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  CARIBBEAN PRINCE




   




   




   




   




  The cruise ship Caribbean Prince had left St Thomas, in the United States’ Virgin Islands, at just after six in the evening, with its passengers looking forward

  to two days at sea before reaching Miami.




  The act of piracy took place during dinner, just after eight that evening. Later, the company, Tarn Cruise Lines, Inc., maintained that the men involved had slipped aboard at St Thomas and

  hidden away until the ship’s very wealthy passengers had started dinner. The rest happened quickly. Two of the intruders had gone to the bridge and held the ship’s Officer of the Watch

  and his men at gunpoint. Two more had secured the areas where most of the crew could be found during dinner. This left six men who charged into the large dining room, their faces covered with ski

  masks, and their hands holding Uzis and pistols.




  Two of the Uzi-toting bandits fired short bursts into the ceiling – which brought screams from the ladies and muttered protests from the men – while their leader shouted loudly,

  telling people that nobody would get hurt if they did exactly what they were told. This man immediately began to make his way around the tables, demanding that the diners take off all jewelry and

  empty their pockets and evening bags of other valuables – including wallets. Everything was taken and dumped into a big plastic garbage bag, held by the sixth man, and there was no doubt that

  the intruders meant what they said. Anyone who refused, or tried to be clever, risked death.




  The whole operation was carried out with the kind of calmness and planning that signaled careful, military precision.




  James Bond and Fredericka von Grüsse were seated on the port side at a table for four people – the other two being a pleasant retired stockbroker and his wife from New Jersey. So, by

  the time the leader and his bagman reached them, Bond had already signaled to Flicka – using eyes and hands.




  The stockbroker’s wife was in near hysterics, but her husband stayed calm, telling her to do just as she was told. This caused a small delay, making the gunman more belligerent as he moved

  behind Bond, sticking his automatic pistol into the back of the agent’s neck.




  ‘If you want everything,’ Bond said calmly, ‘you’ll have to let me stand up. I’ve a rather valuable fob watch attached to a chain which I can’t unfasten while

  sitting down.’




  ‘Well, get on with it. Do it quickly.’ The leader retreated a pace, to let Bond push back his chair and get to his feet. The gunman kept his right arm stretched out, holding the

  pistol. Wrongly, for it is a golden rule never to leave your weapon too close to the person you are threatening.




  Few were actually able to see what Bond did. It was so fast that most of the diners became more agitated, thinking that reprisals were imminent from the men with the Uzis. Bond spun around on

  the outside of the extended arm which he caught with both hands and jerked violently. He could feel his back pressed hard against the gunman’s back, but it took only a small, vicious chop

  with the cutting edge of his right hand to grab the pistol which he tossed, almost nonchalantly, across the table to Flicka. Then, turning again, he twisted the arm high up his victim’s back,

  using his left hand. There was a cry, followed by an unpleasant crack as the arm broke and Bond’s right forearm snapped hard around the leader’s neck, giving it a lot of pressure, so

  that the fellow was near to lapsing into unconsciousness.




  The bagman dropped the garbage sack and went for the gun that was pushed into his waistband. Bond was a fraction faster. His left hand dropped the thug’s broken arm, fingers slipping into

  his right sleeve. On a voyage like this, he had not brought a gun, but he seldom went anywhere completely unarmed. Strapped to the inside of his right arm, high up and hidden by his sleeve was a

  scabbard containing an Applegate Fairbairn fighting knife. Though this knife throws better from the blade, there was no time to waste on such niceties – a split second and the knife appeared

  in his hand, a quarter of a second later it shot through the space between him and the bagman. Six inches of slicing tempered steel buried itself in the man’s throat. He was dead long before

  he even began to sway.




  Out of the corner of his eye, he saw one of the Uzi-carrying men turn on the balls of his feet, lifting the muzzle of the weapon, swinging in his direction.




  ‘James!’ Flicka shouted, the pistol pointed in the direction of the danger. In the double-handed grip she fired twice. As the Uzi clattered from dead fingers, Bond shouted,

  ‘Enough. I don’t want anyone else hurt, and I’ll kill your leader if you don’t drop those weapons.’




  The remaining three men hesitated for a tense ten seconds before they realized that, while they might kill some of the people in the dining room, they would all end up dead very quickly. None

  had the stomach for the result of what had begun as simple work for bully boy tactics. Slowly they dropped the Uzis and raised their hands, Flicka von Grüsse swinging her pistol slowly between

  the possible targets.




  Bond pulled the leader’s head close back to him, so that his lips almost touched the man’s ear.




  ‘If you want to live, friend,’ he whispered, ‘you’d better tell me if there are any other clowns on board.’




  ‘On the bridge and in the crew quarters,’ the man croaked, his voice constricted by Bond’s forearm.




  ‘How many?’




  ‘Four. Two on the bridge and two below.’




  ‘Goodnight.’ Bond squeezed harder, cutting off the blood supply to his victim’s brain so that he slumped heavily and unconscious to the deck, helped into a longer sleep by a

  swift chop to the back of the neck.




  He distributed the Uzis to the stunned headwaiters and the sommelier, leaving Flicka in charge as he slipped out, carrying the bagman’s pistol, making his way quickly to the bridge. The

  two men holding the hostages there did not really have too much fight in them. Theirs had been reckoned as an easy job, and they did not expect the fury which Bond unleashed on them –

  cracking the first one over the head and winging the second armed man in the leg.




  The couple who were looking after the crew were taken out by the Captain of Caribbean Prince and two of his officers. The dead were eventually laid out in the small mortuary next to the

  Sick Bay, while those left alive were locked in one of the two ‘Secure Cabins’ designed to take any violent or malcontented member of the crew. These two cabins had been on the list of

  specifications when the ship had undergone a complete refurbishment a couple of years before.




  Back in the early 1980s the M/S Caribbean Prince had been one of the flagships of a major cruise line, ploughing its way between Miami and the islands that litter the Caribbean. With a

  gross tonnage of around 18,000, and a capacity for some seven hundred passengers, plus a crew of four hundred, she was an admirable proposition. But as the decade filtered into the 1990s,

  Caribbean Prince had become a liability. With the advent of the larger cruise ships – the huge floating hotels which carry over two thousand passengers – Caribbean

  Prince was not economically viable. That is, unless you had the entrepreneurial foresight of someone like Max Tarn.




  Tarn had purchased Caribbean Prince in 1990, together with two other ships of a similar size, and begun a major overhaul, his sights set on wealthy passengers who longed to experience

  the kind of cruises they had either read about, or experienced, during the days when cruises were for the rich and famous only.




  The refit and refurbishing of Caribbean Prince had cost millions, but it was done with care, turning the ship into a floating art deco palace, outfitted with the latest in comfort and

  luxury. The basic interior had been virtually taken apart. First, the cabins on the Main Deck, and the two decks below that, were ripped out. In their place was a mall of glittering shops, a new

  theater with state-of-the-art equipment, a cinema, a beautiful indoor pool and saunas – complementing the newly enlarged pool up on the Sun Deck – and four luxury lounges.




  Now, Caribbean Prince only catered for around seventy passengers whose large and beautiful staterooms all ran along the Promenade Deck, each stateroom being a small suite, complete with

  bathrooms which contained both shower and Jacuzzi. In its new, sumptuous state, Caribbean Prince started its series of fourteen day cruises in December 1992. By late February of 1994, she

  was showing a healthy profit with her passengers paying up to almost three or four hundred per cent more than people who took their seven day vacations on the massive liners.




  Tarn Cruise Lines – like the other small and particularly exclusive cruise lines in which individual millionaires invested – had made a huge profit out of the venture. Like

  everything else in big business, it had been a gamble, but the famous Max Tarn had banked on there still being people around who were prepared to pay anything for a different – even snobbish

  – kind of holiday.




  Obviously that was why Caribbean Prince had been a ripe target. Passengers of that kind came on board with a lot of valuables, while some even brought small fortunes to play at being

  high rollers at the gaming tables.




  The excitement of the attempted robbery did not die down for a long time. Those who had handed over much in the way of precious jewels, money and credit cards retrieved their property, and Bond

  and Flicka were soon the center of attention. In the main bar, they could have been drunk for nothing for the rest of the journey. But, in the event, there was no further journey.
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  FIRE DOWN BELOW




   




   




   




   




  The explosion took place shortly after eleven, ripping out two plates under the waterline, flooding one of the crew mess decks, and causing several injuries.




  That Caribbean Prince did not heel over and begin to sink immediately, said much for its overall design, and the standard of building in the Italian shipyards where she had been

  launched in 1970.




  Just before the incident, James Bond and Fredericka von Grüsse had slipped away from the bar, looking for some solitude.




  They leaned close against the guard rail, aft on the Sun Deck, surrounded by a velvet night, watching the boiling plume of white water scarring the dark sea behind them.




  ‘Well, at least that was different.’ Flicka leaned her head on his shoulder. ‘Old Sir Max Tarn has cleverly turned a potential loss into a big business gain, but this

  won’t do his publicity much good.’




  ‘The point is,’ Bond said quietly, ‘Tarn was, rightly, convinced that there were people out there who would still pay a lot of money to go on exclusive cruises. Others have

  done it, but have you noticed how the program is so carefully chosen? A new show in the theater every other night, with big name entertainers, while everywhere we’ve visited has been on days

  when no other cruise ship is in port – Jamaica, Curaçao, Venezuela, Barbados, Martinique, Puerto Rico, St Thomas. Not another cruise ship in sight. No other crowds of tourists . .

  .’




  ‘James.’ She held up a hand to stop him. ‘James, we had enough of that kind of talk during the courses, and the fine print of economics isn’t really you, darling.’

  Flicka turned, smiling up at him.




  The courses of which she spoke had lasted for a little over a year. They included such relatively dull subjects as Accountancy (With Special Reference To Fraud); Fraudulent Conversion; Methods

  of Gathering Financial Intelligence from Offshore Banking; Smuggling and Laundering Money; Breaches in International Arms Control; Monitoring Illegal Arms Controls in the 1990s; The Role of

  Terrorist Organizations Concerning Finance and Illicit Arms Shipments, together with other such allied subjects, like large-scale drug and art smuggling.




  Officers of the British Intelligence and Security Services bemoaned these subjects as a far cry from the training sessions they had undergone during the Cold War, only to be quickly reminded

  that the Cold War was over. Now they were engaged in what might be called a Tepid War: one in which even their allies were suspect, and their former enemies required watching like viruses under a

  microscope.




  Of the twenty-eight men and women who took the series of courses, only twelve were considered suitable following a rigorous amount of testing. James Bond was one of these, while, to his delight,

  Flicka was another.




  Fredericka von Grüsse, formerly of Swiss Intelligence, had worked with Bond on the case concerning the infamous Dragonpol, and both of them had run foul of the Swiss authorities. Therefore,

  when the last strings had been tied on the Dragonpol business, Bond had been as surprised as Flicka when M offered her a place in the British Service. He was also astounded at the warm way M had

  accepted the fact that they were living together. This last was definitely out of character. Perhaps, they thought, the Old Man was desperately trying to keep in step with the times. Even possibly

  clinging to the office which he held, though everybody knew that his days as Chief of that particular Service were numbered.




  When the courses were completed, and the reorganization explained – in an exhaustive briefing – Bond and Flicka took a couple of weeks’ leave with M’s blessing.




  ‘You’re both going to need it,’ the old Chief told them, gruffly. ‘If this new Double-O Section is going to work properly, you might get no more leave for a long

  time.’




  The new Double-O Section bore no resemblance to the old department of that name which, at one time, included a licence to kill.




  The Two Zeros, as the newly organized Section came to be known and which was now under Bond’s command, consisted of highly trained men and women who could act as a troubleshooting group,

  dealing with cases concerning breach of international law and treaties which had a bearing on Intelligence and Security matters.




  Two Zeros could be invited into a case by either the Intelligence or Security Services, or even the police. They were answerable, not to their old Chief, M, but to a Watch Committee, dubbed

  MicroGlobe One, which consisted of the chiefs of both the Intelligence and Security Services, their Deputies, a senior Commissioner of Police, and a new Government Minister who held the ambiguous

  title of Minister of Related Home and Foreign Affairs – an idiot title which had come in for much ribaldry from the Press. Nobody had missed the fact that this relatively small office was

  basically run by the government, for the government. The Double-O Section was not a nonpartisan organization – like the Intelligence and Security Services – divorced from the center of

  political power.




  Bond smiled sheepishly. ‘You’re right there, Fredericka.’ He held her close, his face tilted as if to kiss her. ‘You have enjoyed this bit of extra expensive

  luxury, though, haven’t you?’




  ‘Of course I have. You made a good choice, James. Wouldn’t mind doing this for a honeymoon. I even quite enjoyed the little set-to this evening. Quite like the old days.’ This

  last remark delivered with a twinkling smile.




  ‘Talking about the old days, I think we can find more excitement in our state room.’




  ‘Mmmmm.’ She nodded enthusiastically.




  Bond and Flicka were just turning away, heading for their stateroom, when the ship shuddered and lifted as the explosion ripped through the metal plates on her starboard side.




  The deck beneath them tilted violently and Bond swore as his feet slid sideways, knocking him off balance, Flicka falling almost on top of him.




  ‘Did the earth move for you too?’ She half choked. ‘What the hell was that?’




  Bond was on his feet, one hand holding the rail. ‘Lord knows. Come on.’




  The ship was listing badly to starboard, and the old, well-known scent of explosives was easily recognizable. By now the ship’s siren was emitting the short series of blasts signaling

  abandon ship, calling all passengers to their boat stations – a drill which had been carefully rehearsed as they left Miami two weeks before.




  The engines had stopped, but it was not easy to adjust to the slanting deck. Flicka threw off her shoes, as they crabbed along making slow progress towards their stateroom on the port side.




  A disembodied voice was giving instructions through the ship’s communication system, and there was a background of cries, edged with panic. As they came to the long row of stateroom doors

  and large curtained oblong windows set in the superstructure, they could see other passengers trying to keep upright on the slanting surface.




  The deck was bathed in light from the emergency floods which had been turned on within seconds of the explosion. Beside the first door, an elderly man was trying to assist his wife who was

  sprawled on the deck, wailing in miserable alarm. Bond went to her immediately, telling the husband to get the lifejackets from his stateroom and indicating that Flicka should do the same for

  them.




  The elderly woman had obviously damaged her arm, probably broken it, and, a moment later, two of the ship’s officers appeared, banging on the stateroom doors and calling for all passengers

  to muster by the boat station.




  Bond was called to assist one of the crew members hacking at a stateroom door where they feared the occupants were somehow trapped, frozen in terror, as well they might be, for Caribbean

  Prince was listing even more violently. As he moved to help yet another passenger, he saw a deadly flicker of fire coming from the forward companionway.




  ‘Get to the lifeboats!’ he yelled, reaching for the nearest extinguisher, banging the nozzle against one of the stanchions and directing the foam down into the fierce flames which

  reached upwards like terrible claws.




  Another of the ship’s officers joined him in a battle they were rapidly losing. He crabbed his way aft and dragged another extinguisher to the companionway, once more pouring foam down

  onto the flames, hearing, in the background, the sound of the lifeboats being lowered. At the same time he was aware of people shouting to him, telling him to get off the ship, but he was already

  throwing the empty extinguisher to one side and moving for’ard to find a third.




  He had gone scarcely two steps when he heard a great whoosh, and felt the heat on his back. As he turned, he saw the officer who had been beside him attacking the fire was enveloped in flames

  now gushing from below decks. The man had become a screaming walking torch, fighting his way towards the ship’s rails, but falling before he could get to them. Bond flung his jacket off and

  leaped towards the doomed man, beating at the fire with the once elegant dinner jacket, but it was too late. The flames had eaten away at the man’s body and his screams had stopped.




  Bond, himself, was now starting to feel the effects of the flame and smoke. His breathing was labored, and he knew that, if he stayed on board, there was a distinct possibility of the smoke and

  heat overcoming him.




  He lunged towards the ship’s listing rail, climbed over and leaped clear into the water below, immediately striking out for the nearest lifeboat.




  The coxswain of one of the lifeboats spotted Bond in the water, and, in an act of great courage, turned back towards the crippled ship to help drag him from the water. Once aboard he looked for

  Fredericka, and to his relief, found her huddled in a corner of the boat.




  The lifeboats were enclosed by tight orange colored tarpaulins stretched over a light alloy framework, with thick mica panels for the coxswain and as light sources along the side. There were

  some forty people – passengers and crew – in the one that had rescued Bond, and once the craft hit the water, the survivors had become aware that the sea was less friendly than it had

  seemed on board Caribbean Prince. The lifeboat bounced and rolled, churning through the water with a low, almost sullen hum from its engine.




  By craning to look through one of the forward windshields, he was aware of two other small boats nearby, and he caught a glimpse of the cruise ship, lit up overall but seeming to be dangerously

  top heavy, and sparkling with the fire that at least one man had died fighting.




  To his rear, a medical orderly worked on the elderly woman who had fallen close to her stateroom door. She was still groaning with pain, so Bond worked his way aft to see if he could assist.




  ‘Broken arm, shoulder and maybe a leg also,’ the orderly said with a distinct Scandinavian accent.




  ‘Do we know what happened, yet?’




  ‘She fell.’




  ‘No, the explosion? Do we know what it was?’




  The orderly shrugged. ‘An officer said he thought this was some mechanical problem. With the engines. An explosion with the engines. It never happened before. Could have been something

  those villains set to explode after making their getaway, though.’




  Through one of the mica ports, he glimpsed Caribbean Prince, listing and wallowing, her lights and the fire blazing, throwing an eerie glow across the water.




  Incongruously, an elderly female voice muttered, ‘What waste. You’d think they’d have turned the lights off when we abandoned ship.’




  ‘It never happened before,’ the orderly repeated, as though he could hardly believe it had occurred now.




  No, Bond thought. No, it certainly had never happened before and it certainly was not the engines. Over many years he had become sensitive to distinctive odors, and he was certain about this

  one. While he was fighting the fire, his nostrils had been full of the scent of explosives.




  The same aroma, explosives and the stink of smoke, continued to hang around them, and was still there at five-thirty in the morning, as he stood beside Flicka von Grüsse at the rail of one

  of the larger cruise ships. Several ships – including two of the mammoth liners from another company – had hastened to the stricken ship. Passengers had been rescued by the two larger

  cruise liners, and now, in the dawn, other craft were standing off while two US Navy vessels were close by Caribbean Prince, having put out the fire, and were bent on taking her in tow,

  trying to keep her steady in the water.




  ‘The ghost of Christmas past,’ Flicka muttered, giving Bond a quizzical look.




  He nodded, his mind obviously far away, though he knew what she meant: stubble on his chin, hair tousled, the pair of ill-fitting jeans and denim shirt they had found for him to replace his

  soaking wet clothes. ‘You’re not exactly a fashion plate yourself.’ As he said it, Bond reflected that this was not altogether correct. Even with no make-up, and the white Bill

  Blass evening gown – the one with the devastating slit almost to the left thigh – in a similar state to his own clothes, Flicka von Grüsse managed to remain stunning. ‘Girl

  of my dreams,’ he often called her, and the events of the past few hours seemed to have hardly touched her. In her current, dishevelled state, she could have walked into a reception for the

  Royal Family and still caused heads to turn at her poise and elegance.




  The afterscent of the disaster dragged his train of thought away again. There had been no shots of battle, no urgency of attack, yet he felt as though the crippling of Caribbean Prince

  had been an act of war, the most likely explanation being the one suggested by the medical orderly – that the villains who had attempted to rob the passengers had set charges to explode after

  they left the ship – probably in one of the lifeboats, or even in a craft arranged and factored into their plan.




  Later, he was to remark that the cruise ship incident was the true beginning of the dangers which were to come in the next few months. He could still hear the Captain’s voice coming

  through the speakers, giving the order to abandon ship, just as, in his mind, he saw the fragment of fear on the faces of officers and crew. In many ways, ‘Abandon Ship’ was an apt

  command. After years of working for his old Service, and his country, Bond felt he was abandoning ship by taking command of the Two Zeros and leaving a familiar world.
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  FOOL’S ERRAND




   




   




   




   




  The new headquarters of Bond’s Two Zeros Section was a beautiful Georgian house in Bedford Square. It was a deceptively quiet place, only a three-minute brisk walk to

  busy Oxford Street, and his office looked out on the pleasing view of what had once been the homes of the well-to-do. There was a railed-off centerpiece of trees which aped the seasons, and had

  seen the area go through phases ranging from family opulence, through conversion to apartments, and lastly modification to offices.




  He had been ten days late in taking up the new appointment, as there were endless formalities to be gone through before their final release following the rescue. More time was eaten up with

  interrogations by the FBI and the US Navy CID regarding the attempted hold-up, while he had also been required to give evidence at the coroner’s inquiry into the young officer’s –

  Mark Neuman’s – death by fire. Ten days can be a long time in both politics and the shadowland of security matters. So, Bond’s first weeks as Director of Two Zeros turned into

  hours and days jammed with paperwork and the kind of executive instructions and organization he most disliked – constant visits to useless meetings of MicroGlobe One.




  He did, however, get a chance to look over the various confidential reports concerning the explosion on Caribbean Prince for these were routed automatically across his desk, together

  with cryptic memos on Sir Max Tarn, head of Tarn Cruise Lines, Inc. and dozens of other companies in London, Paris and New York.




  Bond could only presume that somebody, possibly the police, or maybe the Security Service, was taking a long look at the legendary Tarn, so the memos came and went, accompanied by the latest

  theories on the near sinking of Caribbean Prince – which ranged from plastique set by the would-be thieves, to traces of what some expert suggested could be an explosive which had

  not been on the market since shortly after the end of World War II.




  One senior US Naval officer – an expert on damage caused by weapons – had written a pithy three-page report saying that the shape and condition of the large hole blasted in the side

  of Caribbean Prince, and the resultant fire, was consistent with the type of damage inflicted by an old, and possibly unstable, torpedo.




  Nobody was likely to take this last possibility seriously. Of course they would not, thought Bond as he saw, with mounting incredulity, that the US Navy had square searched the Caribbean with

  Sub Hunter-Killers both on the water and in the air. Since the bombing of the World Trade Center in 1993, the American Forces had developed an almost novel fast reaction as far as probable

  terrorist activities were concerned.




  After being a nine days’ wonder, the Caribbean Prince incident soon appeared to be put to one side, becoming another of those strange puzzles, like events inside the Bermuda

  Triangle or the mystery of the Marie Celeste. It was still only an unpleasant, frustrating memory to both Bond and Flicka on the morning of April 8th when Bond was summoned to a sudden,

  and unexpected, meeting convened by MicroGlobe One, his lords and masters as far as Two Zeros was concerned.




  The call came around noon, and he was warned that the meeting would probably be lengthy. It was a Friday, and this news did nothing to sweeten his temper, for he had planned a long weekend with

  Fredericka in Cambridge, one of their favorite places. As he left for the Home Office where the meeting was scheduled to take place, Bond reflected that at least Flicka was a professional and

  understood how these things worked. Many girlfriends and lovers in the past had been stubbornly put out by sudden calls to duty.




  He made no secret of his dislike for committees. All his training and experience told him that committees wasted much time. They were also notoriously leaky.




  The small reading room at the Home Office had the atmosphere of a private club: a long table, the scent of beeswax, comfortable chairs and ancient, almost chocolate box paintings of scenes from

  English country life, with the obligatory reproduction of HM The Queen at the far end.




  His first impression was that this extraordinary meeting had been called at the insistence of the Police representative – a short, balding Commissioner, Claude Wimsey by name –

  leading his friends and colleagues to call him Lord Peter. Today, however, he sensed there was something else beneath the surface in the reading room: a sensation of concern and underlying urgency,

  clear in the atmosphere and the covert glances which passed between The Committee members.




  The Minister called the meeting to order, immediately asking Wimsey to take the floor, which he did with a clarity and brevity born of giving accurate evidence in police courts all over

  England.




  ‘Sir Maxwell Tarn,’ he began as though the very name would capture attention. ‘As most of you know, we have, for some time, been acting on information from within the Tarn

  business empire. Tarn and his wife have been under constant surveillance, and we now have reason to believe that he is behind a number of dummy corporations around the world which deal in illicit

  arms.’




  ‘The first I’ve heard of it,’ grunted Bond, almost sotto voce.




  ‘We do still run matters on the need-to-know principle.’ The Minister gave him a cold glance.




  ‘Told ’em last week that you should’ve been brought in sooner,’ from M who appeared to have wakened from a deep sleep.




  ‘Please.’ The Minister flushed with irritation. ‘You know as well as I that Captain Bond has had his hands full since taking over Two Zeros. He was not included in the original

  briefings out of deference to his workload.’




  ‘Well, at least Wimsey should tell him who got the ball rolling. You’re leaving the man in the dark at the starting post.’




  The Minister sighed and Wimsey fussed with his papers.




  It was the calm, untroubled voice of the very matter-of-fact head of the Security Service that broke the silent deadlock. ‘I think, Captain Bond, the CSIS would like you to know that

  his Service is responsible for the intelligence from within Max Tarn’s vast and somewhat jumbled organization.’ She spoke quietly, even dropping her voice slightly.




  ‘Not just my Service,’ M bristled. ‘The information came to me from a personal friend. Well, the son of a personal friend.’




  ‘Peter Dolmech,’ Wimsey supplied.




  ‘Quite. Knew the father for years. Old shipmate. Dolly Dolmech. Fine officer, good family. The son had no desire to follow in his father’s footsteps though. Can’t blame the man

  for that. Became a very good accountant. First Class Honors in Economics. Cut out for a political career but sidetracked by Tarn.’




  ‘A mega-accountant,’ Wimsey said dryly, glancing at his notes. ‘A superlative accountant who was sucked into Tarn’s business from one of the most prestigious London

  firms, about a year ago. He apparently set up a somewhat clandestine meeting with Admiral . . . with M . . . last month.’




  Bond, now fully alert, asked if he could have this in some detail.




  It was Wimsey’s turn to look put out. ‘Well, I suppose, if you must. We’ve all rather taken the thing for granted.’




  ‘Well, I certainly never take things for granted,’ M growled. ‘Fact is, James, the thing was so hush-hush that I dealt with it personally. Peter got in touch with me

  at my home number, and I fixed up a meeting. All very cloak and dagger, because the man’s scared to death. Had to meet him in some dreadful tea rooms in Croydon of all places.’




  ‘And he told you what?’




  ‘I passed it on to Wimsey. It all appears to be sound enough, and I trust Dolmech. The man’s got a conscience, and what he’d discovered frightened him. Under the law it’s

  a police matter, if they can collect evidence . . .’




  ‘And the perfect opportunity to use Two Zeros for the first time,’ added the head of the Security Service.




  ‘That is exactly why we’ve called this meeting.’ The Minister could not hide his irritation. ‘I think the Commissioner can probably carry on now and fill in the

  gaps.’




  There was a pause as Wimsey looked around the assembled company. He cleared his throat and began again. ‘The source claims that Tarn is using at least four companies to launder money used

  to purchase arms illegally and pass them on to customers who pay him off to the tune of a hundred per cent profit. He says there’s firm evidence that one of the container ships of Tarn

  Shipping Ltd carried arms and munitions on several occasions, while one of his ships from Tarn Cruise Lines, Inc. was used last year to pick up a special consignment from Odessa – the

  passenger list was, he says, padded with people in Tarn’s employ. Also Tarn Freight Ltd has brought stuff overland. The entire network lives off the smuggling and selling of arms.

  That’s where the really big money comes from – that and a couple of other nefarious sources: dodgy art and that kind of thing. The Tarn empire, it seems, has been built on arms deals

  from way back.’




  ‘And he’s buying them from where?’ Bond interrupted.




  ‘Anywhere he can get them. In the old days he spent a lot of time dodging embargoes, producing phony end-user certificates, and he bought from anyone who would sell: even British and

  American companies. Now, of course, the field’s wide open. Under the counter from the old Eastern Bloc countries, Russia itself, intermediaries in Switzerland and Luxembourg, of course, plus

  all the old sources. It’s big business and the larger his orders the more likely it is that no questions are asked. Accounts in the Cayman Islands, Bermuda, and Lord knows where else. Our

  source says it would take months to trace the various huge sums of cash without his help. As M says, Dolmech took fright when he stumbled on the full extent of Tarn’s operation . .

  .’




  ‘Which is?’




  ‘Well, it’s not your usual few boxes of small arms and ammunition, Semtex and semi-automatics, stuff like that. Tarn, it appears, aims a little higher. Aircraft, tanks, missiles,

  high-end matériel.’ He seemed to glare around the table at his colleagues, as though daring them to dispute his statement. When he resumed, his sentences came out in short

  bursts, as if he were giving the bare bones of a précis. ‘It’s not going to be a walk in the park trying to nail Sir Max. The man probably thinks he’s fireproof. After all

  he’s one of the wealthiest men in the world. Tarn International is, as we all know, a general umbrella company for a large number of subsidiaries scattered all over the place. Dolmech is

  reluctant to bring documents out of the main office because he’s too frightened. We’d have to pick him up as well and let him lead us through the paper trail.’




  ‘So you’re suggesting?’ Bond already had an inkling of why he was being brought into the business.




  ‘Several options.’ Wimsey did not look him in the eye. ‘We have kept Tarn and his wife under surveillance for the past ten days, and I do have warrants for search and seizure

  of documents from the offices of Tarn International. Also warrants to lift Tarn, his wife, and our asset, which seems to be the straightforward route. Tentatively we plan to do this first thing on

  Monday morning. But . . . Well, it’s going to bring his legal department down on us like the proverbial ton of bricks, and the media will have a field day. Arrest, seizure and all that kind

  of thing could possibly ruin any case we might bring, because I have no doubt that the Tarn organization has a kind of self- destruct plan in the event of action by the authorities.’




  ‘So you have another plan, sir?’




  ‘Yes, there is another way to go. Problem is that it might take us some time to set up, and a delay could ruin the probability of any real success.’




  ‘You wouldn’t by chance be thinking of flushing him out by putting one of my people in?’




  ‘It’s a thought.’ Wimsey left the words hanging in mid air.




  ‘And it should remain just that. A thought.’ Bond did not even try to disguise his anger. ‘Have you any conception of how long it would take to put someone in? Weeks, months.

  It would be like the old Cold War days: putting someone into the Eastern Bloc. I’ve known it take years to establish bona fides and get them to bite. If Tarn’s as good as you say, he

  has the resources of a small country anyway. It could take one hell of a time.’




  ‘What about a walk-in?’ M looked at his former agent with dead fish eyes.




  ‘You’re suggesting that one of my people calls Sir Max and lays it on the line? Says to him, “Look here, old chap. I know you’re a decent person, but I also know

  that the authorities are about to lift you and go through your files like grease through a goose, if you follow me.” ’




  ‘Yes, something very like that.’ M was still locking eyes with him.




  ‘Whom would you suggest?’




  M gave a long sigh, a huge sucking in of breath, followed by its expulsion from his lungs. He sounded like an old steam train, though not as benign. ‘I have to spell it out for you,

  Captain Bond?’ The ‘James’ had gone, a sure sign that the old Chief was getting testy. ‘Quite recently there was an incident concerning one of Tarn’s cruise ships,

  Caribbean Prince, one of the three he operates under Tarn Cruise Lines, Inc. On the passenger list of that luxury vessel were a Mr & Mrs James Busby. Mr Busby carried a British

  passport which described him as a civil servant attached to the Home and Foreign Offices. You follow me, Captain Bond? JB, James Busby. JB, James Bond.’




  ‘Ah, so, the above mentioned Mr Busby goes to Sir Max Tarn and says he knows one or two things about the Caribbean Prince episode, and will spill the beans . . .’




  ‘Not quite,’ Wimsey snapped. ‘The idea is that Mr James Busby has seen some confidential documents which he is willing to share with Sir Max.’




  ‘What kind of confidential documents?’




  ‘First, you should know that Dolmech has provided a verbal list of some recent purchases by Tarn, under the guise of artifacts for a military museum he plans to assemble on one of the

  Caribbean islands as a special draw for passengers swanning around on his cruise ships. One item has us worried. Last Autumn he acquired a submarine.’




  ‘A submarine?’




  ‘An old submarine admittedly. Possibly a very early Victor II Class Russian submarine.’




  ‘We don’t have any idea where he’s hiding the damned thing.’ M’s voice was clipped and terse. ‘But we’re pretty sure that Caribbean Prince was,

  either accidentally or by design, at the receiving end of a small, and equally old, torpedo from this submarine. Damn it, Bond, you’ve seen all the signals: all the confidential stuff

  that’s passed between the Americans and ourselves.’




  ‘I’ve seen nothing suggesting that good old Sir Max – as the British tabloids so often call him – owns a personal submarine which goes around taking pot shots at his

  cruise ships.’ Sir Maxwell Tarn was beloved by the British tabloids – self-made man from an indistinct background, billionaire, the giver of large charitable gifts, and good copy for

  the columnists. ‘What are you really getting at, sir?’




  ‘The fact that you, and your colleague Fräulein von Grüsse, have built-in bona fides. Good old Sir Max, as you put it, knows the name of just about every passenger who travels on

  his ships. He’s a man who pays attention to that kind of detail. We know this from Peter Dolmech. Max Tarn looks out for people who can be of use to him, and I should well imagine that James

  Busby, civil servant working for the Home and Foreign Offices, has caught his eye. Anyone with that kind of job description can only really be one thing – Security, and/or Intelligence. In

  many respects I’m surprised you haven’t heard from Tarn already. After all, you saved the day by putting paid to the attempted hold-up. You’re tailor-made for an approach, and I

  am correct in assuming that you’re planning to stay at the University Arms, Cambridge, this weekend, aren’t you?’




  ‘How the . . . ?’ Bond began.




  ‘Don’t be a fool, Bond. The Security Service checked out all the bookings at this hotel for the entire weekend when they discovered that Sir Max and Lady Tarn were going to

  be staying there. Good old Sir Max is speaking to a convention of economists tomorrow night. He’s booked into the hotel until Monday morning. Mr and Mrs James Busby are also booked in until

  Monday morning. I sincerely hope they were planning on leaving at the crack of dawn on Monday so that they could be in their respective offices by nine a.m.’




  ‘They were,’ Bond bit out the words. ‘But how do you envisage playing out this charade?’




  ‘I’m sure you’ll think of an approach. Find the right words. Put the fix in, as we used to say. What we need is to flush the fellow out, so the tabloids can announce that Good

  Old Sir Max and Good Old Lady Trish have both gone missing. The idea, my boy, is to make them gallop off to some safe mansion so that we can give the ladies and gentlemen of the Press and the Tube

  some other reason for the Commissioner’s lads and lasses to wander in to Tarn International’s ghastly building at the bottom of Fleet Street. Like Sherlock Holmes, they’ll be

  looking for clues.’




  ‘And I’m to tell him that you’re on to him?’




  ‘Well, you know the form. Don’t worry, you won’t be alone. The boys and girls from the Security Service’ll be with you – unheard and unseen, but with you

  nevertheless, won’t they, ma’am?’ He flashed an almost luxuriant smile at the Director of the Security Service.




  ‘Invisible wall.’ The Director bleakly returned his smile.




  ‘Good. Then that’s settled.’




  ‘Is this an order, sir, or are we simply floating an idea?’




  ‘Weeeellll,’ the Minister drew out the word, leaving Bond in no doubt that everything had been agreed long before he was called to the meeting. ‘Weellll,’ he repeated,

  ‘we rather feel that it’s in everyone’s best interest.’




  ‘Your job is simply to flush him out. Make him run.’ Wimsey’s body language betrayed great anxiety. ‘Tip him off that things aren’t quite as safe as he might think.

  After that, he can be followed anywhere he decides to go – which I do not think will be London. We suggest that you drop the news on him sometime late on Sunday. In turn, we’ll have

  taps on just about every telephone within reach – including the one in his Rolls.’




  ‘And you’re sure this is a safer way than just feeling their collars first thing Monday morning?’




  ‘Infinitely better.’ The Minister looked at his watch. ‘We have a slim, and incomplete dossier on Tarn which you should look at.’ He slid a buff folder across the table.

  ‘Now, you’d best be going, Captain Bond or you won’t make it to Cambridge in time for dinner.’




  ‘Thank you, Minister. I’d hate to miss dinner.’ He rose.




  ‘You do see that you’re just about the only person we can trust with this,’ from Wimsey.




  ‘Oh, yes. As former passengers on his torpedoed cruise ship we have all the right bona fides. I just hope we aren’t all being a shade naive.’




  ‘Oh, I think we’re on the right track, Bond. Keep in touch. Usual way of course.’




  ‘Of course.’ Inwardly seething, Bond left the room. Flicka would not be as convinced as the other members of MicroGlobe One. The words ‘fool’s errand’ were

  uppermost in his head as he hailed a cab.
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  ‘They want us to do what?’ Flicka was half-heartedly packing a weekend case, when he returned to the Chelsea flat. ‘I didn’t think you’d

  be back in time to go to Cambridge. Now you tell me we have to burn this damned financier.’




  ‘A little more than a damned financier, my dear.’ He had given her only an encapsulated version of the facts.




  Fredericka had the most distracting habit of wandering around indoors clad in only the flimsiest garments.




  ‘Why not forget about dressing for a while, darling.’ He gave her the smile that some people thought had a cruel side to it. ‘Let’s take a little time out.’




  From the first time they had come together, in a Swiss hotel only a few hours after their initial meeting, Bond had experienced that fleeting, sudden and illogical twist of heart and mind that

  signaled either deep lust or something more lasting.




  As they had shared danger together, living close to one another, he had come to know that this was different from lust. With the advent of Flicka von Grüsse matters had changed. What had

  started as a pleasant, somewhat daring, romp matured during the time they spent in circumstances where they could easily have died. Throughout that period they had grown closer, and he soon

  realized they were, in many ways, a matched pair. Both disliked inaction and paperwork; Flicka had a well-developed sense of humor and fast wit, as well as a body to live or die for, fit, healthy

  and tuned for the toughest action in the field or the softest pleasures of a connubial bed. She also became very quickly jealous of any other woman who appeared to intrude into Bond’s life,

  but their mutual fascination for the clandestine lifestyle soon put other possible dalliances out of his mind.




  Now, over a year since that first meeting, they had shared their lives, each learning about the other’s past, likes, dislikes and habits. Living with Flicka, Bond perceived that the

  relationship had begun to give him something that had never been present with any previous woman. His passion for jazz was not shared by Flicka, whose tastes ran to the more romantic classical

  composers. In the end they both gained new experience. She began to appreciate the varied nuances of jazz, while he warmed to what he had always considered highbrow music.




  He had never been much of a theater- or movie-goer. She was passionate about both art forms, and while on the training courses for the inception of the new Double-O Section, they would sit and

  watch classic films on video during many of the evenings. This led to a game, often played over dinner – asking each other questions about both well-known and obscure films: quoting lines for

  identification, describing scenes which had to be matched to the films from which they came.




  Small mental exercises like these had brought with them subtle changes, a broadening of their private horizons. Soon, it became obvious that they were slowly becoming mutually dependent.




  Now, they lay, spent, naked in the dark on the big double bed.




  ‘Do we really have to make that drive to Cambridge tonight, darling?’ she asked, tracing the fingertips of her right hand along Bond’s left thigh. ‘All I want to do is

  eat and go to sleep in your arms.’




  After a long silence he said that he would like nothing better. ‘Unfortunately, my dearest Fredericka, we’re like monks under discipline . . . Well, I’m like a monk,

  you’re more nunnish.’




  ‘Then we are in grave and mortal sin, Brother Bond.’




  ‘Yes indeed, Sister Flicka. Most grave.’




  He called the University Arms Hotel to say they would be late. They packed the weekend cases, went out and dined in a nearby Italian restaurant.




  ‘I shall have to take a long walk in Cambridge,’ she said, patting her stomach. ‘All this pasta . . .’




  ‘Not to mention the veal and the strawberries and cream.’ He gave her a finger wagging look, and she replied with a smug grin.




  Presently, as they finished their coffee, she asked, ‘Why, James? Why couldn’t they just stick to their first plan – pick up the Tarns on Monday morning, raid the Tarn

  International offices, make it look as though this accountant – what was his name?’




  ‘Dolmech. Peter Dolmech . . .’




  ‘. . . make it look as though Dolmech had also been arrested, and take it from there. Why couldn’t they do that? It was the original plan, you said.’
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