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It was 7 am.

A woman police officer walked along Victoria Street in the direction of Parliament Square.

In her left hand she carried a smart black briefcase and under her left arm a large brown manila envelope which bore the crest of Her Majesty’s Stationery Office. On the envelope, in bold capitals, were written the words: ‘Commander "A" Department. NSY.’

The briefcase was heavier than it looked but she made light of it.

The police uniform suited the girl’s slim figure and she drew admiring glances from passing drivers.

Checking the time by her wrist-watch, she increased her pace slightly, crossing Victoria Street at the junction with Broadway and walking along the front of the modern office building that housed New Scotland Yard.

An elderly uniformed officer stood on guard outside the plate-glass doors of the main entrance. The WPC smiled at him as she approached. He pushed back the heavy glass door, held it open for her. His smile of greeting managed to be both lecherous and avuncular.

‘Beautiful morning, my dear,’ he said.

‘Isn’t it,’ she replied, and rewarded him with a dazzling smile.

Another uniformed officer sat behind a large reception desk in the foyer opposite the entrance doors. He looked up as she entered.

‘You’re about early,’ he said.

She switched on the smile again.

‘Nights,’ she said, ‘I’m on overtime now.’

She walked diagonally to her right across the foyer, stopped in front of the bank of lifts and put the briefcase down for a moment to press the call button.

She was out of sight of the officer behind the reception desk now, hidden from his view by the left-hand wall of the recess that housed the lifts. The officer on the door, however, had entered the foyer and was watching her appreciatively.

‘If you want "A" Department, it’s quicker to use the other lifts,’ he called out to her.

Her stomach twisted into a knot. Why didn’t the stupid old bastard mind his own business? The lift arrived and the doors opened. She picked up the briefcase and stepped inside.

‘I prefer the scenic route,’ she called back, and stuck her tongue out at him impudently.

The officer laughed as the lift doors closed on the girl. His colleague behind the reception desk leaned forward, trying to see what was going on.

‘Watch him, Miss,’ he called out. ‘He’s a dirty old man.’ 

The officer on the door made an obscene gesture and returned to his post on the door.

The officer at the desk made an entry in the Arrivals Book. He wrote: ‘7.03 am. WPC 518 "C" Division. For Commander "A".’

The girl had selected the third floor. She stepped out into a long, neon-lit corridor with wood-grained doors set at regular intervals in pale green walls. To her left the corridor ended with a facing door marked ‘B.12’. In front of this door an elderly woman wearing a green check pinafore was operating an electric floor polisher. The cleaner continued with her work, ignoring the uniformed figure that emerged from the lift.

The girl turned right and walked purposefully towards the far end of the corridor. Halfway down she came to the entrance of another identical corridor on her right and she calculated that this would take her towards the rear of the building. She turned into this corridor and near the end she found what she was looking for, two adjacent doors marked ‘Men’ and ‘Women’.

She walked on, mapping the maze of corridors in her mind as best she could. It took her two minutes to locate the bank of lifts that served the rear of the building, then she retraced her steps and entered the women’s toilet.

The cubicles were separated by solid walls that stopped about four feet short of the ceiling. There was a similar gap above the wooden doors. The room was empty.

The girl entered the second cubicle along and locked the door. She lowered the toilet seat cover, placed the briefcase on it and opened it. She took out a large brown manila envelope similar to the one she had carried into the building under her arm. This one was marked ‘Chief Superintendent. "C" Division’.

A graffiti artist had been at work on the wall facing her. This female wit had written: ‘Peter Pan was a fairy.’ The girl read it, but did not find it in the least amusing. She had other things on her mind.

She placed the envelope addressed to ‘Commander "A" Department’ into the briefcase, and remained bent over the briefcase for a moment, both hands inside it. Then, placing one foot carefully on the toilet seat, she climbed over the cubicle door and dropped down the outside.

A second was taken checking her appearance in a wall mirror above one of the hand basins, then she walked back into the corridor and headed towards the rear bank of lifts.

It was 7.12 am when she crossed the foyer towards the rear exit of the building. She waved the brown envelope casually in the direction of the officers at the reception desk and pushed her way out of the revolving door. A young CID officer nodded and grinned at her as she crossed the brief forecourt at the rear of the building.

She turned right along Broadway, then right again along Tothill Street. She had been calm throughout, but now, after it was all over, her heart was racing. It had been so easy, so bloody easy!

She crossed Victoria Street under the shadow of Westminster Abbey, walked with unobtrusive speed down Great Smith Street, turned right into Great Peter Street and left into Monck Street.

A small saloon car with tinted windows was parked against the kerb. She got into the front passenger seat.

‘Well?’

She closed her eyes, and forced herself to relax before opening them again to look at him. His tanned-brown face was creased with worry lines, his knuckles showed white where he gripped the steering wheel.

‘It was easy, like taking candy from kids,’ she said.

‘Yeah?’

She was suddenly irritable.

‘I said so, didn’t I?

‘Okay, okay.’

He noticed that a vein in her neck was pulsating fast.

‘How long?’ he asked.

She looked at her watch.

‘Three minutes. I’d better get changed.’

She reached behind her onto the rear seat and took one of the three holdalls, placed it on the floor between her legs and began to undress.

He tried not to make his observation of her too obvious, but in the close confines of the car it was difficult. She stripped rapidly down to her briefs and it seemed to him that she delayed covering herself for a little longer than was strictly necessary. He had no objections to that. His eyes hovered over her body and he felt an unprofessional stir of desire in his stomach.

She dressed in a loose floppy sweater, a pair of faded, paint-splashed jeans and Scholl sandals. She removed the blonde wig and her own long dark hair fell about her shoulders. She wiped the modest make-up she had thought suitable for a woman police officer from her face with a tissue and then there was no longer the slightest resemblance between the neat and rather prim WPC she had been and the bra-less, trendy student she now was.

She stuffed the manila envelope and the discarded uniform into the holdall and replaced it on the rear seat.

They sat in silence.

Seconds later the bomb she had planted in New Scotland Yard exploded with a dull roar, barely muted by distance, followed by the unmistakable sound of shattering glass.

‘Let’s go,’ she said.

***
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Commander Allan Dice woke shortly after 6 am. He turned over and tried to get back to sleep but after half an hour he gave up and eased himself gently out from under the bedclothes, careful not to wake his wife.

He stood at the foot of the bed and looked at her, peering in the dim early-morning light. Only her face was showing above the covers.

Her short blonde hair was in disarray, exposing the brown at the roots. She still wore the remains of the previous night’s make-up but it did not hide the unnatural whiteness of her face and the dark rings under her eyes. On the far side of the bed her clothing lay scattered on the floor. She was breathing heavily with her mouth open, almost snoring, and beads of sweat glistened dully on her forehead.

Dice went to the bathroom, washed and shaved, then returned to the bedroom and dressed silently. His wife stirred as he left the room but she, did not wake.

He made his own breakfast, then sat reading the previous day’s newspaper. When the telephone rang he threw down the paper and hurried into the hall to answer, anxious that his wife should not wake. He knew that the call meant trouble. It was a penalty of his profession that a telephone call could never be presumed to be innocent.

The caller was Detective Sergeant Stennet, the Anti-Terrorist Squad night duty officer. Stennet gave a brief and lucid explanation of what had occurred.

‘Send a car for me immediately,’ Dice ordered.

‘It’s already on the way, sir,’ Stennet said.

Dice returned to the kitchen, picked up his paper and turned to the editorial, blanking his mind off from what was to come.

He had learned over long years to make the best of his rare moments of peace and quiet.

***

[image: ]


3  

––––––––

[image: ]


CODE SK 15 D. FROM KOSHELEV ZURICH REFERENTURA TO

DIAKENOV EXECUTIVE ACTION DEPARTMENT 1ST CHIEF DIRECTORATE.

RELIABLE INFORMATION BREAKAWAY ACTION COMMITTEE INTERNATIONAL WORKERS BROTHERHOOD PLAN INDEPENDENT WET AFFAIR U.K. TARGETS ALEXANDER POPE MP/PAUL CARPENTER REPRESENTATIVES EMERGENT UK CHRISTIAN DEMOCRAT PARTY. AGENTS ALREADY DISPATCHED. ELIAS PINA CHAIRMAN IWB RECALCITRANT. INSTRUCTIONS. END.

***

[image: ]


4  

––––––––

[image: ]


CODE SK 15 D. FROM DIAKENOV EXECUTIVE ACTION

DEPARTMENT 1ST CHIEF DIRECTORATE TO KOSHELEV ZURICH REFERENTURA.

CAPITALIST MARTYRS UNDESIRABLE. CLOSE ZURICH OFFICE IWB. DETAIN PINA AWAIT KGB ESCORT. FURTHER ACTION RESERVED THIS OFFICE ONLY. DESTRUCT NOTICE APPLIES. END.

***

[image: ]


5  

––––––––

[image: ]


The Reverend Paul Carpenter woke early and, as was his habit, got up immediately. He washed and dressed and prepared himself a light breakfast.

Afterwards he made his bed but left the washing-up in the sink. His secretary, Mary Tü, liked to perform small personal services for him, perpetuating her own myth about him, that he was capable of caring for others but not for himself.

At 7 am he left his first-floor flat in Spencer Road and walked the short distance to Hampstead Heath. Already the morning commuter traffic was building up along Heath Road and he ran the gauntlet of the hurrying cars to cross on to the Heath itself.

A fair was camped alongside Heath Road, on a space which was usually a car park. At this hour there was no sign of movement amongst the stalls and caravans. The encampment looked tawdry and exhausted, hungover from a surfeit of moneymaking, like a drunk caught unawares in early morning sleep.

Carpenter walked as far as the first pond, then turned back, retracing his steps to the flat. He felt faintly resentful at having to cut short his walk. These days it was the only exercise he managed to get, but he had a particularly heavy schedule ahead of him and his pleasures, small though they were, must ever take second place to his work.

Mary Tü had not arrived by the time he returned to the flat and he set about checking his notes for the important meeting arranged with Alexander Pope MP for 11 am that morning. The subject was the integration of anti-pollution measures into the ruralisation policies already adopted by the Christian Democrat Party of which Pope was the sole parliamentary representative and he, Carpenter, Chairman of the Executive Committee.

During his walk, Carpenter had thought of a slogan to encapsulate the urgency of the measures they proposed. He mulled it over, honed it, and finally added it to his notes.

He wrote: ‘Pollution will cost you the Earth.’

After a moment’s reflection he added an exclamation mark.

***
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Even before the sound of the explosion at New Scotland Yard had died away the car was driving out of Monck Street, heading down Horseferry Road towards the Embankment. It turned into Millbank and a few moments later turned off the main road into the centre of a large block of service flats built round a square courtyard.

The man parked in the courtyard. He and the girl left the car and walked towards an entrance on the far side. He was carrying one of the holdalls.

They ignored the lift and took the stairs up to the fourth floor where they stopped outside a door marked 413B. There was no one in sight, no sound of movement.

The man put the holdall on the ground and took from it two automatic rifles. He checked them quickly, then handed one to the girl.

She pressed the doorbell.

Alexander Pope answered the door. There was no mistaking him. He lived his life these days in a blaze of publicity.

He was dressed in his pyjamas and his eyes were still bleary with sleep. His reactions were predictably slow, but he had half turned to run when the first bullets smashed into his body, throwing him back into the hallway of his flat.

The girl stepped forward and fired a short burst into his head at point-blank range.

A woman wearing only a nightdress appeared at the end of the hallway, stared in disbelief, then began to scream. The girl raised the barrel of her automatic rifle and the scream died as the bullets traced a pattern of holes across the woman’s nightdress from her right thigh to her left shoulder.

The man replaced his gun in the holdall and held it open for the girl to do the same.

They ran back down the stairs, then walked calmly across the courtyard to the car.

Behind them doors slammed and a woman screamed.

The man drove carefully out of the courtyard and joined the flow of traffic along Millbank towards Parliament Square.

The girl felt the excitement of the killing riding high in her, but she forced her voice to remain calm.

‘Two down, one to go,’ she said. 

***
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Commander Dice arrived at New Scotland Yard at 7.50 am. The building had been evacuated and the adjacent roads closed, bringing chaos to the traffic in Victoria Street.

He went straight to the scene of the explosion on the third floor. The damage was bad enough, the toilets were barely identifiable as such, but he had seen much worse. The bomb had obviously been of no great size.

Assistant Commissioner Cottar was standing in the shattered corridor near where the toilets had been, talking to a group of officers which included Chief Superintendent Ray Corelli, Dice’s second-in-command on the Anti-Terrorist Squad, and Commander Mike Delabole of C.11, the department devoted to criminal intelligence and what was euphemistically termed ‘technical support’.

Not for the first time Dice reflected on how much of a senior officer’s time was spent just talking. True, they were the decision-makers, but they worked in a strange vacuum, often divorced from the centre of action, one step removed from the junior officers who had the close contact with events that Dice so missed. To the uninitiated it must seem that it was the junior officers who did the work, the senior officers who collected the credit.

Now there would be more talking. Talking here at the scene, talking on the telephone, talking at the inevitable conferences. The prospect did not please Dice. He was a man of few words.

The Assistant Commissioner turned to see who had arrived. His face was stiff with anger. He had known, as they all had, that sooner or later someone would take a crack at the Yard, but the knowledge did nothing to soften the blow to police pride and prestige.

‘A fine kettle of fish, Dice,’ said Cottar, frowning at the Commander as if he were responsible.

‘Indeed it is, sir,’ said Dice neutrally, peering round Cottar’s bulk to look into the shattered toilets.

All he could see was the expansive backside of Colonel Tom Watkins, the Home Office Bomb Disposal expert, bent over a pile of rubble. The air in the corridor was still heavy with masonry dust and there was half an inch of water on the floor.

‘Bastards!’ said Cottar, to no one in particular.

‘How far have we got, Ray?’ Dice asked.

Chief Superintendent Corelli counted on his fingers, ticking off items one at a time.

‘Mr Cottar had already evacuated the building by the time I arrived, it’s being searched now on a priority for reoccupation basis. All officers on the call-out list have been informed. I have pulled in our whole squad, including those on leave. Special Patrol Groups are working with "A" Division to seal off the immediate area and we have the usual stop on stations, bus terminals and so on. The trouble is...’

‘The horse has bolted,’ Dice supplied.

‘And what’s worse, we don’t even know what the horse looked like.’

Dice looked across to Commander Delabole.

‘Do we have any intelligence, Mike?’

Mike Delabole made a face and gave the thumbs down sign.

‘If we’d had the slightest buzz of anything like this, old chap, you’d have known about it.’

Delabole affected a languid, dated manner of speech. He thought it gave him an aura of detached superiority. He was alone in this assessment.

‘No ideas?’ Dice asked.

In the background Assistant Commissioner Cottar sniffed loudly.

‘No. I’ve spoken to Special Branch, Colin Land is coming over... but there again, if he’d known anything...’

Dice nodded.

‘It was a small one, token really. They’ll get what they want, publicity,’ Delabole opined.

‘And how, sir,’ said Corelli wryly. ‘We’re going to be the laughing stock of the world.’

Assistant Commissioner Cottar blew his nose loudly, then flapped the handkerchief at them.

‘Can you imagine how the Commissioner is going to take this, eh?’ he asked.

The company accepted the question as rhetorical. Sir John Cowling was a fairly humourless individual at the best of times, and a political animal always. It was certain he would be displeased.

‘I gather there were no casualties,’ said Dice.

‘One cleaner, shock and a couple of cuts, that’s all,’ Corelli answered.

‘Thank God for that,’ Dice said.

‘Luck!’ said Cottar firmly. ‘Just pure bloody luck.’

‘Do you want any of my men to help you with the security investigation, sir?’ Dice asked.

‘That is already in hand, thank you Dice,’ Cottar said, pulling out his handkerchief again.

He suffered from hay fever. It seemed to get worse when he was under stress. Since, as Assistant Commissioner Crime, he was the senior officer in charge of the physical security of the New Scotland Yard building, he was suffering particularly badly at that moment.

‘No signs of a break-in, I suppose?’ Dice enquired.

Cottar was getting close to boiling point. He blew loudly, scrubbed at his nose with the handkerchief and stared belligerently at Dice.

‘No, Dice. So far as we know there has been no forced entry to the building,’ he said heavily. ‘Would you like me to list the alternatives?’

‘No, sir. Thank you,’ said Dice.

‘You are welcome,’ Cottar said, sniffing loudly.

‘If you will excuse me, sir, I think I will be better employed in my office,’ said Dice, diplomatically.

‘No doubt.’

And Cottar turned his back on Dice to stare pointedly into the remains of the toilet.

Chief Superintendent Corelli worried about his immediate senior. In some ways Dice seemed painfully naïve. Surely he realized that Cottar had his knife into him and that an incident like this would exacerbate rather than relieve the internal politics of the force? Yet Dice went on his own sweet monosyllabic way, apparently indifferent to his future prospects.

Commander Mike Delabole was different again. He could recognize a rung of the advantage ladder at fifty paces in total darkness. As Dice and Corelli left he edged over to stand beside the Assistant Commissioner.

‘I’ve given the matter thought, sir,’ he said, ‘but I can conceive of nothing further that we can do that you have not already put in hand.’

‘Experience,’ said Cottar, much mollified, ‘just a matter of experience, Mike!’

But they both knew that he was not going to come out of this affair with an enhanced reputation. Delabole was already casting around in his mind for another star to hitch himself to.

Dice was deep in thought as he walked along the corridor with Corelli. He did not speak until they were waiting for the lift.

‘This team, they’re not any of our regulars,’ he said.

‘No?’

‘I smell strangers.’

‘New boys?’

‘Perhaps.’

‘That’s going to make things difficult.’

‘Yes.’

‘I assume we are taking charge of the investigation?’

‘That’s for the Commissioner to say.’

‘Mr Cottar could have given us the word just now, we could make a start if we knew.’

‘We make a start anyway.’

‘And you think this is a brand new team?’

‘I do.’

‘Why?’

‘Call it intuition.’

The lift arrived and they got in. As they rose to the floor that housed the Anti-Terrorist Squad Offices, Corelli considered the implications of what Dice had said. It did not occur to him that Dice could be in error.

‘D’you think Mr Delabole was right, they were out for publicity?’ he asked.

Dice said nothing. He stood staring at the blank wall of the lift, deep in thought. Corelli waited.

‘No, not publicity. Well, partly perhaps,’ Dice said eventually.

The lift slid silently to a halt and the two men stepped out into the corridor. Immediately opposite them the main office of the Anti-Terrorist Squad was a hive of activity, telephones ringing, officers running, talking at the tops of their voices, typewriters clattering. Dice led the way into the relative quiet of his office and waved Corelli to a chair.

‘If not publicity, what then?’ Corelli asked. ‘If they wanted to kill policemen they picked the wrong time of day, they’d have realized that.’

‘What’s on the floor immediately above those toilets, Ray?’ Dice asked, suddenly.

‘The Traffic Department typing pool.’

‘Oh.’

‘And below it are the Central Traffic Control Offices.’

‘And above the typing pool?’

‘Information Room.’

Dice stabbed a finger at Corelli’s chest.

‘Of course! That’s it, Ray. That’s what they were after.’

Corelli shrugged.

‘Then they missed it by two floors. If they were good enough to get in with the bomb, then out again undetected, would they have made an elementary mistake like that?’

Dice launched into what was, for him, a mammoth speech.

‘There are two possibilities. Either they knew the layout of the Yard but made a mistake by one floor, one floor mark you, not two, because they intended to get underneath the target knowing Information Room would be staffed; or they planted it just anywhere, hoping that IR would be evacuated with the rest of the building. And they were right, that was exactly what happened. Either way, they needed to put our eyes and ears out of action for a while. They have another job planned and to pull it off they needed to cut communications between the Yard and Divisions.’

‘Could be...’ said Corelli, doubtfully.

‘IR will have moved to the emergency layout in the basement, that right?’

‘Yes.’

‘But Information Room is top of the priority list for reoccupation in the event of an incident, so how long were we totally out of communication?’

‘Perhaps four or five minutes, no more.’

‘They may have expected longer.’

‘But if anything had happened, we’d have heard.’

‘It might not be a bomb. Is IR back in its own offices?’

‘I believe so.’

‘Ask them.’

Corelli asked. But the duty Inspector at Information Room had only routine matters to report at that time.

‘What do you think, sir?’ Corelli asked.

‘We wait,’ Dice said.

***

[image: ]


8  

––––––––

[image: ]


Mary Tü walked from Hampstead underground station to the Reverend Paul Carpenter’s flat in Spencer Road.

She passed two Water Board workmen digging a hole on one side of Willoughby Road. They looked up, grinned and whistled appreciatively.

‘Don’t fall down the ‘ole, luv,’ said one.

‘Mornin’ beautiful,’ said the other.

Mary Tü smiled at them and waved.

‘God bless you,’ she said.

She heard a snatch of their conversation as she walked on.

‘D’you reckon it’s right, what they say about them Chinese girls? You know, about them bein’ sideways on...?’

Then she turned into Spencer Road and heard no more. She did not resent the men’s vulgarity, nor did it disturb her. Time was when she would have sold her body to either of them and thought nothing of it. Then she had heard Paul Carpenter speak, and Jesus had come into her life.

She had regained her innocence, found a peace of mind beyond her previous experience. She had been forgiven, her whole life had changed and her gratitude to Paul Carpenter was boundless.

He let her into the flat. His greeting was cursory, distracted. She recognized the symptoms, Carpenter was immersed in his work.

She followed him into the living area, at one end of which were two desks. Carpenter sat down at the larger one near the window overlooking the road and returned to a perusal of his notes.

‘What would you like me to do first, Paul?’ she asked.

He looked up at her and smiled vaguely.

‘Oh... you could type tomorrow’s speech, I’ve rewritten it, it’s on your desk somewhere... there’s no hurry though.’

Mary returned his smile, nodded briskly and walked across the room to the kitchen area where she found the breakfast dishes in the sink. She much preferred the days when they worked here, at the flat. There were then personal things she could do for him, some small repayment she could make.
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