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For all those who in strictest confidence helped me research this novel so many years ago - you know who you are, and I’m still forever grateful.




INTRODUCTION

A number of years ago - a quarter of a century to be precise - an author barely in his forties was so exuberant over the fact that he had actually published two novels that, like an addict, he relentlessly pursued the source of his addiction. Fortunately, it was the narcotic of writing, chemically not dangerous, mentally an obsession. That obsessed author, me, is now far older and only slightly wiser, and I was exhilarated until I was given a gentle lecture by a cadre of well-meaning publishing executives. I was stunned - walleyed and speechless.

Apparently, it was the conventional wisdom of the time that no author who sold more than a dozen or so books to his immediate family and very close friends should write more than one novel a year! If he did, he would automatically be considered a ‘hack’ by ‘readers and critics alike.’ (I loved this last dual-persona, as expressed.) Such writing giants of the past came to mind, like Dickens, Trollope, and Thackeray, fellows who thought nothing of filling up reams of copy for monthly and weekly magazines, much of said copy excerpts from their novels in progress. Perhaps, I thought silently, ‘hack’ had a different meaning then, like in ‘he can’t hack it,’ which implies that to ‘hack’ is good, as opposed to ‘he’s a hack,’ obviously pejorative. It was all too confusing, and, as I mentioned, I was speechless anyway. So I said nothing.

Nevertheless, I was the new kid on the block, more precisely on Publishers Row. I listened to my more experienced betters and submitted The Cry of the Halidon as written by someone called ‘Jonathan Ryder,’ actually the first name of  one of our sons and a contraction of my wife’s stage name when she was a popular actress in New York and its environs.

I’d be foolish to deny the influence this novel had on subsequent books, for it was the first time I actively forced myself to research obscure history along with the roots of myth as opposed to well-documented, if difficult to unearth, historical records. For me, it was terrific. My wife, Mary, and I flew to Jamaica, where most of the novel was to take place. I was like a kid in a giant toy store. There was so much to absorb, to study! I even stole real names before I learned you weren’t supposed to do that without permission. For example, ‘Timothy Durell,’ the first character we meet in the book, actually was the youngest and brightest manager of a large international resort that I’d ever met; ‘Robert Hanley’ is a pilot in the novel and was, as well, in everyday life. Among other detours, Bob ferried Howard Hughes around the Caribbean, and was on Errol Flynn’s payroll as his private pilot when the motion-picture star lived in Jamaica. (Other liberties I really should not reveal — on advice of counsel.)

Of course, research is the dessert before an entrée, or conversely, the succulent shrimp cocktail before the hearty prime rib, the appetizer leading to serious dining. It is also both a trap and a springboard. A trap for it ensnares one in a world of geometric probabilities that an author resists leaving, and a springboard for it fires one’s imagination to get on with the infinite possibilities a writer finds irresistible.

The first inkling I had regarding the crosscurrents of deeply felt Jamaican religiosity and myth came when my wife and I took our daughter, along with the regal lady who ran the kitchen at our rented house, to a native village market in Port Antonio. Our young daughter was a very blond child and very beautiful (still is). She became the instant center of attention, for this was, indeed, a remote thoroughfare and the inhabitants were not used to the sight of a very blond white child. The natives were delightful, as most Jamaicans are; they’re gentle, filled with laughter and kindness and intelligent concern for the guests on their  island. One man, however, was none of these. He was large, abusive, and kept making remarks that any parent would find revolting. The people around him admonished him; many shouted, but he simply became more abusive, bordering on the physical. I’d had enough.

Having been trained as a marine — and far younger than I am now - I approached this offensive individual, spun him around, hammerlocked his right arm, and marched him across the dirt road to the edge of a ravine. I sat him down on a rock, and vented my parental spleen.

Suddenly, he became docile, trancelike, then started to chant in a singsong manner words to the effect of: ‘The Hollydawn, the Hollydawn, all is for the Hollydawn!’ I asked him what he was talking about. ‘You can never know, mon! It is not for you to know. It is the holy church of the Hollydawn! Obeah, Obeah. Give me money for the magic of the Hollydawn!’

I realized he was high on something - grass, alcohol, who knows? I gave him a few dollars and sent him on his way. An elderly Jamaican subsequently came up to me, his dark eyes sad, knowing. ‘I’m sorry, young man,’ he said. ‘We watched closely and would have rushed to your assistance should you have been in danger.’

‘You mean he might have had a gun, a weapon?’

‘No, never a gun, no one allows those people to have guns, but a weapon, yes. He frequently carries a machete in his trousers.’

I swallowed several times, and no doubt turned considerably paler than I had been. But the episode did ignite the fuses of my imagination. From there, and courtesy of Bob Hanley and his plane, I crisscrossed the infamous Cock Pit jungles, flying low and seeing things no one in a commercial airliner could ever see. I traveled to Kingston, to waterfronts Bob thought I was nuts to visit. (Remember, I was much, much younger.) I explored the coves, the bays, and the harbors of the north coast, questioning, always questioning, frequently met by laughter and dancing eyes, but never once hostility. I even went so far as to initiate negotiations to  purchase Errol Flynn’s old estate, when, as I recall, Hanley hammerlocked me and dragged me back to the plane under sentence of bodily harm. (Much younger!)

I was having so much fun that one evening, while sipping cocktails in the glorious glow of a Jamaican sunset, Mary turned to me and, in her delightfully understated way, said, ‘You were actually going to buy the Flynn estate?’

‘Well, there is a series of natural waterfalls leading to a pool, and — ’

‘Bob Hanley has my permission to severely wound you. Your right hand excepted.’ (I write in longhand.) ‘Do you think you’ll ever start the novel?’

‘What novel?’

‘I rest my case. I think it’s time we go home.’

‘What home ...?’

‘The other children, our sons.’


‘I know them! Big fellas!’

Do you get the picture? Call it island fever, a mad dog in the noonday sun, or a mentally impaired author obsessed with research. But my bride was right. It was time to go home and begin the hearty prime rib.

While rereading this novel for editorial considerations, I was struck by how much I’d forgotten, and the memories came flooding back over me. Not regarding the quality of the book - that’s for others to comment on one way or another - but the things I experienced that gave rise to whole scenes, composite characters, back-country roads dotted with the great houses and their skeletons of bygone eras, the cocoruru peddlers on the white sandy beaches with their machetes decapitating the fruit into which was poured the rum ... above all the countless hundreds of large dark eyes that held the secrets of centuries.

It was a beautiful time, and I thank all those who made it possible. I hope you enjoy the novel for I truly enjoyed working on it.

Robert Ludlum

Naples, Florida

January 1996




PART ONE

Port Antonio/London




CHAPTER ONE




Port Antonio, Jamaica 

The white sheet of ocean spray burst up from the coral rock and appeared suspended, the pitch-blue waters of the Caribbean serving as a backdrop. The spray cascaded forward and downward and asserted itself over thousands of tiny, sharp, ragged crevices that were the coral overlay. It became ocean again, at one with its source.

Timothy Durell walked out on the far edge of the huge free-form pool deck, imposed over the surrounding coral, and watched the increasing combat between water and rock. This isolated section of the Jamaican north coast was a compromise between man and natural phenomenon. Trident Villas were built on top of a coral sheet, surrounded by it on three sides, with a single drive that led to the roads in front. The villas were miniature replicas of their names; guest-houses that fronted the sea and the fields of coral. Each an entity in itself; each isolated from the others, as the entire resort complex was isolated from the adjoining territory of Port Antonio.

Durell was the young English manager of Trident Villas, a graduate of London’s College of Hotel Management, with a series of letters after his name indicating more knowledge and experience than his youthful appearance would seem to support. But Durell was good; he knew it, the Trident’s owners knew it. He never stopped looking for the unexpected - that, along with routine smoothness, was the essence of superior management.

He had found the unexpected now. And it troubled him. 

It was a mathematical impossibility. Or, if not impossible, certainly improbable in the extreme.

It simply did not make sense.

‘Mr. Durell?’

He turned. His Jamaican secretary, her brown skin and features bespeaking the age-old coalition of Africa and Empire, had walked out on the deck with a message.

‘Yes?’

‘Lufthansa flight sixteen from Munich will be late getting into Montego.’

‘That’s the Keppler reservation, isn’t it?’

‘Yes. They’ll miss the in-island connection.’

‘They should have come into Kingston.’

‘They didn’t,’ said the girl, her voice carrying the same disapproval as Durell’s statement, but not so sternly. ‘They obviously don’t wish to spend the night in Montego; they had Lufthansa radio ahead. You’re to get them a charter — ’

‘On three hours’ notice? Let the Germans do it! It’s their equipment that’s late.’

‘They tried. None available in Mo’Bay.’

‘Of course, there isn’t.... I’ll ask Hanley. He’ll be back from Kingston with the Warfields by five o’clock.’

‘He may not wish to....’

‘He will. We’re in a spot. I trust it’s not indicative of the week.’

‘Why do you say that? What bothers you?’

Durell turned back to the railing overlooking the fields and cliffs of coral. He lighted a cigarette, cupping the flame against the bursts of warm breeze. ‘Several things. I’m not sure I can put my finger on them all. One I do know.’ He looked at the girl, but his eyes were remembering. ‘A little over twelve months ago, the reservations for this particular week began coming in. Eleven months ago they were complete. All the villas were booked ... for this particular week.’

‘Trident’s popular. What is so unusual?’

‘You don’t understand. Since eleven months ago, every one of those reservations has stood firm. Not a single  cancellation, or even a minor change of date. Not even a day.’

‘Less bother for you. I’d think you’d be pleased.’

‘Don’t you see? It’s a mathematical imp - well, inconsistency, to say the least. Twenty villas. Assuming couples, that is forty families, really — mothers, fathers, aunts, uncles, cousins ... For eleven months nothing has happened to change anyone’s plans. None of the principals died - and at our rates we don’t cater exclusively to the young. No misfortunes of consequence, no simple business interferences, or measles or mumps or weddings or funerals or lingering illness. Yet we’re not the Queen’s coronation; we’re just a week-in-Jamaica.’

The girl laughed. ‘You’re playing with numbers, Mr. Durell. You’re put out because your well-organized waiting list hasn’t been used.’

‘And by the way, they’re all arriving,’ continued the young manager, his words coming faster. ‘This Keppler, he’s the only one with a problem, and how does he solve it? Having an aircraft radio ahead from somewhere over the Atlantic. Now, you’ll grant that’s a bit much. The others? No one asks for a car to meet them, no in-island confirmations required, no concerns about luggage or distances. Or anything. They’ll just be here.’

‘Not the Warfields. Captain Hanley flew his plane to Kingston for the Warfields.’

‘But we didn’t know that. Hanley assumed that we did, but we didn’t. The arrangements were made privately from London. He thought we’d given them his name; we hadn’t. I hadn’t.’

‘No one else would ...’ The girl stopped. ‘But everyone’s ... from all over.’

‘Yes. Almost evenly divided. The States, England, France, Germany, and ... Haiti.’

‘What’s your point?’ asked the girl, seeing the concern on Durell’s face.

‘I have a strange feeling that all our guests for the week are acquainted. But they don’t want us to know it.’




London, England 

The tall, light-haired American in the unbuttoned Burberry trench coat walked out the Strand entrance of the Savoy Hotel. He stopped for an instant and looked up at the English sky between the buildings in the court. It was a perfectly normal thing to do - to observe the sky, to check the elements after emerging from shelter - but this man did not give the normally cursory glance and form a judgment based primarily on the chill factor.

He looked.

Any geologist who made his living developing geophysical surveys for governments, companies, and foundations knew that the weather was income; it connoted progress or delay.

Habit.

His clear gray eyes were deeply set beneath wide eyebrows, darker than the light brown hair that fell with irritating regularity over his forehead. His face was the color of a man’s exposed to the weather, the tone permanently stained by the sun, but not burned. The lines beside and below his eyes seemed stamped more from his work than from age, again a face in constant conflict with the elements. The cheekbones were high, the mouth full, the jaw casually slack, for there was a softness also about the man ... in abstract contrast to the hard, professional look.

This softness, too, was in his eyes. Not weak, but inquisitive; the eyes of a man who probed - perhaps because he had not probed sufficiently in the past.

Things ... things ... had happened to this man.

The instant of observation over, he greeted the uniformed doorman with a smile and a brief shake of his head, indicating a negative.

‘No taxi, Mr. McAuliff?’

‘Thanks, no, Jack. I’ll walk.’

‘A bit nippy, sir.’

‘It’s refreshing - only going a few blocks.’

The doorman tipped his cap and turned his attention to an incoming Jaguar sedan. Alexander McAuliff continued  down the Savoy Court, past the theater and the American Express office to the Strand. He crossed the pavement and entered the flow of human traffic heading north toward Waterloo Bridge. He buttoned his raincoat, pulling the lapels up to ward off London’s February chill.

It was nearly one o’clock; he was to be at the Waterloo intersection by one. He would make it with only minutes to spare.

He had agreed to meet the Dunstone company man this way, but he hoped his tone of voice had conveyed his annoyance. He had been perfectly willing to take a taxi, or rent a car, or hire a chauffeur, if any or all were necessary, but if Dunstone was sending an automobile for him, why not send it to the Savoy? It wasn’t that he minded the walk; he just hated to meet people in automobiles in the middle of congested streets. It was a goddamn nuisance.

The Dunstone man had had a short, succinct explanation that was, for the Dunstone man, the only reason necessary - for all things: ‘Mr. Julian Warfield prefers it this way.’

He spotted the automobile immediately. It had to be Dunstone’s — and/or Warfield’s. A St. James Rolls-Royce, its glistening black, hand-tooled body breaking space majestically, anachronistically, among the petrol-conscious Austins, MGs, and European imports. He waited on the curb, ten feet from the crosswalk onto the bridge. He would not gesture or acknowledge the slowly approaching Rolls. He waited until the car stopped directly in front of him, a chauffeur driving, the rear window open.

‘Mr. McAuliff?’ said the eager, young-old face in the frame.

‘Mr. Warfield?’ asked McAuliff, knowing that this fiftyish, precise-looking executive was not.

‘Good heavens, no. The name’s Preston. Do hop in; I think we’re holding up the line.’

‘Yes, you are.’ Alex got into the backseat as Preston moved over. The Englishman extended his hand.

‘It’s a pleasure. I’m the one you’ve been talking to on the telephone.’

‘Yes ... Mr. Preston.’

‘I’m really very sorry for the inconvenience, meeting like this. Old Julian has his quirks, I’ll grant you that.’

McAuliff decided he might have misjudged the Dunstone man. ‘It was a little confusing, that’s all. If the object was precautionary - for what reason I can’t imagine — he picked a hell of a car to send.’

Preston laughed. ‘True. But then, I’ve learned over the years that Warfield, like God, moves in mysterious ways that basically are quite logical. He’s really all right. You’re having lunch with him, you know.’

‘Fine. Where?’

‘Belgravia.’

‘Aren’t we going the wrong way?’

‘Julian and God - basically logical, chap.’

The St. James Rolls crossed Waterloo, proceeded south to the Cut, turned left until Blackfriars Road, then left again, over Blackfriars Bridge and north into Holborn. It was a confusing route.

Ten minutes later the car pulled up to the entrance canopy of a white stone building with a brass plate to the right of the glass double doors that read SHAFTESBURY ARMS. The doorman pulled at the handle and spoke jovially.

‘Good afternoon, Mr. Preston.’

‘Good afternoon, Ralph.’

McAuliff followed Preston into the building, to a bank of three elevators in the well-appointed hallway. ‘Is this Warfield’s place?’ he asked, more to pass the moment than to inquire.

‘No, actually. It’s mine. Although I won’t be joining you for lunch. However, I trust cook implicitly; you’ll be well taken care of.’

‘I won’t try to follow that. “Julian and God.”’

Preston smiled noncommittally as the elevator door opened.

Julian Warfield was talking on the telephone when Preston ushered McAuliff into the tastefully — elegantly — decorated living room. The old man was standing by an  antique table in front of a tall window overlooking Belgrave Square. The size of the window, flanked by long white drapes, emphasized Warfield’s shortness. He is really quite a small man, thought Alex as he acknowledged Warfield’s wave with a nod and a smile.

‘You’ll send the accrual statistics on to Macintosh, then,’ said Warfield deliberately into the telephone; he was not asking a question. ‘I’m sure he’ll disagree, and you can both hammer it out. Good-bye.’ The diminutive old man replaced the receiver and looked over at Alex. ‘Mr. McAuliff, is it?’ Then he chuckled. ‘That was a prime lesson in business. Employ experts who disagree on just about everything and take the best arguments from both for a compromise.’

‘Good advice generally, I’d say,’ replied McAuliff. ‘As long as the experts disagree on the subject matter and not just chemically.’

‘You’re quick. I like that.... Good to see you.’ Warfield crossed to Preston. His walk was like his speech: deliberate, paced slowly. Mentally confident, physically unsure. ‘Thank you for the use of your flat, Clive. And Virginia, of course. From experience, I know the lunch will be splendid.’

‘Not at all, Julian. I’ll be off.’

McAuliff turned his head sharply, without subtlety, and looked at Preston. The man’s first-name familiarity with old Warfield was the last thing he expected. Clive Preston smiled and walked rapidly out of the room as Alex watched him, bewildered.

‘To answer your unspoken questions,’ said Warfield, ‘although you have been speaking with Preston on the telephone, he is not with Dunstone, Limited, Mr. McAuliff.’

Alexander turned back to the diminutive businessman. ‘Whenever I phoned the Dunstone offices for you, I had to give a number for someone to return the call — ’

‘Always within a few minutes,’ interrupted Warfield. ‘We never kept you waiting; that would have been rude. Whenever you telephoned — four times, I believe - my secretary informed Mr. Preston. At his offices.’

‘And the Rolls at Waterloo was Preston’s,’ said Alex.

‘Yes.’

‘So if anyone was following me, my business is with Preston. Has been since I’ve been in London.’

‘That was the object.’

‘Why?’

‘Self-evident, I should think. We’d rather not have anyone know we’re discussing a contract with you. Our initial call to you in New York stressed that point, I believe.’

‘You said it was confidential. Everyone says that. If you meant it to this degree, why did you even use the name of Dunstone?’

‘Would you have flown over otherwise?’

McAuliff thought for a moment. A week of skiing in Aspen notwithstanding, there had been several other projects. But Dunstone was Dunstone, one of the largest corporations in the international market. ‘No, I probably wouldn’t have.’

‘We were convinced of that. We knew you were about to negotiate with I.T.T. about a little matter in southern Germany.’

Alex stared at the old man. He couldn’t help but smile. ‘That, Mr. Warfield, was supposed to be as confidential as anything you might be considering.’

Warfield returned the good humor. ‘Then we know who deals best in confidence, don’t we? I.T.T. is patently obvious.... Come, we’ll have a drink, then lunch. I know your preference: Scotch with ice. Somewhat more ice than I think is good for the system.’

The old man laughed softly and led McAuliff to a mahogany bar across the room. He made drinks rapidly, his ancient hands moving deftly, in counterpoint to his walk. ‘I’ve learned quite a bit about you, Mr. McAuliff. Rather fascinating.’

‘I heard someone was asking around.’

They were across from one another, in armchairs. At McAuliff’s statement, Warfield took his eyes off his glass and  looked sharply, almost angrily, at Alex. ‘I find that hard to believe.’

‘Names weren’t used, but the information reached me. Eight sources. Five American, two Canadian, one French.’


‘Not traceable to Dunstone.’ Warfield’s short body seemed to stiffen; McAuliff understood that he had touched an exposed nerve.

‘I said names weren’t mentioned.’

‘Did you use the Dunstone name in any ensuing conversations? Tell me the truth, Mr. McAuliff.’

‘There’d be no reason not to tell you the truth,’ answered Alex, a touch disagreeably. ‘No, I did not.’

‘I believe you.’

‘You should.’

‘If I didn’t, I’d pay you handsomely for your time and suggest you return to America and take up with I.T.T.’

‘I may do that anyway, mightn’t I? I do have that option.’

‘You like money.’

‘Very much.’

Julian Warfield placed his glass down and brought his thin, small hands together. ‘Alexander T. McAuliff. The “T” is for Tarquin, rarely, if ever, used. It’s not even on your stationery; rumor is you don’t care for it....’

‘True. I’m not violent about it.’

‘Alexander Tarquin McAuliff, forty-four years old. B.S., M.S., Ph.D., but the title of Doctor is used as rarely as his middle name. The geology departments of several leading American universities, including California Tech and Columbia, lost an excellent research fellow when Dr. McAuliff decided to put his expertise to more commercial pursuits.’ The man smiled, his expression one of how-am-I-doing; but, again, not a question.

‘Faculty and laboratory pressures are no less aggravating than those outside. Why not get paid for them?’

‘Yes. We agreed you like money.’

‘Don’t you?’

Warfield laughed, and his laugh was genuine and loud.  His thin, short body fairly shook with pleasure as he brought Alex a refill. ‘Excellent reply. Really quite fine.’

‘It wasn’t that good.’

‘But you’re interrupting me,’ said Warfield as he returned to his chair. ‘It’s my intention to impress you.’

‘Not about myself, I hope.’

‘No. Our thoroughness ... You are from a close-knit family, secure academic surroundings — ’

‘Is this necessary?’ asked McAuliff, fingering his glass, interrupting the old man.

‘Yes, it is,’ replied Warfield simply, continuing as though his line of thought was unbroken. ‘Your father was - and is, in retirement — a highly regarded agro-scientist; your mother, unfortunately deceased, a delightfully romantic soul adored by all. It was she who gave you the “Tarquin,” and until she died you never denied the initial or the name. You had an older brother, a pilot, shot down in the last days of the Korean War; you yourself made a splendid record in Vietnam. Upon receipt of your doctorate, it was assumed that you would continue the family’s academic tradition. Until personal tragedy propelled you out of the laboratory. A young woman - your fiancée — was killed on the streets of New York. At night. You blamed yourself ... and others. You were to have met her. Instead, a hastily called, quite unnecessary research meeting prohibited it ... Alexander Tarquin McAuliff fled the university. Am I drawing an accurate picture?’

‘You’re invading my privacy. You’re repeating information that may be personal but hardly classified. Easy to piece together. You’re also extremely obnoxious. I don’t think I have to have lunch with you.’

‘A few more minutes. Then it is your decision.’

‘It’s my decision right now.’

‘Of course. Just a bit more.... Dr. McAuliff embarked on a new career with extraordinary precision. He hired out to several established geological-survey firms, where his work was outstanding; then left the companies and underbid them on upcoming contracts. Industrial construction knows no  national boundaries: Fiat builds in Moscow; Moscow in Cairo; General Motors in Berlin; British Petroleum in Buenos Aires; Volkswagen in New Jersey, U.S.A.; Renault in Madrid - I could go on for hours. And everything begins with a single file folder profuse with complicated technical paragraphs describing what is and is not possible in terms of construction upon the land. Such a simple, taken-for granted exercise. But without that file, nothing else is possible.’

‘Your few minutes are about up, Warfield. And, speaking for the community of surveyors, we thank you for acknowledging our necessity. As you say, we’re so often taken for granted.’ McAuliff put his glass down on the table next to his armchair and started to get up.

Warfield spoke quietly, precisely. ‘You have twenty-three bank accounts, including four in Switzerland; I can supply the code numbers if you like. Others in Prague, Tel Aviv, Montreal, Brisbane, Sao Paulo, Kingston, Los Angeles, and, of course, New York, among others.’

Alexander remained immobile at the edge of his chair and stared at the little old man. ‘You’ve been busy.’

‘Thorough. Nothing patently illegal; none of the accounts is enormous. Altogether they total two million four hundred-odd U.S. dollars, as of several days ago when you flew from New York. Unfortunately, the figure is meaningless. Due to international agreements regarding financial transfers, the money cannot be centralized.’

‘Now I know I don’t want to have lunch with you.’

‘Perhaps not. But how would you like another two million dollars? Free and clear, all American taxes paid. Deposited in the bank of your choice.’

McAuliff continued to stare at Warfield. It was several moments before he spoke.

‘You’re serious, aren’t you?’

‘Utterly.’

‘For a survey?’

‘Yes.’

‘There are five good houses right here in London. For that kind of money, why call on me? Why not use them?’

‘We don’t want a firm. We want an individual. A man we have investigated thoroughly; a man we believe will honor the most important aspect of the contract. Secrecy.’

‘That sounds ominous.’

‘Not at all. A financial necessity. If word got out, the speculators would move in. Land prices would sky-rocket, the project would become untenable. It would be abandoned.’

‘What is it? Before I give you my answer, I have to know that.’

‘We’re planning to build a city. In Jamaica.’




CHAPTER TWO

McAuliff politely rejected Warfield’s offer to have Preston’s car brought back to Belgravia for him. Alex wanted to walk, to think in the cold winter air. It helped him to sort out his thoughts while in motion; the brisk, chilling winds somehow forced his concentration inward.

Not that there was so much to think about as to absorb. In a sense, the hunt was over. The end of the intricate maze was in sight, after eleven years of complicated wandering. Not for the money per se. But for money as the conveyor belt to independence.

Complete. Total. Never having to do what he did not wish to do.

Ann’s death - murder - had been the springboard. Certainly the rationalization, he understood that. But the rationalization had solid roots, beyond the emotional explosion. The research meeting — accurately described by Warfield as ‘quite unnecessary’ — was symptomatic of the academic system.

All laboratory activities were geared to justifying whatever grants were in the offing. God! How much useless activity! How many pointless meetings! How often useful work went unfinished because a research grant did not materialize or a department administrator shifted priorities to achieve more obvious progress for progress-oriented foundations.

He could not fight the academic system; he was too angry to join its politics. So he left it.

He could not stand the companies, either. Jesus! A different set of priorities, leading to only one objective:  profit. Only profit. Projects that didn’t produce the most favorable ‘profit picture’ were abandoned without a backward glance.

Stick to business. Don’t waste time.

So he left the companies and went out on his own. Where a man could decide for himself the price of immediate values. And whether they were worth it.

All things considered, everything ... everything Warfield proposed was not only correct and acceptable, it was glorious. An unencumbered, legitimate two million dollars for a survey Alex knew he could handle.

He knew vaguely the area in Jamaica to be surveyed: east and south of Falmouth, on the coast as far as Duncan’s Bay; in the interior into the Cock Pit. It was actually the Cock Pit territory that Dunstone seemed most interested in: vast sections of uninhabited - in some cases, unmapped - mountains and jungles. Undeveloped miles, ten minutes by air to the sophistication of Montego Bay, fifteen to the expanding, exploding New Kingston.

Dunstone would deliver him the specific degree marks within the next three weeks, during which time he was to assemble his team.

He was back on the Strand now, the Savoy Court several blocks away. He hadn’t resolved anything, really; there was nothing to resolve, except perhaps the decision to start looking for people at the university. He was sure there would be no lack of interested applicants; he only hoped he could find the level of qualification he needed.

Everything was fine. Really fine.

He walked down the alley into the court, smiled at the doorman, and passed the thick glass doors of the Savoy. He crossed the reservations desk on the right and asked for any messages.

There were none.

But there was something else. The tuxedoed clerk behind the counter asked him a question.

‘Will you be going upstairs, Mr. McAuliff?’

‘Yes ... yes, I’ll be going upstairs,’ answered Alex, bewildered at the inquiry. ‘Why?’

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘Why do you ask?’ McAuliff smiled.

‘Floor service, sir,’ replied the man, with intelligence in his eyes, assurance in his soft British voice. ‘In the event of any cleaning or pressing. These are frightfully busy hours.’

‘Of course. Thank you.’ Alex smiled again, nodded his appreciation, and started for the small brass-grilled elevator. He had tried to pry something else from the Savoy man’s eyes, but he could not. Yet he knew something else was there. In the six years he had been staying at the hotel, no one had ever asked him if he was ‘going upstairs.’ Considering English - Savoy - propriety, it was an unlikely question.

Or were his cautions, his Dunstone cautions, asserting themselves too quickly, too strongly?

Inside his room, McAuliff stripped to shorts, put on a bathrobe, and ordered ice from the floor steward. He still had most of a bottle of Scotch on the bureau. He sat in an armchair and opened a newspaper, considerately left by room service.

With the swiftness for which the Savoy stewards were known, there was a knock on his corridor door. McAuliff got out of the chair and then stopped.

The Savoy stewards did not knock on hallway doors - they let themselves into the foyers. Room privacy was obtained by locking the bedroom doors, which opened onto the foyers.

Alex walked rapidly to the door and opened it. There was no steward. Instead, there was a tall, pleasant-looking middle-aged man in a tweed overcoat.

‘Mr. McAuliff?’

‘Yes?’

‘My name is Hammond. May I speak with you, sir?’

‘Oh? Sure ... certainly.’ Alex looked down the hallway as he gestured the man to pass him. ‘I rang for ice; I thought you were the steward.’

‘Then may I step into your ... excuse me, your lavatory, sir? I’d rather not be seen.’

‘What? Are you from Warfield?’

‘No, Mr. McAuliff. British Intelligence.’




CHAPTER THREE

‘That was a sorry introduction, Mr. McAuliff. Do you mind if I begin again?’ Hammond walked into the bed-sitting room. Alex dropped ice cubes into a glass.

‘No need to. I’ve never had anyone knock on my hotel door, say he’s with British Intelligence, and ask to use the bathroom. Has kind of a quaint ring to it.... Drink?’

‘Thank you. Short, if you please; a touch of soda will be fine.’

McAuliff poured as requested and handed Hammond his glass. ‘Take off your coat. Sit down.’

‘You’re most hospitable. Thank you.’ The Britisher removed his tweed overcoat and placed it carefully on the back of a chair.

‘I’m most curious, that’s what I am, Mr. Hammond.’ McAuliff sat by the window, the Englishman across from him. ‘The clerk at the desk; he asked if I was going upstairs. That was for you, wasn’t it?’

‘Yes, it was. He knows nothing, however. He thinks the managers wished to see you unobtrusively. It’s often done that way. Over financial matters, usually.’

‘Thanks very much.’

‘We’ll set it right, if it disturbs you.’

‘It doesn’t.’

‘I was in the cellars. When word reached me, I came up the service elevator.’

‘Rather elaborate — ’

‘Rather necessary,’ interrupted the Englishman. ‘For the past few days, you’ve been under continuous surveillance. I don’t mean to alarm you.’

McAuliff paused, his glass halfway to his lips. ‘You just have. I gather the surveillance wasn’t yours.’

‘Well, you could say we observed - from a distance - both the followers and their subject.’ Hammond sipped his whiskey and smiled.

‘I’m not sure I like this game,’ said McAuliff quietly.

‘Neither do we. May I introduce myself more completely?’

‘Please do.’

Hammond removed a black leather identification case from his jacket pocket, rose from the chair, and crossed to McAuliff. He held out the flat case and flipped it open. ‘There is a telephone number below the seal. I’d appreciate it if you would place a call for verification, Mr. McAuliff.’

‘It’s not necessary, Mr. Hammond. You haven’t asked me for anything.’

‘I may.’

‘If you do, I’ll call.’

‘Yes, I see.... Very well.’ Hammond returned to his chair. ‘As my credentials state, I’m with Military Intelligence. What they do not say is that I have been assigned to the Foreign Office and Inland Revenue. I’m a financial analyst.’

‘In the Intelligence service?’ Alex got out of his chair and went to the ice bucket and the whiskey. He gestured at them. Hammond shook his head. ‘That’s unusual, isn’t it? I can understand a bank or a brokerage office, not the cloak-and-dagger business.’

‘The vast majority of intelligence gathering is allied with finance, Mr. McAuliff. In greater or lesser degrees of subtlety, of course.’

‘I stand corrected.’ Alex replenished his drink and realized that the ensuing silence was Hammond’s waiting for him to return to his chair. ‘When I think about it, I see what you mean,’ he said, sitting down.

‘A few minutes ago, you asked if I were with Dunstone, Limited.’

‘I don’t think I said that.’

‘Very well. Julian Warfield — same thing.’

‘It was a mistake on my part. I’m afraid I don’t remember asking you anything.’

‘Yes, of course. That’s an essential part of your agreement. There can be no reference whatsoever to Mr. Warfield or Dunstone or anyone or -thing related. We understand. Quite frankly, at this juncture we approve wholeheartedly. Among other reasons, should you violate the demands of secrecy, we think you’d be killed instantly.’

McAuliff lowered his glass and stared at the Englishman, who spoke so calmly, precisely. ‘That’s preposterous,’ he said simply.

‘That’s Dunstone, Limited,’ replied Hammond softly.

‘Then I think you’d better explain.’

‘I shall do my best. To begin with, the geophysical survey that you’ve contracted for is the second such team to be sent out — ’

‘I wasn’t told that,’ interrupted Alex.

‘With good reason. They’re dead. I should say, “disappeared and dead.” No one’s been able to trace the Jamaican members; the whites are dead, of that we are sure.’

‘How so? I mean, how can you be sure?’

‘The best of all reasons, Mr. McAuliff. One of the men was a British agent.’

McAuliff found himself mesmerized by the soft-spoken Intelligence man’s narrative. Hammond might have been an Oxford don going over the blurred complexities of a dark Elizabethan drama, patiently clarifying each twist of an essentially inexplicable plot. He supplied conjectures where knowledge failed, making sure that McAuliff understood that they were conjectures.

Dunstone, Limited, was not simply an industrial-development company; that was to say, its objectives went far beyond those of a conglomerate. And it was not solely British, as its listed board of directors implied. In actuality, Dunstone, Limited, London, was the ‘corporate’ headquarters of an organization of international financiers dedicated to building global cartels beyond the interferences and  controls of the European Common Market and its trade alliances. That was to say — by conjecture - eliminating the economic intervention of governments: Washington, London, Berlin, Paris, The Hague, and all other points of the financial compass. Ultimately, these were to be reduced to the status of clients, not origins of resource or negotiation.

‘You’re saying, in essence, that Dunstone is in the process of setting up its own government.’

‘Precisely. A government based solely on economic trade factors. A concentration of financial resources unheard of since the pharaohs. Along with this economic catastrophe, and no less important, is the absorption of the government of Jamaica by Dunstone, Limited. Jamaica is Dunstone’s projected base of operations. They can succeed, Mr. McAuliff.’

Alex put his glass on the wide windowsill. He began slowly trying to find words, looking out at the slate rooftops converging into the Savoy Court. ‘Let me try to understand, from what you’ve told me and from what I know. Dunstone anticipates investing heavily in Jamaican development. All right, we agree on that, and the figures are astronomical. Now, in exchange for this investment, they expect to be awarded a lot of clout from a grateful Kingston government. At least, that’s what I’d expect if I were Dunstone. The normal tax credits, importing concessions, employment breaks, real estate ... general incentives. Nothing new.’ McAuliff turned his head and looked at Hammond. ‘I’m not sure I see any financial catastrophe ... except, maybe, an English financial catastrophe.’

‘You stand corrected; I stand rebuked,’ said Hammond. ‘But only in a minor way. You’re quite perceptive; it’s true that our concerns were - at first —  U.K. oriented. English perversity, if you will. Dunstone is an important factor in Britain’s balance of trade. We’d hate to lose it.’

‘So you build a conspiracy — ’

‘Now, just a minute, Mr. McAuliff,’ the agent broke in, without raising his voice. ‘The highest echelons of the British government do not invent conspiracies. If Dunstone  were what it is purported to be, those responsible in Downing Street would fight openly for our interests. I’m afraid that is not the case. Dunstone reaches into extremely sensitive areas in London, Berlin, Paris, Rome ... and, most assuredly, in Washington. But I shall return to that. I’d like to concentrate on Jamaica for the moment. You used the terms “concessions,” “tax breaks,” ... “clout” and “incentives.” I say “absorption.”’

‘Words.’


‘Laws, Mr. McAuliff. Sovereign; sanctioned by prime ministers and cabinets and parliaments. Think for a minute, Mr. McAuliff. An existing, viable government in a strategically located independent nation controlled by a huge industrial monopoly with world markets. It’s not outlandish. It’s around the comer.’

Alex did think about it. For more than a minute. Prodded by Hammond’s gently spoken, authoritatively phrased ‘clarifications.’

Without disclosing M.I.5’s methods of discovery, the Britisher explained Dunstone’s modus operandi. Enormous sums of capital had been transferred from Swiss banks to Kingston’s King Street, that short stretch of the block that housed major international banking institutions. But the massive cash flow was not deposited in British, American, or Canadian banks. Those went begging, while the less secure Jamaican banks were stunned by an influx of hard money unheard of in their histories.

Few knew that the vast new Jamaican riches were solely Dunstone’s. But for these few, proof was supplied by the revolving transfers of a thousand accounts within an eight-hour business day.

Heads spun in astonishment. A few heads. Selected men in extraordinarily high places were shown incontrovertibly that a new force had invaded Kingston, a force so powerful that Wall Street and Whitehall would tremble at its presence.

‘If you know this much, why don’t you move in? Stop them.’

‘Not possible,’ answered Hammond. ‘All transactions are covered; there’s no one to accuse. It’s too complex a web of financing. Dunstone is masterminded by Warfield. He operates on the premise that a closed society is efficient only when its various arms have little or no knowledge of each other.’

‘In other words, you can’t prove your case and — ’

‘We cannot expose what we cannot prove,’ interrupted Hammond. ‘That is correct.’

‘You could threaten. I mean, on the basis of what you know damn well is true, you could raise one hell of a cry.... But you can’t chance it. It goes back to these “sensitive” areas in Berlin, Washington, Paris, et cetera. Am I correct about that, too?’

‘You are.’

‘They must be goddamn sensitive.’

‘We believe they compromise an international cross-section of extraordinarily powerful men.’

‘In governments?’

‘Allied with major industries.’

‘For instance?’

Hammond held Alex’s eyes with his own. His message was clear. ‘You understand that what I say is merely conjecture.’

‘All right. And my memory is short.’

‘Very well.’ The Britisher got out of the chair and walked around it. His voice remained quiet, but there was no lack of precision. ‘Your own country: conceivably the Vice President of the United States or someone in his office and, certainly, unknown members of the Senate and the President’s cabinet. England: prominent figures in the House of Commons and undoubtedly various department directors at Inland Revenue. Germany: ranking vorsitzen in the Bundestag. France: elitist holdovers from the pre-Algerian Gaull-ists. Such men as I have described must exist relative to Warfield. The progress made by Dunstone would have been impossible without influence in such places. Of that we are certain.’

‘But you don’t know who, specifically.’

‘No.’

‘And you think, somehow, I can help you?’

‘We do, Mr. McAuliff.’

‘With all the resources you have, you come to me? I’ve been contracted for a Dunstone field survey, nothing else.’

‘The second Dunstone survey, Mr. McAuliff.’

Alexander stared at the Englishman.

‘And you say that team is dead.’

Hammond returned to his chair and sat down once more. ‘Yes, Mr. McAuliff. Which means Dunstone has an adversary. One that’s as deadly and powerful as Warfield’s forces. And we haven’t the slightest idea what it is, who they are. Only that it exists, they exist. We wish to make contact with those who want the same thing we do. We can guarantee the safety of your expedition. You are the key. Without you, we’re stymied. Without us, you and your people might well be in extreme jeopardy.’

McAuliff shot out of the chair and stood above the British agent. He took several short, deep breaths and walked purposefully away from Hammond; then he aimlessly paced the Savoy room. The Englishman seemed to understand Alex’s action. He let the moment subside; he said nothing.


‘Jesus! You’re something, Hammond!’ McAuliff returned to his chair, but he did not sit down. He reached for his drink on the windowsill, not so much for the whiskey as to hold the glass. ‘You come in here, build a case against Warfield by way of an economics lecture, and then calmly tell me that I’ve signed what amounts to my last contract if I don’t cooperate with you.’

‘That’s rather black and white, chap.’

‘That’s rather exactly what you just said! Suppose you’re mistaken?’

‘We’re not.’

‘You know goddamn well I can’t prove that either. If I go back to Warfield and tell him about this little informal chat, I’ll lose the contract the second I open my mouth. And the largest fee any surveyor was ever offered.’

‘May I ask the amount? Just academic interest.’

McAuliff looked at Hammond. ‘What would you say to two million dollars?’

‘I’d say I’m surprised he didn’t offer three. Or four. Why not? You wouldn’t live to spend it.’

Alex held the Englishman’s eyes. ‘Translated, that means if Dunstone’s enemies don’t kill me, Dunstone will?’

‘It’s what we believe. There’s no other logical conclusion. Once your work is finished.’

‘I see ...’ McAuliff walked slowly to the whiskey and poured deliberately, as if measuring. He did not offer anything to Hammond. ‘If I confront Warfield with what you’ve told me, you’re really saying that he’d ...’

‘Kill you? Are those the words that stick, Mr. McAuliff?’

‘I don’t have much cause to employ those kind of words, Mr. Hammond.’

‘Naturally. No one ever gets used to them.... Yes, we think he would kill you. Have you killed, of course. After picking your brains.’

McAuliff leaned against the wall, staring at the whiskey in his glass, but not drinking. ‘You’re not giving me an alternative, are you?’

‘Of course we are. I can leave these rooms; we never met.’

‘Suppose someone sees you? That surveillance you spoke of.’

‘They won’t see me; you will have to take my word for that.’ Hammond leaned back in the chair. He brought his fingers together pensively. ‘Of course, under the circumstances, we’d be in no position to offer protection. From either faction — ’

‘Protection from the unprovable,’ interjected Alex softly.

‘Yes.’

‘No alternative ...’ McAuliff pushed himself away from the wall and took several swallows of whiskey. ‘Except one, Hammond. Suppose I cooperate, on the basis that there may be substance to your charges ... or theories, or whatever you call them. But I’m not accountable to you.’

‘I’m not sure I understand.’

‘I don’t accept orders blindly. No puppet strings. I want that condition - on the record. If that’s the phrase.’

‘It must be. I’ve used it frequently.’

McAuliff crossed in front of the Englishman to the arm of his chair. ‘Now put it in simple words. What am I supposed to do?’

Hammond’s voice was calm and precise. ‘There are two objectives. The first, and most vital, is Dunstone’s opposition. Those knowledgeable enough and fanatical enough to have killed the first survey team. If uncovered, it is conceivable that they will lead you to the second and equally important objective: the names of Dunstone’s unknown hierarchy. The faceless men in London, Paris, Berlin, Washington ... even one or two. We’d be grateful for anything specific.’

‘How do I begin?’

‘With very little, I’m afraid. But we do have something. It’s only a word, a name, perhaps. We don’t know. But we have every reason to think it’s terribly important.’

‘A word?’

‘Yes. “Halidon.”’




CHAPTER FOUR

It was like working in two distinct spheres of reality, neither completely real. During the days, McAuliff conferred with the men and women in the University of London’s geophysics laboratories, gathering personnel data for his survey team. The university was Dunstone’s cover - along with the Royal Historical Society - and neither was aware that Dunstone’s finances were behind the expedition.

During the nights, into the early morning hours, he met with R. C. Hammond, British Intelligence, in small, guarded houses on dimly lit streets in Kensington and Chelsea. These locations were reached by two changes of vehicles — taxis driven by M.I.5. And for each meeting Alex was provided with a cover story regarding his whereabouts: a dinner party, a girl, a crowded restaurant he was familiar with; nothing out of the ordinary, everything easily explained and verifiable.

The sessions with Hammond were divided into areas of instruction: the political and financial climate of Jamaica, M.I.5 contacts throughout the island, and basic skills — with instruments - in communication and countersurveillance.

At several sessions, Hammond brought in West Indian ‘specialists’ — black agents who were capable of answering just about any question McAuliff might raise. He had few questions; he had surveyed for the Kaiser bauxite interests near Oracabessa a little over a year ago, a fact he suspected had led Julian Warfield to him.

When they were alone, R. C. Hammond droned on about the attitudes and reactions Alex should foster.

Always build on part of the truth ... keeping it simple ... the basia easily confirmed ...

You’ll find it quite acceptable to operate on different levels ... naturally, instinctively. Your concentration will separate independently ...

Very rapidly your personal antennae will be activated ... second nature. You’ll fall into a rhythm ... the connecting link between your divided objectives ...

The British agent was never emphatic, simply redundant. Over and over again, he repeated the phrases, with minor variations in the words.

Alex understood. Hammond was providing him with fundamentals: tools and confidence.

‘Your contact in Kingston will be given to you in a few days; we’re still refining. Kingston’s a mess; trust isn’t easily come by there.’

‘Whose trust?’ asked McAuliff.

‘Good point,’ replied the agent. ‘Don’t dwell on it. That’s our job. Memorize everyone else.’

Alex looked at the typewritten names on the paper that was not to be removed from the house in Kensington. ‘You’ve got a lot of people on your payroll.’

‘A few too many. Those that are crossed out were on double rosters. Ours and the C.I.A’s. Your Central Intelligence Agency has become too political in recent years.’

‘Are you concerned about leaks?’

‘Yes. Dunstone, Limited, is alive in Washington. Elusive, but very much alive.’

 



The mornings found him entering Dunstone’s sphere of reality, the University of London. He discovered that it was easier than he’d thought to shut out the previous night’s concerns. Hammond’s theory of divided objectives was borne out; he did fall into a rhythm. His concentration was now limited to professional concern - the building of his survey team.

It was agreed that the number should not exceed eight, preferably fewer. The areas of expertise would be the normal  ones: shale, limestone, and bedrock stratification; water and gas-pocket analyses; vegetation - soil and botanical research; and finally, because the survey extended into the interior regions of the Cock Pit country, someone familiar with the various dialects and outback customs. Warfield had thought this last was superfluous; Alex knew better. Resentments ran high in Jamaica.

McAuliff had made up his mind about one member of the team, a soil analyst from California named Sam Tucker. Sam was an immense, burly man in his fifties, given to whatever excesses could be found in any immediate vicinity, but a top professional in his field. He was also the most reliable man Alex had ever known, a strong friend who had worked surveys with him from Alaska to last year’s Kaiser job in Oracabessa. McAuliff implied that if Julian Warfield withheld approval from Sam, he might have to find himself another surveyor.

It was a hollow threat, all things considered, but it was worth the risk of having to back down. Alex wanted Sam with him in Jamaica. The others would be new, unproven; Tucker had worn well over the years. He could be trusted.

Warfield ran a Dunstone check on Sam Tucker and agreed there was nothing prejudicial beyond certain minor idiosyncrasies. But Sam was to be no different from any other member; none was to be informed of Dunstone’s interests. Obviously.

None would be. Alex meant it. More than Warfield realized. If there was any truth to R. C. Hammond’s astonishing pronouncements. Everyone on the survey would be told the same story. Given a set of facts engineered by Dunstone, Limited. Even the organizations involved accepted the facts as truth; there was no reason not to. Financial grants were not questioned; they were academic holy writ. Coveted, revered, never debated.

The geological survey had been made possible through a grant from the Royal Historical Society, encouraged by the Commonwealth Activities Committee, House of Lords. The expedition was to be a joint endeavor of the University of  London and the Jamaican Ministry of Education. All salaries, expenses, disbursements of any kind were to be made through the bursar’s office at the university. The Royal Society would establish lines of bank credit, and the university was to draw on those funds.

The reason for the survey was compatible with endeavors of the Commonwealth Committee at Lords, whose members peopled and paid for most royal societies. It was another not-to-be-forgotten link with Britannia. A study which would be acknowledged in textbooks for years to come. For, according to Jamaican ministry, there were no records of this particular territory having been subjected to a geophysical survey of any dimensions.

Obviously.

And if there was, certainly no one was going to bring them up.

Academic holy writ.

The university rip-off. One did not question.

The selection of Alexander McAuliff for the post of survey director was acknowledged to be an embarrassment to both the society and the university. But the American was the Jamaican ministry’s choice. One suffered such insults from the former colonies.

One took the money; one did not debate.

Holy writ.

Everything was just complicated enough to be academically viable, thought McAuliff. Julian Warfield understood the environs through which he maneuvered.

As did R. C. Hammond of British Intelligence.

And Alex began to realize that he would have to catch up. Both Dunstone, Limited, and M.I.5 were committed to specific objectives. He could get lost in those commitments. In some ways, he had lost already. But choosing the team was his immediate concern.

McAuliff’s personnel approach was one he had used often enough to know it worked. He would not interview anyone whose work he had not read thoroughly; anyone he did interview had already proven himself on paper. Beyond the  specific areas of expertise, he cared about adaptability to the physical and climatic requirements, and to the give-and-take of close-quarters association.

He had done his work. He was ready.

‘My secretary said you wanted to see me, Dr. McAuliff.’ The speaker at the door was the chairman of the Geophysics Department, a bespectacled, gaunt academician who tried not to betray his resentment of Alex. It was obvious that the man felt cheated by both the Royal Society and Kingston for not having been chosen for McAuliff’s job. He had recently completed an excellent survey in Anguilla; there were too many similarities between that assignment and the Jamaican grant for comfort.

‘Good Lord,’ said Alex. ‘I expected to come to your office.’ He crossed to his desk and smiled awkwardly. He had been standing by the single window, looking out over a miniature quadrangle, watching students carrying books, thankful that he was no longer part of that world. ‘I think I’ll be ready to start the interviews this afternoon.’

‘So soon?’

‘Thanks mainly to you, Professor Ralston. Your recommendations were excellent.’ McAuliff wasn’t being polite; the academician’s candidates were good - on paper. Of the ten final prospects, exactly half were from Ralston; the remaining five were freelancers highly thought of by two London survey firms. ‘I’m inclined just to take your people without seeing any others,’ continued Alex, now being polite. ‘But the Kingston ministry is adamant that I interview these.’ McAuliff handed Ralston a sheet of paper with the five nonuniversity names.

‘Oh, yes. I recognize several,’ said Ralston, his voice now pleasantly acknowledging Alex’s compliment. ‘A couple here are ... a couple, you know.’

‘What?’

‘Man-and-wife team. The Jensens.’

‘There’s one Jensen. Who’s the woman?’

‘R. L. Wells. That’s Ruth Wells, Jensen’s wife.’

‘I didn’t realize ... I can’t say that fact is in their favor.’

‘Why not?’

‘I’m not sure,’ answered Alex sincerely. ‘I’ve never had a married couple on a survey. Silly reaction, isn’t it? Do you know anybody else there?’

‘One fellow. I’d rather not comment.’

‘Then I wish you would.’

‘Ferguson. James Ferguson. He was a student of mine. Very outspoken chap. Quite opinionated, if you know what I mean.’

‘But he’s a botanist, plant specialist, not a geology man.’

‘Survey training; geophysics was his curriculum secondary. Of course, it was a number of years ago.’

McAuliff sorted out some papers of the desk. ‘It couldn’t have been too many. He’s only been on three tours, all in the past four years.’

‘It wasn’t, actually. And you should see him. He’s considered quite good, I’m told.’

‘Here are your people,’ said Alex, offering a second page to Ralston. ‘I chose five out of the eight you submitted. Any more surprises there? Incidentally, I hope you approve.’

Ralston read the list, adjusting his spectacles and pursuing his lips as he did so. ‘Yes, I thought you’d select these. You realize, of course, that this Whitehall chap is not one of us. He was recommended by the West Indies Studies. Brilliant fellow, according to the chairs. Never met him myself. Makes quite a lot of money on the lecture circuits.’

‘He’s black, isn’t he?’

‘Oh, certainly. He knows every tongue, every dialect, every cultural normality and aberration in the Antilles. His doctoral thesis traced no fewer than twenty-seven African tribes to the islands. From the Bushwadie to the Coromantees. His research of Indian-African integration is the standard reference. He’s quite a dandy, too, I believe.’

‘Anyone else you want to talk about?’

‘No, not actually. You’ll have a difficult time deciding between your shale-bedrock experts. You’ve two very decent ones here. Unless your ... immediate reactions take precedence. One way or the other.’

‘I don’t understand.’

Ralston smiled. ‘It would be presumptuous of me to comment further.’ And then the professor added quickly, ‘Shall I have someone set up the appointments?’

‘Thanks, I’d appreciate it. If schedules can be organized with all ten, I’d like an hour apiece over the next few days; whatever order is convenient for everyone.’

‘An hour ...’

‘I’ll call back those I want to talk with further. No sense in wasting everyone’s time.’

‘Yes, of course.’

 



One applicant disqualified himself the moment he walked into McAuliff’s cubicle. The fact that he was more drunk than sober at one o’clock in the afternoon might have been explained, but instead was used as the excuse to eliminate him for a larger problem: he was crippled in his right leg and unlikely to withstand the rigors of the expedition. Three men were crossed off for identical conditions: each was obviously hostile to West Indians — a spreading English virus, Britain’s parallel to Americus Redneckus.


The Jensens — Peter Jensen and Ruth Wells — were delightful surprises, singly and together. They were in their early fifties, bright, confident, and good-natured. A childless couple, they were financially secure and genuinely interested both in each other and in their work. His expertise was ore minerals; hers, the sister science of paleontology - fossils. His had direct application, hers was removed but academically justifiable.

‘Might I ask you some questions, Dr. McAuliff?’ Peter packed his pipe, his voice pleasant.

‘By all means.’

‘Can’t say that I know much about Jamaica, but this seems like a damned curious trip. I’m not sure I understand. What’s the point?’

Alex was grateful for the opportunity to recite the explanation created by Dunstone, Limited. He watched the ore man closely as he spoke, relieved to see the light of  recognition in the geologist’s eyes. When he finished, he paused and added, ‘I don’t know if that clears up anything.’

‘Oh my word, it certainly does, chap. Burke’s Peerage strikes again!’ Peter Jensen chuckled, glancing at his wife. ‘The royal H has been hard pressed to find something to do. Its members at Lords simply provided it. Good show. I trust the university will make a pound or two.’

‘I’m afraid the budget’s not that loose.’

‘Really?’ Peter Jensen held his pipe as he looked at McAuliff. ‘Then perhaps I don’t understand. You’ll forgive me, but you’re not known in the field as a particularly inexpensive director ... quite rightfully, let me add. Your reputation precedes you.’

‘From the Balkans to Australia,’ added Ruth Wells Jensen, her expression showing minor irritation with her husband. ‘And if you have a separate arrangement, it’s none of Peter’s bloody business.’

Alex laughed softly. ‘You’re kind, both of you. But there’s nothing special. I got caught, it’s as simple as that. I’ve worked for companies on the island; I hope to again. Often. All geophysical certificates are issued by Kingston, and Kingston asked for me. Let’s call it an investment.’

Again McAuliff watched Peter Jensen closely; he had rehearsed the answer. The Britisher looked once more at his wife. Briefly. Then he chuckled, as he had done seconds before.

‘I’d do the same, chap. But God help the survey I was director on.’

‘It’s one I’d avoid like a May Day in Trafalgar,’ said Ruth, matching her husband’s quiet laugh. ‘Who have you set, if it’s proper to ask? Anyone we might know?’

‘Nobody yet. I’ve really just started — ’

‘Well,’ interrupted Peter Jensen, his eyes alive with humor, ‘since you suffer from inadequate freight charges, I should tell you we’d rather not be separated. Somewhat used to each other by now. If you’re interested in one of us, the other would take half till to straggle along.’

Whatever doubts remained for Alex were dispelled by  Ruth Wells Jensen’s words. She mimicked her husband’s professorial tones with good-natured accuracy. ‘Half till, old chap, can be negotiated. Our flat’s damned cold this time of year.’

The Jensens would be hired.

The third nonuniversity name, James Ferguson, had been accurately described by Ralston as outspoken and opinionated. These traits, however, were the results of energy and impatience, it seemed to McAuliff. Ferguson was young - twenty-six - and was not the sort to survive, much less thrive, in an academic environment. Alex recognized in Ferguson much of his younger self: consummate interest in his subject, intolerance of the research world in which it was studied. A contradiction, if not a conflict of objectives. Ferguson freelanced for agro-industry companies, and his best recommendation was that he rarely was out of work in a market not famous for excessive employment. James Ferguson was one of the best vegetation specialists around.

‘I’d love to get back to Jamaica,’ said the young man within seconds after the preliminary interview began. ‘I was in Port Maria for the Craft Foundation two years ago. It’s my judgment the whole bloody island is a gold mine if the fruit and synthetic industries would allow development.’

‘What’s the gold?’ asked McAuliff.

‘The baracoa fibers. In the second growth stages. A banana strain could be developed that would send the nylon and the tricot boys into panic, to say nothing of the fruit shippers.’

‘Can you prove it?’

‘Damn near did, I think. That’s why I was thrown out by the Foundation.’

‘You were thrown out?’

‘Quite unceremoniously. No sense hiding the fact; don’t care to, really. They told me to stick to business. Can you imagine? You’ll probably run across a few negatives about me, if you’re interested.’

‘I’m interested, Mr. Ferguson.’

The interview with Charles Whitehall disturbed McAuliff. That was to say, the man disturbed him, not the quality of information received. Whitehall was a black cynic, a now-Londoner whose roots and expertise were in the West Indies but whose outlook was aggressively self-perpetuating. His appearance startled McAuliff. For a man who had written three volumes of Caribbean history, whose work was, in Ralston’s words, ‘the standard reference,’ Charles Whitehall looked barely as old as James Ferguson.

‘Don’t let my appearance fool you, Mr. McAuliff,’ said Whitehall, upon entering the cubicle and extending his hand to Alex. ‘My tropic hue covers the years better than paler skin. I’m forty-two years old.’

‘You read my thoughts.’

‘Not necessarily. I’m used to the reaction,’ replied Whitehall, sitting down, smoothing his expensive blazer, and crossing his legs, which were encased in pinstriped trousers.

‘Since you don’t waste words, Dr. Whitehall, neither will I. Why are you interested in this survey? As I gather, you can make a great deal more money on the lecture circuit. A geophysical survey isn’t the most lucrative employment.’

‘Let’s say the financial aspects are secondary; one of the few times in my life that they will be, perhaps.’ Whitehall spoke while removing a silver cigarette case from his pocket. ‘To tell you the truth, Mr. McAuliff, there’s a certain ego fulfillment in returning to one’s country as an expert under the aegis of the Royal Historical Society. It’s really as simple as that.’

Alex believed the man. For, as he read him, Whitehall was a scholar far more honored abroad than at home. It seemed that Charles Whitehall wanted to achieve an acceptance commensurate with his scholarship that had been denied him in the intellectual - or was it social? - houses of Kingston.

‘Are you familiar with the Cock Pit country?’

‘As much as anyone who isn’t a runner. Historically and culturally, much more so, of course.’

‘What’s a runner?’

‘Runners are hill people. From the mountain communities. They hire out as guides, when you can find one. They’re primitives, really. Who have you hired for the survey?’

‘What?’ Alex’s thoughts were on runners.

‘I asked who was going with you. On the survey team. I’d be interested.’

‘Well ... not all the posts have been filled. There’s a couple named Jensen - ores and paleo; a young botanist, Ferguson. An American friend of mine, a soil analyst, name of Sam Tucker.’

‘I’ve heard of Jensen, I believe. I’m not sure, but I think so. I don’t know the others.’

‘Did you expect to?’

‘Frankly, yes. Royal Society projects generally attract very high-caliber people.’ Whitehall delicately tapped his cigarette on the rim of an ashtray.

‘Such as yourself?’ asked McAuliff, smiling.

‘I’m not modest,’ replied the black scholar, returning Alex’s smile with an open grin. ‘And I’m very much interested. I think I could be of service to you.’

So did McAuliff.

The second shale-bedrock analyst was listed as A. Gerrard Booth. Booth was a university applicant personally recommended by Ralston in the following manner:

‘I promised Booth I’d bring these papers and articles to your attention. I do believe Booth would be a fine asset to the survey.’

Professor Ralston had given McAuliff a folder filled with A. Gerrard Booth’s studies of sheet strata in such diverse locations as Turkey, Corsica, Zaire, and Australia. Alex recalling having read several of the articles in National Geologist, and remembered them as lucid and professional. Booth was good; Booth was better than good.

Booth was also a woman. A. Gerrard Booth was known to her colleagues as Alison; no one bothered with the middle name.

She had one of the most genuine smiles McAuliff had ever seen. It was more a half laugh - one might even say masculine, but the word was contradicted by her complete femininity. Her eyes were blue and alive and level, the eyes of a professional. Her handshake was firm, again professional. Her light brown hair was long and soft and slightly waved - brushed repeatedly, thought Alex, for the interview. Her age was anywhere from late twenties to middle thirties; there was no way to tell by observation, except that there were laugh lines at the comers of her eyes.

Alison Booth was not only good and a woman; she was also, at least on first meeting, a very attractive, outgoing person. The term ‘professional’ kept recurring to McAuliff as they spoke.

‘I made Rolly — Dr. Ralston - promise to omit the fact that I was a woman. Don’t hold him responsible.’

‘Were you so convinced I was antifeminist?’

She raised her hand and brushed her long, soft hair away from the side of her lovely face. ‘No preformed hostility, Dr. McAuliff. I just understand the practical obstacles. It’s part of my job to convince you I’m qualified.’ And then, as if she were aware of the possible double entendre, Alison Booth stopped smiling and smoothed her skirt ... professionally.

‘In fieldwork and the laboratory, I’m sure you are qualified.’

‘Any other considerations would be extraneous, I should think,’ said the woman, with a slight trace of English aloofness.

‘Not necessarily. There are environmental problems, degrees of physical discomfort, if not hardship.’

‘I can’t conceive of Jamaica being in that league with Zaire or the Aussie Outback. I’ve surveyed in those places.’

‘I know — ’

‘Rolly told me,’ interrupted Alison Booth, ‘that you would not accept tour references until you had interviewed us.’

‘Group isolation tends to create fallible judgments. Insupportable relationships. I’ve lost good men in the past because  other good men reacted negatively to them for the wrong reasons.’

‘What about women?’

‘I used the term inclusively, not exclusively.’

‘I have very good references, Dr. McAuliff. For the right reasons.’

‘I’ll request them.’

‘I have them with me.’ Alison unbuckled the large leather purse on her lap, extracted two business envelopes, and placed them on the edge of McAuliffs desk. ‘My references, Dr. McAuliff.’
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