two seats.

H s finger ran along the road the bus was travelling on,
and it was Robin who spoke first.

"That nmeans you coul d make Zurich airport before he has
any chance of catching up with you."

"Per haps,"” said Adam "but that would be too nuch
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of a risk. Whoever Rosenbaumis," he went on, abiding by
Lawr ence' s request to be cautious by not letting Robin into
his secret, "we now know for certain that he has a

pr of essi onal organi sati on behind himso | nust expect the

airports to be the first place he will have covered. And
don't forget the Swiss police are still on the | ookout for ne
as well."

"So why don't you conme on to Frankfurt with us?" asked
Robin. "I can't believe you'll have any trouble from
St ephen. ™



"“I'"ve thought about that already but discounted it also as
too great a risk," said Adam

n W]y?ll

"Because, when Rosenbaum has had tine to think about it,"
said Adam "the one thing he'll renmenber is this bus. Once
he's found out the direction we're heading in he's sure to
cone after us."

Robin's eyes returned to the map. "So you'll need to
deci de where and when to get off."

"Exactly," whispered Adam "I can risk sixty to seventy
mles, but not a lot further."

Robin's finger ran along the little road. "About here,"
she said, her finger stopping on a little town called
Sol ot hur n.

"Looks about the right distance."

"But once you're off the bus what will you do for
transport?"

"I"ve little choice but to walk or thunmb lifts - unless |
pi nch anot her car."

"Wth your |uck, Rosenbaumw || be the one person who
stops to pick you up."

"Yes, |'ve thought about that as well," said Adam "I
woul d have to find a long stretch of road where I can see



w t hout bei ng seen for about one hundred
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yards, and then thunmb lifts only fromBritish cars or cars
with British nunber plates.™

"They taught you a trick or two in the arny, didn't they?"
said Robin. "But how do you intend to cross the frontier with
your passport?"

"That's one of the many problens | haven't yet cone up
with a solution for."

"If you decide to stay with us," said Robin, "it wouldn't

be a problem"”

"Why?" asked Adam

"Because whenever we cross a border they only count the
nunber of people on the bus and the nunber of passports, and
as long as they tally the custons officials don't bother to
check everyone individually. After all, why should they? The
RPO is not exactly an unknown quantity. Al | would have to
do is add your passport to the bundle and nention it to the
manager . "

"It's a clever idea but it's not on. If Rosenbaum caught
up with nme while I'mstill on this bus then | would be |eft
Wi th no escape route."

Robin was silent for a nonent. "Once you' re on your own



wll you contact Law ence agai n?"

"Yes. I've got to |l et himknow what happened this norning,
because whoever he's dealing with nust have a direct line to
Rosenbaum "

"Could it be Lawence hinsel f?"

"Never," said Adam

"Your loyalty is touching,” said Robin, turning to | ook at
him "but what you actually nean is you don't want to believe
it could be Law ence.™

"What are you getting at?"

"Like ny nother didn't want to believe that ny father was
aliar and a drunk. So she turned a blind eye to his little
foi bl es. You know even when he dropped
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dead of cirrhosis of the liver, her only words were,
‘strange for a man who never drank'."

Adam t hought about his relationship with Lawence and
wondered if you could know soneone for twenty years and
really not know themat all.

"Just be wary how nmuch you | et himknow, " advi sed Robi n.



They sat in silence as Adam checked the map and went over

all the different possible routes he could take once he had
left the bus. He decided to aimfor the German border and
take the | ong route back to England, from Hanburg or

Br ener haven, rather than the shorter, nore obvious route via
Cal ais or Ostend.

"Got it," said Robin suddenly.

"CGot what?" said Adam | ooking up fromthe map

"How we sol ve your passport problem™ she nurnured.

Adam gl anced at her hopefully. "If you |l et ne have your
passport,” she explained, "I'll substitute it for the nenber
of the orchestra who nost resenbles you. No one will notice

anyt hing strange at our end until we're back honme in Britain
on Sunday ni ght."

“"Not a bad idea, if there is anyone who renotely resenbl es
me. "

"We'll have to see what we can do," said Robin. She sat

bolt upright, her eyes noving slowy from person to person.
By the tinme she had scanned all those in the bus fromfront
to back, a small sml|e appeared on her face. "There are two
of our |lot who bear a passable resenblance to you. One is
about five years older and the other is four inches shorter,
but you go on working out the safest way of escape while |
carry out sone research. Let nme have your passport,"” she
said. Adam handed it over and then watched Robin walk up to
the front and sit next to the nanager. He
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was chatting to the driver about the npbst convenient place
to stop for |unch

"l need to check sonething in ny passport,” Robin broke
in. "Sorry to bother you."

"No bother. You'll find themall under ny seat in a
pl astic bag," he said, and continued his conversation with
the driver.

Robi n bent down and started to shuffle through the

passports as if searching for her own. She picked out the two
she had consi dered as possible substitutes and conpared the
phot ographs. The shorter nman's photo | ooked nothing |ike
Adam The older man's was at |east five years out of date but
coul d have passed for Adamas long as the officials didn't
study the date of birth too carefully. She bundl ed up the
passports, placing Adamis in the mddle. She then put them
back in the plastic bag and returned the bag under the
manager' s seat.

Robi n made her way back to her seat. "Take a | ook at
yoursel f," she said, slipping the passport over to Adam He
studi ed the photo.

"Qther than the noustache, not a bad |ikeness, and it's
certainly ny best chance in the circunstances. But what wl|
happen when you return to London and they find out ny
passport has been substituted?”

"You'll be back in England | ong before us," said Robin.
"So put this one in an envel ope with the cal endar and send it
direct to the RPOin Wgnore Street, W, and I'l|l see that

they return yours." Adamvowed to hinself that if he ever got
back to London, he would becone a |life subscriber to the



Friends of the Royal Phil harnonic.

"That seens to have sol ved one of your problens.”

"For the nonent at least,"” said Adam "I only wish | could
take you with me for the rest of the trip."
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Robin smled. "Frankfurt, Berlin, Ansterdamjust in case
you get bored. | wouldn't mnd neeting up with Rosenbaum But
this tine face to face."

"He m ght just have nmet his match," said Adam

"Can | have a last |ook at the icon?" Robin asked,
I gnoring the comment.

Adam bent down to retrieve his trenchcoat and slipped the
pai nting out of his map pocket, careful to shield it from
anyone else's view Robin stared into the eyes of St George
bef ore she spoke again. "Wen | |ay awake | ast night waiting
for you to ravish nme, | passed the tine trying to fathom out
what secret the icon held.”

"1 thought you were asleep,” said Adam sm ling. "Wen al
al ong we were both doing the sane thing. Anyway, did you cone
up with any worthwhile concl usi ons?"

"First, | decided your taste was for nale doubl e bass
pl ayers,"” said Robin, "or how el se could you have resisted
me?"



"But what about St George and the Dragon?" asked Adam
grinni ng.

"To begin with I wondered if the little pieces of nosaic
made up a code. But the picture is so magnificently executed
that the code woul d have to have been worked out afterwards.
And that didn't seemcredible.”

"Good thinking, Batman."

“"No, you're Batman. So | wondered if there was anot her

pai nti ng underneath. | renmenbered from ny school days that
Renbrandt and Constable often painted on the top of their

pai ntings, either because they didn't care for their original
effort or because, in the case of Renbrandt, he coul dn't

af ford anot her canvas."

“If that were the answer only an expert could have
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carried out the task of renoving every piece of paint."

"Agreed," said Robin. "So | dismssed that as well. My

third i dea was that the crown on the back" - she turned the
I con over and stared at the little piece of silver enbedded
in the wood - "indicates as your expert suggested that this

is the original by Rublev and not a copy as you have been |ed
to believe."

"l had already considered that," said Adam "during ny



sl eepl ess night and although it would place a far higher
value on the work, it is still not enough to explain why
Rosenbaum woul d kill indiscrimnately for it."

"Per haps soneone el se needs St CGeorge every bit as nuch as
Rosenbaum does, " sai d Robi n.

"But who and why?"

"Because it's not the icon they're after, but sonething
el se. Sonmet hing hidden in or behind the paint-ing."

"That was the first thing | checked,"” said Adam snugly.
"And I'mconvinced that it's a solid piece of wood."

"I don't agree with you," said Robin as she began tapping

the wood all over like a doctor exam ning sonmeone's chest.
"I"ve worked with instrunents all ny life, watched them being
made, played with them even slept with them and this icon
I's not solid right through, though God knows how | can prove
it. If something is hidden inside it was never intended to be
di scovered by | aynen |ike ourselves."

"Quite an imaginative little thing, aren't you?" said
Adam

"Conmes naturally,"” she said as she handed the icon back to
Adam "Do let nme know if you ever discover what is inside,"
she added.

"When | get five mnutes to nyself | mght even
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spend sonme tinme on one or two of ny own theories,” said
Adam returning the icon to his trenchcoat pocket.

"Two nore kilonetres to Sol othurn,"” said Robin, pointing
out of the w ndow at a signpost.

Adam buttoned up his coat. "I'll see you off," she said,

and they both made their way up the aisle. When Adam reached
the front of the coach he asked the driver if he could drop
himoff just before they reached the next village.

"Sure thing," said the driver w thout | ooking back.

"Leavi ng us so soon?" said Stephen.

"Afraid so," said Adam "But thanks for the [ift. And |
won't forget the calendar."” The driver pulled into a | ay- by,
pressed a knob and the hydraulic doors swung back.

"Bye, Robin," said Adam giving her a brotherly kiss on
t he cheek.

" Goodbye, baby brother,"” said Robin. "Gve ny love to
nother if you see her before | do." She smled and waved at
hi m as the door swung cl osed and the coach returned to the
hi ghway to continue its journey on to Frankfurt.

Adam was on his own agai n.
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Prof essor Brunweld was rarely treated with any respect. It
was the fate of academ cs, he had | ong ago concl uded. The
"President’ was all they had said and he had wondered if he
shoul d believe it. Certainly they had got himout of bed in
the mddle of the night and escorted himsilently to the

Pent agon. They wanted Brunwel d's expert opinion, they had
assured him Could it be possible? After Cuba and Dallas he'd
begun to believe anythi ng was possi bl e.

He had once read that the Pentagon had as nmany fl oors
bel ow the ground as there were above it. He could now confirm
that as an established fact.

Once they had handed himthe docunent they left him al one.
They only wanted one question answered. He studied the

cl auses for over an hour and then called them back. It was,
he told them in his opinion, authentic and if the Russians

were still in possession of their copy, also signed in 1867,
then his adopted country was - what was that awful Anmerican
expression? Ah, yes —in all sorts of trouble.

He began to realise how serious it was when they told him
that he would not be allowed to | eave the Pentagon until
Monday. That didn't surprise himonce he'd seen the date on
the bottomof the treaty. So it was
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to be three days of solitude away from his demandi ng
students and chattering wife. He would never have a better
opportunity to settle down and read the col |l ected works of
Pr oust .



Romanov knew he couldn't risk standing by the side of the
car for much | onger. He was too conspi cuously dressed not to
be noticed by everyone who cane out of the hotel. Three
mnutes |ater he thew his grey cap on the back seat and

I nstructed Val chek to get rid of the car and then return to
t he Consul at e.

Val chek nodded. He had already carried out Ronanov's

orders to kill the two British agents as if he had been asked
to fix a burst water pipe. The only thing that hadn't run to
pl an was when Val chek tried to button up the dead chauffeur's
uni form Romanov thought he detected the suggestion of a
smrk on Val -chek's face when he realised who would have to
be the chauffeur.

Romanov slipped into the shadows and waited for another

hal f hour, by which tinme he was sure the plan nust have been
aborted fromthe London end. He hailed a taxi and asked the
driver to take himto the Soviet Consulate. He didn't notice
the taxi-driver's |ook of disbelief at his passenger's
chauffeur-clad vision.

Could he really have | ost Scott tw ce? Had he al so
underesti mated hi n? Once nore and Zaborski was going to
require a very convinci ng expl anati on.

On his way back to the Consul ate an i mage kept fl ashing
across Ronmanov's m nd, but he couldn't nake any sense of it.
Sonret hi ng had happened outside the hotel that didn't quite
fit. If he could only think clearly for a noment he felt
certain it would becone clear to him He kept playing the
last thirty mnutes over in
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his mnd, as if rewinding the reel of an old filnm but
sone of the franmes still remai ned bl urred.

Once Romanov was back in the Consul ate Val chek handed hi m
a | arge envel ope which he was inforned had just arrived in
the di plomati c pouch from Moscow.

Romanov read over the decoded telex a second tinme, stil
unable to fathomits possible significance.

"Informati on has cone to light concerning the |ate Col onel
Gerald Scott, DSO QBE, MC, that may prove useful when you
make contact with your quarry. Full docunentation will be
Wi th you by norning, latest, A ."

Ronmanov wonder ed what headquarters had di scovered about
Scott's father that could possibly prove of interest to him
It was still his avowed intention that the son woul d be
despatched to join the father |long before any further m ssive
from Moscow had arri ved.

Romanov t hought of his own father and the escape route he
had made possi bl e by | eaving such a fortune, and how for the
sake of advancenent he had betrayed himto the State. Now,

for the sake of further advancenent he had to kill Scott and
bring honme the icon. If he failed . . . He dism ssed both
f at hers.

"Either he's very clever or he's living on an amateur's

| uck," Romanov said, noving into the small office that had
been nmade avail able for his use. Val chek who followed himdid
not comment other than to ask what he should do next.

"Tell me what you saw when we were at the hotel."



"What do you nean?" asked Val chek.

"Don't ask questions," said Romanov, changi ng back into
his own cl othes, "answer them Tell ne everything you
remenber seeing, fromthe nonent we drew up outside the
hotel ."
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"We arrived at the Richnond a few m nutes before ten,"
began Val chek, "parked the Mercedes on the far side of the
road, and waited for Scott to show up. W stayed put for a
few mnutes after ten but Scott never materialised."

“No, no, no. Be nore specific. Don't just generalise. For
I nstance, do you renenber anything unusual taking place while
we were waiting?"

"Nothing in particular,"” said Val chek. "People continually
entering and |l eaving the hotel - but |I'msure Scott wasn't
anong them"

"You are fortunate to be so certain. Wat happened next?"
asked Ronanov.

"Next? You instructed ne to go back to the Consul ate and
wait for you to return.”

"What tinme was that?"

"It nust have been about seven m nutes past ten. |
remenber because | checked ny watch when that coach left."



"The coach?" sai d Romanov.

"Yes, the one that was being | oaded up with nusi cal
I nstruments. It left about. "

"Instrunents, that's it," said Romanov. "Now | renenber

what was worrying ne. Cellos, violins, and a doubl e bass that
didn't go into the boot." Val chek | ooked puzzl ed but said
nothing. "Ring the hotel imediately and find out who was on
t hat bus and where they are heading." Val chek scurried away.

Romanov checked his watch: ten fifty-five. We are going to
have to nove, and nove quickly. He pressed the intercom by
the side of the phone. "I want a fast car, and nore

I nportant, a superb driver." Val chek returned as Ronmanov
repl aced the receiver. "The bus was hired by the Royal
Phi | harnonic Orchestra, who are on a European tour
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"Where are they headi ng next?" asked Romanov. "Frankfurt."

He strolled away fromthe village, having checked

everything with a professional coldier's eye. The nmain street
was deserted but for a little boy who relentlessly kicked a
plastic football into a gap in the hillside which he was
using as a goal. The boy turned when he saw Adam and ki cked
the ball towards him Adam kicked it back and the boy took it
in his arns, a wde snmle appearing on his face. The smle

di sappeared as he watched Adam continue quickly up the hill.
There were only a few ol d houses on the main road. On one

si de was a dangerous ravine with tree-covered hills rising in
the distance, while on the other side stretched green fields



i n which cows, bells round their necks, nunched happily away.
It made Adam feel hungry.

He went further up the road until he cane to a sharp bend

in the hill. Standing on the corner he could see down the
hill for about half a mle w thout being seen. He tested the
feasibility of his plan for several m nutes and soon becane
expert at picking out British cars or cars with British
nunber plates as far as two or three hundred yards away. It
didn't take long to work out how few foreigners bought
British.

During the next twenty mnutes he thunbed optim stically

at seven cars with English nunber plates headi ng towards
Lausanne, but they all ignored him He had forgotten just how
easy it had been for himwhen he was a cadet in uniform In

t hose days al nost everyone woul d stop. He checked his watch:
he could only risk it for a few nore mnutes. Three nore cars
refused to pull up and when a fourth slowed down it only sped
away again as Adamran towards it.

By el even twenty Adam deci ded he coul d no | onger
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chance bei ng seen on the road. He stared down the ravine,
realising there was no alternative |left open to hi mnow but
to travel by foot. He shrugged and began to clinb down one of
the steep trails that led into the valley, in the hope of
meeting up with the other road that was marked clearly on the
map.

He cursed when he | ooked at the open ground between him
and safety. If only he'd started an hour earlier.



"I fear Antarctic has becone expendable.”

n W]y?ll

"Because we now know his father was involved in hel ping
CGCoering to an easy death.™

"I don't understand."

“"No reason why you should although it's quite sinple. That
patriotic stiff-upper-Ilipped Englishman of yours is the son
of the bastard who snuggl ed a cyani de capsule into Goering's
cell at Nurenmberg. H's reward for services rendered turns out
to be the Tsar's icon."

"But all the nenbers of D4 are convinced that he's our
only hope."

"I don't give a damm what your D4 thinks. If the father
woul d side with the Germans during a war, why shouldn't the
son side with the Russians in peace?"

"Li ke father, |ike son."

"Precisely.”

"So what am | expected to do?"

"Just keep us briefed as to what the Foreign Ofice is up
to. Qur agents in Switzerland will do the rest.™

"Faster!" said Romanov, aware that it was not possible as



t he Anbassador's driver was proving to be a consumate
prof essi onal. Not once did Romanov feel that he had m ssed a
gap, a light, a chance to overtake. In
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fact another five kilonetres an hour on the speedoneter

m ght well have seen them over the precipice. The nonent they
were on the highway, with full lights blazing and the
driver's hand al nost | odged on the horn, the speedoneter
rarely fell below 130 kilonetres an hour. "W nust beat them
to the border," he kept repeating as he thunped his fist on
the | eat her dashboard. After they had covered one hundred

kil ometres in fifty-five mnutes, the three nen began

wat chi ng ahead of themfor the coach, but it was another
thirty kilometres before Val chek was able to point ahead and
shout, "That nmust be them about a kilonmetre up the hill."

"Force themoff the road," said Romanov, his eyes never

| eavi ng the bus. The Enbassy driver swung out to overtake and
once he was in front immediately cut across, forcing the
coach driver to throw on his brakes and swerve into the side.
Val chek waved dictatorially at the coach driver to sl ow down
and the man stopped the vehicle just off the road on the edge
of the nountain.

“"Don't either of you speak. Just |eave everything to ne,"
said Romanov, "and remain near the driver in case there's
trouble.” Romanov junped out of the car and ran towards the
coach, his eyes already searching for anyone who m ght be
attenpting to |leave it. He banged on the door inpatiently
until the driver pressed a knob and the big doors swung open.
Romanov | eapt on, with the other two follow ng only paces
behi nd. He took out his passport froman inside pocket,
flashed it in the frightened driver's face and shout ed,
"Who's in charge here?"



Stephen Gieg stood up. "I amthe manager of the conpany,
and | can ..."

"Swi ss police," said Romanov. Gieg was about to ask a
guesti on when Romanov said, "Wen you |eft
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your hotel in Geneva this norning, did you take on any
extra passengers?"

"No," said Gieg. Romanov scow ed. "Unless you count Robin
Beresford's brother."

"Robi n Beresford's brother?" enquired Romanov, his
eyebrows raising interrogatively.

"Yes," said the nmanager. "Adam Beresford. But he only
travelled with us as far as Sol ot hurn. Then he got off."

"Whi ch one of you is Robin?" said Romanov, staring around
a sea of nen's faces.

"I am" piped up a voice fromthe back. Romanov narched

down the bus and saw t he doubl e bass case and then everything
fitted into place. It always worried hi mwhen sonet hi ng was
out of context. Yes, that was what hadn't rung true. Wy
hadn't she put the double bass in the boot with all the other
| arge instrunments? He stared down at the heavy-framed wonan
who now sat behi nd the nonstrous instrunent.



"Your brother is the one call ed Adan??"

"Yes," said Robin.

"Quite a coincidence."

"I don't understand what you nean," she said, trying not
to sound nervous.

"The man | am | ooking for just happens to be called Adam
as well."

"Common enough nane, " said Robin. "Perhaps you've never
read the first chapter of the Bible?"

"Six foot one inch, perhaps two inches, dark hair, dark
eyes, slimand fit. Not a convincing brother for you," added
Romanov studyi ng her frane.

Robi n pushed back her red hair but didn't rise. Romanov
coul d sense fromthe nervous expressions on the faces around
himthat it was Scott who had been on the bus.
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"Where was your brother," he enphasised the word,
"intending to go once he had | eft the coach?" Romanov asked,
tappi ng his passport against his other hand, |ike a baton.

"I have no idea," said Robin, still not changing her
expression fromone of uninterested politeness.



“I will give you one nore chance to co-operate with ne.
Where was your brother headi ng?"

"And I'Il tell you once nore, | don't know. "

“If you refuse to answer ny questions,"” said Romanov, "I

shall have to arrest you."

"On whose authority?" asked Robin calny.

Romanov consi dered showi ng her his passport but realised
that this girl was sharper than either the driver or the
manager .

"Wth the authority of the Swi ss police,” Romanov said
confidently.

"Then no doubt you'll be happy to show ne proof of your
identity."

"Don't be insolent,'
her .

Romanov said sharply. He towered over

"It is you who are insolent,"” said Robin, standing up.

"You drive in front of our coach like a lunatic, nearly
sendi ng us down the nountain, then the three of you burst in
| i ke a bunch of Chicago nobsters, claimng to be Sw ss

police. | have no idea who you are or what you are, but ||
|l et you into two secrets. You touch ne and there are forty
men on this coach who will beat you and your two cronies to

pul p. And even if you managed to get off this bus alive, we
are nenbers of the Royal Philharnonic Orchestra of G eat
Britain, and as such are guests of the Swiss Governnent. In a
few nmonents when we cross the border, we wll becone guests



of the West German Governnent, so you're about to get
yourself on to every
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front page in the world. Single-handedly, you will bring a
totally new neaning to the words 'diplomatic incident'." She
| eaned forward and pointing a finger at himsaid, "So |I'm
telling you, whoever you are, in as l|ladylike fashion as |
can, 'piss off'."

Romanov stood staring at her for sone nonents and then

backed away as Robin's eyes remained glued on him Wen he
reached the front he waved at Val -chek and the chauffeur,

i ndi cating that they should | eave the coach. Reluctantly they
obeyed him The coach driver closed the door the nonment
Romanov' s foot touched the ground and he quickly noved into
first gear and drove back on to the highway.

The entire orchestra turned round and gave Robin the kind
of ovation normally reserved for the entrance of the | eader
of the orchestra.

It went unappreciated. Robin had coll apsed back into her
seat, shaking uncontrollably, only too aware that not one of
the forty nmen on that coach would have lifted a finger

agai nst Rosenbaum

Sir Morris Youngfield glanced round the table: everyone
was in place despite the few m nutes' notice the head of D4
had gi ven them

"Let's hear the latest report,” said Sir Mrris, |ooking
up at his Nunber Two, who was once again seated at the far



end of the table.

“"Not clever, sir, I'mafraid," began Lawence. "Two of our
nost experienced agents were selected to pick up Scott at the
Ri chnond Hotel as planned and then take himto the safety of
the British Consul ate.”

"So what happened?” asked Sir Morris.

"No one at our Ceneva office can be certain. Qur nen
certainly never turned up at the hotel and they haven't been
seen since."
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"What are the Swi ss police saying?" asked Busch.

"They are not being very hel pful,"” said Lawence, turning

to the American. "They are aware that we are not the only
foreign power involved and as is their customin such

ci rcunstances, they have no intention of being seen to favour
ei ther side.”

"Bl oody Swiss,"” said Snell with feeling.

"And where do we imagine Scott is now?" asked Matthews.

"We've also drawn a blank on that," said Law ence.

Matt hews smiled at Lawence's enbarrassnent. "W feel certain
he nmust have got on the coach with the girl -" he | ooked down
at the sheet of paper on the table in front of him"- Robin

Beresford. But he wasn't on it when we were waiting for them



at the border. The orchestra is due at their Frankfurt hotel
i n about one hour so we will be able to find out nore then.
The German police are being far nore co-operative," Lawence
added.

"Meanwhi | e what el se are we doi ng?" asked Sir Mrris.

"Checking all the usual places as well as keeping a close
eye on Romanov who, incidentally, turned up on the French
border last night. One of our old hands recogni sed him
despite the fact that he's cut his hair very short; doesn't
suit him apparently."

"So Scott could be anywhere by now?" said Matthews. "Do
you think he's still in Switzerland, or managed to cross one
of the borders?"

Law ence hesitated. "I have no idea," he said wthout
expr essi on.

Sir Morris stared at himfromthe far end of the table but
didn't comrent.

"Do you think he'll contact you again?" asked Snell.
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"Alnmost certainly, if he's still alive."

"I'f Romanov is still in Switzerland, Scott nust still be
alive," said Busch. "Because the nonent he gets his hands on
the icon he wll head east."



"Agreed," said Lawence, "and we have nmen stationed at the

ai rport checking every flight out to the East. | therefore
suggest we follow up any further |eads and assenbl e again
tomorrow at seven a.m unless Scott contacts ne before then.™

Sir Morris nodded and rose to | eave. Everyone stood.

"Thank you, gentlenen," he said, and wal ked towards the
far end of the room As he passed Law ence, he nurnured,
"Per haps you could cone to ny office when you have a nonent."

Adam sl i pped and stunbled the | ast few yards down the
ravine before finally landing with a bunp on his backsi de.
Hi s hands were cut and bl eeding in several places, his
trousers torn and sneared with clay and earth. He sat still
for about two mnutes trying to get his breath back as he

| ooked back up towards the road. He had taken just under an
hour to cover what a stone could have nanaged in three
seconds. Still, there had been one advantage: no one could
have seen himfromthe road. He gazed across the valley
ahead. Anyone woul d be able to see himnow, but he had left
hinmself with no alternative.

Judge by eye, check by map. The map wasn't nuch hel p but

he estinmated the distance to the far ridge to be about two
nore mles. At |east the map had prom sed himthere was a
road, hidden fromsight on the other side of the ridge. He
studied the terrain - rolling green fields, no hedgerows to
shield him and then one w de, shallow river. He reckoned he
could cover the ground to the road in about twenty m nutes.
He
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checked that the icon was securely in place and then set
off at an even pace.

Romanov had hardly uttered a word since the three nen had
been uncerenoni ously renoved fromthe coach, and Val chek and
the driver certainly hadn't ventured any opi nions. Ronmanov
knew the girl had called his bluff, and he couldn't afford a
further diplomatic incident which woul d undoubtedly be
reported back to his Chairman in Moscow. But Romanov woul d
never forget the girl with the man's nane.

Sol ot hurn was about forty kilometres back in the direction
they had already travelled, and the driver could have

conpl eted the journey in about twenty m nutes had Romanov not
I nsisted on sl owi ng down as they passed every vehicle that
travell ed towards them They checked the occupants of each
vehicle on the other side of the road, just in case Scott had
managed to thunmb a lift. It was a necessary precaution in
Romanov' s judgnent, but it nmeant a total tine of thirty-one
m nutes before they arrived back in Sol othurn. At | east
Romanov felt confident Scott wasn't heading for the German
border - unless he had been very well disguised or travelled
In the boot of a car.

As soon as they reached Sol ot hurn Romanov instructed the
driver to leave the car in the mddle of the town while they
split up to see if they could discover any clues as to the
route Scott m ght have taken. None of the |ocals whomthey
guesti oned had seen anyone resenbling Scott that norning, and
Ronmanov was begi nning to wonder which border he should now
head for when he saw the driver kicking a football back to a
little boy. Romanov ran down the hill and was about to
renmonstrate with hi mwhen the boy turned and ki cked the bal
hard at the Russian. Romanov trapped
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the ball automatically and kicked it firmly past the boy

and into the goal. Romanov turned towards the driver and was
about to shout at hi mwhen the ball reappeared at his feet.
He picked it up in anger and was going to throw it back at

t he boy when he saw his hopeful smle. Romanov held the bal
hi gh above his head. The boy ran up and junped towards the
bal | but however hard he tried he couldn't reach it.

"Have you seen any strangers this norning?" he asked in
sl ow del i berate German.

"Yes, yes," said the boy. "But he didn't score a goal."

"Where did he go?" asked Ronmanov.

"Up the hill," said the boy. To the child's disnay,
Romanov dropped the ball and began to run. Val chek and the
driver followed after him

“"Nein, nein" cried the little boy who foll owed after them
Romanov | ooked back to see the boy was standing on the spot
where Adam had been thunbing lifts, pointing out over the
ravi ne.

Romanov qui ckly turned to the driver. "Get the car, | need
the gl asses and the map." The driver ran back down the hil
once again followed by the boy. Afew mnutes |later the
Mercedes drew up by Romanov's side. The driver junped out and
handed t he gl asses over to Romanov, while Val chek spread a
map out on the car bonnet.

Romanov focused the binoculars and began to sweep the
hills in the distance. It was several mnutes before the
gl asses stopped and settled upon a brown speck clinbing up
the farthest hill.



"The rifle," were Romanov's only words.

Val chek ran to the boot of the car and took out a Dragunov
sniper's rifle wwth telescopic sights. He assenbl ed the | ong,
slimweapon with its distinctive
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wooden skel eton stock and checked that it was | oaded. He
then raised it, noved it around until it felt confortable
nestled in his shoulder and swept the ground in front of him
until he too focused on Scott. Romanov foll owed Adani s
relentless stride with the binoculars. Val chek's arm noved
with him keeping the sane pace. "Kill him" said Romanov.
Val chek was grateful for the clear w ndless day as he kept
the rifle sight in the mddle of the Englishman's back,
waited for three nore strides, then slowy squeezed the
trigger. Adam had al nost reached the top of the ridge when
the bullet tore through him He fell to the ground with a
t hud. Romanov sm | ed and | owered the gl asses.

Adam knew exactly what had ripped through his shoul der and
where the shot nust have cone from He instinctively rolled
over until he reached the nearest tree. And then the pain
began. Al though the bullet had lost a ot of its power at
such a distance, it still stung |ike an adder's bite, and
bl ood was al ready begi nning to seep through his trenchcoat
fromthe torn nuscle. He turned his head and gazed back
behind him He could see no one but he knew Romanov nust be
standing there waiting to take a second shot.

Turning with difficulty, he | ooked back up towards the
edge of the hill. Only thirty yards to the safety of the
ridge, but he would have to run over the top, renaining



exposed for several vital seconds. Even if he nade it Ronmanov
woul d still be able to reach himby car wiwthin thirty
m nut es.

Nevert hel ess, that was his one chance. Slowy, very

slowy, he crawl ed inch by inch up the ridge, thankful for
the tree that he could still use as protection. One arm

foll owed one leg, |like a beached crab. Once he had covered
ten yards he knew the angl e woul d be agai nst hi m and Ronanov
woul d have a flat, slow
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noving target to aimat. He noved four nore |lengths of his
body and st opped.

You can't hold a rifle up on your shoul der for ever, Adam
t hought. He counted to two hundred sl owy.

"l suspect he's going to make a run for it," Romanov told
Val chek as he raised the glasses, "which will give you about
three seconds. |I'll shout the nonent he noves." Ronmanov kept
the glasses trained on the tree. Suddenly Adam junped up and
sprinted as though it were the last twenty netres of an

A ynpic final. Romanov shouted "Now' and Val chek pulled the
rifle up into his shoul der, focused on the noving man and
squeezed the trigger as Adamthrew hinself over the ridge.
The second bullet whistled by the side of Adanmi s head.

Romanov cursed, as he stared through the binoculars,

knowi ng that Val chek had m ssed. He turned to the open map.
The others joined himaround the car as he began to consi der
the alternatives. "He should reach that road in about ten

m nutes," he said, putting his finger in the mddle of a
small red line that ran between Neuchatel and the French



border. "Unless the first bullet hit him in which case it
could take himlonger. So howlong will it take you to get to
t hat border?" Romanov asked the driver.

The chauffeur studied the map. "About twenty-five, at nost
thirty mnutes, Conmrade Major," cane back the reply.

Romanov turned and | ooked back towards the hills. "Thirty
m nutes, Scott, that's how |l ong you' ve got to live."

When the car sped away, the little boy ran hone as fast as
he could. He quickly told his nother everything he had seen.
She smil ed understandingly. Only children always had such
vivid i magi nations.
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When Adam | ooked up, he was relieved to see the road was
only about a mle away. He jogged towards it at a steady
pace, but found that the running caused hi meven nore

di sconfort. He was anxious to stop and check the wound but
waited till he reached the road. The bullet had torn through
the outer flesh of his shoulder nuscle Ieaving himin

consi derabl e pain. An inch | ower and he woul d have been
unable to nove. He was relieved to see that the bl ood had
only made a small stain on his trenchcoat. He fol ded a
handkerchief in four and placed it between his shirt and the
wound. He knew he daren't risk a hospital. As |long as he
could get to a pharmacy by nightfall, he felt he could take
care of the problem hinself.

Adam checked the nmap. He was now only a few kil onetres
fromthe French border, and deci ded, because of the wound, to
cross into France as quickly as possible rather than keep to
his original plan of going up through Basle and on to



Br ener haven.

Desperately he began to thunb at any car that passed, no

| onger bothering with the nationality of the nunber plates.
He felt he was safe for about twenty m nutes but after that
he woul d have to di sappear back into the hills. Unfortunately
there were far fewer cars driving towards the French border

t han there had been on the Basle road, and they all ignored
his plea. He feared that the tine was fast approaching for
himto return to the hills when a yellow Ctroen drew into
the side of the road a few yards ahead of him

By the time Adam had reached the car the wonan in the
passenger seat had al ready wound down t he w ndow.

"Where - are - you - goi ng?" asked Adam pronounci ng each
word slowy and carefully.
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The driver | eant across, took a |l engthy | ook at Adam and
said in a broad Yorkshire accent, "We're on our way to Dijon.
Any use to you, |ad?"

"Yes, please,” said Adam relieved that his scruffy
appearance had not put them off.

"Then junmp in the back wth ny daughter."”

Adam obeyed. The Citroen noved off, as Adam checked out of
t he back wi ndow, he was relieved to see an enpty road
stretching out behind him



"Jim Hardcastle's the nane," said the man, as he noved the
car into third gear. Jimappeared to have a large, warmsnile
perpetually inprinted on his chubby red face. H's dark gi nger
hair went straight back and was plastered down with
Brylcreem He wore a Harris tweed jacket and an open- necked
shirt that revealed a little red triangle of hair. It | ooked
to Adamas if he had given up attenpts to do anythi ng about
his waistline. "And this is the wife, Betty," he said,
gesturing with his el bow towards the woman in the front seat.
She turned towards Adam revealing the sanme ruddy cheeks and
warm smle. Her hair was dyed bl onde but the roots renuai ned
an obstinate black. "And sitting next to you is our Linda,"
Ji m Hardcast| e added, al nost as an afterthought. "Just |eft
school and going to work for the local council, aren't you,

Li nda?" Linda nodded sul kily. Adam stared at the young girl
whose first experinment with make-up hadn't worked that well.
The dark over-lined eye shadow and the pink lipstick did not
hel p what Adam consi dered was an attractive girl probably in
her |late teens. "And what's your nane, |ad?"

"Dudl ey Hulme," said Adam recalling the nane on his new
passport. "And are you on holiday?" he asked, trying to keep
his mnd off the throbbing shoul der.
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"M xi ng business with pleasure,” said Jim "But this part

of the trip is rather special for Betty and nyself. W flew
to Genoa on Saturday and hired the car to tour Italy, First
we travelled up through the Sinplon Pass. It's a bit
breat ht aki ng after our hone town of Hull."

Adam woul d have asked for details, but Jimdidn't reckon

on any interruptions. "I'"min nustard, you see. Export
director for Colman's, and we're on our way to the annual
conference of the I M. You may have heard of us." Adam nodded



knowi ngly. "International Mustard Federation,"” Ji madded.
Adam wanted to | augh, but because of the pain in his
shoul der, managed to keep a strai ght face.

"This year they've elected ne President of the IM- the

hi gh point of nmy career in nustard, you m ght say. And, if |
may be so bold as to suggest, an honour for Colnman's as well,
the finest nustard in the world," he added, as if he said it
at least a hundred tinmes a day. "As President | have to
presi de over the conference neetings and chair the annual

di nner. Tonight | shall be making a speech of welcone to

del egates fromall over the world.".

"How fascinating," winced Adam as the car went over a
pot hol e.

"It certainly is," said Jim "People have no i dea how many
makes of nustards there are." He paused for a second and then
said, "One hundred and forty-three. There's no doubt the
Frogs make one or two good attenpts and even the Krauts don't
do too badly, but there's still nothing to beat Col man's.
British is best after all, | always say. Probably the sane in
your line of country,"” said Jim "By the way, what is your
line of country?"

“I'min the arny," said Adam
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"What's a soldier doing thunbing a lift on the borders of
Switzerl and?"

"Can | speak to you in confidence?" asked Adam



"Munis the word," said Jim "W Hardcastles know how to
keep our traps shut."

In the case of Jinis wife and daughter, Adam had no proof
to the contrary.

“I"'ma captain in the Royal Wssex, at present on a NATO

exerci se," began Adam "I was dunped off the coast at
Brindisi in ltaly last Sunday with a fal se passport and ten
Engli sh pounds. | have to be back in barracks at Al dershot by

m dni ght Saturday." Wen he saw the | ook of approbation
appear on Jims face, he felt even Robin would have been
proud of him Ms Hardcastle turned around to take a nore
careful look at him

"1 knew you were an officer the nonent you opened your

mout h," said Jim "You couldn't have fooled ne. | was a
sergeant in the Royal Arny Service Corps in the |ast war
nysel f. Doesn't sound much, but | did ny bit for the old
country." The acronymfor the Corps -'Rob Al Serving

Conr ades' - flashed through Adamis m nd. "Have you seen any
action yourself, Dudley?" Ji mwas asking.

"Alittle in Malaya," said Adam

"I mssed that one," said Jim "After the big one was
over, | went back into nustard. So where's the problemin
getting you back to Engl and?"

"There are about eight of us trying to reach Al der-shot,
and a thousand Anmericans trying to stop us."

"Yanks," said Jimw th disdain. "They only join

wars just as we're about to win them Al nedals and



glory, that lot. No, | nmean is there any real problenf"

"Yes, the border officials have been briefed that

eight British officers are attenpting to get over into
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France and the Swiss love to be the ones to pull us in.

Only two officers out of twelve made it back to barracks | ast
year," said Adam warmng to his own thene. "Both were
pronoted within weeks."

"The Swiss," said Jim "They're even worse than the
Anmericans. They don't even join in a war - happy to fleece
both sides at the sanme tine. They won't pick you up, | ad,
believe ne. I'lI|l see to that."

“If you can get nme across the border, M Hardcastle, I'm
confident | wll be able to make it all the way back to
Al der shot . "

"Consider it done, lad."

The fuel indicator was flashing red. "How many kil onetres
| eft when that happens?" demanded Ronanov.

"About twenty, Conrade Major," said the driver



"Then we should still nmake the French border?"

"Perhaps it mght be safer to stop and fill up," suggested
t he driver.

"There is no tinme for safety,"” said Romanov. "Go faster."

"Yes, Conrade Major," said the driver, who decided it was
not the occasion to point out they would run out of petrol
even nore quickly if he was made to push the car to its
limts.

"Why didn't you fill the tank up this norning, you fool?"
sai d Romanov.

"I thought | was only taking the Consul to lunch at the
town hall today, and | had intended to fill the tank up
during ny lunch hour.™

"Just pray for your sake that we reach the border," said
Romanov. "Faster."

The Mercedes touched 140 kil onetres per hour and Romanov
rel axed only when he saw a sign saying they were only ten
kilonmetres fromthe border. A few
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mnutes later a smle grewon his face as they passed the

five-kilonetre sign, and then suddenly the engine spluttered
as it tried helplessly to continue turning over at the speed
t he pressed-down accel erator was demandi ng. The indicator on



the speedoneter started to drop steadily as the engine
continued to chug. The driver turned off the ignition and
threw the gear lever into neutral. The sheer nonmentum of the
heavy Mercedes took them anot her kil onmetre before the car
slowed to a conplete stop.

Romanov did not even | ook at the driver as he junped out
of the car and began running the last three kil onmetres
t owards the border.

"I've conme up with an idea," said Jim as they passed a
si gnpost warning drivers that the border was only two
kil ometres away.

"What's that, sir?" asked Adam who could now feel his
shoul der beating |like a steady tune hamered out by a child
on a tin drum

"When it cones to the tine for us to present our
passports, you put your armround Linda and start cuddling
her. Leave the rest to ne.”

M's Hardcastl e turned round and gave Adam a nuch cl oser

| ook as Linda went scarlet. Adam | ooked across at the

m ni -skirted pink-1ipped Linda and felt enbarrassed by the
predi canent her father had placed his daughter in. "Don't
argue with nme, Dudley," continued Jimconfidently. "I prom se
you what | have in mnd will work." Adam nade no conment and
neither did Linda. Wien they reached the Swi ss border a few
nonments | ater, Adam could see that there were two checkpoints
about one hundred yards apart. Drivers were avoiding one line
of traffic in which a row was goi ng on between a custons
official and an irate lorry
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driver. Jimdrove up straight behind the gesticulating
Frenchman. "G ve ne your passport, Dudley,"” he said. Adam
handed over the violinist's passport.

Why did you choose this |ine? Adamwanted to ask.

"I chose this line," continued Jim "because by the tine
It conmes for our passports to be inspected | reckon the

custons officer wll be only too happy to allow us through
W t hout nmuch fuss.” As if in reaction to his logic, a |long
gueue started to formbehind Jim but still the argunent

raged in front of them Adamrenmained alert, continually

| ooki ng out of the back wi ndow, waiting for the nonment when
Romanov woul d appear. \Wen he turned back, he was relieved to
find that the lorry in front of themwas being told to pul
over into the side and wait.

Jimdrove quickly up to the custons post. "Get necking,
you two," he said.

Up until that point Adam had kept his hands hidden in his
trenchcoat pocket because they were so scratched and brui sed.
But he obeyed Jimand took Linda in his arns and ki ssed her
perfunctorily, one eye still open watching for Romanov. To
his surprise she parted his |ips and began exploring inside
his nouth with her tongue. Adam t hought about protesting but
real i sed there was no way he could make it sound gall ant or
credi bl e.

"The wi fe, the daughter and the future son-in-law " said
Jim handi ng over the four passports.

The custons nman started to check.

"What was all the trouble about, officer?"



“"Not hing for you to worry about,"” said the official,
flicking through the passports. "I hope it hasn't
I nconveni enced you."

"No, no," said Jim "They didn't even notice," he said,
poi nti ng over his shoul der and | aughi ng.
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The policeman shrugged and, handi ng the passports back, he
said, "Allen" waving them on.

"Sharp as nustard Jim that's what they call ne back in
Hul I ." He | ooked over his shoul der towards , Adam "You can
stop that now, Dudley, thank you." Adamfelt Linda rel ease
himw th sone rel uctance.

She gl anced at himshyly, then turned towards her father.
"But we still have to go over the French border, don't we?"

"We have already been alerted to | ook out for himand |

can assure you he hasn't been through this post,” said the

seni or custons officer. "Qtherwi se one of ny nen would have
spotted him But if you want to doubl e-check, be nmy guest.”

Romanov went quickly fromofficer to officer show ng them

t he bl own-up phot ograph of Adam but none of them coul d
recal | anyone resenbling him Valchek joined hima few
mnutes |ater and confirnmed that Scott was not in any of the
cars still waiting to be allowed over the border and that the
Mer cedes was bei ng pushed into the border garage.



"I's it back to the hills, Conrade Major?" asked Val chek.

"Not yet. | want to be absolutely certain he hasn't
managed to cross the border."

The senior official emerged fromhis post in the centre of
the road. "Any |uck?" he asked.

"No," said Romanov glumy. "You seemto be right."

"I thought as nuch. If any of ny nmen had let the
Engl i shman t hrough they woul d have been | ooking for a new job
by now. "

Ronmanov nodded i n acknow edgnent. "Could | have nissed any
of your staff?"

258

A Matter of Honour

"Doubt it - unless there's a couple of themtaking a
break. If so you'll find themin the bar about a hundred
netres up towards the French border point."

Four custons officers and a French waitress were the only
people to be found in the bar. Two of the officers were

pl ayi ng pool while the other two sat at a corner table,
drinking coffee. Ronmanov took the photo out once nore and
showed it to the two nmen at the pool table. They both shook
their heads in an uninterested fashion and returned to
potting the multi-col oured balls.



The two Russians nade their way to the bar. Val -chek

passed Romanov a cup of coffee and a sandwi ch, which he took
over to the table where the other two border guards sat. One
of themwas telling his colleague the trouble he had had with
a French lorry driver who was trying to snuggle Sw ss wat ches
over the border. Romanov pushed the photograph of Scott
across the table.

"Have you seen this man today?"

Nei t her showed any sign of recognition and the younger one
qui ckly returned to his story. Romanov sipped his coffee, and
began to consi der whet her he should nake a run for Basle or
call for reinforcenments to sweep the hills. Then he noticed
that the young man's eyes kept returning to the photo. He
asked once again if he had seen Scott.

"No, no," said the young officer, alittle too quickly. In
Moscow Romanov woul d have had a 'yes' out of himwthin

m nutes, but he would have to follow a nore gentl e approach
her e.

"How | ong ago?" Romanov asked quietly.

"What do you nean?" asked the policenman.

"How | ong ago?" repeated Romanov in a firmer voice.
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"I't wasn't him" said the officer, sweat now appearing on
hi s forehead.



"I'f it wasn't him how |l ong ago wasn't it hinf"

The officer hesitated. "Twenty m nutes, nmaybe thirty."

"What make of vehicl e?"

The young officer hesitated. "A Ctroen, | think. "

" Col our ?"

"Yel | ow. "

"t her passengers?”

"Three. Looked like a famly. Mther, father, daughter. He
was in the back with the daughter. The father said they were
engaged. "

Romanov had no nore questi ons.

Jim Hardcastl e managed to keep a one-si ded conversation
goi ng for over an hour.

“"Naturally," he said, "the IMF holds its annual conference

in a different city every year. Last year it was in Denver in
Col orado, and next year it'll be at Perth in Australia, so |
manage to get around a bit. But as the export man you have to
get used to a lot of travel."

“I"'msure you do," said Adam trying to concentrate on his
benefactor's words while his shoul der throbbed on.



"' monly President for a year, of course," continued Jim
"But | have plans to ensure that ny fell ow del egates won't
forget 1966 in a hurry."”

"I msure they won't," said Adam

"I shall point out to themthat Col man's has had anot her
record year on the export side."

"How i npressive."

"Yes, but | nust admit that nost of our profits are |eft
on the side of the plate," he said, |aughing.
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Adam | aughed as wel|l but sensed that Ms Hard-castle and
Li nda m ght have heard the |ine before.

"I'"ve been thinking, Dudley, and I"msure the wife would

agree with ne, that it would be nost acceptable to us if you
felt able to join the presidential table for dinner tonight —
as nmy guest, of course.” Ms Hardcastle nodded, as did Linda
wi th ent husi asm

"1 can think of nothing that would give ne greater

pl easure,"” said Adam "But | fear ny comrandi ng of fi cer m ght
not be quite as delighted to hear | had stopped on the way
back to England to take in a party. | do hope you'l

under stand. "



"If he is anything like ny old COIl certainly do," said

Jim "Still, if you should ever be Hull way, |ook us up." He
took a card out of his top pocket and passed it over his
shoul der.

Adam st udi ed t he enbossed | etters and wondered what 'M FT
stood for. He didn't ask.

"Where in Dijon would you like to be dropped of f?" asked
Jimas he drove into the outskirts of the town.

"Anywhere near the centre that's convenient for you,"
replied Adam

"Just holler when it suits you then," said Jim "O
course, | always maintain that a neal wthout nustard .

"Can you drop ne on the next corner?" said Adam suddenly.

"Oh," said Jim sad to be losing such a good listener. And
he reluctantly drew the car up al ongside the kerb.

Adam ki ssed Linda on the cheek before getting out of the
back. He then shook hands with M and Ms Hardcastl| e.

“"Nice to have nade your acquaintance,"” said Jim "If you
change your mnd you'll find us at the hotel ... Is that
bl ood on your shoul der, |ad?"
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"Just a graze froma fall - nothing to worry about.
Wul dn't want the Americans to think they'd got the better of
me. "

"No, no, of course not," said Jim "Wll, good |uck."

As the car noved of f Adam stood on the pavenent watching

t hem di sappear. He smled and tried to wave, then turning, he
wal ked qui ckly down a side street |ooking for a shopping
precinct. Wthin nonents he was in the centre of town,
relieved to find that all the shops were still open. He began
to search up and down the street for a green cross above a
door. Adam hadto wal k only fifty yards before he spotted one.
He entered the shop tentatively and checked the shel ves.

Atall man with short fair hair, wearing a | ong | eather

coat, stood in the corner wwth his back to the entrance. Adam
froze. Then the man turned round, frowning at the packet of
tabl ets he wanted to purchase, while at the sane tine rubbing
his thick Gallic noustache.

Adam wal ked up to the counter.

"Do you speak English, by any chance?" he asked the
di spenser, trying to sound confident.

"Passabl e, | hope," cane back the reply.

"I need sone iodine, cotton wool, a bandage and heavy
El astoplast. | fell and bruised ny shoul der on a rock," Adam
expl ai ned.

The di spenser quickly put the order together w thout
showi ng much interest.



"This is what you require but you will find that the trade
names are different," explained the dispenser. "That wll be
twenty-three francs," he added.

"WIIl Swi ss do?"

"Certainly."

"I's there a hotel anywhere nearby?" asked Adam

"Around the next corner, on the other side of the square.™
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Adam t hanked him handed over the Swi ss notes, and then

| eft the pharmacy in search of the hotel. The Hotel Frantel
was, as prom sed, only a short distance away. He wal ked
across the square and up the steps into the hotel to find
several people were waiting at reception to be booked in.
Adam swung his trenchcoat over his' bl ood-stained shoul der
and wal ked past them as he checked the signs on the wall. He
then strode across the entrance hall as though he were a
guest of several days' standing. He foll owed the sign he had
been | ooking for which took himdown a flight of stairs, to
come head on with three further signs. The first had the

sil houette of a man on the door, the second a woman, the
third a wheel chair.

He opened the third tentatively and was surprised to find
behind it nothing nore than a sizeable square roomwith a

hi gh-seated | avatory against the wall. Adam | ocked hinself in
and let his trenchcoat fall to the ground.



He rested for a few mnutes before slowy stripping to the
wai st. He then ran a basinful of warm water.

Adam was thankful for the endless first-aid sem nars every
officer had to go through, never believing they would serve
any purpose. Twenty mnutes |later the pain had subsided and
he even felt confortable.

He picked up his coat with his right hand and tried to
throw it back over his shoulder. The very novenent caused the
icon to fall out of the map pocket and onto the tiled floor.
As it hit the ground, the sound nmade Adam fear that it m ght
have broken in half. He stared down anxiously and then fell
to his knees.

The icon had split open |like a book.
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When Adamreturned to the Hotel Frantel an hour |ater few
guests woul d have recogni sed the man who had crept in earlier
t hat afternoon.

He wore a new shirt, trousers, tie and a doubl e-breast ed

bl azer that wouldn't be fashionable in Britain for at | east
anot her year. Even the raincoat had been ditched because the
icon fitted snugly into the bl azer pocket. He considered the
shop had probably given hima poor exchange rate for his
traveller's cheques but that was not what had been occupyi ng
his m nd for the past hour.

He booked hinself into a single roomin the nane of Dudl ey
Hul me and a few mnutes |ater took the |lift to the third
floor.



Lawr ence pi cked the phone up even before Adam heard the
second ri ng.

"It's me," said Adam

"Where are you?" were Lawrence's first words.

"'l ask the questions,” said Adam

"1 can understand how you feel,"” said Lawence, "but

"No buts. You nust be aware by now that soneone on your
so-called teamhas a direct line to the Russi ans because it
was Romanov and his friends who were
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wai ting for nme outside the hotel in Geneva, not your |ot.

"We realise that now," said Law ence.

"We?" said Adam "Who are we? Because |'mfinding it
rather hard to work out who's on ny side."

"You don't believe that

"When you get your girlfriend nurdered, chased across



Eur ope by professional killers, shot at and .

"Shot at?" said Law ence.

"Yes, your friend Romanov took a shot at ne today, hit ne
in the shoulder. Next tinme we neet | intend it to be the
other way round and it won't be the shoul der."

"There won't be a next tine," said Lawence, "because
we'll get you out safely if you'll only et me know where you
are.”

The nmenory of Robin's words, "Just be wary of how nuch you
| et himknow," stopped Adamfromtelling Lawence his exact
| ocati on.

"Adam for God's sake, you're on your own; if you don't
trust me who can you trust? | admt it looks as if we let you
down. But it won't happen again."”

There was another |ong silence before Adamsaid, "I'min
Dijon."

"Why Dijon?"

"Because the only person who would give ne a lift was
going to a nustard conference in Dijon."

Law ence couldn't stop hinself smling. "G ve ne your
nunber and |'l1 phone you back within the hour."

"No," said Adam "I'Ill phone you back in one hour."



"Adam you've got to show sonme trust in ne.

“Not now that |I know what it is you're all after, | can't
afford to trust anybody."

Adam repl aced the phone and stared down at the icon which
| ay open on the bed. It wasn't the signature
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of Stoeckle or Seward that worried him It was the date
-June 20, 1966 - that read |ike a death warrant.

"Goodnight, sir," said the doorkeeper as the senior civil
servant left Century House that evening. "Another |ate night
for you," he added synpathetically. He acknow edged the
doorman by raising his rolled unbrella a fewinches. It had
been another |ate night, but at |east they had caught up with
Scott again. He was beginning to develop quite a respect for
the man. But how they failed to pick himup in Geneva stil
required a fuller explanation than the one Law ence Penberton
had supplied the D4 with that afternoon.

He set off at a brisk pace towards the O d Kent Road,
conspi cuous in his black coat and pin-striped trousers. He
tapped his unbrella nervously before hailing a passing taxi.

"Dillon's bookshop, Malet Street,” he told the driver,
before getting in the back. Already seven thirty, but he
still wouldn't be too late and a few m nutes either way
wasn't going to make that nmuch difference. Penberton had
agreed to remain at his desk until all the | oose ends were
tied up and he was sure that nothing could go wong this
tine. He allowed hinself a wy smle as he thought how t hey



had all accepted his plan. It had the doubl e advant age of
ensuring enough time for themto get their best nen into
position, while keeping Scott well out of sight in a deserted
hi deaway. He hoped that this was the last tinme they would
expect himto cone up with an original proposal.

"Eight shillings, guv'nor," said the taxi-driver, as he
drew up outside Dillon's. He handed over the nobney and added
a sixpenny tip. He stood staring at the wi ndow of the

uni versity bookshop, watching the reflection of the taxi as
it noved off. The nonent the taxi
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had turned the corner into Gower Street he began wal ki ng
away. In nonents he had reached a side road into which he
turned. Ridgnount Gardens was one of those streets which even
London cabbies had to think about for a few nonents. He had
wal ked only a matter of yards before he di sappeared down sone
stone steps to a basenent flat. He inserted a Yale key in the
front door lock, turned it quickly, stepped inside and cl osed
t he door behind him

During the next twenty m nutes he made two tel ephone calls
- one international, one local - and then had a bath. He
energed back on Ri dgnmount Gardens | ess than an hour | ater
dressed in a casual brown suit, pink floral open shirt and
brown brogue shoes. The parting in his hair had changed
sides. He returned to Dillon's on foot and hail ed anot her
taxi.

"The British Museum" he instructed the driver, as he
stepped into the back. He checked his watch: nearly ten past
eight. Scott would be fully briefed by now, he thought,

al t hough his associ ates woul d be already on the way back to
Dijon, as his plan had allowed for a two-hour del ay.



The taxi drew up outside the British Museum He paid and
wal ked up the twelve steps in front of the nmuseum admring
the Byzantine architecture as he regularly did each week,
bef ore wal ki ng back down again to hail another taxi.

"M ddl esex Hospital, please,” was all he said. The taxi
executed a U-turn and headed west.

Poor bastard. If Scott hadn't opened that envelope in the
first place the icon wwuld have ended up with its rightful
owner .

“Shall | drive up to the entrance?" asked the cabbie.

"Yes, please."

A nonment |ater he strolled into the hospital, checked
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the board on the wall as if he were |looking for a certain
ward, then wal ked back out on to the street. Fromthe

M ddl esex Hospital it always took hi mabout three m nutes at
a steady pace to reach Charlotte Street, where he stopped
outside a house and pressed a buzzer attached to a little

I nt ercom

“"Are you a nenber?" enquired a voice suspiciously.

"Yes."



On the hour Adam phoned and listened carefully to all
Lawr ence had to say.

“I''l'l take one nore risk," said Adam "but if Romanov

turns up this tinme I'll hand over the icon to himpersonally
and with it a piece of property so valuable that no anount of
noney the Anericans could offer would be sufficient to
purchase it back."

When Adam put the phone down Lawence and Sir Morris
pl ayed the conversation back over again and again.

"I think property's the key word,"” said Sir Morris.

"Agreed," said Lawence, "but what piece of property could
be that valuable to both the Russians and the Anericans?"

Sir Mrris began slowy rotating the gl obe that stood by
the side of his desk.

"What does that buzz nean?" asked Ronmanov. "We are not
runni ng out of petrol again, are we?"

"No, sir," said the chauffeur. "It's the new calling
device now fixed to all anbassadorial cars. It neans they
expect nme to check in."

"Turn round and go back to that petrol station we passed a
couple of mles ago," Romanov said quietly.

Romanov started tapping the dashboard inpatiently as he
waited for the petrol station to reappear on the
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hori zon. The sun was goi ng down quickly and he feared it
woul d be dark within the hour. They had travell ed about
ninety kilonetres beyond Dijon and neither he nor Val chek had
even seen a yellow Citroen going either way.

"Fill up again while | phone Geneva," Romanov said the
nonment he saw the petrol station. He ran to the phone box
whil e Val chek still kept a watchful eye on the passing
traffic.

"I am answering your signal," said Romanov when he was put
through to the euphem stically titled Second Secretary.

"We've had another call from Mentor," said the Second
Secretary. "How far are you from D jon?"

The nenber stunbl ed about the dimy lit roomuntil he cane
across an unoccupi ed tabl e wedged up against a pillar in one
corner. He sat down on a little |eather stool by its side. He
swi vel | ed around nervously, as he always did when waiting for
sonmeone to bring himhis usual nmalt whisky on the rocks. Wen
the drink was placed on the table in front of him he sipped
at it, in between trying to discover if there were any new
faces spread around the dark room Not an easy task, as he
refused to put on his glasses. H s eyes eventually becane
accustoned to the dimlight thrown out by the |long red
fluorescent bulb that stretched above the bar. Al he could
make out were the sanme old faces staring at himhopefully;

but he want ed sonet hi ng new.

The proprietor, noticing that a regular custoner had
remai ned on his own, cane out and sat opposite himon the



other little stool. The nenber never could get hinself to
| ook the man in the eyes.

"I've got soneone who's very keen to neet you,
the proprietor.

whi sper ed
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"Whi ch one?" he asked, |ooking up once nore to check the
faces at the bar.

"Leaning on the juke box in the corner. The tall, slim

one. And he's young," added the proprietor. He | ooked towards
the blaring machine. A pleasing new face smled at him He
sm | ed nervously back.

"Was | right?" asked the proprietor.

"I s he safe?" was all he asked.

"No trouble with this one. Upper-class lad, right out of a
t op-drawer public school. Just wants to earn a bit of pocket
noney on the side."

"Fine." The nenber took a sip of whisky.

The proprietor wal ked over to the juke box. The nenber
wat ched himtal king to the young nan. The boy downed his
drink, hesitated for a nonent, then strolled across the
crowded floor to take the enpty stool.



"My nane is Piers," the young nman sai d.

"Mne's Jereny," the nenber said.

"A gentle nane," said Piers. "lI've always |iked the nane
Jereny.”

"Wul d you care for a drink?"

"A dry Martini, please," said Piers.

The nmenber ordered a dry Martini and anot her nmalt whi sky.
The waiter hurried away. "l haven't seen you here before.”

"No, it's only ny second tine," said Piers. "l used to
work in Soho, but it's got to be so rough lately, you_ never
know who you might end up with."

The drinks arrived and the nmenber took a quick gulp.

"Whul d you |ike to dance?" asked Piers.

"It's an energency," the voice said. "Is the tape on?"
"I"'mlistening."
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"Antarctic is in Djon and he's discovered what's in the
i con."



"And did he give them any cl ue?"

"No, all he told Penberton was that he was in possession
of a piece of property so valuable that no anmount of noney we
could offer would be sufficient to purchase it back."

"I ndeed, " said the voi ce.

"The British think the inportant word is property,"” said
the caller

"They're wong," said the voice on the other end of the
line. "It's purchase."

"How can you be so sure?"

"Because the Russian Anbassador in Washi ngton has
requested a neeting with the Secretary of State on June 20
and he's bringing with hima bullion order to the val ue of
712 million dollars in gold."

"So where does that | eave us?"

"On our way to Dijon so that we can be sure to |ay our
hands on that icon before the British or the Russians. The
Russi ans obviously feel confident that it will soon be in
their possession, so ny bet is that they nust already be on
the way. "

"But |1've already agreed to go along with the British
pl an."

"Try not to forget which side you're on, Comrander."



"Yes, sir. But what are we going to do about Antarctic if
we get our hands on the icon?"

"I't"s only the icon we're after. Once that's in our
possession, Antarctic is expendable."

Adam checked his watch: a few m nutes after seven.

It was tinme for himto | eave because he had deci ded not to
carry out Lawence's instructions to the letter.
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He intended to be waiting for them and not as Law ence
had pl anned. He | ocked the bedroom door and returned to
reception where he paid for the use of the roomand the
t el ephone calls he had made.

"Thank you,'
| eave.

he said to the receptionist, and turned to

"Dudl ey." Adamfro/e on the spot.

"Dudl ey," the voice booned again. "I alnost didn't

recogni se you. Did you change your m nd?" A hand thunped him
on the shoulder —at least it wasn't the | eft shoul der, he

t hought - as he stared down at Ji m Hardcastl e.

"No," said Adam w shing he possessed the guile of Robin's
father. "I think I was spotted in town so | had to get a



change of clothes and keep out of sight for a few hours."

"Then why don't you cone to the nustard dinner?" said Jim
“"No one will see you there."

"Wsh | were able to," said Adam "but | can't afford to
| ose any nore tine."

"Anything | can do to hel p?" said Jimconspira-torially.

"No, |I've got to get to ... | have a rendezvous j ust
outside the town in | ess than an hour."

"Wsh | could take you there nyself,"” said Jim "Do
anything to help an old soldier, but I'"'ma bit stuck tonight
- of all nights."

"Don't give it a second thought, Jim I'll be all right."

"I could always take him Dad," said Linda, who had
slipped up by her father's side and was |listening intently.

They both turned towards Linda who was wearing a
tight-fitting black crepe dress that started as | ow and ended
as high as it dared while her freshly washed hair
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now fell to her shoul ders. She | ooked up hopefully.



"You've only just got your licence, lass. Don't be daft."

"You always treat nme like a child when there's sonething
wort hwhile to do," cane back her imredi ate response.

Jimhesitated. "How far is this rendezvous?" he asked
appr ehensi vel y.

"About five, maybe six mles," said Adam "but I'll be
fine. I can get a taxi easily."

"The lass is right,” said Jim and taking his car keys out

of his pocket, he turned to her and added, "but if you ever
let on to your nother 1'Il kill you."™ Jimtook Adam by the
hand and shook it furiously.

"But 1'Il be just fine .

"I won't hear of it, lad. Never forget, that in the end
we're both on the sane side, and good | uck."

"Thank you, sir," said Adamreluctantly.

Jim beaned. "You'd better be getting along, |ass, before
your not her shows up."

Li nda happily took Adam by the hand and | ed himaway to
t he car park.

"Whi ch direction?" she asked, once they were seated in the
car.

"The Auxerre road," said Adam | ooking down at the piece



of paper on which he had witten the directions Lawence had
read over the phone to him

Li nda set off at a slow pace, seenming at first to be
unsure of the car, but once they had reached the outskirts of
the town Adam suggested that she mght go a little faster.

“I"'mvery nervous," she said, as she put her hand on

Adam s knee.
"Yes, | can tell you are," said Adam crossing his
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| egs quickly. "Don't mss the turning," he added when he
noticed a signpost pointing to the left.

Li nda swung down off the nain road on to a country | ane

whi | e Adam kept his eyes peeled for the building Lawence had
described. It was another two mles before it came into

si ght .

"Draw into the side," said Adam "and turn the |ights
of f."

"At last," said Linda, sounding nore hopeful, as she
brought the car to a halt.

"Thank you very nuch," said Adam as he touched the door
handl e.



"I's that all | get for risking life and |inb?" asked
Li nda.

"I wouldn't want you to be late for the dinner."

"That dinner will be about as exciting as a dance at the
Bar nsl ey Young Conservatives."

"But your nother will be worried about you."

"Dudl ey, you're so up-tight."

"I wouldn't be in normal circunstances but if you stay
much | onger your life could be in danger," Adam said quietly.

Li nda turned ashen. "You're not joking, are you?"

"I wish |l was," said Adam "Now, when | get out of this
car you must turn round and go back to the hotel and never
mention this conversation to anyone, especially your nother.’

“I wll," Linda said, souncung nervous for the first tine.

"You're a fantastic girl," said Adam and took her in his
arms and gave her the | ongest, warnest kiss she had ever
experi enced. Adam then got out of the car and watched her do
a five-point turn before she headed off back in the direction
of Dijon.

He checked his watch: an hour and a half still to go
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before they were due, and by then it would be pitch dark.

He jogged over to the airfield and studi ed the burnt-out
bui | dings that ran alongside the road. It was exactly as

Lawr ence had described it. It was |like a ghost town and Adam
was confident that no one el se could be there yet as they
still wouldn't have had enough tine to carry out Lawence's
pl an.

Looki ng across the runway, Adam spotted the ideal place to
hi de while he waited to see which of the two plans he had
prepared woul d prove necessary.

FI i ght Lieutenant Al an Banks was thankful that the noon
shone so brightly that night. He had | anded the little Beaver
full of conmbat nen in far worse conditions when a runway had
been |it up |like the Bl ackpool seafront.

Banks circled the perineter of the airfield once and
studied the two runways carefully. The airport had been out
of action for such a long tinme that none of the aircraft
manual s i ncluded a detail ed ground pl an.

The flight lieutenant was breaking every rule in the book,

i ncluding piloting an unmarked aircraft inform ng the French
that they would be landing in Paris; not easy to explain
overshooting an airport by over a hundred niles.

"I can make a | anding on the north-south runway nore
easily," Banks said, turning to the SAS captain, who sat
crouched in the back with his five nen. "How near to that
hangar do you want ne to go?" he said, pointing out of the
W ndow.

"Stay well clear, at |east a couple of hundred yards,"



cane back the reply. "W still don't know what to expect."”

The six SAS nen continued to stare cautiously out of the
si de wi ndows. They had been briefed to pick up
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a lone Englishman called Scott who would be waiting for
them and then get out fast. It sounded easy enough but it
couldn't be that easy otherw se they woul dn't have been
called in.

The pil ot swung the Beaver round to the south and put the
nose down. He sniled when he spotted the burnt-out Spitfire
that had been | eft derelict on the corner of the runway. Just
| i ke the ones his father used to fly during the Second Wrld
War. But this one had obviously never nade it hone. He
descended confidently and as the little plane touched down it
bounced al ong not because the pilot | acked experience but
because the surface of the runway was so badly pitted.

FI i ght Li eutenant Banks brought the plane to a halt about

two hundred yards fromthe hangar and swung the fusel age
round a full circle ready for that quick getaway the captain
seened so keen to execute. He pressed the button that cut the
propel l ers' engines and turned the lights out. The whirring
slowed to an eerie whisper. They were forty-three m nutes
early.

Adam wat ched the new arrivals suspiciously fromthe
cockpit of the Spitfire some four hundred yards away. He
wasn't going to make a run for it across that open ground
whil e the noon shone so brightly. H's eyes never left the
little unmarked plane as he waited for sone clue as to who
the occupants m ght be. He estimated it woul d be anot her



fifteen mnutes before the noon woul d be shi el ded by cl ouds.
A few m nutes nore passed before Adam watched six nen drop
out of the blind side of the aircraft and lie flat on the
tarmac on their stomachs. They were correctly dressed in SAS
battle kit but Adam remai ned unconvi nced while he still
recal | ed Ronmanov's chauffeur's uniform The six soldiers nade
no attenpt to nove. Neither did
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Adam as he was still uncertain which side they were on.

Al'l six nmen on the ground hated the nobon and even nore the
open space. The captain checked his watch: thirty-six m nutes
to go. He raised his hand and they began to crawl towards the
hangar where Penberton had said Scott would be waiting, a

j ourney which took themnearly twenty m nutes, and with each
novenent they made they becane nore confident that
Penber-ton's warning of an eneny waiting for them was

unj ustified.

At |ast a mass of clouds reached the noon and a shadow was

t hrown across the whole airfield. The SAS captain quickly
checked his watch. Five m nutes to go before the rendezvous
was due. He was the first to reach the door of the hangar and
he pushed it open with the palmof his hand. He wiggled in

t hrough the gap. The bullet hit himin the forehead even
before he had found tine to raise his gun.

"Move, | addies," shouted the second in command, and the
other four were up in a flash, firing in an arc in front of
them and running for the protection of the building.

As soon as Adam heard the Scottish brogue, he junped out
of the cockpit and sprinted across the tarmac towards the



littl e pl ane whose propellers were already beginning to turn.
He junped on the wing and clinbed in by the side of the
surprised pilot.

"“I'"'m Adam Scott, the man you've cone to pick up,” he
shout ed.

“I"'m Flight Lieutenant Al an Banks, old chap," said the
pilot, thrusting out his hand. Only a British officer could
shake hands in such a situation, thought Adam relieved if
still terrified.

They both turned and watched the battle.
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"We ought to get going," said the pilot. "My orders are to
see you are brought back to England in one piece."

“"Not before we are certain none of your nen can nake it
back to the plane."

"Sorry, mate. My instructions are to get you out. Their
orders are to take care of thenselves."

"Let's at |east give them another m nute," Adam said.

They waited until the propellers were rotating at full
speed. Suddenly the firing stopped and Adam could hear his
heart thunping in his body.



"We ought to get noving," said the pilot.

"I know," replied Adam "but keep your eyes skinned.
There's sonmething | still need to know. "

Years of night marches nmade it possible for Adamto see
him 1l ong before the pilot.

"Get going," said Adam

"What ?" said the pilot.

"CGet going."

The pil ot noved the joystick forward and the plane started
noving slowy down the crunbling runway.

Suddenly a dark figure was running towards themfiring
| ong bursts straight at them The pilot |ooked back to see a
tall man whose fair hair shone in the noonlight.

"Faster, nman, faster,"” said Adam

"The throttle's full out,” said the pilot, as the firing
began again, but this time the bullets were ripping into the
fuselage. A third burst canme but by then the plane was going
faster than the man and Adam | et out a scream of delight when
It left the ground.

He | ooked back to see that Romanov had turned around and
was now firing at soneone who was not wearing an SAS uniform
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"They couldn't hope to hit us now unless they've got a
bazooka," said Flight Lieutenant Banks.

"Well done, well done," said Adamturning back to the
pil ot.

"And to think ny wife had wanted ne to go to the cinem
tonight," said the pilot |aughing.

"And what were you hoping to see?" asked Adam

"My Fair Lady."

"Isn't it time for us to be going hone?" asked Piers,
removing his hand fromthe nenber's | eg.

"Good idea," he said. "Just let me settle the bill."

"And I'Il pick up ny coat and scarf,"” said Piers. "Join

you upstairs in a few nonents?"

"Fine," he said. Catching the eye of the proprietor the
menber scribbled his signature in the air. Wen the 'account’
appeared - a bare figure witten out on a slip of paper

W t hout explanation - it was, as always, extortionate. As

al ways, the nenber paid w thout comment. He thanked the
proprietor as he left and wal ked up the dusty, creaky stairs
to find his conpanion already waiting for himon the
pavenent. He hailed a taxi and while Piers clinbed in the
back he directed the cabbie to Dillon's bookshop.



“"Not in the cab," he said, as his new friend' s hand began
to creep up his |eg.

"I can't wait," said Piers. "It's way past ny bedtine."

"Way past ny bedtine," his conpani on, repeated

i nvoluntarily, and checked his watch. The die nust have been
cast. They woul d have noved in by now surely they had caught
Scott this tinme and, nore inportant, the . . . ?

"Four bob," said the cabbie, flicking back the gl ass.
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He handed over five shillings and didn't wait for any
change.

"Just around the corner,"” he said, guiding Piers past the
bookshop and into the little side street. They crept down the
stone steps and Piers waited as he unl ocked the door,
switched on the Iights, and |led the young man in.

"Ch, very cosy," said Piers. "Very cosy indeed."

FI i ght Lieutenant Al an Banks stared out of his tiny w ndow
as the plane clinbed steadily.

"Where to now?" said Adam relief flooding through his
body.



"I had hoped England but I'mafraid the answer is as far
as | can nmnage."

"What do you nean?" said Adam anxi ously.

"Look at the fuel gauge," said Al an Banks, putting his
forefinger on a little white indicator that was pointing
hal f way between a quarter full and enpty. "W had enough to
get us back to Northolt in Mddlesex until those bullets

ri pped into ny fuel tank."

The little white stick kept noving towards the red patch
even as Adam watched it and within nonents the propellers on
the left side of the aircraft spun to a halt.

"I amgoing to have to put her down in a field. | can't
ri sk going on as there are no other airports anywhere near by.
Just be thankful it's a clear noonlit night."

Wt hout warning the plane began to descend sharply. "I

shall try for that field over there," said the flight

| i eut enant, soundi ng renarkably bl ase as he pointed to a

| ar ge expanse of land to the west of the aircraft. "Hold on
tight," he said as the plane spiralled inevitably down. The
| ar ge expanse of |and suddenly
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| ooked very snall as the plane began to approach it.

Adam found hinself gripping the side of his seat and
gritting his teeth.



"Rel ax," said the pilot. "These Beavers have | anded on far
wor se places than this,” he went on, as the wheels touched
the brown earth. "Dam nud. | hadn't anticipated that," he
cursed as the wheels lost their grip in the soft earth and
t he pl ane suddenly nosedi ved forward. A few seconds passed
before Adamrealised he was still alive but upside down
sw nging fromhis seat belt.

"What do | do next?" he asked the pilot but there was no
reply.

Adamtried to get his bearings and began to rock his body
backwards and forwards until he could touch the side of the
pl ane with one hand while gripping the joystick with his
feet. Once he was able to grab the side of the fusel age he
undid the belt and col |l apsed onto the roof of the plane.

He picked hinself up, relieved to find nothing was broken.

He qui ckly | ooked around but there was still no sign of the
pil ot. Adam cl anbered out of the plane, glad to feel the
safety of the ground. He scranbled around for a considerable
time before he found Al an Banks sone thirty yards in front of
the aircraft notionless on his back.

"Are you all right?" asked the pilot before Adam coul d ask
t he sane questi on.

“I"'mfine, but how about you, Al an?"

"I'"'mOK | nust have been thrown clear of the aircraft.
Just sorry about the |landing, old chap, have to admt it
wasn't up to scratch. We nust try it again sone tine."

Adam bur st out |aughing as the pilot slowy sat up.
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"What next ?" Banks asked.

"Can you wal k?"

"Yes, | think so," said Alan, gingerly lifting hinself up.
"Dam," he said, "it's only ny ankle but it's sure going to
sl ow me down. You'd better get going wthout ne. That bunch
back there with the arsenal can only be about thirty m nutes
behi nd us."

"But what wll you do?"

"My father |anded in one of these bloody fields during the
Second Wirld War and still managed to get hinself back to
Engl and wi t hout bei ng caught by the Gernmans. | owe you a
great debt of gratitude, Adam because if | can get back I'I|
be able to shut himup once and for all. Wich lot are
chasing us this tinme, by the way?"

"The Russians," said Adam who was begi nning to wonder if
per haps there was a second eneny.

"The Russians - couldn't be better. Anything | ess and Dad
woul dn't have accepted it as a fair conparison.”

Adam sm | ed as he thought of his own father and how much

he woul d have |iked Al an Banks. He touched the icon
instinctively and was relieved to find it was still in place.
The pilot's words had only nade himnore determ ned to get
back to Engl and.



"Whi ch way?" asked Adam

The pilot |ooked up at the Geat Bear. "I'lI|l head east,
seens appropriate, so you' d better go west, old fellow. N ce
to have made your acquai ntance," and with that he |inped off.

“I"'mnot sure how nmuch |Ionger | can |last, Conrade Myjor."

"You nust try to hold on, Valchek. It's inperative that
you try. We cannot afford to stop now," said
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Romanov. "I know that plane isn't far. | sawit falling
out of the sky."

"l believe you, Conrade, but at least let ne die a
peaceful death on the side of the road, rather than endure
t he agony of this car."

Romanov gl anced across at his coll eague who had been shot

in the abdonen. Val chek's hands were covered in bl ood, and
his shirt and trousers were already drenched as he tried
hel pl essly to hold hinself in. He continued to clutch on to
his stomach like a child who is about to be sick. The driver
had al so been shot, but in the back while attenpting to run
away. |If he hadn't died instantly, Romanov woul d have put the
next bullet into the coward hinself. But Val chek was a
different matter. No one coul d have questioned his courage.
He had first taken on the British flat on their stomachs and
then the Anmericans charging in |ike the seventh cavalry.
Romanov had Mentor to thank for ensuring that they had been
there first. But he nust now quickly warn himthat soneone



el se was also briefing the Anericans. Romanov, however, felt
sonme satisfaction in having tricked the Americans into
turning their fire on the British while he and Val chek waited
to pick off the survivors. The last survivor was an Anerican
who fired at Val chek continually as they were nmaking their
get away.

Romanov reckoned he had a clear hour before the French,
British and Anericans woul d be expl ai ni ng away several bodies
on a disused airfield. Romanov's thoughts returned to Val chek
when he heard his conrade groan.

"Let's turn off into this forest,"'
hope to | ast nuch | onger now. "

he begged. "I cannot

"Hol d on, Conrade, hold on," repeated Romanov.
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"We can't be far away from Scott. Think of the
Mot her | and. "

"To hell with the Mdtherland," said Val chek. "Just let ne

die in peace."” Romanov | ooked across again and realised that
he could be stuck with a dead body within a few m nutes.
Despite Val chek's efforts the bl ood was now seeping on to the
floor like a tap that wouldn't stop dripping.

Ronmanov noticed a gap in the trees ahead of him He

switched his lights on to full beam and swung off the road on
to a dirt track and drove as far as he could until the

t hi cket becane too dense. He switched off the headlights and
ran round the car to open the door.



Val chek could only nmanage two or three steps before he
slunped to the ground, still holding on to his intestines.
Romanov bent down and hel ped hi mease hinself up against the
trunk of a large tree.

"Leave ne to die, Conrade Major. Do not waste any nore of
your tinme on ne."

Romanov frowned.

"How do you wish to die, Conrade?" he asked. "Slowy and
I n agony, or quickly and peaceful | y?"

"Leave ne, Conrade. Let ne die slowy, but you should go
while you still have Scott in your sights.”

"But if the Americans were to find you, they m ght force
you to talk."

"You know better than that, Conrade."” Ronmanov accepted the
rebuke, then rose and after a nonment's thought, ran back to
t he car.

Val chek began to pray that once the bastard had |eft

someone mght find him He'd never wanted this assignnent in
the first place, but Zaborski needed two extra eyes on
Romanov and Zaborski was not a man to cross. Val chek woul dn't
talk, but he still wanted to |ive.
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The bullet fromthe 9mm Makarov went straight through the
back of Val chek's tenple and bl ew away one side of his head.
Val chek sl unped to the ground and for several seconds his
body trenbl ed and spasnmed, subsiding into twitches as he
enptied his bowels and bl adder on to the brown earth.

Romanov stood over himuntil he was certain he was dead.
Val chek woul d probably not have tal ked, but this was not a
time for taking unnecessary ri sks.

When he woke the next norning he felt the sanme famliar
guilt. Once again he swore it would be the last tine. It was
never as good as he had anticipated, and the regret always

| i ngered on for several hours.

The expense of keeping up an extra flat, the taxi fares
and the club bills nearly nmade it prohibitive. But he al ways
returned, like a salnmon to its breeding ground. "A queer
fish,” he murnured out |oud, and then groaned at his own pun.

Piers began to wake, and for the next twenty m nutes he
made hi s conpani on forget those regrets. After a nonent of

| ying in exhausted silence the older man slipped out of bed,
took ten pounds out of his wallet and left it on the dresser
before going to run hinself a bath. He anticipated that by
the time he returned the boy and the noney woul d have gone.

He soaked hinself in the bath wondering about Scott. He
knevy he should feel guilty about his death. A death that,

| i ke so many others before him had been caused by his

pi cking up a young Pol e who he had thought was safe. It was
now so nmany years ago that he couldn't even renenber his
nane.

But Mentor had never been allowed to forget the
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name of the young aristocratic K& officer he had found
sitting on the end of their bed when he woke the next
norni ng, or the | ook of disgust he showed for them both.
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CHAPTER SI XTEEN

Adam lay flat on his stomach in the bottom of the enpty
barge. H s head propped on one side, he remained alert to the
slightest unfam |iar sound.

The bargee stood behind the wheel counting the three
hundred Swi ss francs for a second tine. It was nore than he
could normally hope to earn in a nonth. A wonman standi ng on
ti ptoes was eyeing the notes happily over his shoul der.

The barge progressed at a stately pace down the canal and
Adam coul d no | onger see the crashed pl ane.

Suddenly, far off in the distance, he heard distinctly the
report of what sounded |ike a gunshot. Even as he listened

t he woman turned and scuttled down the hatch |ike a
frightened rat. The barge ploughed its course on slowy

t hrough the night while Adam|istened anxiously for any other
unnat ural noi ses, but all he could hear was the gentle splash
of the water against the barge's hull. The clouds had noved
on and full noon once again lit up the bank on both sides of
the river. It becanme abundantly clear to Adam as he wat ched
the towpath that they were not noving very fast. He could
have run quicker. But even if it had cost himthe remainder
of his noney, he was grateful to be escaping. He | owered

hi msel f again and curled up in



289

Jeffrey Archer

t he bow of the boat. He touched the icon, something he

found hinmself doing every few mi nutes since he had di scovered
its secret. He did not nove for another half hour, although
he doubted that the barge had covered nore than five mles.

Al t hough everyt hi ng appeared absolutely serene, he still
remai ned alert. The river was far wi der now t han when he had
first I eapt on the barge.

The bargee's eyes never left himfor |ong. He stood

gripping the wheel, his oil-covered face not nuch cl eaner
than the old dungarees he wore - which | ooked as if they were
never taken off. Cccasionally he took a hand fromthe wheel,
but only to renove the snokel ess pipe fromhis nouth, cough,
spit and put it back again.

The man sm | ed, took both hands off the wheel and pl aced
them by the side of his head to indicate that Adam shoul d
sl eep. But Adam shook his head. He checked his watch.

M dni ght had passed and he wanted to be off the barge and
away | ong before first |ight.

He stood up, stretched, and wobbled a little. His

shoul der, al though healing slowy, still ached relentlessly.
He wal ked up the centre of the barge and took his place next
to the wheel.

"La Seine?" he asked, pointing at the water.

The bargee shook his head, no. "Canal de Bour-gogne," he



gr unt ed.

Adam then pointed in the direction they were noving.
"Quel | e' mJe?"

The bargee renoved his pipe. "Ville? Ce n'estpas une
ville, c'est Sonbernon" he said, and put the stem back
bet ween hi s teeth.

Adam returned to his place in the bow He tried to find a
nore confortable position to relax and, curling
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up against the side of the boat, rested his head on sone
old rope and allowed his eyes to close.

"You know Scott better than any of us," said Sir Mrris,
"and you still have no feel as to where he m ght be now, or
what he m ght do next, do you?"

"No, sir," admtted Lawence. "The only thing we know for
certain is that he has an appointnent for a medi cal on Mnday
afternoon, but sonehow I don't think he'll nake it."

Sir Morris ignored the comment. "But soneone was able to
get to Scott, even though we didn't call D4," he continued.
"That icon nust hold a secret that we haven't begun to
appreciate.”

"And if Scott is still alive," said Lawence, "nothing is
goi ng to convince himnow that we're not to blane."



"And if we're not, who is?" asked Sir Mirris. "Because
someone was so desperate to di scover our next nove that they
nmust have taken one hell of a risk during the | ast
twenty-four hours. Unless, of course, it was you," said Sir
Morris. The Permanent Secretary rose fromhis desk and turned
around to | ook out of his wi ndow on to Horse Guards Par ade.

"BEven if it was ne," said Lawence, his eyes resting on a
pi cture of the young Queen which stood on the corner of his
master's desk, "it doesn't explain how the Anericans got
there as well."

"COh, that's sinple,” said Sir Mrris. "Busch has been
briefing themdirect. |I never doubted he would fromthe
nonment he joined us. What | hadn't anticipated was how far
the Anmericans would go wi thout keeping us infornmed."

"So it was you who told Busch," said Law ence.

“"No," said Sir Morris. "You don't end up sitting behind
this desk risking your own skin. | told the Prine
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M nister, and politicians can always be relied on to pass
on your information if they consider it will score thema

point. To be fair, | knew the Prine Mnister would tell the
President. O herwise | wouldn't have told himin the first
pl ace. More inportant: do you think Scott can still be
alive?"

"Yes, | do," said Lawrence. "I have every reason to



believe that the man who ran across the tarnmac to our waiting
pl ane was Scott. The French police, who incidentally have
been far nore co-operative than the Swiss, have infornmed us
that our plane crashed in a field twelve mles north of Dijon
but neither Scott nor the pilot were to be found at the scene
of the crash.™

"And if the French reports on what took place at the
airport are accurate,” said Sir Mrris, "Romanov escaped and
t hey nust have had a couple of hours' start on us."

"Possi bly," said Law ence.

"And do you think it equally possible,"” asked Sir Mrris,
“"that they have caught up with Scott and are now in
possessi on of the icon?"

"Yes, sir, | fear that is quite possible,” Lawence said.
"But | can't pretend it's conclusive. However, the BBC

noni toring service at Caversham Park picked up extra signals
traffic to all Soviet enbassies during the night."

"That could nean anything," said Sir Mrris, renoving his
spect acl es.

"I agree, sir. But NATO reports that Russian strategic
forces have been placed at a state of readi ness and several
Sovi et Anbassadors across Europe have requested fornal

audi ences with their Foreign Secretaries, ours included."”

"That is nore worrying," said Sir Murris. "They don't do
t hat unl ess they are hoping for our support.”
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"Agreed, sir. But nost revealing of all is that the Active
Measures section of the K@, First Chief Directorate, has
booked pages of advertising space in newspapers right across
Eur ope and, | suspect, Anerica."

“"Next you'll be telling nme they hired J. Walter Thonpson
to wite the copy,"” growed Sir Mrris.

"They won't need them" said Lawence. "l suspect it's a
story that will make every front page."

If it hadn't been for the ceaseless throbbing in his

shoul der, Adam m ght not have woken so quickly. The barge had
suddenly swung at 90° and started headi ng east when Adam woke
up with a start. He | ooked at the bargee and indicated that
as the river was far wider now could he ease them nearer to
the bank so he could junp off. The old man shrugged his

shoul ders pretending not to understand as the barge drifted
ai messly on.

Adam | ooked over the side and despite the | ateness of the
hour coul d see the bed of the river quite clearly. He tossed
a stone over the side and watched it drop quickly to the
bottom It |ooked alnost as if he could reach down and touch
It. He | ooked up hel plessly at the bargee who continued to
stare over his head into the distance.

"Damm, " said Adam and taking the icon out of his blazer
pocket held it high above his head. He stood on the edge of
the barge feeling like a football manager asking the referee
for perm ssion to substitute a player. Perm ssion was granted
and Adam | eaped into the water. His feet hit the canal bed
with a thud and knocked the breath out of his body despite
the fact that the water only cane up to his waist.



Adam stood in the canal, the icon still held high above
his head as the barge sailed past him He waded
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to the nearest bank and cl anbered up on to the tow path,
turning slowy round as he tried to get sone feel for
direction. He was soon able to distinguish the Plough again
and plot a course due west. After an hour of soggy jogging he
began to make out a light in the distance which he estimted
to be under a mle away. H s | egs were soaking and cold as he
started to squelch his way across a field towards the first
rays of the norning sun.

Whenever he cane to a hedge or gate he clinbed over or

under |i ke a Roman centurion determ ned to hold a straight
line wwth his final destination. He could now see the outline
of a house, which as he got nearer he realised was no nore
than a |l arge cottage. He renenbered the expression 'peasant
farmer' from his school geography lessons. Alittle cobbled
path led up to a hal f-open wooden door that |ooked as if it
didn't need a | ock. Adam tapped gently on the knocker and
stood directly below the |ight above the doorway so that
whoever answered woul d see himimmedi ately.

The door was pull ed back by a wonan of perhaps thirty, who
wore a plain black dress and a spotless white apron. Her rosy
cheeks and anpl e wai st confirnmed her husband's profession.

When she saw Adam st andi ng under the |ight she couldn't

mask her surprise —she had been expecting the postnan, but
he didn't often appear in a neat navy blue bl azer and soaki ng
grey trousers.

Adam sm | ed. "Anglais" he told her, and added, "I fell in



t he canal . "

The | ady burst out |aughing and beckoned Adaminto her
kitchen. He walked in to find a man evidently dressed for

m | ki ng. The farner | ooked up and when he saw Adam he j oi ned
in the laughter - a warm friendly | augh nore wth Adam t han
agai nst him
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When the woman saw t hat Adam was dripping all over her

spotl ess floor she quickly pulled dowmm a towel fromthe rack
above the fire and said, "Enlevez-noi fa," pointing to Adam s
trousers.

Adam turned towards the farnmer for guidance but his host
only nodded his agreenent and added with a m ne of pulling
down his own trousers.

"Enl evez les, enlevez /«," the woman repeated, pointing at
hi m and handed hi mthe towel.

Adam renoved his shoes and socks but the farner's wfe

went on pointing until he took off his trousers, and she
didn't budge before he had finally renoved his shirt and
under cl ot hes and w apped the towel around his waist. She
stared at the | arge bandage on his shoul der but then quickly
pi cked up everything except his blazer and took them over to
the sink while he stood by the fire and dried hinself.

Adam hitched up the towel around his waist, as the farnmer
beckoned himto join himat the table, pouring a | arge gl ass
of mlk for his guest and another for hinself. Adam sat down
next to the farmer, hanging his fashi onabl e new bl azer over



the back of the chair near the fire. A delicious aronma arose
fromthe pan where the farnmer's wife was frying a thick slice
of bacon which she had cut fromthe joint hanging in the
snoky recess of the chi mey.

The farnmer raised his glass of mlk high in the air.

"Wnston Churchill,” he toasted. Adamtook a |ong gulp
fromhis own glass and then raised it dramatically.

"Charles de Gaulle," he said, and finished off the warm
mlk as if it had been his first pint at the | ocal pub.

The farnmer picked up the jug once nore and refilled their
gl asses. "Merci," said Adam turning to the farner's wfe as
she placed in front of hima large plate
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sizzling with eggs and bacon. She nodded and handed Adam a
kni fe and fork before saying, "Mange?."

“Merci, merci," Adamrepeated, as she cut hima thick oval
slice fromthe huge loaf in front of am

Adam began to devour the freshly cooked food which was the
first meal he'd managed since the dinner he'd ordered at
Robi n' s expense.

Wt hout warning the farmer suddenly rose fromhis place
and thrust out his hand. Adam al so got up and shook it
gratefully, only to be rem nded how sore his shoul der stil



Wwas.

"Je dois travailler a la laiterie," he expl ai ned.

Adam nodded, and remai ned standing as his host |left the
room but the farnmer waved himdown with a further, "Mngez."

When Adam had finished the | ast scrap of food - he did
everything except lick the plate —he took it over to the
farmer's wife who was busy renoving a pot fromthe stove in
order to pour hima large, steamng cup of hot coffee. He sat
back down and began to sip at it.

Adam t apped t he jacket pocket alnost automatically to nmake
sure the icon was still safely in place. He pulled it out and
studied St George and the Dragon. He turned it over,
hesitated and then pressed the silver crown hard. The icon
split in half |like a book revealing two tiny hinges on the

I nsi de.

He gl anced up at the farnmer's wfe, who was now w i ngi ng

out his socks. Adam noticed his pants had already joined the
trousers on the rack above the fire. She renoved an ironing
board froma little al cove by the side of the stove and began
to set it up, showing no interest in Adanmi s discovery.

Once again he stared down at the inside of the open icon
which was now laid flat on the table in front of him The
true irony was that the woman pressing his
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trousers was able to understand every word on the

parchnent while at the sanme tinme unable to explain the ful
significance to him The conplete surface of the inside of
the icon was covered by a parchnment which was glued to the
wood and fell only a centinetre short of the four edges. Adam
swvelled it round so that he could study it nore clearly.
The scrawl ed signatures in black ink at the bottom and the
seals gave it the |l ook of a |l egal docunent. On each reading
he | earned sonet hi ng new. Adam had been surprised originally
to discover it was witten in French until he cane to the
date on the bottom -June 20, 1867 - and then he renenbered
fromhis mlitary history lectures at Sandhurst that |ong
after Napol eonic tines nost international agreenents renained
conducted in French. Adam began to reread the script again
slowy.

H s French was not good enough to translate nore than a

few odd words fromthe finely handwitten scroll. Under Etas
Unis WIliam Seward's bold hand was scrawl ed across a crest
of a two-headed eagle. Next to it was the signature of Edward
de Stoeckle below a crown that mrrored the silver ornanent
enbedded in the back of the icon. Adam doubl e-checked. It had
to be sonme formof agreenent executed between the Russians
and the Anericans in 1867.

He then searched for other words that would help to

explain the significance of the docunent. On one line he
identified: '"Sept mllions deux cent mlle dollars d or (7.2
mllion)' and on another 'Sept cent douze mllions huit cent
mlle dollars d or (712.8 million) le 20juin 1966.

Hi s eyes rested on a cal endar hanging by a nail fromthe
wall. It was Friday, June 17, 1966. If the date in the
agreenment were to be believed, then in only three days the
docunent would no | onger have any legal validity. No wonder
the two nost powerful nations on
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earth seened desperate to get their hands on it, thought
Adam

Adam read through the docunment line by line searching for
any further clues, pondering over each word slowy.

H s eyes cane to a halt on the one word that would renain
the same in both | anguages.

The one word he had not told Law ence.

Adam wondered how the icon had ever fallen into the hands

of Goering in the first place. He nust have bequeathed it to
his father unknowi ngly —for had he realised the true

| mportance of what was hidden inside it, he would surely have
been able to bargain for his own freedomw th either side.

"Voila, voila," said the farnmer's wife, waving her hands

as she placed warm socks, pants and trousers in front of
Adam How | ong had he spent engrossed in his fateful

di scovery? She | ooked down at the upside down parchnent and
sm | ed. Adam qui ckly snapped the icon closed and then studi ed
the nasterpiece carefully. So skilfully had the wood been cut
that he could no | onger see the join. He thought of the words
of the letter left to himin his father's will: "But if you
open it only to discover its purpose is to involve you in
sone di shonourable enterprise, be rid of it without a second
t hought." He did not need to give a second thought to how his
father woul d have reacted in the sane circunstances. The
farmer's wife was now standi ng hands on hips, staring at him
with a puzzled | ook.

Adam qui ckly replaced the icon in his jacket pocket and



pul | ed back on his trousers.

He could think of no adequate way of thanking the farmer's
wife for her hospitality, her |ack of suspicion or

I nqui sitiveness, so he sinply wal ked over to her, took her
gently by the shoul ders, and kissed her on the
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cheek. She bl ushed and handed hima snmall plastic bag. He
| ooked inside to find three apples, sonme bread and a | arge
pi ece of cheese. She renoved a crunb fromhis lip with the
edge of her apron and led himto the open door.

Adam t hanked her and then wal ked outside into his other
wor | d.
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THE WHI TE HOUSE WASHI NGTON DC

June 17, 1966

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

THE VWH TE HOUSE WASHI NGTON DC June 17, 1966



"I don't want to be the first god-damm President in the
hi story of the United States to hand back an Anerican state
rat her than be foundi ng one."

"I appreciate that, M President," said the Secretary of
State. "But. . ."

"Where do we stand on this legally, Dean?"

"We don't, M President. Abraham Brunwel d, the | eading
authority on docunents of this period, confirns that the
ternms of the ninety-nine year |ease are binding on both
sides. The | ease was signed on behalf of Russia by Edward de
St oeckl e and for the US by the then Secretary of State,
WIlliam Seward."

"Can this agreenent still be valid today?" asked the
President, turning to his chief |egal officer, N cholas
Kat zenbach.

"It certainly can, sir," said the Attorney Ceneral. "But

only if they can produce their original. If they do, the UN
and the international court at The Hague woul d have no choice
but to support the Russian claim Oherw se no international
agreenent signed
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by us in the past or in the future would carry any
credibility."”



"What you're asking ne to do is lie down and wag ny tai
| ike a prize | abrador while the Russians shit all over us,"
said the President.

"I understand how you feel, M President," said the
Attorney Ceneral, "but it remains ny responsibility to make
you aware of the |egal position."

"God dammt, is there a precedent for this kind of
stupidity by a Head of State?”

"The British," chipped in Dean Rusk, "will be facing a
simlar problemw th the Chinese in 1999 over the New
Territories of Hong Kong. They have already accepted the
reality of the situation and i ndeed have nade it clear to the
Chi nese Governnent that they are willing to conme to an
agreenent with them"

"That's just one exanple," said the President, "and we all
know about the British and their 'fair play' diplomacy."

"Also, in 1898," continued Rusk, "the Russians obtai ned a

ni nety-ni ne-year | ease on Port Arthur in Northern China. The
port was vital to them because, unlike VlIadivostok, it is
ice-free all year round.”

"I had no idea the Russians had a port in China."

"They don't any longer, M President. They returned it to
Mao in 1955, as an act of goodwi || between fell ow
Communi sts. "

"You can be damm sure,the Russians won't return this piece
of land to us as an act of goodwi l|," said the President. "Am
| left wwth any alternative?"



"Short of mlitary action to prevent the Soviets claimng
what they will rightfully see as theirs, no sir,"” replied the
Secretary of State.

"So one Johnson buys the land fromthe Russians in 1867
and another has to sell it back in 1966. Wy
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did Seward and the President ever agree to such a damm
cockamaney idea in the first place?"

"At the tinme," said the Attorney Ceneral, renoving his
spectacles, "the purchase price of the land in question was
seven point two mllion dollars and inflation was then
virtually unheard of. Andrew Johnson could never have

I magi ned the Russians wanting to purchase it back at
ninety-nine tinmes its original value, or in real terns, seven
hundred and twel ve point eight mllion dollars in gold
bullion. Inreality, years of inflation have made the asking
price cheap. And the Russians have al ready | odged the ful
amount in a New York bank to prove it."

"So we can't even hope that they won't stunp up in tine,"
said the President.

"I't would seem not, sir.

"But why did Tsar Al exander want to | ease the dam land in
the first place? That's what beats ne."

"He was having trouble with sone of his senior mnisters



at the tine over the selling off of |and belonging to Russia
I n Eastern Asia. The Tsar thought this transaction would be
nore palatable to his inner circle if he presented it as
nothing nore than a long | ease, wth a buy-back cl ause,

rat her than an outright sale.”

"Way didn't Congress object?"

"After Congress ratified the main treaty, the anmendnent

was not strictly subject to approval by the House, because no
further expenditure by the United States governnent was

I nvol ved, " Rusk explained. "lronically, Seward was proud of
the fact he had demanded such a high premiumin the repaynent
clause. At the tinme he had every reason to believe it would
be inpossible to repay.”

"Now it's worth that in annual oil revenue al one," said
the President, |ooking out of the Oval Ofice
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w ndow t owar ds the Washi ngton Monunment. "Not to nention

the mlitary chaos it's going to create in this country if
they' ve got their hands on their copy of the treaty. Don't
ever forget that | was the President who asked Congress to
spend billions of dollars putting the early warning system
ri ght across that border so the American people could sleep
easy."

Nei t her adviser felt able to contradict their el ected
| eader .

"So what are the British doing about all this?"



"Playing it close to the chest, as usual, M President.

It's an English national who is thought to be in possession
of the treaty at the nonment and they still seemquietly
confident that they will get their hands on himand the icon
before the Russians, so they may yet turn out to be our
saviours."

“"Nice to have the British comng to our rescue for a

change," said the President. "But have we neanwhil e been
sitting on our asses while they try to solve our problens for
us?"

"No, sir. The Cl A have been on it for over a nonth."

"Then it's only surprising that the Russians haven't got
their hands on the icon already."

Nobody | aughed.

"So what am | expected to do next? Sit and wait for the
Soviets to nove 712 mllion dollars of gold fromtheir New
York bank to the US Treasury before m dni ght on Monday?"

"They nust al so deliver their original copy of the
agreenment to ne at the sane tine," said Rusk. "And they have
only sixty hours left to do that."

"Where's our copy, at this nonent?" asked the President.

"Sonmewhere deep in the vaults of the Pentagon. Only two
peopl e know the exact |ocation. Since the
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Yalta conference, our copy of the treaty has never seen
the light of day."

"Why have | never been told about it before today?" asked
the President. "At least | could have put a stop to so nuch
expendi ture.”

"For over fifty years, we've believed the Russians' copy

was destroyed at the tine of the Revolution. As the years
passed it becane clear that the Soviets accepted this as a
fait acconpli with the final acknow edgnent of this fact
comng fromStalin at Yalta. Brezhnev nust have conme across
sonething within the last nonth that convinced himthat their
copy had only been mslaid."

"Christ, another nonth and we woul d have had a hone run."

"That is correct, sir," said the Secretary of State.

"Do you realise, Dean, that if the Russians turn up at
your office before m dnight on Monday with their copy, all
"Il be able to do will be so nmuch piss in a thunderstornf”
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When the cottage door closed behind Adam all he could

make out was the outskirts of a small town. Wile it was
still so early he felt safe to jog towards the 'centre ville\
but as soon as the early-norning workers began to appear on
the streets, he slowed to a wal k. Adam opted not to go



straight into the centre of the town but to | ook for
somewhere to hide while he considered his next nove. He cane
to a halt outside a nulti-storey car park and deci ded he was
unlikely to find a better place to fornulate a pl an.

Adam wal ked t hrough an exit door at ground | evel and cane
toalift that indicated that the car park was on four

floors. He ran down the steps to the | owest |evel,
tentatively pulled back the door to the basenent, and found
it was badly lit and al nost enpty. Adam had chosen the
basenent as he assuned that it would be the last floor to
fill up with custoners. He wal ked around the perineter of the
fl oor and studied the |ayout. Two cars were parked in the far
corner, and a thick layer of dust suggested that they had
been there for sone tine. He crouched down behind one of them
and found that he was safely out of sight to all but the nost
I nqui sitive.

He began to fantasise that someone mi ght park a
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car on that floor and | eave the keys in the ignition. He
checked the doors of the two cars al ready parked but both
were securely | ocked. He settled back to work out a nore
serious plan of how he could reach the coast by nightfall.

He was deep in thought when he heard a scraping noi se that
made him junp. He peered round the gl oony basenent, and out
of the darkness a man appeared pulling behind hima plastic
dustbin half full of rubbish. Adam could barely see the old
man dressed in a dirty brown coat that stretched nearly to
the ground and left little doubt about the height of the
previ ous enpl oyee. He wasn't sure what he would do if the man
continued to walk towards him But as he cane nearer Adam
coul d see that he was stooped and old; the stub of a



cigarette protruded frt>mhis |lips. The cl eaner stopped in
front of him spotted a cigarette packet, picked it up and
checked to be sure it was enpty before dropping it in the
dustbin. After that, a sweet paper, a Pepsi-Cola can and an
old copy of Le Figaro all found their way into the dustbin.
Hi s eyes searched slowy round the roomfor nore rubbish, but
still he didn't notice Adam tucked away behind the farthest
car. Satisfied that his task was conpl eted, he dragged the
dustbin across the floor and pushed it outside the door. Adam
began to relax again but after about two m nutes, the old man
returned, wal ked over to a wall and pull ed open a door that
Adam hadn't previously noticed. He took off the |ong brown
coat and replaced it with a grey one that didn't look in a
much better state but at least it made a nore convincing fit.
He then di sappeared through the exit. Mnents | ater Adam
heard a door close with a bang.

The cl eaner had ended his day.
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Adam wai ted for sone tine before he stood up and

stretched. He crept around the edge of the wall until he
reached the little door. He pulled it open quietly and
renmoved the | ong brown coat fromits nail, then headed back
to his place in the corner. He ducked down as the first of
the norning cars arrived. The driver swng into the far
corner in such a fluent circle that Adamfelt sure it nust
have been a daily routine. A short dapper man with a pencil
noust ache, dressed in a smart pin-stripe suit, junped out of
the car carrying a briefcase. Once he had | ocked the car door
he proceeded with fast mncing strides towards the exit. Adam
wai ted until the heavy door swung back into place before he
stood up and tried on the brown coat over his blazer. It was
tight on the shoulders and a little short in the arm but at
| east it made himlook as if he m ght have worked there.



For the next hour he watched the cars as they continued to
arrive at irregular intervals. Tiresonely, all the owners
carefully |l ocked their doors and checked them before

di sappearing through the exit with their keys.

When he heard ten o' clock strike in the di stance Adam
decided that there was nothing to be gained by hangi ng around
any |longer. He had crept out from behind the car that was
shi el di ng hi mand began to nake his way across the fl oor
towards the exit when a Rover with English registration

pl ates swung round the corner and nearly blinded him He
junped to one side to let the car pass but it screeched to a
halt beside himand the driver wound down his w ndow.

"All —right - park —here?" the driver asked, enphasising
each word in an English accent.

sai d Adam

"Qui, nonsieur,'

"Other —floors - marked - prive," the man con-
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tinued, as if addressing a conplete noron. "Anywhere?" H's
arm swept round the fl oor.

"Qui," repeated Adam "bert ay nerst paak you," he added,
fearing he sounded too nuch |ike Peter Sellers.

Bal | s, was what Adam expected to hear himreply. "Fine,"
was what the man actually said. He got out of the car, and
handed Adam his keys and a ten franc note.



“"Merci," said Adam pocketing the note and touching his
forehead with his hand. "Quelle - heure - vous -retournez?"
he asked, playing the man at his own gane.

"One hour at nost," said the man as he reached the door.
Adam wai ted by the car for a few mnutes but the man did not
come back. He opened the passenger door and dropped the food
bag on the front seat. He then wal ked round to the other side
and clinbed in the driver's seat, switched on the ignition
and checked the fuel gauge: a little over half full. He
revved the engine and drove the car up the ranp until he
reached the first floor, where he cane to a halt unable to
escape. He needed a two-franc piece to nake the arm swi ng up
and let himout. The lady in the car behind himreluctantly
changed his ten-franc note once she realised there was no

ot her way of getting out.

Adam drove quickly out on to the road | ooking for the sign
Toutes Directions'. Once he had found one, it was only

m nutes before he was clear of the town and travelling up the
N6 to Paris.

Adam estinmated that he had two hours at best. By then the
police would surely have been infornmed of the theft of the
car. He felt confident he had enough petrol to reach Paris;
but he certainly couldn't hope to make Cal ai s.

He remained in the centre |lane of the N6 for nopst
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of the journey, always keeping the speedoneter five
kilonetres belowthe limt. By the end of the first hour Adam
had covered nearly ninety kilonmetres. He opened the bag the



farmer's wife had given himand took out an apple and a piece
of cheese. His mnd began to drift to Heidi, as it had so
often in the past two days.

If only he had never opened the letter.

Anot her hour passed before he spotted himlinping up a

hill only a few hundred yards fromthe main road. A broad
smle canme over Romanov's face when he realised he could get
to Scott | ong before he could hope to reach the road. Wen
Romanov was within a few yards of himthe flight |ieutenant
turned round and smled at the stranger.

When Ronmanov |eft Banks thirty mnutes |ater hidden behind
a tree with a broken neck he reluctantly admtted that the
young pilot officer had been as brave as Val chek - but he
couldn't waste any nore tinme trying to discover in which
direction Scott was headi ng.

Romanov headed west.

The noment Adam heard the siren he canme out of his

reverie. He checked the little clock on the dashboard. He had
only been driving for about an hour and a half. Could the
French police be that efficient? The police car was now
approaching himfast on his |left but Adam mai ntai ned the sane
speed —except for his heartbeat, which clinbed well above
the approved limt - until the police car shot past him

As the kilonetres sped by, he began to wonder if it m ght
be wiser to turn off on to a quieter road, but decided, on
bal ance, to risk pushing on to Paris as quickly as possible.
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He remained alert for further sirens as he continued to
follow the signs to Paris. Wien he finally reached the
outskirts of the city, he proceeded to the Boul evard de

1' Hopital and even felt rel axed enough to bite into another
apple. In normal circunstances he woul d have appreciated the
magni ficent architecture along the banks of the Seine, but
today his eyes kept returning to the rear view mrror.

Adam deci ded he woul d abandon the vehicle in a | arge
public car park: wth any luck it could be days before anyone
came across it.

He turned down the Rue de Rivoli and took in at once the

| ong col ourful banners |loomng up in front of him He could
hardly have picked a better place, as he felt sure it would
be packed with foreign cars.

Adam backed the Rover in the farthest corner of the

square. He then wol fed down the | ast piece of cheese, and

| ocked the car. He started wal king towards the exit, but had
only gone a few yards when he realised that the strolling
hol i daymakers were anused by his ill-fitting brown jacket

whi ch he had conpletely forgotten. He decided to turn back
and throw the coat in the boot. He quickly took it off and
folded it in a small square.

He was only a few yards away fromthe car when he saw t he
young policeman. He was checking the Rover's nunber plate and
repeating the letters and nunbers into an intercom Adam

I nched sl oWy back, never taking his eyes fromthe officer.
He only needed to nanage anot her six or seven paces before he
woul d be lost in the throng of the crowd.

Five, four, three, twd, he backed, as the man conti nued
speaking into the intercom Just one nore pace . . . "Alors!"
hol | ered the | ady on whose foot Adam stepped.



"' mso sorry," said Adam instinctively in his native

314

A Matter of Honour

| anguage. The policeman i medi ately | ooked up and stared
at Adam then shouted sonething into the intercom and began
runni ng towards him

Adam dr opped the brown coat and swung round qui ckly,

nearly knocking the stooping | ady over before sprinting off
towards the exit. The car park was full of tourists who had
cone to enjoy the pleasures of the Louvre, and Adam found it
hard to pick up any real speed through the dense crowd. By
the time he reached the entrance to die car park he could
hear the policeman's whistle a few paces behind him He ran
across the Rue de R voli, through an archway and into a | arge
squar e.

By then anot her policeman was com ng fromhis right,

| eaving himw th no choice but to run up the steps in front
of him Wen he reached the top he turned to see at | east
three other policenen in close pursuit. He threw hinself

t hrough the swi ng door and past a group ofjapanese tourists
who were surrounding the Rodin statue that stood in the
hal | way. He charged on past a startled ticket collector, and
on up the long marbl e staircase. "Monsieur, nonsieur, votre
billet?" he heard shouted in his wake.

At the top of the staircase he turned right and ran

t hrough The Special '66" Centuries Exhibition, Mdern

- Pol | ock, Bacon, Hockney-into the Inpressionist room- Monet,
Manet, Courbet - desperately |ooking for any way out. On into
Ei ghteenth Century - Fragon-ard, Goya, Watteau - but still no
sign of an exit. Through the great arch into Seventeenth
Century -Murillo, Van Dyck, Poussin - as peopl e stopped



| ooking at the pictures and turned their attention to what
was causing such a commotion. Adamran on into Sixteenth
Century - Raphael, Caravaggi o, M chel angelo - suddenly aware
that there were only two centuries of paintings to go.
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Right or left? He chose right, and entered a huge square
room There were three exits. He slowed nonentarily to decide
whi ch woul d be his best bet when he becane aware that the
roomwas full of Russian icons. He cane to a halt at an enpty
di spl ay case. 'Nous regrettons que ce tableau soit soum s a

| a restauration.’

The first policeman had al ready entered the |arge room and
was only a few paces behind as Adam dashed on towards the
farthest exit. There were now only two exits |eft open for
him fromwhich to choose. He swng right, only to see anot her
pol i ceman bearing straight down on him Left: two nore.
Ahead, yet anot her.

Adam cane to a halt in the mddle of the Icon Roomat the
Louvre, his hands rai sed above his head. He was surrounded by
policenen, their guns drawn.
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Sir Morris picked up the phone on his desk.

"An urgent call fromParis, sir," said his secretary.



"Thank you, Tessa." He listened carefully as his brain
quickly transl ated the exciting news.

"Merci, merci,"” said Sir Morris to his opposite nunber at

the French Foreign Mnistry. "W will be back in touch with
you as soon as we have made all the necessary arrangenents to
collect him But for now, please don't let himout of your
sight." Sir Mrris |listened for a few nonents before he said:
"And if he has any possessions on him please keep them
guarded under | ock and key. Thank you once again." H's
secretary took down every word of the conversation in
shorthand - as she had done for the past seventeen years.

Once the police had snapped the handcuffs on Adam and

marched himoff to a waiting car, he was surprised how

rel axed, alnost friendly, they becane. He was yanked into the
back of the car by the policenman to whom he was attached. He
noticed that there was a police car in front of himand yet
anot her behind. Two notorcycle outriders led the little

not orcade away. Adamfelt nore like visiting royalty than a
crim nal
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who was wanted for questioning for two nurders, two car
thefts and travelling under false identification. Was it
possi ble at | ast that someone had worked out he was innocent?

When Adam arrived at the Surete on the He de la Cite, he

was i nmedi ately ordered to enpty all his pockets. One

wri stwat ch, one apple, forty pounds in traveller's cheques,
ei ght francs, and one British passport in the nanme of Dudl ey
Hul me. The station inspector asked himpolitely to strip to
his vest and pants. It was the second tine that day. Once
Adam had done so, the inspector carefully checked every



pocket of the blazer, even the lining. His expression |eft
Adam in no doubt he hadn't found what he was | ooking for.

"Do you have anything el se in your possession?" the
of ficer asked in slow, precise English.

Damm silly question, thought Adam You can see for

yourself. "No," was all he replied. The inspector checked the
bl azer once again but canme across nothing new. "You nust be
dressed, " he said abruptly.

Adam put back on his shirt, jacket and trousers but the
I nspector kept his tie and shoel aces.

"All your things will be returned to you when you | eave,"

t he i nspector expl ai ned. Adam nodded as he slipped on his
shoes, which flapped unconfortably when he wal ked. He was

t hen acconpanied to a small cell on the same floor, |ocked in
and | eft alone. He | ooked around the sparsely furnished room
A smal |l wooden table was placed in its centre, with two
wooden chairs on either side. H s eyes checked over a single
bed in the corner which had on it an ancient horse-hair
mattress. He could not have described the room properly as a
cell because there were no bars, even across the one small

w ndow. He took off his jacket, hung it
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over the chair and |ay down on the bed. At least it was an
| nprovenent over anything he had slept on for the past two
nights, he reflected. Could it have only been two nights
since he had slept on the floor of Robin's hotel roomin
Geneva?



As the mnutes ticked by, he nade only one decision. That
when the inspector returned, he would demand to see a | awyer.
"What the hell's the French for | awer?" he asked out | oud.

When an officer eventually appeared, in what Adam

esti mated nust have been about half an hour, he was carrying
a tray laden with hot soup, a roll, and what | ooked to Adam
like a steak with all the trimmngs and a plastic cup filled
to the brimwith red wine. He wondered if they had got the
wong man, or if this was sinply his last neal before the
guillotine. He followed the officer to the door,

"I demand to speak to a | awer,"
t he policeman only shrugged.

he said enphatically, but

Je ne conprendspas |'anglais," he said, and slamed the

door behi nd him

Adam settl ed down to eat the nmeal that had been set before
him thankful that the French assunmed good food shoul d be
served whatever the circunstances.

Sir Mrris told themhis news an hour |ater and then

studi ed each of themround the table carefully. He would
never have called the D4 if he hadn't felt sure that Adam was
at | ast secure. Matthews continued to show no enotion. Busch
was unusually silent while Snell |ooked al nost relaxed for a
change. Lawence was the only one who seenmed genui nely

pl eased.

"Scott is locked up in the Mnistry of the Interior off
t he Pl ace Beauvais," continued Sir Mrris, "and |

319

Jeffrey Archer



have al ready contacted our mlitary attache at the Enbassy

"Col onel Pollard," interrupted Law ence.

"Col onel Pollard,” said Sir Mrris, "who has been sent

over in the Anbassador's car and will bring Scott back to be
debri efed at our Enbassy in Faubourg St Honore. Surete rang a
few nmonents ago to confirmthat Colonel Pollard had arrived."
Sir Mrris turned towards his Nunmber Two. "You will fly over
to Paris tonight and conduct the debriefing yourself."

"Yes, sir," said Lawence, |ooking up at his boss, a smle
appearing on his face.

Sir Mirris nodded. A cool |ot, he considered, as he stared
round that table, but the next half hour would surely find
out which one of themit was who served two masters.

"Good. | don't think I shall need any of you again today,"
said Sir Morris as he rose fromhis chair.

Mentor smled as Sir Morris left the room his task had
al ready been conpleted. So sinple when you can read
upsi de- down short hand.

A bl ack Jaguar bearing CD plates had arrived at police
headquarters a few m nutes earlier than expected. The traffic
had not been as heavy as the colonel had anticipated. The

I nspector was standing on the steps as Pollard junped out of
the car. The policenman | ooked at the flapping Union Jack on

t he bonnet and considered the whol e exerci se was becom ng

rat her nel odramati c.



Pol Il ard, a short, thickset nman, dressed in a dark suit,
reginmental tie and carrying a rolled unbrella, |ooked |ike so
many of those Englishnen who refuse to acknow edge that they
coul d possi bly be abroad.

320

A Matter of Honour

The inspector took Pollard directly through to the little
room where Adam had been i ncarcer at ed.

"Pollard's the nane, Colonel Pollard. British Mlitary
Attache stationed here in Paris. Sorry you've been put
through this ordeal, old fellow, but a |ot of paperwork had
to be conpleted to get you out. Bloody red tape."

"l understand,"” said Adam junping off the bed and shaki ng
t he colonel by the hand. "I was in the arny nyself."

"I know. Royal Wessex, wasn't it?"

Adam nodded, feeling a little nore confident.

"Still, the problem s been sorted out now," continued the
colonel. "The French police have been nost co-operative and
have agreed to | et you acconpany ne to our Enbassy.”

Adam | ooked at the colonel's tie. "Duke of York's?"

"What ? Certainly not," said Pollard, his hand fingering
his shirt front. "Geen Jackets."



"Yes, of course,"” said Adam pleased to have his m stake
pi cked up.

“"Now | think we ought to be cutting along, old fellow, I
know you'll be relieved to hear that they won't be |aying any
charges. ™

The col onel didn't know just how relieved Adamdid feel.

The inspector |led them both back out into the hall where
Adam had only to identify and sign for his personal

bel ongings. He put themall in his pocket, except for the
wat ch, which he slipped over his wist, and his shoel aces,
whi ch he quickly inserted and tied. He wasn't surprised they
didn't return Dudl ey Hul me's passport.

"Don't let's hang around too long, old fellow, " said the
col onel, beginning to sound a little anxious.
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"I won't be a nonent," said Adam "I'mjust as keen to get
out of this place as you are." He checked his |aces before
foll owi ng Col onel Pollard and the inspector out to the

wai ting Jaguar. He noticed for the first tinme that the
colonel had a slight Iinp. A chauffeur held the door open for
hi m Adam | aughed.

"Sonmet hing funny, old fell ow?" asked the col onel.

"No. It's just that the |ast chauffeur who offered to do
that for nme didn't ook quite as friendly."



Adam clinbed into the back of the Jaguar and the col onel
slipped in beside him

"Back to the Enbassy," said Pollard, and the car noved off
briskly.

Adam stared in horror at the flappi ng Union Jack.
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When Adam awoke he was naked.

He | ooked around the sparse roombut this tinme, unlike the
French jail, he was unable to see what was behind him his
arnms, |egs and body were bound tightly by a nylon cord to a
chair that had been placed in the mddle of the room and
whi ch made himall but imobile.

When he | ooked up fromthe chair all he could see was

Col onel Pollard standing over him The nonent the col onel was
satisfied that Adam had regai ned consci ousness he quickly

|l eft the room

Adam turned his head to see all his clothes laid out

neatly on a bed at the far side of the cell. He tried to
manoeuvre the chair, but he could barely manage to nake it
wobbl e fromside to side, and after several m nutes had
advanced only a few inches towards the door. He switched his
energies to trying to |l oosen the cords around his wists,
rubbi ng them up and down agai nst the wood of the slats, but
his arms were bound so tightly that ne could only manage the
slightest friction.



After struggling ineffectively for several m nutes he was
interrupted by the sound of the door sw nging open. Adam
| ooked up as Romanov strode through.
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He decided he was no less terrifying at close quarters. He

was foll owed by anot her man whom Adam di dn't recogni se. The
second man was clutching what | ooked |ike a cigar box as he
took his place sonewhere behind Adam Pollard followed him
carrying a large plastic sheet.

Romanov | ooked at Adam s naked body and sm | ed; enjoying
his hum liation he cane to a halt directly in front of the
chair.

"My nane is Al exander Petrovich Romanov," he announced

with only a slight accent.

"Or Emmanuel Rosenbaum " said Adam staring at his
adversary cl osely.

"I amonly sorry that we are unable to shake hands," he
added, as he began circling the chair. "But | felt in the
ci rcunstances certain precautions were necessary. First |
should li ke to congratul ate you on having eluded ne for so
| ong, but as you wll now realise ny source in London can
place a call every bit as quickly as yours."

"Your source?" said Adam

"Don't be na'ive, Captain. You nust be painfully aware by



now that you're in no position to be asking questions, only
answering them"

Adam fi xed his gaze on a brick in the wall in front of
him making no attenpt to foll ow Romanov' s circumavi gati ons.

"Poll ard," said Romanov sharply, "put Captain Scott back
in the centre of the room He seens to have nanaged to nove
at least a foot in his getaway attenpt.™

Pollard did as he was bid, first spreading the plastic
sheet on the floor, then manoeuvring Adamtill the chair was
on the centre of the sheet.

"Thank you," said Romanov. "I think you have

324

A Matter of Honour

al ready nmet our Col onel Pollard,” he continued. "That's
not his real nanme, of course, and indeed he's not a real
colonel either, but that's what he always wanted to be in
life, so when the opportunity arose, we happily obliged.

“I'n fact the good colonel did serve in the British Arny,

but | fear he entered the service of King and country as a
private soldier and eighteen years later left, still as a
private soldier. And despite an injury to his leg -
unfortunately not received fromany known eneny of the Crown
—he was unable to claima disability pension. Which [ eft him
fairly destitute. But, as | explained, he always wanted to be
a colonel,"” continued Romanov. "It was a good attenpt of
yours - The Duke of York's?' - but as the col onel had

genui nely served with the Green Jackets it was the one tie he
felt safe wearing."



Adam s eyes renmi ned fixed on the wall. "Now I confess,

our m stake over the Union Jack was lax but as it is

I npossible to fly the Russian flag upside down w thout
everyone noticing, it was perhaps understandable. Although,
in truth, Pollard should have spotted it imredi ately, we nust
be thankful that you did not until the car doors were safely
| ocked. "

Romanov st opped his endless circling and stared down at
t he nude body.

“"Now | think the tine has conme for you to be introduced to
our Dr Stavinsky who has so been | ooking forward to nmaking
your acquai ntance because he hasn't had a | ot of work to do
| ately and he fears he m ght be becoming a little rusty."

Ronmanov took a pace backward allow ng Stavinsky to cone
and take his place imediately in front of Adam The cigar
box was still tucked under his arm Adam stared at the
dimnutive figure who seened to
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be sizing himup. Stavinsky nust have been no taller than
five feet and wore an open-necked grey shirt and a badly
creased grey suit that made himresenble a junior clerk in a
not very successful solicitor's office. A one-day bristle
covered his face, leaving the inpression that he hadn't
expected to be working that day. His thin |ips suddenly
parted in a grin as if he had come to sonme concl usion.

"It is a pleasure to make your acquai ntance, Captain
Scott," began Stavinsky. "Although you are an unexpected



guest of the Enbassy you are nost wel cone. You coul d of
course nmake our association very short by sinply letting ne

have one piece of information. In truth" - he let out a snall
sigh - "I only require to know t he whereabouts of the Tsar's
icon."” He paused. "Although | have a feeling it's not going

to be that easy. AmI| correct?"

Adam didn't reply.

"It doesn't cone as a great surprise. | warned Conrade
Romanov that after his |audatory description of you a sinple
series of questions and answers woul d be unlikely to suffice.
However, | nust follow the normal procedure in such
circunstances. As you will find, the Russians go by the book
every bit a*s nuch as the British. Now you may have

wonder ed, " added Stavinsky as if it were an afterthought,
"why a man who never snokes should be seen carrying a Cuban
ci gar box."

Stavinsky waited for Adamis reply but none was
forthcom ng.

"Ah, no attenpt at conversation. | see you have been

t hrough such an experience before. Well, then | nust continue
talking to nyself for the nonent. Wien | was a student at the
Uni versity of Mdscow ny subject was chem stry, but |
specialised in one particul ar aspect of the science.”
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Adam feigned no interest as he tried not to recall his
wor st days in the hands of the Chinese.

"What few people in the West realise is that we Russians



were the first to pioneer, at university level, a Departnent
of Scientific Interrogation with a full professorial chair
and several research assistants. They are still w thout one
at either Oxford or Canbridge | amtold. But then the Wst
continues to preserve a quixotic view of the value of life
and the right of the individual. Now, as you can i nmagine,
only certain nenbers of the university were aware of the

exi stence of such a departnent, let alone able to enrol as a
student - especially as it was not on the curriculum But as
| had al ready been a nenber of the Perviyotdel it was conmon
sense that | should add the craft of torture to ny trade. Now
| ambasically a sinple man," continued Stavi nsky, "who had
previously shown little interest in research but once I had
been introduced to the 'cigar box' | becane, overnight, an
enthralled and retentive pupil. | could not wait to be |et

| oose to experinent." He paused to see what effect he was
havi ng on Scott, and was di sappointed to be net by the sane
| npassi ve stare.

"Torture, of course, is an old and honourabl e profession,™
conti nued Stavinsky. "The Chinese have been at it for nearly
three thousand years as | think you have al ready experienced,
Captain Scott, and even you British have cone a | ong way
since the rack. But that particular instrunent has proved to
be rat her cunbersone for carrying around in a nodern world.
Wth this in mnd, nmy tutor at Mbscow, Professor Metz, has
devel oped sonething small and sinple that even a man of
average intelligence can master after a few | essons.™

327

Jeffrey Archer

Adam was desperate to know what was in the box but his
| ook remai ned i npassive.

"Wth torture, as wth nmaking |ove, Captain Scott,
foreplay is the all-inportant factor. Are you follow ng ne,
Capt ai n?" asked Stavi nsky.



Adamtried to remain rel axed and cal m

"Still no response, Captain Scott, but as | explained |I am
in no hurry. Especially, as | suspect in your case, the whole
operation may take a little |longer than usual, which

confess will only add to ny enjoynent. And although we are
not yet in possession of the Tsar's icon | amat least in
control of the one person who knows where it is."

Adam still made no conment.

"So | wll ask you once and once only before |I open the
box. Where is the Tsar's icon?"

Adam spat at Stavi nsky.

"Not only ill-mannered,"” remarked Stavinsky, "but also
stupid. Because in a very short tinme you will be desperate
for any liquid we m ght be kind enough to allow you. But, to
be fair, you had no way of know ng that."

St avi nsky pl aced the box on the floor and opened it
sl ow y.

"First, | offer you," he said, like a conjurer in front of
a child, "a six-volt nickel-cadm um battery, nade by
Ever Ready." He paused. "I thought you woul d appreciate that

touch. Second," he continued, putting his hand back in the
box, "a small pul se generator." He placed the rectangul ar
netal box next to the battery. "Third, two lengths of wire
with electrodes attached to their ends. Fourth, two syringes,
fifth, a tube of collodion glue and finally, a phial, of
which nore later. Wien | say 'finally', there are still two
itenms left in the box which | shall not require unless it
becones
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necessary for us to progress to Stage Two in our little
experinment, or even Stage Three."

St avi nsky placed everything in a straight line on the
floor in front of Adam

"Doesn't look a lot, | confess,"” said Stavinsky. "But with
alittle imagination I'msure you will be able to work out
Its potential. Now. In order that Conrade Ronmanov and the

col onel can enjoy the spectacle | amabout to offer it is
necessary to add a few details about the nervous system
itself. | do hope you are follow ng ny every word, Captain
Scott, because it is the victims know edge which allows him
to appreciate the true genius of what is about to follow "

It didn't please Adamthat Stavinsky spoke English so

well. He could still vividly renmenber how t he Chinese had
told Adam what they were going to do to himin a | anguage
that he couldn't understand. Wth them he had found it
easier to allow his mind to drift during their diatribe but
he still ended up in a fridge for four hours.

“"Now to the practical,” continued the grey figure. "By
sending a snmall electrical inpulse to the end of the synapse,
It I's possible to pass on a large electric nessage to

t housands of other nerves wthin a fraction of a second. This
causes a nasty sensation not unlike touching a |ive wire when
the electrical power has been |left on in one's hone, nore
comonly known as an el ectric shock. Not deadly, but

di stinctly unpleasant. In the Mdscow school this is known as
Stage One and there is no necessity for you to experience
this if you are nowwilling to tell nme where | can find the



Tsar's icon."

Adam r emai ned i npassi ve.

"l see you have not paid attention during ny little
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| ecture so | fear we will have to nove fromthe
theoretical to the practical."

Adam began reciting to hinself the thirty-seven plays of
Shakespeare. How his old English master woul d have been
delighted to know that after all those years of drumming the
conpl et e Shakespearean canon into a reluctant student, Adam
could still recall themat a nonment's notice.

Henry Vlipart one, Henry Vipart two, Henry Vlipart three,
Ri chard |

St avi nsky picked up the tube of collodion glue, renoved
the cap and sneared two |unps of it on Adanmis chest.

, . . Conmedy of Errors, Titus Androni cus, The Tam ng of
the Shrew .

The Russian attached the two el ectrodes to the gl ue,
taking the wires back and screwing themto the six-volt
battery, which in turn was connected to the tiny pul se
gener at or.



Two Gentl enen of Verona, Love's Labour's Lost, Roneo
and Jul i et

Wt hout warning, Stavinsky pressed down the handl e of the
generator for two seconds during which tine Adamreceived a

t wo- hundr ed-volt shock. For those seconds Adam screaned as he
experienced excruciating pain as the volts forced their way
to every part of his body. But the sensation was over in a
nmoment .

"Do feel free to let us know how exactly you feel. You are
I n a soundproof room and therefore you won't be disturbing
anyone else in the building.'

Adam i gnored the comment and gripping the side of the
chair, munbled , . . Richard H, Mdsummer N ght's Dream
Ki ng John .

St avi nsky pressed the plunger down for another two
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seconds. Adamfelt the pain instantly the second tine. The
nonment it was over he felt violently nauseated, but he
managed to renmai n consci ous.

Stavi nsky waited for sone tinme before he volunteered an

opi nion, "lInpressive. You have definitely qualified to enter
Stage Two, from which you can be rel eased i medi ately by
answering one sinple question. Wiere is the Tsar's icon?"

Adani s nouth had becone so dry that he couldn't speak, |et
al one spit.



"I did try to warn you, Captain Scott." Stavinsky turned
towards the door. "Do go and fetch the captain sone water,
Col onel . "

The Merchant of Venice, Henry |Vpart one, Henry IV
part two .

A nmonent |ater Pollard was back, and a bottle was thrust
Into Adami s nouth. He gul ped half the contents down until it
was pul | ed away.

"Mustn't overdo it. You m ght need sone nore |ater. But
that won't be necessary if you let ne know where the icon
Is.”

Adam spat what was |left of the water towards where his
adversary was standi ng.

Stavi nsky | eapt forward and sl apped Adam hard across the
face with the back of his hand. Adami s head sl unped.

"You give nme no choice but to advance to Stage Two," said

St avi nsky. He | ooked towards Romanov who nodded. Stavinsky's
thin lips parted in another smle. "You may have wondered,"
he conti nued, "how nmuch nore harm| can do with a sinple
six-volt battery, and indeed having seen in numerous American
gangster novies an execution by the electric chair you wll
know a | arge generator is needed to kill a man. But first it
Is inmportant to renenber that | don't want
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to kill you. Second, ny science lessons didn't end at

Stage One. Professor Metz's mnd was al so exerci sed by the
feebl eness of this stage and after a lifetine of dedicated
research he canme up with an ingenious solution known as 'M,
whi ch the Acadeny of Science named after himin his honour.
If you inject "M into the nervous system nessages can be
transmtted to all your nerves many tines nore efficiently,
thus allowing the pain to nmultiply without actually proving
fatal .

"I only need to multiply a fewmlli-anps by a suitable
factor to create a far nore interesting effect -so | nust ask
you once again, where is the Tsar's icon?"

Much Ado About Not hing, Henry V, Julius Caesar

"I see you are determ ned that | should proceed,” said

St avi nsky, renoving a syringe fromthe floor and jabbing the

long thin needle into a phial before w thdrawi ng the pl unger

until the barrel of the syringe was half full. Stavinsky held
the needle in the air, pressed the knob and watched a little

spray flow out like a tiny fountain. He noved behi nd Adam

"I amnow going to give you a |lunbar puncture which if you
attenpt to nove will paralyse you fromthe neck down for
life. By nature | am not an honest man but on this occasion |
must recommend you to trust nme. | assure you that the
injection will not kill you because, as you already know,
that is not in our best interest.”

Adam didn't nove a nuscle as he felt the syringe go into
his back. As You Like ... he began. Then excruciating pain
swept his body, and suddenly, blessedly, he felt nothing.

When he cane round there was no way of telling how nuch
time had passed. H s eyes slowy focused
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on his tornmentor pacing up and down the roominpatiently.
Seei ng Adam s eyes open, the unshaven man stopped pacing,
sm | ed, wal ked over to the chair and ran his fingers slowy
over the | arge piece of sticking plaster that covered Adanis
t wo- day- ol d shoul der wound. The touch appeared gentle, but to
Adamit felt like a hot iron being forced across his

shoul der.

"As | prom sed,"” said Stavinsky. "A far nore interesting
sensation is awaiting you. And now | think I'Il rip the
plaster off." He waited for a nonent while Adam pursed his
lips. Then, in one novenent, he tore the plaster back. Adam
screaned as if the bullet had hit him again. Ronanov cane
forward, |eaned over and studied the wound.

"I"'mrelieved to see ny colleague didn't mss you

conpl etely," Romanov said before adding, "can you inagi ne
what it will be like when | allow M Stavinsky to wire you up
again and then press the little generator?"

". . . Twelfth Night, Hamlet, The Merry Wves of W ndsor
' Adam said aloud for the first tine.

"l see you wish to | eave nothing to the imagination," said
Romanov and di sappeared behind him Stavinsky checked that
the wires were attached to the collodion glue on Adam s chest
and then he returned to the generator. "I shall press down
the handle in three seconds' tine. You know what you have to
do to stop ne."

". . . Tnilus and Cressida, All's Wll That Ends Well..."



As the handl e plunged down the volts seened to find their
way to every nerve-ending in his body. Adamlet out such a
screamthat if they had not been in a soundproofed room
anyone within a mle would have heard him When the initial
effect was over he was |eft
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shaki ng and retching uncontrollably. Stavinsky and Poll ard
rushed forward to the chair and quickly undid the nylon
cords. Adamfell on his hands and knees, still vomting.

"Couldn't afford to |l et you choke to death, could we?"
said Stavinsky. "W lost one or two that way in the early
days but we know better now. "

As soon as the sickness subsided, Stavinsky threw Adam
back up on to the chair and Pollard tied himup again.

"Where is the Tsar's icon?" shouted Stavinsky.

Measure for Measure, Othello, King Lear..." Adam
said, his voice now trenbling.

Pol I ard picked up another bottle of water and thrust it at
Adam's |ips. Adamgul ped it down but it was as a tiny oasis
In a vast desert. Romanov cane forward and Stavi nsky took his
pl ace besi de the plunger.

"You are a brave man, Scott," said Romanov, "w th nothing
| eft to prove, but this is madness. Just tell ne where the
icon is and I will send Stavinsky away and order the col onel



to | eave you on the steps of the British Enbassy."

“. . . Macbeth, Antony and C eopatra ..."

Romanov | et out a sigh and nodded. Stavinsky pushed the

pl unger down once again. Even the colonel turned white as he
wat ched Adam s reaction. The pitch of the scream was even

hi gher and the nuscles contorted visibly as Adamfelt the
volts reach the mllions of little nerve-ends in his body.
When once nore he had been rel eased, Adamlay on the floor on
hi s hands and knees. WAas there anything left in his stonach
that could still possibly cone up? He raised his head, only
to be hurled back on to the chair and bound up agai n.

St avi nsky stared down at him
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"Most inpressive, Captain Scott, you have qualified for
Stage Three."

When Lawrence arrived at Oly A rport that evening he was

| ooking forward to a quiet dinner with his old friend at the
Anbassador's residence. He was net at the barrier by Col onel
Pol | ar d.

"How i s he?" were Lawence's first words.

"I hoped you were going to tell us," said Pollard, as he

t ook Lawrence's overni ght suitcase. Lawence stopped in his
tracks and stared at the tall, thin soldier who was in the
full dress uniformof the Royal Dragoon Guards.

"What do you nean?" said Law ence.



"Simply that,"” said Pollard. "I followed your instructions

to the letter and went to pick up Scott at the He de la Gte
but when | arrived | was infornmed that he had been taken away
twenty mnutes earlier by sonmeone el se using ny nane. W
contacted your office imedi ately but as you were already en
route the Anbassador ordered ne straight to the airport while
he phoned Sir Mrris."

Law ence staggered and nearly fell. The col onel cane
quickly to his side. He didn't understand what Law ence neant
when he said, "He's bound to believe it's ne."

When Adam regai ned consci ousness, Romanov stood al one.

"Sonmetines," said the Russian, continuing as if Adam had
never passed out, "a man is too proud to show | ack of
resolution in front of the torturer or indeed one of his own
countrynmen, especially a traitor. That is why | have renoved
St avi nsky and the colonel fromour presence. Now | have no
desire to see Stavinsky
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continue his experinent to Stage Three, but | can stop him
only if you will tell nme where you have put the icon."

"Why should | ?" said Adam belligerently. "It's legally
m ne. "

"Not so, Captain Scott. Wiat you picked up fromthe bank
in Geneva is the priceless original painted by Rublev which
bel ongs to the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics. And if



that icon were to appear in any auction house or gallery in
the world, we would immediately claimit as a national
treasure stolen by the seller.”

"But how could that be . . .?" began Adam

"Because," said Romanov, "it is you who are now in
possession of the original that the Tsar left in the

saf e- keepi ng of the G and Duke of Hesse and for over fifty
years the Soviet Union has only had a copy." Adanis eyes
opened wi de in disbelief as Romanov renoved fromthe inside
pocket of his overcoat an icon of St CGeorge and the Dragon.
Ronmanov paused and then turned it over; a smle of
satisfaction crossed his face as Adanmi s eyes registered the
signi ficance of the m ssing crown.

"Li ke you," continued Romanov, "I only have this one on

| oan - but you tell me where the original is and | wll

rel ease you and exchange the copy for the original. No one
will be any the wiser and you'll still be able to nmake
yourself a worthwhile profit."

"dd lanps for new," said Adamw th a sneer.

Romanov' s eyes narrowed nenacingly. "Surely you realise,
Scott, that you are in possession of a priceless masterpiece
that belongs to the Soviet Union. Unless you return the icon
you are going to cause consi derabl e enbarrassnent for your
country and you will probably
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end up in jail. Al you have to do is tell ne where the
icon is and you can go free."



Adam di dn't even bother to shake his head.

"Then the tinme has obviously cone to |let you into sone

I nformation you will be nore interested in," Romanov said,
extracting a single sheet of paper from an envel ope he
renmoved fromhis inside pocket. Adam was genui nely puzzl ed,
gquite unable to think what it could be. Romanov opened it
slowy and held it up so that Adam could only see the back.

"This single sheet of paper reveals a sentence carried out

in Moscow in 1946 by Judge |I. T. N kitchenko -the death
sentence,” conti nued Romanov, "pronounced on a certain Mjor
VI adi mr Kosky, the Russian guard in charge of the Sovi et

wat ch the ni ght Rei chsmarshal Hernmann Goering died." He
turned the paper round so Adamcould see it. "As you can see,
Maj or Kosky was found guilty of collaboration with the eneny
for financial gain. It was proved he was directly responsible
for smuggling cyanide into the Reichsmarshal's cell on the
night he died." Adam s eyes w dened. "Ah, | see | have dealt
the ace of spades,"” said Romanov. "Now | think you wll
finally tell me where the icon actually is because you have
an expression in England, if | recall correctly: fair
exchange is no robbery. Your icon for ny icon, plus the |egal
judgnment that will finally vindicate your father's honour."

Adam cl osed his eyes, painfully aware for the first tine
t hat Romanov had no idea what was inside the icon.

Romanov was unable to hide his anger. He wal ked to the
door and flung it open. "He's yours," he said.

Dr Stavinsky re-entered the roomand, smling, continued
as if nothing had interrupted him "Professor
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Metz was never really satisfied wwth Stage Two because he
found the recovery tine even for an extrenely brave and fit
man |i ke yourself could sonetines hold himup for hours, even
days. So during his final years at the university he devoted
his time to finding how he coul d possibly speed the whole
process up. As for all geniuses the final solution was
staggering in its sinplicity. All he had to produce was a
chem cal formula that when injected into the nervous system
caused an i mmedi ate recovery —a rapid analgesic. It took him
twel ve years and several deaths before he canme up with the
final solution," said Stavinsky, renoving another phial from
the cigar box and plunging the needl e of a second syringe
into the seal on the top of the phial,

"This," Stavinsky said, holding up the little phial in
triunph, "when injected into your blood stream wll aid
recovery so quickly that you may even wonder if you ever went
through any pain in the first place. For this piece of genius
Met z shoul d have been awarded the Nobel Prize, but it was not
sonething we felt he could share with the rest of the
scientific world. But because of himl can repeat the process
you have just experienced again and again, never permtting
you to die. You see, | can keep this generator punping up and
down every thirty mnutes for the next week if that is your
desire," said Stavinsky, as he stared down at Adani s white,

di sbelieving face flecked with yell ow specks of his vomt.

"Or | can stop imediately after | have adninistered the
antidote the nonent you |let nme know where the Tsar's icon
Is.”

Stavi nsky stood in front of Adamand half filled the
syringe! Adamfelt intensely cold, yet the shock of his
torture had caused himto sweat profusely. "Sit still,
Captain Scott, | have no desire to do you any perna-
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nent injury." Adamfelt the needle go deep in and nonents
| ater the fluid entered his blood stream

He coul d not believe how quickly he felt hinself

recovering. Wthin mnutes he no |longer felt sick or

di sorientated. The sensation in his arns and |legs returned to
normal while the wi sh never to experience Stage Two again
becanme acute.

"Brilliant man, Professor Metz, on that |'msure we can

both agree," said Stavinsky, "and if he were still alive |
feel certain he would have witten a paper on your case."
Slowy and carefully Stavi nsky began to snear nore | unps of
jelly on Adam s chest. Wien he was satisfied with his

handi wor k he once again attached the electrodes to the jelly.

"Coriolanus, Tinon of Athens, Pericles." Stavinsky thrust
hi s pal m down and Adam hoped that he would die. He found a
new |l evel to screamat, as his body shook and shook. Seconds
| ater he felt ice cold and, shivering uncontrollably, he
started to retch.

Stavi nsky was quickly by his side to rel ease him Adam

fell to the ground and coughed up what was |eft in his body.
When he was only spitting, Pollard placed himback in the
chair.

"You nust understand | can't let you die, Captain. Now
where is the icon?" Stavinsky shouted.

In the Louvre, Adam wanted to scream but his words barely
came out as a whisper, the inside of his nouth feeling |ike



sandpaper. Stavinsky proceeded to fill the second syringe
again and injected Adamw th the fluid. Once again it was
only nonents before the agony subsided and he felt conpletely
recover ed.

"Ten seconds, we go again. Nine, eight, seven ..

"Cynbel i ne. "

six, five, four

"The Wnter's Tale."
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". . . three, two, one.

"The Tenpest. Aahhhh," he screamed and i nmedi ately

fainted. The next thing Adamrenenbered was the cold water
bei ng poured over himby the colonel before he began to retch
again. Once tied back in the chair Stavinsky thrust the
syringe into himonce nore, but Adam coul dn't believe he
woul d ever recover again. He nust surely die, because he
wanted to die. He felt the syringe jab into his flesh again.

Romanov stepped forward and | ooki ng straight at Adam

said, "I feel Dr Stavinsky and | have earned a little supper
W did consider inviting you but felt your stomach woul dn't
be up to it, but when we return fully refreshed Dr Stavinsky
will repeat the entire exercise again and again until you | et
me know where you have hidden the icon."



Romanov and Stavinsky | eft as Col onel Pollard cane back

I n. Romanov and the col onel exchanged a few sentences which
Adam coul d not make out. Then Ronmanov |eft the room cl osing
t he door quietly behind him

Pol | ard cane over to Adam and offered himthe water

bottle. Adam gul ped it down and was genui nely surprised how
gui ckly he was recovering. Yet although his se