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PREFACE

I arrived in Palma by ferry from Barcelona in February 1998 after two delightful years residing in the heart of Bordeaux – arguably, one of Europe’s most civilised cities. The previous summer, after a brief tour of all the inhabited Balearic Islands, my partner and I had identified Mallorca’s relatively undeveloped south-east corner, around Santanyí, as an ideal location for transforming a ‘country house’ (finca) into a luxury hotel. 

To provide ourselves with a base from which to undertake the search for a suitable finca, we rented a house in Ca’s Concos, an unassuming village (pueblo) eight kilometres north of Santanyí. Later, when we penetrated the upper echelons of Palma society and revealed where we lived, laughter would erupt: apparently, it was a standing joke that Ca’s Concos was the island’s most unsophisticated backwater.

But this proved to be grossly inaccurate. In our neighbourhood, tucked away in elegant secluded fincas, resided a veritable battalion of international VIPs, including millionaire tycoons, renowned painters, writers and architects – even a monarch in exile. In fact, the creeping ‘colonisation’ of the pine-wooded hills thereabouts was a factor in the frustration of our efforts to find an affordable finca ripe for conversion. With many EU countries preparing to abandon their national currencies and adopt the euro from 1 January 1999, undeclared cash assets, especially Deutschmarks, were pouring into Mallorca for conversion into real estate. Overnight, prices rocketed and our plans became unviable. 

Yet, I remained for eleven years, during which Spain boomed, thanks in part to becoming the largest net recipient of EU funds. Meanwhile, hard-working Mallorcans were finding it ever more difficult to afford a decent home of their own – even to rent. Their understandable anger mounted; ‘foreign’ residents were an obvious target. Mercifully, when enjoying the island’s bars, cafes and restaurants, most ‘foreigners’ – whether residents or tourists – were ignorant of the insults directed at them in Catalan/Mallorquí by some adjacent Mallorcans. 

GMG, Witham, Essex, 2025
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PART I
CHAPTER 1


‘I thought we’d never get out of that bloody airport,’ said Mike Oakheart as his wife, Jane, negotiated the hire car through the maze of roads around Palma Airport’s terminal buildings. ‘Now you have to follow the signs for Llucmajor, Campos and Santanyí,’ he advised, closing his window and reaching for the air conditioning controls; it was early July and almost noon on a cloudless, baking Sunday.

‘Oh, Mikey, let’s have some fresh air. Whenever I arrive somewhere new, I love to smell the place − the herbs, the flowers − that wonderful Mediterranean fragrance of dark tobacco, cigars and eau de cologne that permeates everything. I could smell it the instant we got off the plane. ... Strange really, with smoking banned in public buildings.’

 Mike’s grip on the control knob loosened. He glanced at the dashboard thermometer: it read 29 Celsius; he could feel the perspiration trickling down his back. ‘It’s very hot,’ he said, wondering how Jane, with her milk-white complexion, could look so cool in her Burberry’s ensemble of Black Watch tartan slacks and white linen sleeveless blouse.

‘You’ll just feel even hotter when you get out if you use the air conditioning,’ Jane opined as they joined a busy four-lane motorway and headed east for Santanyí. She accelerated to 110 KPH − the maximum stated on the signs − and Mike lowered his window; the roar was deafening. Within minutes, they were crawling behind a badly maintained truck belching out thick blue smoke.

Unable to overtake, thanks to an endless stream of vehicles roaring past them in the outside lane, Jane shouted: ‘I think we’d better switch on the air conditioning until we pass this effing idiot!’ Insulated from the outside world, the possibility of meaningful conversation returned.

‘So, this is Mallorca,’ Mike said merrily, scanning a landscape of parched brown fields, drystone walls and pine trees. ‘Not bad really. I thought there’d be villa developments and blocks of holiday apartments everywhere.’

‘They’re at the coast, Mikey − along with all the package holidaymakers, lager louts and– Jesus! What’s wrong with these people? The prat in the BMW behind us is right up our arse! He’s indicating, so why doesn’t the bugger bloody overtake? It’s bloody clear now! Well, if he’s not going to–!’ 

After Jane had successfully passed the truck, and Mike had stopped holding his breath while the BMW flashed past them with its horn blaring and driver gesticulating homicidally, the air conditioning remained on. 

‘“NAZIS ’RAUS”,’ Jane intoned, reading from a stone wall bordering the motorway. ‘That’s the third lot of anti-German graffiti I’ve seen since we left the airport.’ 

‘Yeah. Actually, I’m surprised there wasn’t more security in evidence.’

‘They probably don’t want to frighten the tourists.’

‘The plucky British, you mean? There certainly weren’t many Germans in evidence, were there? Actually, I heard quite a few French voices.’

‘Hmm. I think Daddy was right – the Germans always overreact to everything. They’re paranoid. I mean, a few villas and shops are burned down and they get absolutely hysterical. It’s not as though anyone’s been killed – or even seriously injured. The “terrorists” have only attacked unoccupied homes – out of season. As for the commercial premises, they were set alight after working hours, weren’t they?’

Mike nodded and thought how lucky he was that Jane’s father, Sir Douglas Trench-Foot, had not pooh-poohed their trip. Otherwise, instead of driving under the dazzling blue skies of the Mediterranean, they’d now be entombed in the Trench-Foots’ ‘cottage’ in the Derbyshire Dales for the traditional damp summer fortnight of rambles, jigsaws, crosswords and socializing with the snooty neighbours. And then there was the food: Jane’s mother, Betty, insisted on cooked breakfasts, three-course lunches, afternoon tea, four- or even five-course dinners, and ‘supper’ − not to mention all those nibbles with the aperitifs! At least he managed to burn off some of the calories with his mountain bike. Still, because Douglas was a diplomat − currently ‘our man’ in Madrid – Jane didn’t get to see her parents as much as she’d like, and the least he could do was to put up with the Derbyshire purgatory once a year. But then, just ten days ago, and completely out of the blue, had come the opportunity to avoid the annual pilgrimage thanks to Werner Stumpf − of all people! He’d apologized for the short notice, saying that at the last minute he’d decided to organize ‘a very special party’ and would love Mike to come − ‘with Jane, naturally’ − as a way of thanking him for all his legal assistance over the last year.

As Jane overtook yet another little Citroën van barely making forty kilometres per hour – she gave its aged driver a blast of the horn – Mike said: ‘You don’t think Werner’s paranoid, do you?’ 

‘Silly old coot! It’s people like him who cause accidents. I’ve never seen so many of these Citroën things in all my life − and they’re all white!’

‘Hmm. ... But we’re not really in a hurry, are we? I suppose the country folk hereabouts aren’t ... a different pace of life.’

‘Well, we did promise the Stumpfs we’d make it to their place by lunchtime − one o’clock Werner said − quite specific − and it’s almost half past already. … What were you saying about “paranoid”?’

‘I−’

‘Werner? Oh, bound to be. I told you – all Germans are. Daddy says so, and he should know.’

Jane thought of Derbyshire and the lovely Georgian house built from the local limestone. She could smell the scent of the rambling roses, and pictured her parents playing croquet on the immaculately mown lawns − weather permitting, of course! Her eyes began to feel just a little moist. She hoped Mummy and Daddy weren’t too disappointed. She liked tradition as much as they did, but it wasn’t every day that Mikey got invited by a client to come and stay − and not any old client, but one of his firm’s most prestigious. 

*

When Mike phoned his wife to say that Werner Stumpf had invited them to Mallorca, Jane Trench-Foot, as she was still known professionally at the Bar, had just returned to the Temple after a gruelling morning at the Royal Courts of Justice. As the niece of the Head of Chambers, Nicholas Trench-Foot, KC, there was some malicious gossip in legal circles that she’d got a seat there solely by reason of nepotism: after all, they were leaders in the field of patents, trade marks and copyright, and only legal high-flyers were ever considered for admission. But the truth was that Jane had both a first-class brain and a passion for intellectual property, attributes that had soon become evident to Uncle Nicholas during her university vacations, when she was permitted to sit with him in chambers.

Five years ago, when she first met solicitor Michael Oakheart, Jane fell in love at first sight. It was at a legal seminar, and, at twenty-four, she was not only the youngest speaker on the panel but also one of the prettiest women Mike had ever seen. He was three years her senior and a bright assistant with good prospects in a niche firm of London solicitors specializing in intellectual property. Mike always claimed he didn’t believe in ‘love at first sight’, but within a year they were married and, thanks to the generosity of both sets of parents, proud owners of a small mid-Victorian terrace house in Richmond-upon-Thames. 

As yet, there were no children, but there was a dog − a three-year-old Dalmatian with the pedigree name ‘Marmaduke Orchestra Leader’, but who answered to ‘Hugo’. He was certainly Mike’s dog, albeit Jane was much fonder of him than she cared to admit. Hugo was, in fact, something of a baby-substitute: although Mike worshiped him, he looked forward to the day when Jane would finally announce she was pregnant. Jane, on the other hand, was still arguing − and with some merit − that her career was at a critical phase. In truth, she was not that bothered about babies at all; so far, she’d succeeded in concealing this from Mike. In the meantime, Hugo appeared to give him almost all the outlets he required for his paternal instincts. Luckily, the widow next door, Mrs Babcock, was only too happy to look after the dog: she loved him almost as much as Mike did, and the sentiment appeared to be reciprocated.

Although their respective careers had both developed promisingly, it was clear to Jane that she was well out in front: Mike was a very good lawyer, but at thirty-two he still hadn’t been made a partner. He had been told, however, that if he ‘played his cards right’ and didn’t ‘blot his copybook’, he’d get the long-awaited promotion in a year’s time. His problem was that he didn’t blow his own trumpet loud enough; he needed a push. So, when Jane got back from court and learned of Werner Stumpf’s extraordinary offer, she knew precisely what had to be done. And to be fair to her, this was before Mike had said:

‘It’s very sweet of you, Footy − being prepared to abandon Derbyshire and everything, but it’s a tradition and I wouldn’t want to be responsible for breaking it. Anyway, we’d probably never get a flight at such short notice. Mind you, it might have been a bit of a giggle meeting Lionel de Tourny. Apparently, he and his current girlfriend, Jeanne Moineau − remember? − we saw her in that incomprehensible Three Nuts and a Bolt – what was it called in French? ... Well, they’re going to be at the party. Werner says they’re neighbours.’

As Mike rehearsed all the reasons why they should head for the Midlands and not to the Mediterranean, Jane’s mind was thinking fast. She could picture Tourny − so pretty − too pretty, perhaps − in those recent blockbusters, Normandie and Dreyfus – Hollywood nonsense, of course, but one couldn’t deny that whatever the merits of his looks or acting ability, his face was currently one of the best known on the planet. Socializing with people like that would do wonders for Mike’s career. And with a bit of help from her, Mike could even win him as a client − or Moineau; she was fairly well known among more discerning cinemagoers − an icon, of course, in France!

Mike was still bleating on: ‘Mallorca’s probably not our scene, Footy. And there’s that nasty terrorism – the recent attacks by “nationalists” on German homes and businesses−’ 

‘We’re going!’ snapped Jane. ‘We need a change − a complete rest – both of us – after all these months of endless toil. We’ll never get that in Derbyshire, especially as Julian and Vanessa are coming for the second week with the kids.’ Julian was Jane’s elder brother. ‘I’ll square it with Mummy and Daddy. We can visit them in the autumn – in Madrid − for a week − we haven’t seen the Official Residence yet. I’ll phone now. As long as Daddy says there’s no danger in Mallorca − can’t be, not with all the package holidaymakers flocking out there. ... You find out about flights on the web, OK? Can one fly scheduled?’

In the event, Sir Douglas said Mallorca was ‘as safe as houses’ in the Foreign Office’s opinion, and that the Germans were ‘absolute ninnies’ by staying away and causing such needless damage to the island’s economy. As for not seeing his daughter and son-in-law, he took on board all that Jane had said about Mike’s career. He didn’t tell her, however, that he and Betty had been chatting about it over breakfast that very morning: perhaps they’d been right all along – that she’d married ‘a bit of a dud’; anything that might usefully push the lad’s career forward should be welcomed. 

‘Just stay clear of branches of Deutsche Bank!’ he’d joked at the end of their conversation. ‘And watch out for Stumpf. I remember that when I was Deputy Head of Mission in Berlin, he’d a bit of a reputation − with young girls − the younger the better, if you catch my drift. And all those recent ‘revisionist’ biographies of his – well, seems the chap’s getting somewhat right-wing in his old age. Of course, Michael will know all about that, I suppose – what with the court case.’

*

The motorway, which bypassed Llucmajor – Jane thought the church might be worth visiting later in the week – fizzled out at Campos. The intricacies of its ring road were successfully negotiated, and the Oakhearts were swiftly back in open countryside. Now, thirty kilometres from the airport, the traffic on the Santanyí highway had thinned considerably. Ahead, an almost empty road began to rise towards distant wooded hills. Mike noticed that their average speed was slowly but surely diminishing; perhaps Jane was beginning to relax at last. 

‘Try and phone Werner again,’ she suggested. ‘How much further is it?’

Mike looked at the maps and the extraordinarily detailed instructions emailed to them a few days ago by their host. ‘Um ... eight kilometres − about five miles – to Santanyí, and the same again to Alqueria Blanca. I’ll try phoning, but it seems pointless – I just keep getting one of those bloody phone-company answering machines – in Spanish. It’s strange – no answer at all since we landed at Palma. I wonder where they can be.’

A few minute later, having reached a high plateau of olive groves amidst dark red earth, Mike put the mobile back in his breast pocket. ‘Same bloody female robot prattling away! I hope we’ve got the right day.’

Clearly not listening, Jane asked: ‘You don’t think Werner’s some kind of fascist, do you, Mikey? I mean,’ she added swiftly, ‘I was just thinking of something Daddy said. He didn’t strike me like that − when he came over to meet you a year or so ago and took us both out to dinner. He seemed positively urbane − cosmopolitan − very broad-minded ... quite the Renaissance man.’

‘Hmm? ... Yes ... very broad-minded.’ Mike yawned; he was shattered. They’d been up since dawn to get to Gatwick and had had to walk for miles along the seemingly endless marble corridors of Palma Airport to find their luggage. And the interminable bureaucracy to procure the car hadn’t helped. Nor, for that matter, had the double gin and tonic on the plane. Sometimes he wondered where Jane found all the energy.

‘Right-wing? ... No, Werner’s just patriotic ... proud to be German. I think he feels that the country had a kind of collective nervous breakdown starting in 1918. They began to get over it sometime after 1945. Now they’re cured. That aberration can’t negate the greatness of a people who’ve given us Goethe, Schiller, Beethoven − some of the world’s greatest painters, physicists, architects, engineers, inventors. He believes that since the War the world has forgotten this, and that the Germans are themselves primarily to blame – because they fear that singing their own praises will be regarded as neo-Nazism. ... Which, of course, is exactly what happened to him. Hence the case against Piston-Jones and The Times and–’ 

Mike broke off. ‘That sign said something like “Welcome to Santanyí”. Now we have to follow signs for Cala d’Or.’

‘We must come and visit the church here,’ Jane fizzed. ‘The guidebooks say it has the most magnificent Baroque organ screen. Maybe they have recitals. ... Stumpf’s bound to know.’

‘Hmm.’

‘And there’s the monastery of San Salvador near this Fela-thingy place−’

‘Felanitx’

‘−and a little nunnery at Alqueria Blanca. They all sound very interesting.’ 

‘Hmmmm.’ Mike could picture the two of them trudging from one historic monument to another, like mad dogs and Englishmen out in the midday sun. 

‘By the way, what happened to Piston-Jones? Did the damages bankrupt him in the end?’

Mike was trying to focus on Stumpf’s directions. ‘Hmm? ... Still holds the Microsoft Chair of Modern History at Oxford. No, The Times coughed up on his behalf – after all, they published his review of the Rommel biography.’

‘The one in which he called Werner “a crypto-Nazi”?’

‘And “a fascist sympathizer”, “an apologist of the Third Reich”, “an amateur historian” − the list of pejorative epithets was almost endless. And, of course, he photocopied and emailed great chunks of Rommel: A German Hero to all his academic cronies around the world to drum up support for his anti-Stumpf vendetta. Hence the copyright infringement claim, albeit the libel aspect was the core of the action.’

‘But the jury only awarded Werner damages of a hundred thousand pounds?’

‘A hundred and twenty-five thousand, plus costs − twice that amount. Yes, the damages were a bit disappointing, but I suppose the jury were swayed by the defendants’ arguments that Werner didn’t have much of a reputation in England to be damaged.’

‘Or maybe they just didn’t like Germans.’

‘Possibly.’ 

‘I wonder what his wife’s like – Heidi.’ Jane chuckled. ‘Sorry! I can’t say that name without thinking of long golden plaited hair and cowbells.’ 

‘I wonder. He hardly ever mentions her. I gather she’s younger. I think she’s his second or third wife.’

‘Ah, Daddy said he liked them young. She’ll probably look like Claudia Schiffer, aged twenty-something – if you’ve ever seen pictures of her in the 1990s – and have a brain the size of a pea.’

‘Don’t be rotten!’

Ahead of them, bare limestone crags rising above steep wooded slopes stood out white against the cloudless sky. At their base, a massive church in a severe classical style almost overwhelmed the village of Alqueria Blanca clustered around it. Jane looked ecstatic.

‘Oh, how lovely!’ she cried. ‘One would think one were in Tuscany. We must visit this church too.’

 Five minutes later, and having taken the first turning to the left after the church and followed the signs to Ca’s Concos, Stumpf’s meticulous directions had brought the Oakhearts to a narrow dirt track that led from the tarmac road and disappeared into the pine-clad hills. On a post protruding from a stone wall was a rustic sign: in Gothic script, it bore the name [image: image].

Mike leaned over and gave his wife a kiss. ‘There you are – Ca’n Pau! So, who’s a clever boy then? Got you here without getting lost once.’ 

Jane grinned impishly. ‘And I got you here safely without a single bump or scratch, notwithstanding all those awful Spanish drivers. Anyway, with such detailed instructions, you’d have to be an idiot not to find your way here!’

‘Charming!’

They kissed again, and then Jane lowered her window and finally extinguished the air conditioning. It was like opening an oven door. 

‘Oh, just smell that pine resin and rosemary!’ she enthused as the car began to bump up the track, a dense cloud of dust trailing behind.

 After ten minutes of driving through thick pine woods with just the occasional break affording panoramas of scorched pastureland and olive groves sweeping down to the distant aquamarine of the Mediterranean, the Oakhearts concluded they were lost; they must have missed a turning somewhere. Apprehensively, they passed a dilapidated farmhouse with chained, barking guard dogs and refuse in the courtyard. A few hundred metres further on there was talk of turning back. Then, suddenly, they came upon what looked like a medieval gatehouse, complete with a pointed arch and an effigy of the Virgin in a recessed niche. One of the ancient double doors was open; the other bore another [image: image] sign in the same Gothic script.

Jane gasped. ‘Good Lord! It’s a bloody castle!’

After a moment, Mike said: ‘Maybe there are two Ca’n Paus.’

They got out of the car, rang the old bell at the side of the arch, and entered. Beyond, shaded by tall palms, was a cool courtyard paved with pebbles; a simple fountain tinkled at its centre. Around all four sides were low two-storey stone buildings; they reminded Jane of Derbyshire and Pennine farms, except that the walls were ablaze with the most stunning bougainvillea she’d ever seen – pink, white, scarlet, purple – even orange. 

‘Well, it may not be a castle,’ she said, ‘but it certainly looks like paradise to me.’

 ‘Christ, he must be bloody loaded! We’re in the wrong profession, Footy.’ 

The stillness was broken by the sound of feet clattering across a hard surface. Almost immediately, a woman in her mid-forties shot out of an arched doorway to their right and bounded towards them, smiling broadly. Clad in salmon-pink culottes and a lemon-yellow T-shirt, she was of medium height with curly shoulder-length golden hair framing a kind round face. 

‘Hello! Hello! Hel-lo! Willkomm to the Ca’n Pau – the House of Peace. I am Heidi, the woman of Werner. You are Michael and Jane, yes?’ 

After Heidi had kissed them on each cheek, Jane said: ‘What a beautiful house, Heidi, and such lovely countryside! We’d no idea Mallorca was like this.’

‘Thank you! It is being just a farmhouse, and ... Oh, please excuse my English. It is not often that I speaks−’

‘It’s excellent!’ said Jane.

‘Better than our German! And do call me “Mike”.’

‘You are both so kind. … Yes, I am saying it is an old farm, but Werner is doing so much to make it nice during many years.’

The Oakhearts wondered where Werner might be.

‘We are so sorry we are a bit late’ – Mike was talking louder and slower than usual – ‘but the plane was delayed, and it took ages for the luggage to turn up and ... We did try to phone you – several times – to let you know, but–’ 

Looking embarrassed, Heidi raised her hands apologetically. ‘I heard the phone, but Werner ... er ... he is not wanting the phone to be answered in the day – not between – you say “between”?’ – the Oakhearts nodded – ‘… between nine in the morning and six in the evening. All our friends are knowing this. You see, we work in the garden all the day and must not be going in the house and out all the times to the phone. And the handies, er … mobiles?’ – she slit her throat with a finger – ‘… verboten!’ 

‘And Werner is well?’ asked Mike, winking at Jane.

‘“Well”? ... Ja, ja! He is in the sleeping room. He was going for the siesta. In Sommer he always has the siesta between halb drei–’

‘Half past two,’ Jane assisted.

‘Yes. We say “half way to three”. ... So now he goes for it until half ... four. Always! But I think he is still awake. I get him.’

The word ‘lunch’ was beginning to loom very large in the thoughts of both Mike and Jane as they cried, ‘No, no, no!’, but Heidi was already trotting back to the front door. 

‘Come! We find your bags soon and put you all in the room. And you must drink – and eat a little.’ The Oakhearts exchanged anxious glances. ‘Werner and me are eating at the one o’clock, but I have bread and cheese and olives and the pig flesh for you.’

As they reached the front door, a plump woman with wrinkled olive skin and grey hair in a bun suddenly stepped out. Dressed in the traditional black of a widow, she looked prematurely middle-aged. 

‘Good Lord!’ cried Jane, gripping Mike’s arm. Immediately, she felt foolish and let go.

‘Me voy,’ the woman grunted to Heidi, without any acknowledgement of the visitors’ existence. ‘He terminado.’

Heidi said something in Spanish and then turned to the Oakhearts. ‘This is Margalida, the ... the ... She washes. Now she is washed up and evacuates for her siesta. Margalida, nuestros invitados, Señor Michael and Señora Jane.’

‘Hello!’ boomed Mike, holding out his hand.

‘Hola!’ chirped Jane.

‘Encantada,’ grunted Margalida, looking at her feet.

After Margalida had shuffled across the courtyard, Heidi said: ‘She is working here for years. ... Werner likes her much. Her son, Mateu, works in the garden some days. I like him. They are living near us. Her man is dead long time.’

‘Ah,’ said the Oakhearts nodding.

‘She looked a little ... sad,’ added Jane sympathetically.

‘Yes. She is not happy because always she evacuates at the one o’clock, but today she stays to finish the painting.’

They were now standing in a cool entrance hall that rose the full height of the building – to the very apex of the roof, with its bare rafters and stone tiles. It had once been the old farmhouse’s living room, where animals and their owners had coexisted. Now it was incongruously paved with the same shiny, slippery marble that caused so many accidents at Palma Airport. Around three sides, a staircase curved grandly upwards to the first floor and a balcony-type landing. Although there were only a few items of antique rustic furniture, vast unframed canvasses hung on the walls, each one painted in just one uniform pastel shade. There was indeed a smell of paint, and Mike wondered whether the uncommunicative Margalida had just painted them. 

Immediately opposite the entrance was a large stone fireplace, and above it hung a crucifix bearing a most lifelike representation of Our Lord, complete with dripping blood. Jane was transfixed. ‘Golly!’ she finally managed. ‘I should think you could roast an ox there!’

Heidi smiled, clearly not understanding. ‘Yes, I am sorry about the paint fuming, but Werner is in your room this morning to see all is good, and there the spots on the wall are, and he is saying that he tells me to paint it many weeks past, but I am not ... remember? ... to remember. It is the old white paint of the island. ... Only Margalida knows how to make it.’

‘Whitewash?’ suggested Mike.

Heidi smiled. ‘Yes, I think you are right. I say, “Werner, it can wait,” but he is saying the room must be perfect. And then he finds other spots around the house. So now you have the smell and Margalida is not happy. All the windows are open and–’ 

‘Michael, my boy! Jane!’ All faces shot upwards to the landing where a bronzed Werner Stumpf, clad only in a pair of skimpy beach shorts, stood behind intricate wrought iron railings; for a man in his late fifties, his body was in superb shape. ‘I was beginning to think the nation of Drake, Raleigh and Cook had lost their map-reading skills!’ Within seconds, he’d bounded down the stairs and was hugging the Oakhearts, each of them receiving three kisses on their cheeks.

‘There was a delay due to French Air Traffic Control,’ Mike began, ‘and–’

‘Ja, ja! Wonderful that you could make it! Wonderful! We can have a jolly good natter later ... after the siesta. And your parents are well, Jane – Sir Douglas and the Lady Betty?’

Mike tried not to laugh: ‘the Lady Betty’ sounded like a pleasure steamer. But how come he never asks after my parents? Or are a bank manager and a housewife in Cardiff not important enough?

‘Very well, thanks. They’re–’ 

‘Ja, ja! I was just thinking – a few minutes ago upstairs – that if they were at a loose end, they could fly over from Madrid and stay too.’ Heidi’s mouth fell open. ‘I’m sure they’d enjoy the party.’

‘I’m afraid they’re at our place in Derbyshire at the moment.’

‘Schade! ... Derbyshire! I had a girlfriend from there. The Honourable Molly Bandy-Coutts. Do you know Crich Castle? – Lord and Lady Bandy-Coutts?’

‘Er ... no. ... I must say, I can’t wait to meet Lionel de Tourny and–’

‘Ja, ja! … Mike! Jane! You’ve met my lovely wife, Heidi?’

‘Yes, she−’

There was a curt exchange of German between the hosts and the last vestiges of Heidi’s smile dissipated. 

‘So! Heidi will show you your allocated space in the guest parking area on the other side of the camino – the lane – and then help you bring your luggage in.’

‘No, no!’ protested Mike, ‘I can−’

‘Ja, ja, Mike! She loves to help!’ Maintaining his smile, Werner paused. ‘I understand Heidi has told you that there is a faint fragrance of whitewash in your room. Now, you are not to worry because I only allow non-toxic paints made from natural materials in my house, just as the peasants here have made them for generations. You have nothing to fear, OK?’ Without waiting for a response, he added: ‘While you settle in, Heidi will lay a lunch for you of organic local produce on the terrace. We ate at one, as we always do. Then Heidi must join me for her siesta. She needs her rest. So! Now I ascend to my quarters. I will see you later. We always return to work at half past four.’ 

As Werner bounded past the hall table he tutted and snatched up a stapled booklet. ‘Jesus! I nearly forgot.’ He retraced his steps and proffered the document to Mike. It was headed: ‘CA’N PAU − RULES OF THE HOUSE’. Mike’s eyes bulged. 

‘Just a few helpful tips, dear friends,’ Werner explained grinning. ‘You’ll find life here a bit different to Richmond-upon-Thames! Hah! I’ve made a special translation for you. If you have any questions, I’ll be only too happy to answer them – later.’ 

After Werner had disappeared from the upper landing, Heidi’s smile returned. ‘He works very hard,’ she said, as if by way of an apology. ‘And he is not a young man now.’ The Oakhearts nodded with forced smiles. ‘Come! I show you the car Platz, get your baggages, take you to the sleep room, and then you eat. You must be ravished − that’s right? − “ravished”?’


	

CHAPTER 2

Hours earlier that Sunday, off the coast a few miles to the south of Ca’n Pau, Jaume’s old wooden fishing boat rocked gently as the sun rose over a calm Mediterranean. He took four cans of San Miguel from the cool box and passed one to each of his three subordinates. Tutting, he noticed that they’d already devoured most of the bread and cheese. Oh well, to be fair, they had swum over from their own little boats, which, to minimize suspicion, as ordered, lay at anchor some distance away. Their exertions must have given them quite an appetite. Still, a bit of deference might have been expected: after all, he was the Supreme Commander of ENABA, the Exèrcit Nacionalista de Balears – the Balearic Nationalist Army.

‘You like Ca’s Concos cheese then?’ he muttered, snatching the remaining bite-size piece. His sarcasm fell on deaf ears.

‘Best cheese in all Mallorca!’ crowed Antoni. 

‘All the best food comes from around here,’ added Vicenç, ‘– cheese, bread, olives, sobrasada − and wine.’

Ricart, the other covert Sunday-morning fisherman, nodded as he crammed a thick slice of the chewy wholemeal bread in his mouth.

Jaume smiled condescendingly: Mallorca’s south-east corner deserved its parochial reputation; by all accounts, Antoni’s grandmother still hadn’t set foot in Palma − a mere fifty kilometres away as the crow flies − and she was by no means exceptional for her generation in this neck of the woods. But then, it had been one of the last outposts to fall to the invaders. Jaume scanned the coast; it lay some two kilometres to the north, with its hinterland of wooded slopes rising towards distant jagged hills. He could remember fishing in these waters thirty years ago with his father when those hillsides were almost virgin. Now, you could make out hundreds of little white and brown dots, each one representing yet another foreigner’s ‘dream home’. Sometimes he prayed for an earthquake.

‘Have any of you seen a patrol boat around recently?’ asked Jaume as he turned and looked out to sea.

Antoni and Vicenç shook their heads.

‘I saw one of the Customs’ launches from Palma churning up the water a few days ago,’ said Ricart, ‘– on the lookout for drug smugglers as usual. The Aduana should stick to the Straits of Gibraltar and the Costa del Sol. That’s where all the stuff from Morocco comes in − and them illegal immigrants.’

‘Moroccans!’ snorted Vicenç through a mouthful of cheese and bread. ‘I almost miss them. Not exactly the fastest workers, but they did what they were told − respectful even. And being Africans an’ all, they were used to the sun. OK, some of them might have had a couple of beers on the sly now and then, but being Muslims, you never saw them in the bars, or getting drunk and being a bleeding nuisance − not like them peasants from God-only-knows-where in the East. We should never have let them join the EU – Romania, Bulgaria ... and all them places.’

Ricart drained his beer can and slammed it down on the deck. ‘Too true! The other day I had some Slovaks … Slovenians? … whatever − picking the aubergines on my smallholding up in S’Horta, right? Hardly a word of Spanish − let alone Catalan or Mallorquí − among the lot of ’em! Of course, they’re so fucking poor they’ll do the jobs no local would ever touch – or Mainlander come to that − and for peanuts, but Vicenç is spot on. They’re nothing but trouble. They nick everything. I’ve even seen ’em flogging fruit and veg in the markets round here. And they drink like fish. And they’re always quoting European laws and stuff at you – “minimum wages”, “maximum hours” − communists the lot of ’em!’

‘Well,’ said Antoni, ‘they were bleeding communists until recently, weren’t they? ... If you ask me, they don’t get enough to eat back home − anaemic probably. They’re so pale when they get here − worse than the tourists!’

Jaume glanced at his watch: it was just after seven; time to make progress. It would take almost an hour to chug back along the coast to Colònia de Sant Jordi and his little holiday home. And he’d promised his wife to return in time for breakfast with her and the kids. ‘Don’t worry, chicos,’ he said, attempting a smile, ‘when we get independence, we’ll be able to pick and choose who comes to work and live on our island − and the other Balearics. It’ll be like old times again, and the Moroccans can return to do the dirty work on six-month visas. And when their time’s up, we’ll ship ’em back. You won’t have hordes of drunken Romanians and Bulgarians hanging around when they’ve outstayed their welcome, demanding their EU “rights” − social security, healthcare, free housing – and education for all their brats – and with lessons in their own God-awful languages!’

The cheers seemed very loud on this windless morning, and the three culprits scanned the surrounding waters with guilty expressions.

‘Well then,’ said Jaume, ‘– down to business. I call this meeting of the South-East Division to order. First, I want your district reports. We’ll start with you, Vicenç.’

As Felanitx was the largest town in the area, Vicenç felt more important than his two colleagues, Antoni and Ricart, who commanded the Campos and Santanyí districts respectively. But, as an inland town of little historical or architectural interest, it had barely been touched by tourism or foreign immigration until fairly recently, and even then, the scale had been relatively modest. Santanyí, on the other hand, as Ricart was prone to remind everyone, had one of the highest per capita incomes of any municipality in Spain − if not the entire EU. This extraordinary statistic, however, was solely due to its status as a Mecca for foreign millionaires, the majority German. The reason for its magnetic attraction still bemused the locals, for whom Santanyí’s church and market square looked much like many others on the island − as indeed they did. And although the surrounding countryside was undulatingly pretty, it was not as scenically dramatic as Mallorca’s mountainous west and north. But it had only taken one or two German plutocrats to build impressive retreats in the vicinity for a flock to follow.

At twenty-nine, Antoni was a few years younger than his fellow district commanders, which contributed to his feelings of inferiority, for Campos was the smallest of the Division’s districts; nor did it possess anything like the wealth of neighbouring Santanyí. On the other hand, some of the island’s least-developed coastline fell within his bailiwick, and in order to boost his morale, Jaume had once told him that if the worst came to the worst and the Mainlanders resisted the overthrow of their illegal yoke, a seaborne invasion would, in all probability, take place on Antoni’s beaches. During World War II, fearful of the British, Franco had had pillboxes built all along them; luckily for Antoni, many were still intact. Apart from Antoni, however, no one in ENABA seriously believed that Madrid would ever risk anything like a D-Day style landing on the beaches of Es Trenc, or, for that matter, on any of the other long, gently shelving beaches of the Campos district. 

‘So, that’s about it,’ said Vicenç as he brought his brief report to a close. ‘We’ve stolen another load of explosives and detonators from the quarry on the Portocolom road, the windows of the Felanitx Goethe-Institut have been smashed again, and F62 has had the health inspectors sent in for the fourth week in a row to that bloody Kraut restaurant in Ca’s Concos, Potsdam. He leaked the visits to all the papers − rats, cockroaches − the lot. I don’t think many foreigners will be patronizing Potsdam this summer!’ With a somewhat effeminate giggle, Vicenç patted his bulging stomach. 

But the others looked unamused. 

‘F62’s you brother-in-law − the mayor, Bernardi Pons, isn’t he?’ asked Ricart, who, like Vicenç and so many other Mallorcan men, sported a full black beard.

Before Vicenç could reply, Jaume snapped: ‘That’s none of your damned business, Ricart. You know the rules.’ 

ENABA operated on a ‘need-to-know’ basis through small ring-fenced local cells. That, at least, was the theory. Mallorca, however, was not such a big island, and the problems of security were exacerbated by the intimacy between ENABA and its political wing, PANABA, the Partit Nacionalista de Balears – the Balearic Nationalist Party.

It was Antoni’s turn to deliver his report. Unlike Vicenç and Ricart, he’d benefited from tertiary education, studying electrical engineering at a Palma technical college. In consequence, he felt he was more on Jaume’s intellectual level; currently, he was a telephone engineer with Telefónica’s maintenance subcontractor. But there was a far deeper bond between Antoni and Jaume: they were both fair-haired and blue-eyed, and, therefore, in accordance with ancient myth, believed themselves to be true and pure descendants of the people who’d inhabited the island long before even the Arab invasion at the beginning of the tenth century. Antoni and Jaume were also clean-shaven; in truth, they looked just a little German.

‘We’re not much into economic warfare and window smashing in Campos,’ Antoni scoffed. ‘As I understand it, our mission is to support our “democratic” friends by using violent means to do what so many people on this island want and what PANABA can’t yet lawfully do – get the foreigners − Mainlanders, Easterners, English, Germans − especially Germans − off our homeland. We have to make it so unpleasant for the bastards that they just can’t wait to leave − and to dissuade others from coming. That’s right, isn’t it, Jaume?’

Jaume nodded. ‘Absolutely.’

‘I’m sure me and Ricart don’t need a lesson in−’

‘Let him finish, Vicenç,’ ordered Jaume. 

‘Well,’ Antoni continued smugly, ‘we all know that whenever we torch another German villa or branch of Deutsche Bank, everyone down at the local bar is over the moon. It’s the one thing that unites the people, whether they’re socialists, capitalists, communists − whatever.’

‘I know why he’s rabbiting on like this,’ Vicenç sniggered, ‘– he’s got nothing to report from bloody Campos!’

‘I have too! You don’t read the papers, mate – or follow social media. That German hotel rural halfway between Campos and Es Trenc, yeah? A few weeks back we poisoned all their sheep and goats. Last week we finished off their two burros and the chickens. Three nights ago, their pet dogs got shot. They’ve had enough! They’re selling up! This builder I know in Campos has already bought the place – got it dirt cheap.’

 ‘Good riddance!’ snarled Vicenç.

‘Very dramatic,’ Ricart scoffed, ‘− very violent. I bet that makes all the papers in Germany.’

‘Everything counts, Ricart,’ Jaume said. ‘I know for a fact that Antoni and his lads took quite a few risks crawling around that hotel. The Germans had alarms, barbed wire, floodlights. And don’t forget, most foreigners are much more affected by violence to animals than to property. Some − like the English − find it more distressing than violence to people.’ Heads shook in disbelief. ‘Anyhow, I think that what Antoni is trying to say, Vicenç, is that the more violent we are, the better are our chances − PANABA’s chances − of ultimate victory. OK? ... Your report, Ricart.’

The news from the Santanyí District was impressive: no less than three German estate agents had seen their premises torched in the last fortnight and were shutting up for good. A prestigious German jeweller in the package-tourist resort of Cala d’Or had suffered the same fate, albeit the blaze had also set fire to a neighbouring bar owned by a Mallorcan. He’d get some kind of compensation; if he wanted to extend his premises and take over the German’s lease, his planning application would be rubber-stamped, notwithstanding the official ban on new bars in the town. 

Ricart, however, wound up with a note of concern. ‘There’s quite a bit of grumbling on my patch, boss, about what we’re doing to the tourist trade. It’s a lot of folk’s bread and butter, and the promise of jam tomorrow is not much cop. They’ve got bills to pay and kids to feed and clothe. Even though the English are still here, the loss of most of the German market has been a bitter−’

‘There’s no satisfying some people, is there?’ groaned Vicenç. ‘They spend most of their lives whingeing about the Germans and the destruction that mass-market tourism has caused, and then when we begin to do something about it, they start moaning about their bloody bank balances! We need quality tourism − fewer foreigners − preferably not Germans − spending a damned sight more per head than the riff-raff we mostly get now. ... You know, we’ve got great plans for some very exclusive hotels in Felanitx − for real toffs − by converting a few of them big old merchants’ houses near the church. Then you can demolish those concrete egg boxes that clutter the cliffs an ’all at Cala d’Or and the like.’ Sighing, he added: ‘I can remember when you could go down to the calas − in the height of summer, mind you − and have the whole place to yourself. There was bloody nothing and−’

‘The transition to the new economy and society will not be easy, Vicenç,’ Jaume interjected. ‘Ricart is right to remind us of the problems our people are experiencing now. We have to know how to deal with that. Many of our junior troops are waiters and waitresses, barman, hotel staff. They’re rightly worried about their jobs. We can’t just dismiss their concerns for the future. But people will put up with hardship if they believe it’s temporary, and that it’s necessary to destroy an evil that threatens us all equally. Hence the need to identify with a common enemy.’

‘The Germans!’ snapped Antoni.

‘Precisely. And what do young people complain about most?’

‘Their parents and hard work,’ retorted Vicenç.

Antoni groaned. ‘Christ! You’re only five years older than me, but you’re so out of touch. The cost of housing, of course, you prat − the cost of everything on this island!’

Jaume was nodding. ‘Correct. And we have to remind everyone − like our PANABA comrades do − of the reason. Basically, there are too many people on Mallorca, OK? The German invaders have priced us out of our own homes. And before the foreigners overdeveloped our coastline, we produced almost all the basic foods we needed. Now we have to import from the Peninsula, and that’s expensive.’

‘So, the Germans are the cause of all the inflation,’ said Ricart quoting the party line.

‘They’re the cause of most of our problems. That’s the simple message for simple people to understand.’

Vicenç was shaking his head. ‘I’m still not sure why we’re not picking on the English – I mean, there are thousands of them living on Mallorca as well. In fact, they were here long before the Germans.’

Ricart and Antoni looked at each other and rolled their eyes. 

‘You know the policy,’ Jaume answered. ‘The English are not to be harmed if at all possible − or any other foreigners. And that goes for Mainlanders too ... for the time being. Otherwise, there’ll be confused signals – a dilution of the hatred – and our resources will be spread too thinly. Anyway, we don’t want to destroy the tourist industry − or suffer an economic catastrophe, with an exodus of the entire foreign population of sixty thousand. And, Vicenç, our people don’t hate any foreigners as much as they hate the Germans. In fact, my friends, for all sorts of reasons nobody in the world really likes the Germans. And don’t forget – in order to get our independence and to renegotiate our relationship with Europe, we’ll need international support. And that means getting important nations on our side and exploiting rifts in the EU. Germany and France are at odds over a whole raft of issues − like ... well ... everything really, except trashing Poland, Hungary–’ 

‘You’re absolutely right,’ said Antoni sagely, albeit his knowledge of international affairs was equally limited.

Jaume looked at his watch and frowned. ‘OK, we have to wrap this up. Since stepping up the action in the spring, everything has begun to fall into place. For a start, Madrid has shown the first signs of overreacting – threatening to send reinforcements of mainland troops and to outlaw PANABA − just like it did with some of the Basque parties and the Catalans. And that dickhead Azucena – ‘our’ prime minister – in Madrid has started to lecture us like naughty kids. “How can those unsophisticated islanders out in the Mediterranean imagine they could govern themselves and go it alone in this big nasty world? They have to be protected from their own foolishness.” So now he’s insulting our intelligence. And then there are the Germans themselves. As predicted, they’re beginning to fight back. Look at the formation of that new party, the “Deutsche Mallorca Bund”, by that fascist lunatic, Baron von ... von–’

‘Haber-Bosch,’ Antoni assisted, ‘– Wilhelm von Haber-Bosch.’

‘That’s the one. We’ve reason to believe that he and his “DMB” followers were behind the petrol bomb attack on PANABA’s Magaluf offices last Thursday.’

Vicenç looked doubtful. ‘I suspect Madrid myself. Their dirty tricks people are all over the island, just like they were in the Basque country.’ 

Jaume shook his head. ‘I wouldn’t worry about them – our friends in the Guardia Civil have got them under constant surveillance. ... Well, as I was saying, with German reprisals our people will hate them even more. And the German government will start kicking up an even bigger fuss, egging Madrid on to crack down harder and harder − making this island into a police state – road blocks, identity cards checked on every street corner – the lot! Eventually, Madrid and the Mainlanders will get so fed up with the mess here, they’ll be only too happy to wash their hands of us and give us our birthright – independence. Then it’s out of the European so-called Union and goodbye to high taxes to subsidize peasant economies in the East, uncontrolled immigration and overpopulation, arrogant Germans treating us like peasants − and their disgusting anything-goes, libertine morality − queers – transvestites! –’

Jaume’s clenched fist had crushed Ricart’s empty beer can. The subordinates stared in embarrassment at its remains. 

‘Well,’ Jaume hissed, ‘no pinko, gay anti-Christs in Brussels are going to tell us that we can’t ban pornographic filth. We’ll have Catholic values back. Franco was right about something ... many things.’

‘I heard a rumour the other day,’ whispered Vicenç, ‘that the Bishop of Palma is gay and lives with his boyfriend.’

Jaume appeared not to hear. ‘Look, High Command has decided that it’s time to step up the action and move on to “Phase 3”. Things are going better than we’d expected, and now that it’s July and we’re at the height of the holiday season – even the Mainlanders’ “king” is here at that sodding Marivent “summer palace” lording it over us – Madrid and Azucena are at their most vulnerable. So, it’s time to do something really big, something that will not only make the international community sit up and take notice of us, but, hopefully, will also cause that git Azucena to make a fatal mistake.’ Jaume paused for dramatic effect. ‘This is absolutely top secret. ... We’re planning to assassinate Jordi Adrover and pin the blame on Madrid’s agents. The island will erupt, lads.’

There was a stunned silence.

 ‘But, Jaume,’ Vicenç finally croaked, ‘Adrover’s one of us. He virtually created PANABA. Damn it – he’s the head of the Balearic Government! Without him, the coalition would probably collapse!’

‘No, Jaume’s right,’ said Ricart coldly. ‘If the people think Madrid did it, there’ll be rioting in the streets. Every symbol of Madrid’s hated rule will be attacked.’

‘And then we can exploit the disorder,’ added Antoni, ‘when they try to impose direct rule.’ 

Jaume was nodding vigorously. ‘Anyway, we’ve discovered that Adrover’s maternal great-grandmother was Jewish.’ Ricart gasped. ‘Oh, it was cleverly concealed, but sooner or later the truth would almost certainly have got out, and then we’d all have had egg on our faces.’

‘I’ve got a cousin who married a Jewish bloke,’ Antoni said, ‘– a rich jeweller in Palma. … Well, he had a Jewish ancestor. Nice chap but my family disowned her. Personally, I couldn’t see what all the fuss was about.’

 ‘So,’ Jaume continued after a brief silence, ‘how do we exploit the disorder? Azucena has his sights on being elected the first “President of Europe” next year – what a joke! The Jewish-controlled media will never support a German candidate − so that’s Chancellor Klipper out of the running. That Italian’s too right wing. And the candidates from the little countries and the East are a joke. Which only leaves the French as the other serious contender.’

‘Now, as Klipper won’t stomach the idea of a French president bossing him about, he might well support Azucena − that is, if he does Klipper’s bidding to protect his fellow Germans in the event of a real crisis here. Well, High Command have various anti-German stunts planned for the coming weeks, but I want to know if you guys can think of any opportunities in your districts to make the shit spectacularly hit the fan. I should add that although our policy has been to cause only economic damage so far, the gloves are now well and truly off.’

‘How do mean exactly?’ asked Vicenç frowning.

‘He means we can liquidate,’ said Ricart with a broad grin, ‘− at last!’

‘Oh!’ Antoni was not smiling: up until now, ENABA had all been a bit of a lark − like his days in the Boy Scouts.

‘We have to be very careful,’ Jaume warned. ‘We don’t want the sort of terrorism that provokes such a degree of outrage that we permanently alienate international support − mass carnage at the airport – that kind of thing. So, I’m thinking of a relatively small number of casualties – but significant ones – quality rather than quantity.’ 

The sun was rising rapidly, and with it the temperature. Vicenç wiped his brow with the back of a hand. ‘I’m not sure I’m following you, boss.’

‘Do you mean “significant” in a German sense, Jaume?’ asked Ricart.

‘That would be the ideal scenario − yes. If we could eliminate some German icon − a hero − a popular figure − a star ... someone whose violent demise would provoke outrage in Germany and cause the media there to howl for blood and revenge ... that kind of thing.’

‘I don’t think we’ve got anyone like that in Campos,’ Antoni said gravely.

Vicenç was shaking his head. ‘Nope, can’t say any names spring to my mind either.’ 

Everyone was looking at Ricart; he was rubbing his chin and staring across the water towards his own little boat bobbing at anchor.

‘Come on, Ricart,’ Vicenç sneered, clearly anxious to pass the buck. ‘You’re always telling us about the Kraut millionaires that make up half the population of Santanyí. You must be able to bump off at least one!’

‘Shut it, Vicenç!’ snapped Ricart. ‘You’re speaking through your fucking arsehole as usual. Weren’t you listening to Jaume? The target has to be a kind of German folk hero − not just fucking rich. I−’

There was a tremendous crack as Ricart slapped his bare knees with the palms of his hands. ‘Got it!’ he cried. ‘Stumpf!’

‘Got what?’ asked Antoni nervously, peering at his colleague’s knees for signs of a squashed insect.

‘Who or what the hell is “Stumpf”?’ queried a bewildered Vicenç.

‘Hmm,’ murmured Jaume, ‘that name rings a bell. You’ve mentioned him before, haven’t you?’

Ricart smiled. ‘Sure have! Werner Stumpf − the uncrowned king of the Santanyí German colony − at least, that’s what he’d like to be. One of my best agents is pretty close to him. Stumpf used to be a top journalist − war correspondent in the Middle East, interviews with all the big noises − Arafat, Saddam Hussein … er ... Anyway, he retired about ten years ago and bought this ruin of a finca near Alqueria Blanca − got it for next to nothing. He’s slowly tarted it up, and now it’s worth millions.’

‘Typical!’ snarled Vicenç.

‘Sounds a bit of a has-been to me,’ said Antoni.

‘Well, that’s where you’re wrong, chico,’ Ricart retorted. ‘Now he writes books, see, about famous Germans.’

‘Oh yes,’ said Jaume nodding. ‘Now I remember – historical biographies and stuff.’

‘You got it, boss.’

‘I’ve read about him in the papers. He’s sort of rehabilitated spectres from Germany’s past, dusted them down and put them back on their pedestals – Bismarck, the Kaiser, generals from both World Wars.’

Vicenç and Antoni were none the wiser.

Jaume sighed. ‘Yes, he’s a good candidate, Ricart, but do you think that his death would really inflame the Germans?’

‘Maybe not on his own, but I know from my agent’s latest report that it’s Stumpf’s birthday next week and he’s having this right posh do at his house. There’ll be half a dozen guests or so, and from what I understood, they’re exactly what you’re looking for. There’s some Nobel Prize winner − this old professor geezer. ... I think he invented a cure for some disease − my agent will know if you want me to find out. Oh yes, and there’s this conductor − of an orchestra − or an opera − who’s dead famous in Germany. And that German clothes designer ponce – you know, the one that does all them expensive underpants and things. And Lionel de Tourny.’

Antoni gasped. ‘Lionel de Tourny? The movie star? Jesus!’

‘Who?’ asked Vicenç.

Over the groans, Jaume said: ‘Shit! He’s French, not German. That throws a spanner in the works.’

Ricart looked incredulous. ‘French? Are you sure, boss? His villa’s on “Hamburg Hill” – just round the corner from Stumpf’s place. Everyone’s a Kraut millionaire on “Hamburg Hill”.’

There was no doubt in Jaume’s mind, however, as to Tourny’s nationality.

Clutching at straws, Ricart said: ‘Maybe Tourny has been invited, but isn’t going. I’ll check with my agent and ...’ But by the look on his face, Ricart had clearly hit another snag.

‘Now what?’ sighed Jaume.

‘Sorry, boss, but I’ve just remembered the other guests – a young English couple. The woman’s the daughter of the British ambassador in Madrid ... no idea who her husband is.’

‘Oh well,’ said Vicenç pompously, ‘we can’t go upsetting the bloody Brits or the Frogs, can we?’ 

After a few moments’ silence, Jaume said: ‘I’m not so sure. You know, maybe we’re wrong about limiting casualties to Germans. If we really want to set the cat amongst the Euro pigeons – push people into corners and get them coming out fighting each other – then maybe we do need a few more important nationalities involved. If the “Brexit” British and French see their casualties as the innocent bystanders of a campaign against the hated Germans, rather than the targets, it’s just possible that the Germans could get more flak than us. I’ll contact High Command immediately, Ricart, and sound them out. If they give the green light, then, with Vicenç’s explosives and Antoni’s electrical skills, I think we could organize some pretty spectacular fireworks up at Alqueria Blanca.’ 

‘But surely there’ll be staff at the party,’ Vicenç bleated, ‘− locals to do the serving and−?’ 

‘Nope,’ Ricart interrupted. ‘For all his big talk, Stumpf’s a mean bastard by all accounts. He treats his wife like a slave – they’ve only got one part-time cleaner! And her son – the cleaner’s, that is – helps out in the garden a few times a week. I’ll check, but I’m almost one hundred per cent sure that at this birthday bash the Stumpfs will be on their tod as usual, waiting on their guests. It’s sickening! Our people could do with the extra cash − especially now with tourism in the dumps.’

A few minutes later as the meeting broke up and the three visitors prepared to return to their own fishing boats, a booming, throaty roar suddenly destroyed the tranquillity. Around a headland, some five hundred metres to the north, appeared a large shiny-white dart of a speedboat. 

‘Jesus!’ snarled Antoni. ‘If that son of a bitch goes any faster, it’ll take off!’ 

‘The bastard must be doing at least fifty knots!’ cried Vicenç.

‘Bet you anything it’s a fucking German!’ sneered Ricart. ‘They’re always in a hurry.’

Jaume was concerned for the safety of his beloved boat. ‘If that maniac comes any closer, I’ll – I’ll ...!’

 But when it was just a hundred metres or so from them, the torpedo-like menace swerved sharply to port and began heading southwards out to sea, making for the dramatic outline of distant Cabrera, the smallest of the Balearics. 

Jaume grabbed his binoculars. ‘Hah! You were right, Ricart – a German flag and four golden-tanned gits with blond hair. Why don’t they−?’

As the speedboat’s formidable wash hit the fishing boat broadside and caused it to roll violently, Jaume lost his balance and fell backwards into the foaming water. When he came spluttering to the surface and three pairs of arms reached out to haul him back on board, retribution burned in his deep blue eyes. 


	

CHAPTER 3

Shaking her head in disbelief, Jane put down ‘The House Rules’ and stared at her naked husband curled up in a foetal position on the bed beside her. She never ceased to be amazed by how vulnerable and childlike a grown man could appear when deep in sleep. She looked at Mike’s golden wavy hair and was tempted to stroke it. Their lovemaking after lunch had been heavenly. If she moved around a bit, perhaps he might wake up. ... No, it wouldn’t be fair: he was exhausted. She really ought to let him sleep. He’d worked so hard over the last few months, six − sometimes even seven – days a week. ... Of course, they’d both worked like maniacs since they’d managed to grab that week of skiing at New Year, but Mike worried so much more than she did. He just didn’t have her self-confidence, which was silly really, because he was just as able − cleverer probably, but– 

‘God!’ she hissed. ‘This room is suffocating with that stink of whitewash! ... What time is it anyway?’

She glanced at the travel alarm clock on the bedside table: just after five. Werner, no doubt, would already be back at ‘work’ − whatever that entailed! What an odd character! And those ‘House Rules’! Talk about German organisation! That stuff about not taking food into the bedrooms because of ants! And the plan of the kitchen indicating the whereabouts of basic foodstuffs and utensils in the event that guests failed to turn up for meals at the decreed times! It was sheer madness. Their friends would never believe it ... unless the document fell into a suitcase when they left – or would Werner expect it to be delivered up at their departure? Maybe he went round with a checklist? 

Which reminded her: poor Heidi was probably pottering about somewhere. It could be useful to get some gen on the old boy’s party – a bit of gossip about Lionel and the other celebs – what to wear, whether they were celebrating something special. Oh, Lord, they might have to buy a bloody present! Where? ... What?

‘Jesus!’ she muttered. ‘This stink! And the heat!’ Maybe she should go for a swim instead. There was a swimming pool somewhere – a whole section on it in the ‘House Rules’! ‘DO NOT TAKE INDOOR TOWELS TO THE POOL. SPECIAL BLUE AND WHITE STRIPED TOWELS WILL BE FOUND IN THE POOL HOUSE. AFTER USE, PLACE IN THE WICKER BASKET ...’ 

‘What a fruit cake!’ she sniggered under her breath. Word association made her think of Derbyshire. Actually, a cup of tea would be lovely. God! I sound like Mummy – bless her!

Chuckling, Jane moved off the bed. Mike stirred and rolled onto his back but didn’t wake up. She slipped on some knee-length shorts and a sleeveless top − yet more last-minute purchases from Burberry’s − and let herself out.

The Oakhearts’ room was not in the main house but across the courtyard in what had once been a barn; Heidi had told them that Werner liked guests to have ‘their own space’. From her experiences so far, Jane guessed it would prove a most propitious arrangement – that she and Mike would be doing their own thing a lot of the time. Indeed, filling her lungs with air unpolluted by whitewash as she crossed the courtyard, she suddenly recollected a conversation with Mike during their lunch à deux:

‘I’m beginning to suspect we’re substitutes,’ he’d said, ‘− that some far more important guest − or guests − for this party dropped out, and Werner thought your credentials as “the Ambassador’s daughter” would be suitably impressive.’

‘What on earth makes you say that?’

‘Because when we arrived, he was more bloody interested in your mum and dad than us.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous! He was just being polite – hospitable – considerate − trying to bring the family together.’

But now, as Jane entered the house and tried to get her bearings, she wondered whether Mike might have been right. After all, Werner had been ... well, almost rude – so anxious to get back to his bloody siesta! But was she being fair? Middle-aged people had their routines − look at her own parents! Werner had probably been up since the crack of dawn. By all accounts he worked very hard – writing and gardening. And it was hot – very hot – insufferably hot. The poor man had just been dropping off when they arrived, and ... well, he’d probably be a different character now. He’d certainly been very different at that dinner in London last year!

A woman was singing softly somewhere − Heidi in all probability. Jane chose a corridor that led from the hall and followed the strains. The route turned out to be familiar – the way Heidi had led them to the terrace for their ‘organic’ lunch. Impressionistically, Jane recollected terracotta pots of palms and succulents, vistas through open French windows of vivid green pines set against dazzling blue skies, fragrances of lavender, oleander and jasmine ... the distant buzzing of countless cicadas. Yet, although these grand reception rooms had seemed so magical only a few hours ago, now, as she retraced her steps, Jane’s eye became less generous. The fact was that apart from the plants, fragrances, heat and views, they weren’t very ‘Mediterranean’ at all. To be honest, she could imagine the furnishings in a German apartment of 1990s vintage, the first home of aspiring professionals on a tight budget. But there was one glaring incongruity – a magnificent grand piano in the centre of the living room. And on top of it stood a pair of monumental High Victorian silver candelabra. 

Good Lord! Liberace would have loved this lot. ... They can’t be solid silver, surely? She wondered who played – and who was responsible for the bad taste. Well, the latter had to be Werner: she couldn’t imagine Heidi being allowed to move a single ornament without his consent, let alone buy any furnishings! Feeling cheated, Jane then got cross with herself for being so critical. What the hell did it matter anyway? In such a heavenly location, the Stumpfs would be mad not to spend most of their days outdoors. Maybe they just didn’t give a damn about material things anymore. Good for them!

Singing a Schubert song, Heidi was browning pieces of chicken in a ludicrously cramped kitchen – about nine square metres. It was like a furnace, and Jane immediately concluded that her hostess didn’t cook very often − at least not in summer. 

‘Hello, Heidi!’ 

Looking more embarrassed than startled, Heidi jumped, but the now familiar warm smile instantly appeared. ‘Jane! You sleep not?’

‘Too excited,’ Jane lied. ‘Mike’s still out for the count − fast asleep. I thought I heard you singing. ... Schubert, wasn’t it? 

‘Er ... yes.’

Jane stared at the pile of chicken and rolled her eyes. ‘Didn’t you have your siesta then?’

‘Oh yes – a little. Now Werner works with Mateu in the garden, and I do some cook. I love the cook.’

‘Really?’

Heidi caught Jane’s eyes encompassing her compact workspace. ‘Yes, it is too small. Once this was the room to keep the food. In the old days they cook on the fire in the hall and the big oven outside. I show you later. Werner is always saying that one day we have a new kitchen, but ... well, I’m ...’

‘You’ve learned to cope. … Can I help?’ Jane prayed: cooking was not her forte, and the kitchen was already torture. 

Heidi removed the last piece of chicken from the frying pan and placed it with the others in a large casserole. ‘You are very kind, Jane, but now I finish. ... You would like some tea or coffee – a cold drink?’

‘Oh, you can read my mind! It sounds crazy in this heat, but a cup of tea would be wonderful.’

It transpired that the Stumpfs appeared to possess every imaginable herbal and fruit tea, many of which were prepared by Heidi herself from plants cultivated in the garden. Luckily for Jane, they also had a tin of Twining’s English Breakfast. 
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