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  ››› This title is part of The Murder Room, our

  series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.




  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we

  are obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.




  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent

  of digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for

  decades.




  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid

  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. ›››
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  WERNER WEBER COLONEL, POLICÍA IN DEFENSA DEL ESTADO, D. SECTION




  THE PINE FOREST sloped down to the shoulder of the highway. A wire fence was strung along its perimeter. Boards nailed to

  the trees warned off trespassers. The big black Mercedes nosed its way up the steep grade. Dust had obliterated the numbers on the license plates but not the embossed police shields.




  Weber braked to a halt. Lizards scampered over the rust-colored rocks on his right, spinach-green in the strong evening sunshine. Nothing else moved. He had climbed the two thousand feet in

  forty minutes, from the sauna-heat of the city to the coolness of the plateau. The air was thin and scented. He pulled his jacket on and set the car in motion again. Around the next bend, a

  blacktopped road intersected the highway. A neatly painted sign posted it.




   




  HUBERTUS VON OSTDORF CAMINO PARTICULAR




   




  Weber drove left into the forest. The silence now was complete, almost unnatural. After three miles, iron gates set in a solid stone wall blocked the way. He touched the horn

  ring. An Indian hurried out from the lodge and opened the gates. Giant cedars loomed over cropped Bermuda grass. The house across the lawns was a long untidy building with overhanging roofs and

  carved-wood balconies.




  The layout and lines were those of a Vorarlberg manor house. Native mahogany replaced the oak timbers of the original. Baron von Ostdorf had built his home eighteen years before. The rest of the

  plateau had been turned into the third richest plantation in Montoro. Watchtowers spiked the distance. Beyond the sweep of the wall, barbed wire ringed two thousand acres of high-grade coffee

  bushes. The breeze that was moving the cedar branches carried the frantic yelping of guard dogs.




  Weber stepped on the accelerator. The sudden noise of the car sent a flock of peacocks running across the grass in a blur of color. The half-circle in front of the house was laid with tanbark.

  Enormous stone bears guarded the entrance door. Their paws supported scrolls with armorial bearings. Weber went up the steps, moving easily. Six feet six, well built and in his middle fifties. He

  wore his iron-gray hair short and had black eyes in a face constructed entirely from flat planes. No roundness anywhere. His dark suit sagged and bulged in unlikely places.




  A teen-age Mayan girl opened the door for him. Her braided hair was oiled, her forehead pitted with smallpox scars. Her scrawny body looked incongruous in an old-fashioned maid’s uniform,

  far too long for her. The paneled hall had beams in the ceiling. Somber portraits stared out from baroque frames. There were more of them lining the two staircases. A gilt clock ticked away over an

  empty stone fireplace. The girl rapped on a door. She scurried away like a roach caught in a sudden blaze of light.




  The man who rose to greet Weber was a couple of years older. He was wearing leather knee breeches and a roll-neck sweater. Silver wings of hair were brushed back over small flat ears. His face

  was the color of yellowed ivory and he wore a monocle in his left eye. He welcomed Weber in German, the Austrian accent rolling the r’s in exaggerated fashion.




  “I was glad to have your message this morning. I hope it’s good news you’re bringing for once.”




  Weber dropped into an armchair. “The role of Saint Nicholas never appealed to me. Herr Schulze will be here tomorrow morning.”




  Von Ostdorf’s monocle gleamed. He half-bowed and sat down again. “Good. You’ll see that everything is ready for him.”




  Weber tapped his pockets, searching for the battered holder that held his cheroots. A gold swastika was set in the underside of the gunmetal cover. He selected a slim cylinder of local tobacco

  and bit the end off.




  “How about Otto — has he arrived?”




  “Last night. He’s in the bunker. I’ve shown him how everything works.” There were moon orchids growing in the rockery outside the window. Von Ostdorf looked out at them.

  “Did you know that I was at Heidelberg with Otto’s father?”




  Weber blew smoke at the wall. “No. And if I were you I’d keep quiet about it. His uncle was the only one to lift a hand for him. Orphans can be touchy about their dead parents’

  so-called friends.”




  Von Ostdorf released his monocle, catching it neatly in his palm.




  “I didn’t say I was a friend,” he corrected. “I said I was at university with his father.”




  Weber grunted. “I’d still keep quiet about it.” He paused to give full effect to his news. “A Jewish agent arrived here yesterday from Mexico City.”




  Von Ostdorf made a tent of his hands and leaned into it. When he looked up, his face seemed a little sallower.




  “Your statements are not usually as elliptical. I take it there’s more to it than that?”




  “There’s more,” Weber allowed. The cheroot had gone out. He took his time relighting it. “Argentina is impossible after the Eichmann affair — Brazil’s no

  longer big enough. We know it and the Jews know it. They also know that the ways of moving someone like Herr Schulze are limited. Montoro is an obvious stop along a south-north escape route. This

  fellow who has flown in is a professional. But he’s a bloodhound not an assassin.”




  There was a picture in a silver frame on the table of a stern-faced woman in a stand-up lace collar. Von Ostdorf shifted it out of the sunlight.




  “I’m always impressed by your insouciance, Colonel. The trouble is that these bombshells leave me a bundle of nerves.”




  Weber’s eyes were like black river-pebbles. The baron’s timidity was imaginary.




  “I happened to know that the Jew was arriving,” Weber pointed out. “I’ll take him into custody in a few hours. He’ll never leave it.”




  Von Ostdorf’s smile was sardonic. “Naturally. But isn’t he likely to have contacts in Montoro?”




  Weber took a deep breath. His broad shoulders filled the chair. “It’s possible but it’s not likely. I intend to make quite certain. That’s why he’s still walking

  about, a free man. Meanwhile I know even when he spits.”




  Von Ostdorf’s face clouded with distaste. The heavy signet ring he wore accentuated the slenderness of his fingers.




  “Do you want to inspect the bunker now?”




  Weber was in no hurry to rise. He studied his host through the cloud of acrid smoke. Even after all these years, a meeting with Von Ostdorf still gave him a feeling of insecurity. The

  baron’s sweater and stockings were knitted from the same fine white wool. The leather knee breeches were the color of russet apples. It was an elegant production but then the baron could well

  afford it. The life he lived was feudal. A thousand Indians made their homes in the cane-thatched huts in the compound. The god they worshiped in the primitive church there was strangely like the

  baron himself. A remote and powerful Being, stern about the law of property, indulgent in the matter of sex. Baroness von Ostdorf had been dead for eleven years. Since then the house had been

  filled with a succession of teen-aged girls from the compound.




  Weber scraped his chair back. “I’ll see the bunker.”




   “At your orders.” Von Ostdorf came to his feet. His eyes mocked the polite show of obedience.




  Weber’s memory was twenty-five years old. It was none the less sharp. It was of a young SS lieutenant posted to Bogotá as embassy security officer. God knows what he’d

  expected — acceptance, certainly. The friendship of suntanned girls, perhaps — of German descent, naturally. Reality had brought none of these. Reality had been a contemptuous tolerance

  on the part of the career diplomats, Hubertus von Ostdorf among them. The reminder had been constant, SS uniform or not, Weber was still the son of a Westphalian potato farmer.




  He followed the baron through the baize door in the hall. The stone-flagged corridor divided immediately. The sound of women squabbling came from the right-hand fork. Von Ostdorf went left. The

  corridor ran parallel with the back of the house. A cellar door blocked its end. Von Ostdorf let them through this and thumbed a switch down. A flight of steps descended twenty feet. The

  temperature at the bottom was ten degrees colder. The walls were lined with wine bins. Smoked hams hung from the ceiling. The baron walked forward pointing his toes like a dancing master. The

  cellars extended through a succession of arches, a labyrinth that embraced the entire foundations. Pieces of furniture were shrouded in dust sheets. A mold-covered carriage harness was suspended on

  wooden trees. There were crates of crockery still in their original wrappings.




  Von Ostdorf turned a key in a heavy steel door. An electric motor moved it back on rollers. Another door lay behind, fireproof and set flush to the walls, floor and ceiling. The lights in the

  brick-built tunnel were protected by thick glass frames. A strong current of air blew in Weber’s face. He heard the hum of the dynamo and ducked his head, too tall for the tunnel by a couple

  of inches. They moved forward, their footsteps a dull reverberation. It was the third time that Weber had been in the bunker. It was ten years old and a monument to Von Ostdorf’s chronic fear

  of a Communist uprising. A German, working for a firm of Brazilian architects, had designed it. Germans from Guatemala had installed the electronic equipment.




  Weber’s neck was already stiff. There was a quarter-mile to go. They were still twenty feet below the ground. A concrete shell six inches thick enclosed the brick tunnel. Ten minutes

  brought them to a replica of the first steel door. Von Ostdorf selected another key. The noise of the dynamo was suddenly very loud.




  They were in a circular room, thirty feet across. Four corridors led from it. One was to the powerhouse and air-conditioning unit. Another to the water tanks. The third to a kitchen, shower and

  lavatory. The last passage went direct to the alternative exit. The place looked like a barracks guardroom. There was a pair of double-tiered bunks, a metal table, functional chairs and two large

  television screens. Behind these was a rack of small arms. The Schmeisser machine guns had folding metal stocks and detachable magazines. The heavy Lugers were P.I.D.E. issue, accurate up to fifty

  yards.




  A young man dressed in slacks and a short-sleeved shirt rolled off one of the lower bunks. His rope-soled shoes made no sound as his feet hit the floor. He straightened up like a cat rising at a

  bird. He was almost as tall as Weber with hair like oaten stubble. He stood stiffly at attention, his lean tanned face smiling.




  Weber raised a hand in greeting. A Flying Fortress had jettisoned its bomb load over a village in the Harz Mountains a generation ago. Otto’s parents had died instantly. A distant uncle in

  Brazil had adopted him. His upbringing had been predictable — a dedicated preparation for a part in the restoration of his country’s honor. There were two thousand like him in Latin

  America, young men with a cause, untainted by the shameful guilt-complex of their brothers back in Germany.




  Weber wrapped an arm around his shoulders. “Ja, Otto, du wilder! It’s good to see you again!”




  Pleasure crinkled the skin around Otto’s eyes. “Greetings, Herr Colonel. I am glad to be under your command.”




  Von Ostdorf’s mouth gaped as he fitted his eyeglass and looked around. He shrugged.




  “I’m afraid it’s not luxurious. I have to carry in every damned kilo myself. No servant’s ever put a foot down here.”




  Weber lowered himself on a bunk. He lifted a corner of the vicuña blanket. The sheets underneath were linen. His smile was ironical.




  “I’m sure that Herr Schulze will appreciate your hospitality. He’s spending tonight in a fertilizer factory.”




  The baron indicated a telephone. “Should he need anything else, that line is direct to my bedside.”




  Weber leaned across and yanked the connection from the wall. “I want no communication with the house, as of now,” he said curtly. He turned his attention to the younger man.

  “Herr Schulze will be coming in by helicopter, Otto. Sometime between eight-thirty and nine tomorrow morning. He’ll bring a two-way communication set with him — and a code signal.

  No call must be made or received without using the signal. Once Herr Schulze is installed, you’ll allow no one in the bunker except me. This includes Baron von Ostdorf.”




  Von Ostdorf was intent on his nails. He spoke without looking up.




  “I’ve already shown him the bolt controls.”




  “You’ll open to nobody but me,” Weber repeated. “I want this place to be impregnable from the outside. Expect me here at twenty-two hours tomorrow.”




  “And if not, Colonel?”




  Weber glanced at the young man sharply. Otto’s expression was earnest. The colonel eased a back itch against the upright of the bunk.




  “You’ll take Herr Schulze to the address you have memorized and wait there for further instructions.”




  “You’re making our young friend nervous!” Von Ostdorf’s smile held under their joint blank stare. “It’s all quite clear to me,” he said easily. “I

  have no questions.”




   Weber took a look at the kitchen unit. There was enough food to last two men for three months, cans of German beer and too many bottles of brandy. He made up his mind to talk to Otto about

  it. Herr Schulze had developed a drinking habit since leaving Chile.




  The power supply was independent of the house. He went back and switched on both television sets. Concealed cameras relayed their images to the screens. One showed a ring of pine trees, bright

  in the evening sunshine, an enclosure the size of a football field. The clearing lay deep in the forest between the house and the highway. A steel-and-concrete hatch marked the entrance to the

  western tunnel. Weber adjusted the controls, speaking over his shoulder.




  “I want you to keep these on night and day.” He swung around suddenly, jabbing at the young German with outstretched hand. “Repeat your assignment orders!”




  Otto fixed his eyes on a point behind Weber’s left shoulder. He delivered the clipped phrases unemotionally, indifferent to the baron’s obvious amusement.




  “I am an army officer holding allegiance to the Third Reich-in-exile. I shall address no questions to Herr Schulze, obey his orders and defend his life and liberty at the cost of my own if

  necessary. Sieg Heil!”




  “Sieg Heil!” Weber repeated automatically. The baron hadn’t moved. Weber was out of practice. Otto’s generation was the only one still using the clicked-heel and

  quivering-arm salute. “Till tomorrow, then,” he said.




  The younger man’s jaw was hard. His stance suggested anything but bravado.




  “Till tomorrow, Herr Colonel!”




  The two men made their way back to the cellars. Von Ostdorf stopped by the wine bin and chose a slim bottle. He held it to the light, eyeing the gold-green liquid appreciatively. He carried the

  wine upstairs, closed the sitting room door and found a couple of glasses. His neck was scraggy in the strong sunshine.




  “Prosit!”




  Weber’s nostrils flared. The scent of the Niersteiner recalled carnival time in the Rhineland, decked streets and laughing girls, the parades. Even the memory of Düsseldorf drizzle

  was nostalgic. He half-drained his glass and sat down.




  “Now money. I told you, each stage is contributing to Herr Schulze’s expenses.”




  Von Ostdorf pulled a drawer open. He slid an envelope across the table.




  “Five thousand American dollars.”




  Weber put the envelope in an inside pocket. The baron’s look was oddly expectant.




  “You’re not waiting for a receipt?” Weber asked sarcastically.




  Von Ostdorf smoothed a wing of white hair and crossed his stockinged legs.




  “Only in the loosest sense. I had hoped to greet Herr Schulze in person.”




  Weber’s tone mimicked that of his host. “Naturally.” He shook his head as the other refilled his own glass.




  The baron sipped his wine, watching Weber thoughtfully. Suddenly he spoke.




  “You know, Colonel, I’ve accepted your authority for years as well as your personal dislike. What I don’t accept is your mistrust.”




  Weber was wary. “What’s that supposed to mean?”




  Von Ostdorf was running his monocle up and down on its cord.




  “Twenty-five years to be exact. Without ever putting our cards on the table. Why don’t we do it now?”




  Weber looked out through the open window. The shadows of the cedars had grown longer. The grass was iridescent under the spray from the water sprinklers. Von Ostdorf’s outburst had caught

  him off guard. He dealt with it cautiously.




  “You have me at a disadvantage, Baron. ‘Mistrust’ — ‘Cards on the table.’ You may know what you’re talking about but I

  don’t.”




  The well-kept teeth flashed briefly. “Come now, Colonel, of course you do! I’m talking about ambitions, yours and mine. What you want is power in a resurgent Germany. What does your

  trained mind detect as my need?”




  Weber’s eyes were steady. Strange that after all these years Von Ostdorf chose a moment like this to put his head on the block. The colonel used the ugliest words deliberately.




  “You need to forget that you’re a thief. That you stole four hundred and sixty-three thousand dollars from the chancellery safe the very night your country was forced into

  surrender.”




  The baron’s face was unmoved. “Four hundred and sixty-seven thousand. Money that the enemy would have had otherwise.”




  Weber shook his head. “If the defense is valid now it was valid then. You denied your guilt that night. You denied it again under oath and a court of inquiry believed you. Hubertus von

  Ostdorf, gentleman and patriot.” Weber’s sarcasm riddled the image.




  The baron’s smile was remote. “We seem to have been misjudging one another all these years. The time has come to be frank, surely. Both of us know that the Third Reich-in-exile is a

  nonsense. Broken old men pursued by Jews, like criminals on the run. This lunatic business of ODESSA. Youngsters like Otto grabbing at submachine guns every time the doorbell rings. Herr Schulze is

  no more than a dead hand waving a flag.”




  Weber took his fingers away from his mouth. “You must be very sure of yourself to talk to me like this.”




  “I’m sure of the facts,” Von Ostdorf parried. “I’m only saying what many in the party are thinking. I was at the meeting in Stockholm. I know.”




  Weber wet his lips cautiously. It was disturbing to hear one’s secret thoughts echoed in the mind of a man one mistrusted. Careful, he thought. Very careful.




  “I take my orders from my lawful superiors,” he said stiffly. “I shall do my duty.”




  The baron beat the palms of his hands together, soundlessly. “Bravo!” The mockery left his face. “You’ll find that things aren’t going to be the same after

  Stockholm. It may be a little while but the Old Guard will topple. Policy will change. The biggest enemy to National Socialist ideals is a neo-Nazi movement. You’ll see our strength deployed

  into key positions. De Gaulle is the only Frenchman worth noting since Napoleon. First we must have a united Germany, then a united Europe. But with Germany not France as her leader.”




  Weber hid his sudden excitement. This was a trap of some kind. The thing was to detect who was setting it.




  “I’ll go on doing what I believe to be my duty,” he said stubbornly.




  The baron’s fingers took in the sunlit scene outside the windows.




  “Don’t you ever dream of snow shifting on the roof, Colonel? Of rain, mist and fog — slush, even! I’m a rich man, and I’m homesick. Join us and in a year from now

  you’ll be a free man in your own country.”




  Weber’s thoughts switched to the man who’d be coming in the morning. Intuition told him that his own future depended on the right decision.




  “We’ll talk about it,” he said finally.




  Von Ostdorf nodded. “The unlikely ally sometimes makes the best. Your good health!” He finished the last of his wine.




  Memory bridged the years again. The black night of surrender. Fireworks exploding outside the darkened deserted embassy. A younger Von Ostdorf had faced him in front of an open safe with the

  same air of invincibility. You make your report, Lieutenant, and I shall make mine, I repeat. The financial records were destroyed with the code books.




  Weber put his glass down. “I’m declaring the racetrack a prohibited area between eight and nine tomorrow morning. That gives the helicopter time to land and take off again.

  It’ll be here within half an hour. I’ll send a man as escort.”




  Von Ostdorf smiled his secret smile. “We all hear how loyal your men are, Colonel. Are you sure you can trust them?”




  “I don’t have to trust them,” said Weber. “I know where the bodies are buried.”




  Von Ostdorf suspended his nail inspection. “I’d forgotten. That’s been your speciality, knowing where the bodies were buried. Sure General Zuimárraga doesn’t have

  one in his cellar?”




  “General Zuimárraga is in Panama, attending a convention of police chiefs. He won’t be back for two days. The subject is Castro infiltration of Central America.” Weber

  allowed himself a smile.




  “Your talents are wasted,” Von Ostdorf said blandly. “Incidentally, hadn’t we better think of a reason for your visit here today?”




  Weber glanced at his watch. “I have one. You heard something about a Guevarista being sheltered in the compound so you sent for me. I interviewed the people concerned. There was no shred

  of truth in the rumor.” He came to his feet.




  Von Ostdorf opened the door for him. “Then I regret that you wasted your time, Herr Colonel.”




  Weber turned at the top of the steps. “I didn’t, Herr Baron. I assure you I didn’t. I’ll see you tomorrow.”




  It was past eight when he reached the city. He took the loop road around the Parque Central, hitting the Avenida de Libertad halfway down to the waterfront. The policeman on the stand recognized

  the P.I.D.E. shield and held the traffic. Weber gunned the Mercedes across the six lanes and parked in front of his apartment building. He had lived in the block since it opened. The owner had died

  shortly afterward. His heirs were still fighting over the estate. Nobody was willing to spend money except on lawyers. The corridors were generally dirty. Scabs of pink stucco had peeled off the

  walls. The elevators worked eccentrically. Yet the warrenlike structure was home to Weber. He knew each of the ten exits, from the garish lobby to the service tunnels emerging five hundred yards

  away.




  The express elevator rattled him up to the roof. There were four penthouse apartments. His was the smallest. He opened his front door, standing as he always did when returning home —

  stock-still, alert and suspicious. There was a sheaf of mail in the box. He put it on his desk without looking at it. He locked away the envelope with the five thousand dollars. The apartment was

  no more than one big room with a bathroom and kitchen adjoining. The outside wall was made of glass. Cane screens on the roof buttressed a selection of tubbed shrubs and climbing greenery. There

  was a wide bed on a raised dais. He had bought the furniture fifteen years before and added nothing since but a couple of fish tanks. Their brilliantly colored occupants flicktailed around

  incessantly. They were more satisfactory than a dog or a cat. Animals developed wills of their own and had too much freedom of movement.




  He showered, letting his clothes lie where they fell. A plump Chinese woman cleaned house for him. She was twenty-four, discreet and versatile. One evening a week she returned to the apartment

  smelling of Jicky and giggling. Weber allowed himself precisely half an hour for his sexual diversions. He never referred to these interludes, not even to her.




  He dried himself vigorously, wrapping the towel around his body like a toga. He walked out onto the rooftop, an unlit cheroot between his teeth. He took a deep breath, filling his lungs with the

  spicy smell of the waterfront. The lights had come on, the whole length of the embarcadero — jewels strung in the violet dusk. The white hull of the night boat to Puerto Vedra

  glistened beneath the arcs in front of the customs sheds.




  The ship was pulling away from the quayside. Chains of tinted lavatory paper formed frail links with the people on shore. A tug was fussing at the ship’s stern like an amorous terrier

  nosing a greyhound. The decks were white with handkerchiefs. He watched the paper chains lengthen and break. The siren sounded a long blast of farewell. It was a moment that he never tired of. He

  never saw it without imagining some tight-bellied stranger seeing the shore recede with desperate gratitude. One of the few who had escaped the P.I.D.E. network. Only it rarely ended like that.

  There’d always be someone waiting at the other end. Which reminded him — it was too early yet to move against Von Ostdorf. The baron had friends in low places.




  He went inside and sat at his desk. A match first to light the cheroot, then a piece of office stationery. He fed it into the electric typewriter and hit the keys.




   




  

    Gavilan y Compañía




    Fuente de las Mujeres L5




    Ciudad de Montoro




    D.F.




    Your reference: HS/gdr




    Burkhardt Brothers




    Import and Export




    1164 Yonge Street




    Toronto, Ontario




    DEAR SIRS,




    I refer to your recent order for two tons of Grade-A Highland coffee beans. We wish to confirm that the price is as quoted F.O.B. port of Montoro. This consignment will be shipped via

    Galveston, Texas, arriving in Halifax, Nova Scotia, about 18th. We forward our pro forma invoice and statement of account under separate cover.




    Very truly yours,




    GAVILAN Y COMPAÑÍA


  




  He slammed a rubber-stamp signature at the bottom of the page and sealed the envelope. He picked up the phone, grunting as he recognized the voice at the other end.




  “Moreno, about this man Asher! Pick him up in his hotel at seven o’clock tomorrow morning. Hold him at headquarters. No visitors, no communications with anyone.”




  He hung up and glanced at his watch. Ten minutes to nine. Carmen Soong would be there in a few minutes. He put a Schubert LP on the record player, lay down on the bed and closed his eyes.




  The cortege of police jeeps reached the Plaza Mayor just after nine o’clock the next morning. It slowed for the top-heavy buses unloading in front of the terminal. Weber

  viewed the scene with a professional eye. Women thronged the entrances of the fruit and fish markets. Hotel touts were pestering the passengers streaming from the station. Traffic cops moved in on

  truck drivers who bulldozed the mule carts in turn. Everything was normal. He spoke sharply to his driver. The leading jeep sliced through the crowd, its siren shrill. The cortege scattered the

  pedestrians, circled the bullring and entered the narrow street. It climbed the hill in close formation, windows and shutters rattling behind it.




  D Section headquarters were in the old Bishop’s Palace, a rambling collection of baroque buildings on top of the hill. Weber climbed out stiffly. He was wearing the same shapeless suit

  with bulging pockets. A razor nick had bled onto his shirt collar. An enormous fountain spouted water in the cobbled courtyard. There were three wings, separated by drowsy gardens, joined by

  cloistered walks.




  He walked the fifty yards to his office, thinking of a pilgrimage he had made ten years before to an estate near the Chile-Argentine frontier. Forgotten faces had reappeared in the smoke of the

  barbecue pits. Old comradeships had been renewed. And moving among his guests, like a jovial tavern keeper, the bullnecked figure of their host. The man who had landed in the helicopter three

  quarters of an hour ago was bent, defeated and unshaven. It was the fear in his eyes that had shocked the colonel more than anything. He’d be in the bunker by now, the helicopter on its way

  back to Salvador. There were eight days before the next stage in the long journey north started. Eight days in the company of an impressionable youngster. Otto would have to be warned. The word was

  distasteful but what else . . . even Von Ostdorf’s assessment of their visitor’s future role seemed optimistic now. What German worthy of the name would rally to a man lost to personal

  dignity.




  Weber opened the door of a cool, high-ceilinged room with large windows. Pigeons strutted across the grass outside. The walls were completely bare. A black-painted safe stood behind the desk. He

  threw his jacket at a chair and sat down. A canvas property sack lay on the blotter. He touched the label thoughtfully and opened the sack. There was some money, a few hundred dollars, most of it

  in Swiss and German bills. A cheap automatic watch, a pen and a passport.




  Weber flicked through the pages of the identification document. It was American and false. The name given was Philip Asher, teacher of languages, born in Cleveland, Ohio, February 1938. No

  distinguishing marks or peculiarities were listed. Wrong there, thought Weber. The picture on the opposite page showed a studious-looking man with spectacles. The colonel tossed the sack in a

  drawer and spoke into the intercom box. The man who came in had thin hair and wore a shoddy black suit. The funereal effect was heightened by a black tie and furtive smile. He managed to say good

  morning and excuse himself in the same breath. Weber tapped the drawer. “Is this all he had?”




  Moreno nodded. “That and a few things in his suitcase. Those are the only papers and there were no weapons.”




  Weber knuckled through his short gray hair. “You searched him thoroughly?”




  Moreno allowed himself a thin smile. “We arrested him in the bath, Colonel. He offered no resistance. After the first couple of minutes he refused to speak. I’ve got him in the

  stable block.”




  Weber spat the end of a cheroot into the trash basket. “I’ll see him later.” The other man was strangely hesitant.  “Well for crissakes what is it, man?” Weber

  demanded.




  Moreno moved a deprecating hand. “It’s Flores, Colonel. He’s in my office. He was on the racetrack detail with Galiana. It seems that they intercepted a man this morning

  — a foreigner with a camera. Flores thought he should report it.”




  “Where is the man?” snapped Weber.




  Moreno’s voice was apprehensive. “They let him go, Colonel.”




  The steadiness of his own answer surprised Weber. “A foreigner with a camera and they let him go!”
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