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BOOK ONE







CHAPTER ONE


The cold rays of the moon streaked down from the night sky and bounced off the rolling surf, which burst into suspended sprays of white where isolated waves crashed into the rocks of the shoreline. The stretch of beach between the towering boulders of the Costa Brava was the execution ground. It had to be. May God damn this goddamned world — it had to be!


He could see her now. And hear her through the sounds of the sea and the breaking surf. She was running wildly, screaming hysterically: ‘Pro boha živého! Proč! Co to děláš! Přestaň! Proč! Proč!’



Her blond hair was caught in the moonlight, her racing silhouette given substance by the beam of a powerful flashlight fifty yards behind her. She fell; the gap closed and a staccato burst of gunfire abruptly, insolently split the night air, bullets exploding the sand and the wild grass all round her. She would be dead in a matter of seconds.


His love would be gone.


 





They were high on the hill overlooking the Moldau, the boats on the river plowing the waters north and south, their wakes furrows. The curling smoke from the factories below diffused in the bright afternoon sky, obscuring the mountains in the distance, and Michael watched, wondering if the winds above Prague would come along and blow the smoke away so the mountains could be seen again. His head was on Jenna’s lap, his long legs stretched out, touching the wicker basket she had packed with sandwiches and iced wine. She sat on the grass, her back against the smooth bark of a birch tree; she stroked his  hair, her fingers circling his face, gently outlining his lips and cheekbones.



‘Mikhail, my darling, I was thinking. Those tweed jackets and dark trousers you wear, and that very proper English which must come from your very proper university, will never remove the Havlíček from Havelock.’


‘I don’t think they were meant to. One’s a uniform of sorts, and the other you kind of learn in self-defense.’ He smiled, touching her hand. ‘Besides, that university was a long time ago.’


‘So much was a long time ago, wasn’t it? Right down there.’


‘It happened.’


‘You were there, my poor darling.’


‘It’s history. I survived.’


‘Many did not.’


 




The blond woman rose, spinning in the sand, pulling at the wild grass, plunging to her right, for several seconds eluding the beam of light. She headed toward the dirt road above the beach, staying in darkness, crouching, lunging, using the cover of night and the patches of tall grass to conceal her body.


It would not do her any good, thought the tall man in the black sweater at his post between two trees above the road, above the terrible violence that was taking place below, above the panicked woman who would be dead in moments. He had looked down at her once before, not so very long ago. She had not been panicked then; she had been magnificent.


 




He folded the curtain back slowly, carefully in the dark office, his back pressed against the wall, his face inching toward the window. He could see her below, crossing the floodlit courtyard, the tattoo of her high heels against the cobblestones echoing martially up between the surrounding buildings. The guards were recessed in shadows — outlines of sullen marionettes in their Soviet-style uniforms. Heads turned, signifying appreciative glances directed at the figure striding confidently toward the iron gate in the center of the iron fence enclosing the stone compound that was the  core of Prague’s secret police. The thoughts behind the glances were clear: this was no mere secretary working overtime, this was a privileged kurva who took dictation on a commissar’s couch till all hours of the night.


But others, too, were watching — from other darkened windows. One break in her confident stride, one instant of hesitation, and a phone would be picked up and orders of detention issued to the gate. Embarrassments, of course, were to be avoided where commissars were concerned, but not if there appeared to be substance behind suspicions. Everything was appearance.


There was no break, no hesitation. She was carrying it off... carrying it out! They had done it! Suddenly he felt a jolt of pain in his chest; he knew what it was. Fear. Pure, raw, sickening fear. He was remembering — memories within memories. As he watched her his mind went back to a city in rubble, to the terrible sounds of mass execution. Lidice. And a child — one of many children — scurrying through the billowing gray smoke of burning debris, carrying messages and pockets full of plastic explosives. One break, one hesitation, then ... history.


She reached the gate. An obsequious guard was permitted to leer. She was magnificent. God, he loved her!


 




She had reached the shoulder of the road, legs and arms working furiously, digging into the sand and the dirt, clawing for survival. With no wild grass to conceal her, she would be seen; the beam of light would find her, and the end would come quickly.


He watched, suspending emotion, erasing pain, a human litmus accepting impressions without comment. He had to — professionally. He had learned the truth, the stretch of beach on the Costa Brava was confirmation of her guilt, proof of her crimes. The hysterical woman below was a killer, an agent for the infamous Voennaya Kontra Razvedka, the savage branch of the Soviet KGB that spawned terrorism everywhere. That was the truth; it was undeniable. He had seen it all, talked with Washington from Madrid. The rendezvous that night had been ordered by Moscow, the purpose being the delivery by VKR Field  Officer Jenna Karas of a schedule of assassinations to a faction of the Baader-Meinhof at an isolated beach called Montebello, north of the town of Blanes. That was the truth.


It did not set him free. Instead, it bound him to another truth, an obligation of his profession. Those who betrayed the living and brokered death had to die. No matter who, no matter ... Michael Havelock had made the decision, and it was irrevocable. He had set the last phase of the trap himself, for the death of the woman who briefly had given him more happiness than any other person on earth. His love was a killer; to permit her to live would mean the killing of hundreds, perhaps thousands.


What Moscow did not know was that Langley had broken the VKR codes. He himself had sent the last transmission to a boat a half-mile off the Costa Brava shoreline.  KGB confirmation. Officer contact compromised by U.S. Intelligence. Schedules false. Eliminate. The codes were among the most unbreakable; they would guarantee elimination.


She was rising now. Her slender body rose above the shoulder of sand and dirt. It was going to happen! The woman about to die was his love: they had held each other and there had been quiet talk of a lifetime together, of children, of peace and the splendid comfort of being one - together. Once he had believed it all, but it was not to be.


 




They were in bed, her head on his chest, her soft blond hair falling across her face. He brushed it aside, lifting up the strands that concealed her eyes, and laughed.


‘You’re hiding,’ he said.


‘It seems we’re always hiding,’ she replied, smiling sadly. ‘Except when we wish to be seen by people who should see us. We do nothing that we simply want to. Everything is calculated, Mikhail. Regimented. We live in a movable prison.’


‘It hasn’t been that long, and it won’t last forever.’


‘I suppose not. One day they’ll find they don’t need us, don’t want us any longer, perhaps. Will they let us go, do you think? Or will we disappear?’


‘Washington’s not Prague. Or Moscow. We’ll walk out of our movable prison, me with a gold watch, you with some kind of silent decoration with your papers.’


‘Are you sure? We know a great deal. Too much, perhaps.’


‘Our protection lies in what we do know. What I know. They’ll always wonder: Did he write it down somewhere? Take care, watch him, be good to him ... It’s not unusual, really. We’ll walk out.’


‘Always protection,’ she said, tracing his eyebrows. ‘You never forget, do you? The early days, the terrible days.’


‘History. I’ve forgotten.’


‘What will we do?’


‘Live. I love you.’


‘Do you think we’ll have children? Watch them going off to school; hold them, scold them. Go to hockey-ball games.’


‘Football ... or baseball. Not hockey-ball. Yes, I hope so.’


‘What will you do, Mikhail?’


‘Teacb, I suppose. At a college somewhere. I’ve a couple of starched degrees that say I’m qualified. We’ll be happy, I know that. I’m counting on it.’



‘Whatwill you teach?’


He looked at her, touching her face, then his eyes wandered up to the shabby ceiling in the run-down hotel room. ‘History,’ he said. And then he reached for her, taking her in his arms.


 




The beam of light swung across the darkness. It caught her, a bird on fire, trying to rise, trapped by the light that was her darkness. The gunshots followed — terrorists’ gunfire for a terrorist. The woman arched backward, the first bullets penetrating the base of her spine, her blond hair cascading behind her. Three shots then came separately, with finality — a marksman’s eye delivering a marksman’s score; they entered the back of her neck and her skull, propelling her forward over the mound of dirt and sand, her fingers clawing the earth, her blood-streaked face mercifully concealed. A final spasm, and all movement stopped.


His love was dead — for some part of love was a part of  whatever they were. He had done what he had to do, just as she had done the same. Each was right, each wrong, ultimately so terribly wrong. He closed his eyes, feeling the unwanted dampness.


Why did it have to be? We are fools. Worse, we are stupid. We do not talk; we die. So men with fluid tongues and facile minds can tell us what is right and wrong — geopolitically, you understand, which means that whatever they say is beyond our puerile understanding.


 




What will you do? Mikhail?


Teach, I suppose. At a college somewhere ...


What will you teach?


History ...


It was all history now. Remembrances of things too painful. Let it be cold history, as the early days were history. They cannot be a part of me any longer. She cannot be a part of me, if she ever was, even in her pretense. Yet I will keep a promise, not to her but to myself. I am finished. I will disappear into another life, a new life. I will go somewhere, teach somewhere. Illuminate the lessons of futility.


 




He heard the voices and opened his eyes. Below, the killers of the Baader-Meinhof had reached the condemned woman, sprawled out in death, clutching the ground that was her execution place — geopolitically preordained. Had she really been so magnificent a liar? Yes, she had been, for he had seen the truth. Even in her eyes he had seen it.


The two executioners bent down to grab the corpse and drag it away — her once graceful body to be consigned to fire or chained for the deep. He would not interfere; the evidence had to be felt, touched, reflected upon later when the trap was revealed, another lesson taught. Futility — geopolitically required.


A gust of wind suddenly whipped across the open beach; the killers braced themselves, their feet slipping in the sand. The man on the left raised his right hand in an unsuccessful attempt to keep the visored fishing cap on his head; it blew  away, rolling toward the dune that was the shoulder of the road. He released his hold on the corpse and ran after it. Havelock watched as the man came closer. There was something about him — About the face? No, it was the hair, seen clearly in the moonlight. It was wavy and dark, but not completely dark; there was a streak of white above his forehead, a sudden intrusion that was startling. He had seen that head of hair, seen that face somewhere before. But where? There were so many memories. Files analyzed, photographs studied — contracts, sources, enemies. Where was this man from? KGB? The dreaded Voennaya? A splinter faction paid by Moscow when not drawing contingency funds from a CIA station chief in Lisbon?


It did not matter. The deadly puppets and the vulnerable pawns no longer concerned Michael Havelock — or Mikhail Havlíček, for that matter. He would route a cable to Washington through the embassy in Madrid in the morning. He was finished, he had nothing more to give. Whatever his superiors wanted in the way of debriefing he would permit. Even going to a clinic; he simply did not care. But they would have no more of his life.


That was history. It has ended on an isolated beach called Montebello on the Costa Brava.







CHAPTER TWO


Time was the true narcotic for pain. Either the pain disappeared when it ran its course or a person learned to live with it. Havelock understood this, knowing that at this moment in time something of both was applicable. The pain had not disappeared but there was less of it; there were periods when the memories were dulled, the scar tissue sensitive only when prodded. And traveling helped; he had forgotten what it was like to cope with the complexities facing the tourist.


‘If you’ll note, sir, it’s printed here on your ticket. “Subject to change without notice.” ’


‘Where?’


‘Down here.’


‘I can’t read it.’


‘I can.’


‘You’ve memorized it.’


‘I’m familiar with it, sir.’


And the immigration lines. Followed by customs inspections. The intolerable preceded by the impossible; men and women who countered their own boredom by slamming rubber stamps and savagely attacking defenseless zippers whose manufacturers believed in planned obsolescence.


There was no question about it, he was spoiled. His previous life had had its difficulties and its risks, but they had not included the perils that confronted the traveler at every turn. In his past life, on the other hand, whenever he got to where he was going, there was the movable prison. No, not exactly. There were appointments to keep, sources  to contact, informers to pay. Too often at night, in shadows, far away from seeing or being seen.


Now there was none of that. There hadn’t been for nearly eight weeks. He walked in daylight, as he was walking now down the Damrak in Amsterdam toward the American Express office. He wondered if the cable would be there. If it was, it would signify the beginning of something. A concrete beginning. A job.


Employment. Strange how the unexpected was so often connected to the routine. It had been three months since that night on the Costa Brava, two months and five days since the end of his debriefing and formal separation from the government. He had come up to Washington from the clinic in Virginia where he had spent twelve days in therapy. (Whatever they had expected to find wasn’t there; he could have told them that. He didn’t care anymore; couldn’t they understand?) He had emerged from the doors of the State Department at four o’clock in the afternoon a free man — also an unemployed, unpensioned citizen with certain resources hardly of the magnitude to be considered an annuity. It had occurred to him as he stood there on the pavement that afternoon that sometime in the future a job had to be found, a job where he could illuminate the lessons of — The lessons. But not for a while; for a while he would do the minimum required of a functioning human being.


He would travel, revisit all those places he had never really visited — in the sunlight. He would read — reread, actually — not codes and schedules and dossiers but all those books he had not read since graduate school. If he was going to illuminate anything for anybody, he had to relearn so much that he had forgotten.


But if there was one thing on his mind at four o’clock that afternoon, it was a fine dinner. After twelve days in therapy, with various chemicals and a restricted diet, he had ached at the thought of a good meal. He had been about to head back to his hotel for a shower and a change of clothes when an accommodating taxi drove down C Street, the sun bouncing off its windows and obscuring  any occupants. It stopped at the curb in front of him — at the behest of his signal, Michael had assumed. Instead, a passenger carrying an attaché case stepped out quickly, a harried man late for an appointment, fumbling for his billfold. At first neither Havelock nor the passenger recognized each other; Michael’s thoughts were on a restaurant, the other’s on paying the driver.


‘Havelock?’ the passenger inquired suddenly, adjusting his glasses. ‘It is you, isn’t it, Michael?’


‘Harry? Harry Lewis?’


‘You’ve got it. How are you, M.H.?’


Lewis was one of the few people he ever saw — and he rarely saw Harry — who called him by his initials. It was a minor legacy from graduate school, where he and Lewis had been classmates at Princeton. Michael had gone into government, Lewis into academia. Dr Harry Lewis was chairman of the political science department at a small, prestigious university in New England, traveling down to D.C. now and then for consultation chores at State. They had run into each other several times when both were in Washington.


‘Fine. Still picking up per diems, Harry?’


‘A lot fewer than before. Someone taught you people how to read evaluation reports from our more esoteric graduate schools.’


‘Good Christ, I’m being replaced by a beard in blue jeans with funny cigarettes.’


The bespectacled professor was stunned. ‘You’re kidding. You’re out? I thought you were in for life!’


‘The opposite, Harry. Life began between five and seven minutes ago when I wrote out my final signature. And in a couple of hours I’m going to be faced with the first dinner check in years I can’t take out of contingency funds.’


‘What are you going to do, Michael?’


‘No thoughts. Don’t want any for a while.’


The academician paused taking his change from the taxi driver, then spoke rapidly. ‘Listen, I’m late for upstairs, but I’m in town overnight. Since I’m on per diem, let me  pay for the dinner. Where are you staying? I may have an idea.’


No government per diem in the civilized world could have paid for the dinner that night two months and five days ago, but Harry Lewis did have an idea. They had been friends once; they became friends again, and Havelock found it easier to talk with a person who was at least vaguely aware of the work he had done for the government rather than with someone who knew nothing about it. It was always difficult to explain that something could not be explained; Lewis understood. One thing led to another, which in turn led to Harry’s idea.


‘Have you ever given any thought to getting back to a campus?’


Michael smiled. ‘How would “constantly” sound?’


‘I know, I know,’ Lewis pressed, inferring sarcasm. ‘You fellows — “spooks,” I assume, is the term — get all kinds of offers from the multinationals at damn good money, I’m aware of that. But M.H., you were one of the best. Your dissertation was picked up by a dozen university presses; you even had your own seminars. Your academic record coupled with your years at State — most of which I realize you can’t go into specifically — could make you very attractive to a university administration. We’re always saying, “Let’s find someone who’s been there, not just a theoretician.” Damn it, Michael, I think you’re it. Now, I know the money’s not — ’


‘Harry, you misunderstood. I meant it. I constantly think about getting back.’


It was Harry Lewis’s turn to smile. ‘Then I’ve got another idea.’


A week later Havelock had flown to Boston and driven from there to the brick-and-ivy-and-white-birch campus on the outskirts of Concord, New Hampshire. He spent four days with Harry Lewis and his wife, wandering around, attending various lectures and seminars, and meeting those of the faculty and administration whose support Harry thought might be helpful. Michael’s opinions had been  sought ‘casually’ over coffee, drinks and dinners; men and women had looked at him as if they considered him a promising candidate. Lewis had done his missionary work well. At the end of the fourth day Harry announced at lunch:


‘They like you!’


‘Why not?’ his wife said. ‘He’s damned likable.’


‘They’re quite excited, actually. It’s what I said the other day, M.H. You’ve been there. Sixteen years with the State Department kind of makes you special.’


‘And?’


‘There’s the annual administration-trustees conference coming up in eight weeks. That’s when the supply-and-demand quotients are studied. Horseflesh. I think you’ll be offered a job. Where can I reach you?’


‘I’ll be traveling. I’ll call you.’


He had called Harry from London two days ago. The conference was still in progress, but Lewis thought there would be an answer momentarily.


‘Cable me AX, Amsterdam,’ Michael had said. ‘And thanks, Harry.’


He saw the glass doors of the American Express office swing open just ahead. A couple emerged, the man awkwardly balancing the shoulder straps of two cameras while counting money. Havelock stopped, wondering for a moment if he really wanted to go inside. If the cable was there, it would contain either a rejection or an offer. If a rejection, he would simply go on wandering — and there was a certain comfort in that; the floating passivity of not planning had become something of value to him. If an offer, what then? Was he ready for it? Was he prepared to make a decision? Not the kind of decision one made in the field, where it had to be instinctive if one was to survive, but, rather, a decision to commit oneself. Was he capable of a commitment? Where were yesterday’s commitments?


He took a deep breath, consciously putting one foot in front of the other, and approached the glass doors.


[image: 001]


POSITION AVAILABLE VISITING PROFESSOR OF GOVERNMENT FOR PERIOD OF TWO YEARS. ASSOCIATE STATUS PENDING MUTUAL ACCEPTANCE AT THE END OF THIS TIME. INITIAL SALARY TWENTY-SEVEN-FIVE. WILL NEED YOUR REPLY WITHIN TEN DAYS. DON’T KEEP ME HOLDING MY BREATH.


EVER, HARRY.


 




Michael folded the cable and put it in his jacket pocket; he did not go back to the counter to write out his own cable to Harry Lewis, Concord, New Hampshire, U.S.A. It would come later. It was enough for the moment to be wanted, to know there was a beginning. It would take several days to absorb the knowledge of his own legitimacy, perhaps several days thereafter to come to grips with it. For in the legitimacy was the possibility of commitment; there was no real beginning without it.


He walked out onto the Damrak, breathing the cold air of Amsterdam, feeling the damp chill floating up from the canal. The sun was setting; briefly blocked by a low-flying cloud, it reemerged, an orange globe hurling its rays through the intercepting vapors. It reminded Havelock of an ocean dawn on the coast of Spain — on the Costa Brava. He had stayed there all night that night, until the sun had forced itself up over the horizon, firing the mists above the water. He had gone down to the shoulder of the road, to the sand and the dirt ...


Stop! Don’t think about it. That was another life.


Two months and five days ago by sheer chance Harry Lewis had stepped out of a taxi and started to change the world for an old friend. Now, two months and five days later, that change was there to be taken. He would take it, Michael knew, but something was missing: change should be shared, and there was no one to share it with, no one to say, What will you teach?


 




The tuxedoed waiter at the Dikker en Thijs ground the lip of the flaming brandy glass into the silver receptacle of  sugar; the ingredients would follow for café Jamique. It was a ridiculous indulgence, and probably a waste of very good liqueur, but Harry Lewis had insisted they each have one that night in Washington. He would tell Harry that he had repeated the ritual in Amsterdam, although he probably wouldn’t have if he had realized how bright the damn flames were and the degree of attention they would draw to his table.


‘Thank you, Harry,’ he said silently once the waiter had left, raising his glass inches off the table to his invisible companion. It was better, after all, not to be completely alone.


He could both feel the approaching presence of a man and see an enlarging darkness in the comer of his eye. A figure dressed in a conservative pinstriped suit was threading his way through the shadows and the candlelight toward the booth. Havelock angled the glass and raised his eyes to the face. The man’s name was George; he was the CIA station chief in Amsterdam. They had worked together before, not always pleasantly but professionally.


‘That’s one way to announce your arrival here,’ said the intelligence officer, glancing at the waiter’s tray table, the silver sugar bowl still on it. ‘May I sit down?’


‘My pleasure. How are you, George?’


‘I’ve been better,’ said the CIA man, sliding across the seat opposite Michael.


‘Sorry to hear that. Care for a drink?’


‘That depends.’


‘On what?’


‘Whether I’ll stay long enough.’


‘Aren’t we cryptic,’ said Havelock. ‘But then you’re probably still working.’


‘I wasn’t aware the hours were that clear-cut.’


‘No, I guess they’re not. Am I the reason, George?’


‘At the moment, maybe,’ said the CIA man. ‘I’m surprised to see you here. I heard you retired.’


‘You heard correctly.’


‘Then why are you here?’


‘Why not? I’m traveling. I like Amsterdam. You could say I’m spending a lot of accumulated severance pay visiting all those places I rarely got to see in the daytime.’


‘I could say it, but that doesn’t mean I believe it.’


‘Believe, George. It’s the truth.’


‘No screen?’ asked the intelligence officer, his eyes leveled at Michael. ‘I can find out, you know.’


‘None at all. I’m out, finished, temporarily unemployed. If you check, that’s what you’ll learn, but I don’t think you have to waste channel time to Langley. I’m sure the centrex codes have been altered where I was concerned, all sources and informers in Amsterdam alerted as to my status. I’m off-limits, George. Anyone dealing with me is asking for a short term on the payroll and quite possibly an obscure funeral.’


‘Those are the surface facts,’ agreed the CIA man.


‘They’re the only facts. Don’t bother looking for anything else; you won’t find it.’


‘All right, say I believe you. You’re traveling, spending your severance pay.’ The agent paused as he leaned forward. ‘It’s going to run out.’


‘What is?’


‘The severance pay.’


‘Inevitably. At which time I expect I’ll find gainful employment. As a matter of fact, this afternoon — ’


‘Why wait? I might be able to help you there.’


‘No, you can’t, George. I haven’t anything to sell.’


‘Sure, you do. Expertise. A consultant’s fee paid out of contingency. No name, no records, untraceable.’


‘If you’re running a test, you’re doing it badly.’


‘No test. I’m willing to pay in order to look better than I am. I wouldn’t admit that if I were testing you.’


‘You might, but you’d be a damn fool. It’s third-rate entrapment; it’s so awkward you’ve probably done it for real. None of us want those contingency funds scrutinized too carefully, do we?’


‘I may not be in your league, but I’m not third-rate. I need help. We need help.’


‘That’s better. You’re appealing to my ego. Much better.’


‘How about it, Michael. The KGB’s all over The Hague. We don’t know who they’ve bought or how far up they go. NATO’s compromised.’


‘We’re all compromised, George, and I can’t help. Because I don’t think it makes any difference. We get to square five, pushing them back to four, so they jump over us to seven. Then we buy our way to eight; they block us at nine, and no one reaches square ten. Everyone nods pensively and starts all over again. In the meantime we lament our losses and extol the body count, never admitting that it doesn’t make any difference.’


‘That’s a crock of shit! We’re not going to be buried by  anyone.’



‘Yes, we are, George. All of us. By “children yet unborn and unbegot.” Unless they’re smarter than we are, which may very well be the case. Christ, I hope so.’


‘What the hell are you talking about?’


‘“The purple atomic testament of bleeding war.” ’


‘What!’


‘History, George. Let’s have that drink.’


‘No, thanks.’ The CIA station chief slid back across the seat. ‘And I think you’ve had enough,’ he added, standing up.


‘Not yet.’


‘Go to hell, Havelock.’ The intelligence officer started to turn away.’


‘George.’


‘What?’


‘You missed. I was about to say something about this afternoon, but you didn’t let me finish.’


‘So what?’


‘So you knew what it was I was going to tell you. When did you intercept the cable? Around noon?’


‘Go to hell.’


Michael watched as the CIA man returned to his table across the room. He had been dining alone, but Havelock knew he was not alone. Within three minutes the judgment  was confirmed. George signed his check — bad form — and walked rapidly through the entrance arch into the lobby. Forty-five seconds later a youngish man from a table on the right side of the room got up to leave, leading a bewildered lady by the elbow. A minute passed, and two men who had been in a booth on the left side rose as one and started for the arch. Through the candlelight, Michael focused on the plates in the booth. Both were piled with food. Bad form.


They had been following him, watching him, employing intercepts. Why? Why couldn’t they leave him alone?


So much for Amsterdam.


 




The noonday sun in Paris was a blinding yellow, its quivering rays bouncing off the river Seine below the bridge. Havelock reached the midpoint of the Pont Royal, his small hotel only blocks away on the Rue du Bac, the route he followed being the most logical one from the Louvre. He knew it was important not to deviate, not to let whoever it was behind him think he suspected his or her presence. He had spotted the taxi, the same taxi, as it made two swift turns in traffic to keep him in sight. Whoever was directing the driver was good; the taxi had stopped for less than two or three seconds at a corner, and then had sped away in the opposite direction. Which meant that whoever was following him was now on foot on the crowded bridge. If contact was the objective, crowds were helpful, and a bridge even more so. People stopped on bridges over the Seine simply to stare absently down at the water; they had been doing so for centuries. Conversations could be had unobtrusively. If contact was the objective, and not surveillance alone.


Michael stopped, leaned against the chest-high stone wall that served as a railing, and lighted a cigarette, his eyes on a  bateau mouche about to pass under the bridge. That is to say, if anyone was watching him, it would seem as if he were looking at the tourist boat, waving casually at the passengers below. But he was not; pretending to shield his eyes from the sun, he concentrated on the tall figure approaching on his right.


He could distinguish the gray homburg, the velvet-collared overcoat, and the glistening black patent-leather shoes; they were enough. The man was the essence of Parisian wealth and elegance, traveling all over Europe and gracing the salons of the rich. His name was Gravet, and he was considered the most knowledgeable critic of classical art in Paris — which meant the Continent — and only those who had to know knew he also sold far more than his critical expertise. He stopped at the railing seven feet to the right of Havelock, and adjusted his velvet collar; he spoke just loud enough to be heard. ‘I thought it was you. I’ve been following you since the Rue Bernard.’


‘I know. What do you want?’


‘The question is, What do you want? Why are you in Paris? We were given to understand you were no longer active. Quite frankly, you were to be avoided.’


‘And reported immediately if I made contact, right?’


‘Naturally.’


‘But you’re reversing the process. You’ve approached me. That’s a little foolish, isn’t it?’


‘A minor risk worth taking,’ said Gravet, standing erect and glancing about. ‘We go back a long time, Michael. I don’t for a moment believe you’re in Paris for your cultural rebirth.’


‘Neither do I. Who said I was?’


‘You were at the Louvre for exactly twenty-seven minutes. Too short a time to absorb anything, and too long to relieve yourself. But quite plausible for meeting someone inside a dark, crowded exhibit - say, at the far end of the third floor.’


Havelock began to laugh. ‘Listen, Gravet — ’


‘Don’t look at me, please! Keep your eyes on the water.’


‘I went to the Roman collection on the mezzanine. It was filled with a tour from Provence, so I left.’


‘You were always quick, I admired you for it. And now this ominous alarm: “He’s no longer active. Avoid him.” ’


‘It happens to be true.’


‘Whatever this new cover of yours,’ continued Gravet  quickly, dusting the elbows of his coat, ‘for it to be so radical can only mean you’re among very distinguished company. I’m also a broker with a wide range of information. The more distinguished my clients, the better I like it.’


‘Sorry, I’m not buying. Avoid me.’


‘Don’t be preposterous. You don’t know what I have to offer. Incredible things are happening everywhere. Allies become enemies, enemies allies. The Persian Gulf is on fire and all Africa moves in contradictory circles; the Warsaw bloc has lacerations you know nothing about, and Washington pursues a dozen counterproductive strategies matched only by the unbelievable stupidity of the Soviets. I could give you chapter and verse on their recent follies. Don’t dismiss me, Michael. Pay me. You’ll climb even higher.’


‘Why should I want to climb higher when I’ve climbed out?’


‘Again preposterous. You’re a relatively young man; they wouldn’t let you go.’


‘They can watch me, but they can’t hold me. All I had to do was give up a pension somewhere down the road.’


‘Too simple. You all have bank accounts in remote but accessible places, everyone knows that. Diverted contingency funds, covert payments made to nonexistent sources, fees for sudden departures or suddenly required papers. You had your retirement covered by the time you were thirty-five.’


‘You’re exaggerating both my talents and my financial security,’ said Havelock, smiling.


‘Or perhaps a rather lengthy document,’ the Frenchman went on, as though Michael had not interrupted, ‘detailing certain covert procedures — solutions, you might say — that must, perforce, describe specific events and personnel. Placed beyond reach of those most interested.’


Havelock stopped smiling, but Gravet persisted: ‘Naturally, that’s not financial security, but it adds to a sense of well-being, doesn’t it?’


‘You’re wasting your time, I’m not in the market. If  you’ve got something of value, you’ll get your price. You know whom to deal with.’


‘They’re frightened second-raters. None of them has your direct avenues to the — centers of determination, shall we say.’


‘I don’t have them anymore.’


‘I don’t believe you. You’re the only man here in Europe who talks directly with Anthony Matthias.’


‘Leave him out of it. And for your information, I haven’t spoken with him in months.’ Suddenly Havelock stood up and turned openly to the Frenchman. ‘Let’s find a taxi and go to the embassy. I know some people over there. I’ll introduce you to a first-level attaché and tell him you’re selling but I don’t have either the resources or the interest to get involved. Okay?’


‘You know I can’t do that! And, please — ’ Gravet did not have to finish the request.


‘All right, all right.’ Michael returned to the wall with the river below. ‘Then give me a number or a place of contact. I’ll phone it in and you can listen.’


‘Why are you doing this? Why the charade?’


‘Because it’s not a charade. As you said, we go back a long time. I’ll do you the favor and maybe you’ll be convinced. Maybe you’ll convince others, if they ask. Even if they don’t ask. How about it?’


The Frenchman turned his head while leaning over the wall and stared at Havelock. ‘No, thank you, Michael. As with all manner of Satans, better a second-rater I’ve dealt with than one I haven’t. For what it’s worth, I think I believe you. You would not reveal a source like me, even to a first-level attaché. I’m down too deep, too respectable; you might need me. Yes, I do believe you.’


‘Make my life easier. Don’t keep it a secret.’


‘What about your opposite numbers in the KGB? Will they be convinced?’


‘I’m sure of it. Their moles probably got word to Dzerzhinsky Square before I signed the separation papers.’


‘They’ll suspect a ploy.’


‘All the more reason to leave me alone. Why bite into poisoned bait?’


‘They have chemicals. You all have chemicals.’


‘I can’t tell them anything they don’t know, and what I do know has already been changed. That’s the funny thing: my enemies have nothing to fear from me. The few names they might learn aren’t worth the price. There’d be reprisals.’


‘You’ve inflicted a great many wounds. There’s pride, vengeance; it’s the human condition.’


‘Not applicable. In those areas we’re even, and again I’m not worth it because there’s no practical result. Nobody kills unless there’s a reason. None of us wants to be responsible for the fallout. Crazy, isn’t it? Almost Victorian. When we’re finished, we’re out. Maybe we’ll all get together in a large black strategy room in hell and have a few drinks, but while we’re here, we’re out. That’s the irony, the futility, Gravet. When we’re out we don’t care anymore. We don’t have any reason to hate. Or to kill.’


‘Nicely phrased, my friend. You’ve obviously thought about these things.’


‘I’ve had a lot of time recently.’


‘And there are those who are extremely interested in your recent observations, your conclusions — your role in life, as it were. But then, it’s to be expected. They’re such a manic-depressive people. Morose, then jubilant; filled with violence one minute, songs of the earth and sadness the next. And often quite paranoid; the darker aspects of classicism, I think. The slashing diagonals of Delacroix in a multiracial national psyche, so far-reaching, so contradictory. So suspicious — so Soviet.’


Havelock stopped breathing; he returned Gravet’s stare. ‘Why did you do it?’


‘There was no harm. Had I learned otherwise, who knows what I would have told them? But since I do believe you, I explain why I had to test you.’


‘Moscow thinks I’m still in?’


‘I shall render the judgment that you are not. Whether they accept it or not is another matter.’


‘Why won’t they?’ asked Havelock, his eyes on the water below.


‘I have no idea ... I shall miss you, Michael. You were always civilized. Difficult but civilized. Then again, you’re not a native-born American, are you? You’re really European.’


‘I’m American,’ said Havelock quietly. ‘Really.’


‘You’ve done well by America, I’ll say that. If you change your mind — or it’s changed for you — get in touch with me. We can always do business.’


‘It’s not likely, but thanks.’


‘That’s not an outright rejection, either.’


‘I’m being polite.’


‘Civilized. Au revoir, Mikhail ... I prefer the name you were born with.’


Havelock turned his head slowly and watched Gravet walk with studied grace down the pavement of the Pont Royal toward the entrance of the bridge. The Frenchman had accepted a blind interrogation from people he found loathsome; he must have been paid very well. But why?


The CIA was in Amsterdam and the CIA did not believe him. The KGB was in Paris and the KGB did not believe him, either. Why?


So much for Paris. How far would they go to keep him under a microscope?


 




The Arethusa Delphi was one of those small hotels near the Syntagma Square in Athens that never let the traveler forget he is in Greece. The rooms were white on white on shimmering white. Walls, furniture and space-dividing ornamental beads were relieved only by garish plastic-framed oil paintings depicting the antiquities: temples, agoras and oracles romanticized by postcard artists. Each room had a pair of narrow double doors that opened onto a miniature balcony — large enough for two small chairs and a Lilliputian table — on which guests could have black morning coffee. Throughout the lobby and in the elevators one never escaped the rhythmic pounding of Greek folk music, strings and cymbals at prestissimo greco.


Havelock led the olive-skinned woman out of the elevator, and as the door closed, both stood for a moment in mock anticipation. The music was gone; they sighed in relief.


‘Zorba took a break.’ Michael gestured to the left toward his room.


‘The rest of the world must think we are nervous wrecks,’ said the woman, laughing, touching her dark hair and smoothing out the long white dress that complemented her skin and accentuated her breasts and tapered body. Her English was heavily accented, cultivated on those Mediterranean islands that are the playgrounds of the Mediterranean rich. She was a high-priced courtesan whose favors were sought after by the princes of commerce and inheritance, a good-natured whore with a decent wit and a quick laugh, a woman who knew her time of pleasure-giving was limited. ‘You rescued me,’ she said, squeezing Havelock’s arm as they walked down the corridor.


‘I kidnapped you.’


‘Often interchangeable terms,’ she replied, laughing again.


It had been a little of both. Michael had run across a man on the Marathonos with whom he had worked in the Thermaikos sector five years ago. A dinner party was being held that night at a café on Syntagma Square; since it was convenient, Havelock accepted the invitation. The woman was there, the escort of a considerably older, boorish businessman. The ouzo and the prestissimo greco had done its damage. Havelock and the woman had been seated next to each other; legs and hands touched, they exchanged looks: comparisons were obvious. Michael and the island courtesan had slipped away.


‘I think I’m going to face an angry Athenian tomorrow,’ said Havelock, opening the door of his room, leading the woman inside.


‘Don’t be silly,’ she protested. ‘He’s not a gentleman. He’s from Epidaurus; there are no gentlemen in Epidaurus. He’s an aging bull of a peasant who made money under  the colonels. One of the nastier consequences of their regime.’


‘When in Athens,’ said Michael, going to the bureau where there was a bottle of prized Scotch and glasses, ‘stay away from Epidaurians.’ He poured drinks.


‘Have you been to Athens often?’


‘A few times.’


‘What did you do? What line of work?’


‘I bought things. Sold things.’ Havelock carried the drinks back across the room. What he saw was what he wanted to see, although he had not expected to see it so quickly. The woman had removed her thin silk cape and draped it on a chair. She then proceeded to unbutton her gown from the top, the swelling of her breasts provocative, inviting.


‘You didn’t buy me,’ she said, taking the drink with her free hand. ‘I came of my own free will. Efharistou, Michael Havelock. Do I say your name right?’


‘Very nicely.’


She touched his glass with hers, the sound gentle as she stepped closer. She reached up and placed her fingers on his lips, then his cheek, and finally around the back of his neck, drawing his face to hers. They kissed, her lips parting, the soft swollen flesh and moisture of her mouth arousing him; she pressed her body against his, pulling his left hand to the breast beneath her half-open gown. She leaned back, breathing deeply.


‘Where is your bathroom? I’ll get into something — less.’


‘Over there.’


‘Why don’t you? Get into something less, that is. We’ll meet at the bed. I’m really rather anxious. You’re very, very  attractive, and I’m — very anxious.’


She picked up her cape from the chair and walked casually, sensually toward the door beyond the bed. She went inside, glancing back over her shoulder, her eyes telling him things that probably were not true, but were nevertheless exciting for the night. The practiced whore, whatever her reasons were, would perform, and he wanted, needed, the release of that performance.


Michael stripped himself down to his shorts, carried his drink to the bed, and tore away the spread and the blanket. He climbed under the sheet and reached for a cigarette, turning his body away from the wall.


‘Dobriy vyehchyer, priyatel.’


At the sound of the deep male voice, Havelock spun around on the bed, instinctively reaching for a weapon — a weapon that was not there. Standing in the frame of the bathroom door was a balding man whose face Michael recognized from dozens of photographs going back years. He was from Moscow, one of the most powerful men in the Soviet KGB. In his hand was a gun, a large, black Graz-Burya automatic. There was a click; the hammer snapped into firing position.







CHAPTER THREE


‘You may leave now,’ said the Russian to the woman concealed behind him. She slid past, glancing at Havelock, then rushed to the door and let herself out.


‘You’re Rostov. Pyotr Rostov. Director of External strategies. KGB. Moscow.’


‘Your face and name are also known to me. And your dossier.’


‘You went to a lot of trouble, priyatel,’ said Michael, using the Russian word for friend, its meaning however, denied by his cold delivery. He shook his head, trying to clear it of a sickening mist, the effect of the ouzo and Scotch. ‘You could have stopped me on the street and invited me for a drink. You wouldn’t have learned any more or any less, and very little that’s valuable. Unless this is a kazn gariah.’



‘No execution, Havlíček.’


‘Havelock.’


‘Son of Havlíček.’


‘You’d do well not to remind me.’


‘The gun is in my hand, not yours.’ Rostov eased the hammer of his automatic back into its recess, the weapon still leveled at Michael’s head. ‘But that’s in the distant past and has no connection with me. Your recent activities, however, are very much my concern. Our concern, if you will.’


‘Then your moles aren’t earning their money.’


‘They file reports with irritating frequency, if only to justify it. But are they accurate?’


‘If they told you I was finished, they were accurate.’


‘ “Finished” ? A word with such finality, yet subject to  interpretation, no? Finished with what? Finished with one phase, on to another?’


‘Finished with anything that might concern you.’


‘Out of sanction?’ asked the KGB officer, rounding the border of the doorframe and leaning against the wall, his Graz-Burya steady, leveled now at Havelock’s throat. ‘No longer employed by your government in any official capacity? It’s difficult to accept. It must have been a blow to your dear friend Anthony Matthias.’


Michael studied the Russian’s face, lowering his eyes to the huge gun aimed at him. ‘A Frenchman mentioned Matthias the other day. I’ll tell you what I told him, although I don’t know why I should. You paid him to bring up Matthias’s name.’


‘Gravet? He despises us. He’s civilized toward us only when he’s walking through the galleries of the Kremlin or the Hermitage in Leningrad. He might tell us anything.’


‘Why did you use him, then?’


‘Because he’s fond of you. It’s far easier to spot a lie when the liar is referring to someone he likes.’


‘Then you believed him.’


‘Or you convinced him and our people had no choice. Tell me. How did the brilliant and charismatic American Secretary of State react to his krajan’s resignation?’


‘I have no idea, but I assume he understood. It’s exactly what I told Gravet. I haven’t seen Matthias or spoken to him in months. He’s got enough problems; there’s no reason why those of an old student should be added.’


‘But you were far more than a student. His family knew your family in Prague. You became what you are — ’



‘Were,’ interrupted Havelock.


‘ — because of Anton Matthias.’


‘It was a long time ago.’


Rostov was silent; he lowered his weapon slightly, then spoke. ‘Very well, a long time ago. What about now? No one’s irreplaceable, but you’re a valuable man. Knowledgeable, productive.’


‘Value and productivity are generally associated with commitment. I don’t have it anymore. Let’s say I lost it.’


‘Am I to infer you could be tempted?’ The KGB man lowered the weapon further. ‘In the direction of another commitment?’


‘You know better than that. Outside of personal revulsions that go back a couple of decades, we’ve got a mole or two in the Dzerzhinsky. I’ve no intention of being marked “beyond salvage.” ’


‘A hypocritical term. It implies compassion on the part of your executioners.’


‘It says it.’


‘Not well.’ Rostov raised his automatic, thrusting it forward slowly. ‘We have no such problems with verbal rationales. A traitor is a traitor. I could take you in, you know.’


‘Not easily.’ Michael remained still, his eyes locked with the Russian’s. ‘There are corridors and elevators, lobbies to pass through and streets to cross; there’s risk. You could lose. Everything. Because I have nothing to lose but a cell at the Lubyanka.’


‘A room, not a cell. We’re not barbarians.’


‘Sorry. A room. The same kind of room we have reserved in Virginia for someone like you — and we’re both wasting money. When people like you and me get out with our heads still on, everything’s altered. The Amytals and the Pentothals are invitations to traps.’


‘There are still the moles.’


‘I don’t know who they are any more than you did when you were in the field — for those same reasons, those same rooms. None of us do on either side. We only know the current codes, words that take us where we have to go. Whatever ones I had are meaningless now.’


‘In all sincerity are you trying to convince me a man of your experience is of no value to us?’


‘I didn’t say that,’ interrupted Havelock. ‘I’m simply suggesting that you weigh the risks. Also something else, which, frankly, you pulled off with reasonable success two years ago. We took a man of yours who was finished, ready  for a farm in Grasnov. We got him out through Riga into Finland and flew him to a room in Fairfax, Virginia. He was injected with everything from scopolamine to triple Amytal, and we learned a lot. Strategies were aborted, whole networks restructured, confusion the order of the day. Then we learned something else: everything he told us was a lie. His head was programmed like a computer disk; valuable men became useless, time was lost. Say you got me to the Lubyanka — which I don’t think you could — how do you know I’m not our answer to what you did to us?’


‘Because you would not expose the possibility.’ Rostov pulled the gun back, but did not lower it.


‘Really? It strikes me as a pretty good blanket. I mean, you’d never know, would you? On the other hand, we’ve developed a serum — which I know nothing about except that it’s injected at the base of the skull — that voids the programming. Something to do with neutralizing the lobus occipitalis, whatever the hell that is. From here on we can make a determination.’


‘Such an admission astonishes me.’


‘Why should it? Maybe I’m just saving our respective directors a lot of aggravation; that could be my objective. Or maybe none of it’s true; maybe there is no serum, no protection, and I’m making it all up. That’s also a possibility.’


The Russian smiled. ‘Khvatit! You are out! You amuse us both with logic that could serve you. You’re on your way to that farm in your own Grasnov.’


‘That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you. Am I worth the risk?’


‘Let’s find out.’ Suddenly the Russian flipped his automatic, barrel up; he slapped it back in the palm of his hand and threw it to Havelock on the bed. Michael caught the weapon in midair.


‘What am I supposed to do with this?’


‘What do you want to do with it?’


‘Nothing. Assuming the first three shells are rubber capsules filled with dye, I’d only soil your clothes.’ Havelock  pressed the magazine release; the clip dropped to the bed. ‘It’s not a very good test, anyway. Say the firing pin works and this thing makes any noise at all, twenty khruschei could break in here and blow me out of the park.’


‘The firing pin works and there’s no one outside in the hallway. The Arethusa Delphi is very much in Washington’s camp; it’s watched and I’m not so foolish as to parade our personnel. I think you know that. It’s why you’re here.’


‘What are you trying to prove?’


The Russian smiled again and shrugged. ‘I’m not really sure. A brief something in the eyes, perhaps. When a man’s under a hostile gun and that gun is suddenly his, there is an instant compulsion to eliminate the prior threat — assuming the hostility is returned. It’s in the eyes; no amount of control can disguise it — if the enmity is active.’


‘What was in my eyes?’


‘Absolute indifference. Weariness, if you will.’


‘I’m not sure you’re right but I admire your courage. It’s more than I’ve got. The firing pin really works?’


‘Yes.’


‘No capsules?’


The Russian shook his head, his expression conveying quiet amusement. ‘No bullets. That is to say, no powder in the shells.’ Rostov raised his left hand and, with his right, pulled back the sleeve of his overcoat. Strapped to the flat of his wrist, extending up toward his elbow, was a thin barrel, the trigger mechanism apparently activated by the bending of his arm. ‘Snotvornoye,’ he said, touching the taut, springlike wires. ‘What you call narcotic darts. You would have slept peacefully for the better part of tomorrow while a doctor insisted that your odd fever be studied at the hospital. We’d have gotten you out, flown you up to Salonika and over the Dardanelles into Sevastopol.’ The Russian unsnapped a strap above his wrist and removed the weapon.


Havelock studied the KGB man, not a little perplexed. ‘You really could have taken me.’


‘Until the attempt is made one never knows. I might have missed the first shot, and you’re younger, stronger than I;  you could have attacked, broken my neck. But the odds were on my side.’


‘I’d say completely. Why didn’t you play them?’


‘Because you’re right. We don’t want you. The risks are  too great — not those you spoke of, but others. I simply had to know the truth and I’m now convinced. You are no longer in the service of your government.’


‘What risks?’


‘They’re unknown to us, but they are there. Anything you can’t understand in this business is a risk, but I don’t have to tell you that.’


‘Tell me something. I just got a pardon; I’d like to know why.’


‘Very well.’ The Soviet intelligence officer hesitated; he walked aimlessly toward the double doors that led to the miniature balcony and opened one several inches. Then he closed it and turned to Havelock. ‘I should tell you first that I’m not here on orders from Dzerzhinsky Square, or even with its blessings. To be frank, my aging superiors in the KGB believe I’m in Athens on an unrelated matter. You can either accept that or not.’


‘Give me a reason to or not. Someone must know. You  jedratele don’t do anything solo.’


‘Specifically, two others. A close associate in Moscow and a dedicated man — a mole, to be sure — out of Washington.’


‘You mean Langley?’


The Russian shook his head. He replied softly, ‘The White House.’


‘I’m impressed. So two ranking kontrolyorya of the KGB and a Soviet mole within walking distance of the Oval Office decide they want to talk to me, but they don’t want to take me. They can fly me into Sevastopol and from there to a room at the Lubyanka, where any talking we did would be far more productive — from their point of view — but they won’t do that. Instead, the spokesman for these three — a man I know only from photographs and by reputation — tells me there are risks associated with me that he can’t define but knows that they exist, and because of them I’m  given the option of talking or not — about what I haven’t the vaguest idea. Is that a fair reading?’


‘You have the Slavic propensity for going right to the core of a subject.’


‘I don’t see any ancestral connection. It’s common sense. You spoke, I listened; that’s what you said — or what you’re about to say. Basic logic.’


Rostov stepped away from the balcony doors, his expression pensive. ‘I’m afraid that’s the one factor that’s missing. The logic.’


‘Now we’re talking about something else.’


‘Yes, we are.’


‘What?’


‘You. The Costa Brava.’


Havelock paused. The anger was in his eyes, but it was controlled. ‘Go on.’


‘The woman. She’s why you retired, isn’t she?’


‘This conversation is terminated,’ said Havelock abruptly. ‘Get out of here.’


‘Please.’ The Russian raised both hands, a gesture of truce, perhaps a plea. ‘I think you should listen to me.’


‘I don’t think so. There’s nothing you could say that would remotely interest me. The Voennaya is to be congratulated; it was a hell of a job. They won, she won. And then she lost. It’s finished, and there’s nothing further to say about it.’


‘There is.’


‘Not to me.’


‘The VKR are maniacs,’ said the Russian quietly, urgently. ‘I don’t have to tell you that. You and I are enemies, and neither would pretend otherwise, but we acknowledge certain rules between us. We’re not salivating dogs, we’re professionals. There’s a fundamental respect each has for the other, perhaps grounded in fear, although not necessarily. Grant me that, priyatel.’



Their eyes were level, penetrating. Havelock nodded. ‘I know you from the files, just as you know me. You weren’t part of it.’


‘Wasted death is still death, still a waste. Unnecessary and provocative death a very dangerous waste. It can be hurled back tenfold in fury at the instigator.’


‘Tell that to the Voennaya. There was no waste as far as they were concerned. Only necessity.’


‘Butchers!’ snapped Rostov, his voice guttural. ‘Who can tell them anything? They’re descendants of the old OGPU slaughterhouses, inheritors of the mad assassin Yagoda. They’re also up to their throats in paranoid fantasies going back half a century when Yagoda gunned down the quieter, more reasonable men, hating their lack of fanaticism, equating that lack with treason against the revolution. Do you  know the VKR?’


‘Enough so as to stand far back and hope to hell you can control it.’


‘I wish I could answer confidently in the affirmative. It’s as if a band of your screaming right-wing zealots had been given official status as a subdivision of the Central Intelligence Agency.’


‘We have checks and balances — sometimes. If such a subdivision came to be — and it could — it would be continuously scrutinized, openly criticized. Funds would be watched closely, methods studied; ultimately the group would be thrown out.’


‘You’ve had your lapses, your various un-American activities committees, your McCarthys, the Huston plans, purges in the irresponsible press. Careers have been destroyed, lives degraded. Yes, you’ve had your share of lapses.’


‘Always short-lived. We have no gulags, no “rehabilitation” programs in a Lubyanka. And that irresponsible press has a way of becoming responsible now and then. It threw out a regime of arrogant hot shots. The Kremlin’s wilder ones stay in place.’


‘We both have our lapses, then. But we’re so much younger; youth is allowed mistakes.’


‘And there’s nothing,’ interrupted Michael, ‘to compare with the VKR’s paminyatchik operation. That wouldn’t be  tolerated or funded by the worst Congress or administration in history.’


‘Another paranoid fantasy!’ cried the KGB officer, adding derisively, ‘The paminyatchiki! Even the word is a corruption, meaningless! A discredited strategy mounted decades ago! You can’t honestly believe it still flourishes.’


‘Perhaps less than the Voennaya does. Obviously more than you do — if you’re not lying.’


‘Oh, come, Havelock! Russian infants sent to the United States, growing up with old-line, no doubt pathetically senile, Marxists so as to become entrenched Soviet agents? Insanity! Be reasonable. It’s psychologically unsound — if not disastrous — to say nothing of certain inevitable comparisons. We’d lost the majority to blue jeans, rock music and fast automobiles. We’d be idiots.’


‘Now you’re lying. They exist. You know it and we know it.’


Rostov shrugged. ‘A question of numbers, then. And value, I might add. How many can be left? Fifty, a hundred, two hundred at the outside? Sad, amateurishly conspiratorial creatures wandering around a few cities, meeting in cellars to exchange nonsense, uncertain of their own values, the very reasons for being where they are. Very little credence is given these so-called travelers, take my word for it.’


‘But you haven’t pulled them out.’


‘Where would we put them? Few even speak the Russian language; they’re a large embarrassment. Attrition, priyatel,  that’s the answer. And dismissing them with lip service, as you Americans say.’


‘The Voennaya doesn’t dismiss them.’


‘I told you, the men of the VKR pursue misguided fantasies.’


‘I wonder if you believe that,’ said Michael, studying the Russian. ‘Not all those families were pathetic and senile, not all the travelers amateurs.’


‘If there is currently — or in the recent past — any movement of consequence on the part of the paminyatchiki, we are not aware of it,’ said Rostov firmly.


‘And if there is and you’re not aware of it, that would be something of consequence, wouldn’t it?’


The Russian stood motionless; he spoke, his voice low and pensive. ‘The VKR is incredibly secretive. It would be something of consequence.’


‘Then maybe I’ve given you something to think about. Call it a parting gift from a retired enemy.’


‘I look for no such gifts,’ said Rostov coldly. ‘They’re as gratuitous as your presence here in Athens.’


‘Since you don’t approve, go back to Moscow and fight your own fights. Your infrastructure doesn’t concern me any longer. And unless you’ve got another comic-book weapon up your other sleeve, I suggest you leave.’


‘That’s just it, pyehshkah. Yes, pyehshkah. Pawn. It is as you say — an infrastructure. Separate sections, indeed, but one entity. There is first the KGB; all else follows. A man — or a woman — may gravitate to the Voennaya, may even excel in its deepest operations, but first he or she must have sprung from the KGB. At the very minimum there has to be a Dzerzhinsky dossier somewhere. With foreign recruits it’s, as you would say, a double imperative. Internal protection, of course.’


Havelock sat forward on the bed, confusion joining the anger in his eyes. ‘Say what you’re trying to say and say it quickly. There’s a smell about you, priyatel!’


‘I suspect there is about all of us, Mikhail Havlíček. Our nostrils never quite adjust, do they? Perversely, they become sensitive — to variations of that basic odor. Like animals.’


‘Say it.’


‘There is no listing for a Jenna Karasova or the Anglicized Karas in any branch or division of the KGB.’


Havelock stared at the Russian, then suddenly he spun off the bed, gripping the sheet and whipping it into the air, obscuring the Russian’s vision. He lunged forward, hammering Rostov against the wall beyond the balcony doors. He twisted the KGB man clockwise by the wrist and smashed his head into the frame of a cheap oil painting  as he whipped his right arm around Rostov’s neck in a hammer-lock. ‘I could kill you for that,’ he whispered, breathless, the muscles of his jaw pulsating against Rostov’s bald head. ‘You said I might break your neck. I could do it right now!’


‘You could,’ said the Russian, choking. ‘And you’d be cut down. Either in this room or on the street outside.’


‘I thought you didn’t have anyone in the hotel!’


‘I lied. There are three men, two dressed as waiters down the hallway by the elevators, one inside the staircase. There’s no final protection for you here in Athens. My people are out there — on the street as well — every doorway covered. My instructions are clear: I’m to emerge from a specific exit at a specific time. Any deviations from either will result in your death. The room will be stormed; the cordon around the Arethusa is unbreakable. I’m not an idiot.’


‘Maybe not, but as you said, you’re an animal!’ He released the Russian and hurled him across the room. ‘Go back to Moscow and tell them the bait’s too obvious, the stench too rotten! I’m not taking it, priyatel. Get out of here!’


‘No bait,’ protested Rostov, regaining his balance and holding his throat. ‘Your own argument: what could you really tell us that would be worth the risks, or the reprisals, perhaps? Or the uncertainties? You’re finished. Without programming, you could lead us into a hundred traps — a theory that has crossed our minds, incidentally. You talk freely and we act on what you say, but what you tell us is no longer operative. Through you we go after strategies — not simply codes and ciphers, but supposedly long-term vital strategies — that Washington has aborted without telling you. In the process we reveal our personnel. Surely you’re aware of this. You talk of logic? Heed your own words.’


Havelock stared at the Soviet officer, his breathing audible, anger and bewilderment compounding the emotional strain. Even the shadow of a possibility that an error had  been made at Costa Brava was more than he could face. But there was no error. A Baader-Meinhof defector had set off the revealing chain of events. The evidence had been sent to Madrid, and he had pored over it, sifting every fragment for a shred to the contrary. There was nothing; there was everything. Even Anthony Matthias — Anton Matthias, friend, mentor, surrogate father — had demanded indepth verification; it had been returned: Positive.


‘No! The proof was there! She was there! I saw for myself! I said I had to see for myself and they agreed!’


‘“They” ? Who is “they” ? ’


‘You know as well as I do! Men like you! The inside shell — strategists! You didn’t look hard enough. You’re wrong!’



The Russian moved his head slowly in circles, his left hand massaging his throat; he spoke softly. ‘I won’t deny that the possibility exists — as I said, the VKR is maniacally secretive, especially in Moscow — but that possibility is remote ... We were astonished. An unusually productive decoy conduit is led into a terrorist trap by her own people, who then proceed to hold the KGB responsible for her death by claiming she was one of us. The result of this manipulation is the neutering of the woman’s constant companion, her lover, a deep-cover, multilingual field agent of exceptional talent. Disillusion and disgust overwhelm him; he takes himself out. We are amazed; we search the dossier vaults, including the most inaccessible. She is  nowhere. Jenna Karas — Karasova — was never a part of us.’ Rostov paused, his eyes conveying his awareness: Michael Havelock was a dangerously provoked panther about to spring, about to strike. The Russian continued, his voice flat: ‘We are grateful; we profit by your elimination, but we ask ourselves why? Why was this done? Is it a trick? If so, for what purpose? Who gains? On the surface we do, but again, why? How?’


‘Ask the VKR!’ shouted Michael contemptuously. ‘They didn’t plan it this way, but that’s the way it happened. I’m the bonus! Ask them!’


‘We did,’ said the Russian. ‘A section director, saner than  most, who, because of his relative sanity, is frightened of his peers. He told us that he personally was not familiar with the Karas woman or the specifics at Costa Brava, but since the field personnel raised no questions, he assumed no question should be raised. As he pointed out, the results were favorable: two condors shot down, both talented, one exceptional. The Voennaya was pleased to take credit.’


‘Why shouldn’t they? I was out, and she could be justified. A sacrifice by any name is still the same. It’s expendable for a purpose. He said it; he acknowledged it.’


‘He did not acknowledge it and he was saying something quite different. I told you, he’s a frightened man. Only my rank persuaded him to go as far as he did.’


‘You’re reaching.’


‘I listened. As you listened to me a few moments ago. He was telling us that he hadn’t the vaguest idea what had happened or why.’


‘He personally didn’t know,’ said Havelock angrily. ‘The people in the field knew. She knew!’


‘A tenuous rationalization. His office is responsible for all activities in the southwest Mediterranean sector. The territory includes the Costa Brava. An emergency rendezvous — especially one ostensibly involving the Baader-Meinhof — would certainly be cleared by him.’ Rostov paused briefly, then added quietly, ‘Under normal circumstances.’


‘A not so tenuous rationalization?’ asked Michael.


‘I leave myself the narrowest margin for error. An extremely remote possibility.’


‘It’s the one I accept!’ Havelock shouted again, suddenly disturbed at his own outburst.


‘You want to accept it. Perhaps you have to.’


‘The VKR more often than not gets its orders directly from the policy rooms of the Kremlin. It’s no secret. If you’re not lying, you were passed over.’


‘To be sure, and the thought frightens me more than I can tell you. But as much as I’m forced to acknowledge your professional accomplishments, priyatel, I do not think the  policy makers in the Kremlin are concerned with the likes of you and me. They have more weighty matters, global matters. And, to the point, they have no expertise where we’re concerned.’


‘They do with Baader-Meinhof! And the PLO, and the Brigate Rosse, and a couple of dozen “red armies” blowing things up all over the goddamn place! That’s policy!’


‘Only for maniacs.’


‘Which is exactly what we’re talking about! Maniacs!’ Michael paused, the obvious striking him. ‘We broke the VKR codes. They were authentic; I’ve seen too many variations not to know. I set up the contact. She responded. I sent the final transmission to the men in the boat offshore. They  responded! Explain that!’


‘I can’t.’


‘Then get out!’



The KGB officer looked at his watch. ‘I must, in any event. Time is up.’


‘Yes, it is.’


‘We’re at an impasse,’ said the Russian.


‘I’m not.’


‘No, I don’t think you are, and that compounds the risk about you. You know what you know and I know what I know. Impasse, whether you like it or not.’


‘Your time’s up, remember?’


‘I’m not forgetting. I don’t care to be caught in the cross fire. I’ll leave now.’ Rostov went to the door and turned, his hand on the knob. ‘Several minutes ago you said the bait was too obvious, the stench too rotten. Tell that to Washington, priyatel. We’re not taking it either.’


‘Get out!’


The door closed, and Havelock stood motionless for nearly a minute, picturing the Russian’s eyes. They had held too much truth in them. Over the years Michael had learned to discern the truth, especially in his enemies. Rostov had not been lying; he had spoken the truth as he believed it to be. Which meant that this powerful strategist for the KGB was being manipulated by his own people in  Moscow. Pyotr Rostov was a blind probe — an influential intelligence officer sent out with information he is convinced his superiors do not have in order to make contact with the enemy and turn an American agent, recruiting him for the Soviets. The higher up the officer, the more credible his story — as long as he spoke the truth as he saw it, truth that was perceived as such by his enemy.


Michael walked to the bedside table, where he had left the glass of whisky a half hour ago. He picked it up, drained the Scotch, and looked down at the bed. He smiled to himself, thinking how the evening had veered from where it had been heading thirty minutes ago. The whore had performed, but not in any way he might have expected. The sensuous courtesan from the playgrounds of the rich had been a setup. When were the setups going to stop? Amsterdam. Paris. Athens.


Perhaps they would not stop until he did. Perhaps as long as he kept moving the would-be trappers would keep moving with him, watching him, cornering him, waiting for him to commit whatever crimes their imaginations led them to believe he would commit. It was in the movement itself that they found the ominous substance for their suspicions. No man wandered aimlessly after a lifetime of wandering under orders. If he kept it up, it had to mean he was following other orders, different orders; otherwise he’d stay put. Somewhere.


Perhaps it was time he stopped. Maybe his odyssey of recovery had about run its course; there was a cable to be sent, a commitment to be made. A beginning. A nearly forgotten friend had become a friend again, and that man had ordered him a new life, where the old life could be buried, where there were roots to cultivate, relationships to create, things to teach.


Wbat will you teach, Mikhail?


Leave me alone! You are no part of me — you never were!


He would send the cable to Harry Lewis in the morning, then rent a car and drive northwest to the ferry for the Adriatic port of Kérkira, where he would catch the boat to  Brindisi in Italy. He had done it before under God knows what name or with what objective. He would do it now as Michael Havelock, visiting professor of government. From Brindisi he would take the circuitous train routes across Italy into Rome, a city he enjoyed immensely. He would stay in Rome for a week or two; it would be the last stop on his odyssey, the place where he would put to rest all thoughts of a life that was over.


There were things to do in Concord, New Hampshire, USA. He would assume his duties as visiting professor in something less than three months; in the meantime there were practicalities to be dealt with: lectures to be sketched out under the guidance of knowledgeable associates; curricula to study and evaluate, determining where his contributions might best be directed. A short visit, perhaps, with Matthias, who would certainly have insights to offer. No matter how pressed for time, Matthias would take the time, because, above all men, Anton would be happiest for him: his old student had returned to the campus. It was where it had all begun.


So many things to do.


He needed a place to live: a house, furniture, pots and pans and books, a chair to sit in, a bed to sleep in. Choices. He had not thought about such things ever before. He thought about them now and felt the excitement growing inside him.


He went to the bureau, uncapped the Scotch and poured himself a drink. ‘Příteli,’ he said softly, for no particular reason, as he looked at his face in the mirror. Suddenly he stared at his eyes and, in terror, slammed the glass down with such force that it shattered; blood spread slowly over his hand. His eyes would not let him go! And he understood. Had his own eyes seen the truth that night on the Costa Brava?



‘Stop it!’ he screamed, whether silently or out loud, he could not tell. ‘It’s over!’



 




Dr Harry Lewis sat at his desk in his book-lined study, the  cablegram in his hand. He listened for the sound of his wife’s voice. It came.


‘See you later, dear,’ she called from the hallway beyond. The front door opened and closed. She was out of the house.


Lewis picked up his telephone and dialed the area code 202. Washington, D.C. The seven digits that followed had been committed to memory, never written down. Nor would they be recorded on a bill, having bypassed the computers electronically.


‘Yes?’ asked the male voice on the other end of the line.


‘Birchtree,’ said Harry.


‘Go ahead, Birchtree. You’re being taped.’


‘He’s accepted. The cable came from Athens.’


‘Is there any change in dates?’


‘No. He’ll be here a month before the trimester starts.’


‘Did he say where he was going from Athens?’


‘No.’


‘We’ll watch the airports. Thank you, Birchtree.’


 




The Rome Havelock had come to visit was not the Rome in which he cared to stay. Strikes were everywhere, the chaos compounded by volatile Italian tempers that erupted on every street corner, every picket line, in the parks and around the fountains. Mail had been strewn in gutters, adding to the uncollected garbage; taxis were scarce — practically nonexistent — and most of the restaurants had been closed because of the lack of deliveries. The poliziotti, having taken sufficient abuse, were on a work stoppage, snarling further the normal insanity of Rome’s traffic, and since the telephones were part of the government’s postal service, they functioned on a level below normal, which made them damn near impossible. The city was full of a kind of hysteria, which was aggravated by yet another stem papal decree — from a foreigner, a polacco! — that was at odds with every progressive step since Vatican II. Giovanni Ventitreesimo! Dove sei?



It was his second night, and Michael had left his pensione  on the Via Due Macelli over two hours before, walking  nearly the mile to the Via Flaminia Vecchia in hopes of finding a favorite restaurant open. It was not, and no amount of patience brought forth a taxi to bring him back to the Spanish Steps.


Reaching the north end of the Via Veneto, he was heading toward the side street that would eliminate the crowds in the gaudy carnival that was the Veneto when he saw it — a poster in the lighted window of a travel agency proclaiming the glories of Venice.


Why not? Why the hell not? The floating passivity of not planning included sudden changes in plans. He looked at his watch; it was barely eight-thirty, probably too late to get out to the airport and chance a reservation on a plane, but if he remembered correctly — and he did — the trains kept running until midnight out of Rome. Why not a train? The lazy, circuitous trip from Brindisi by rail, passing through countrysides that had not changed in centuries, had been startlingly beautiful. He could pack his single suitcase in minutes, walk to the train station in twenty. Surely the money he was willing to pay would get him accommodations; if not, he could always return to the Via Due Macelli. He had paid for a week in advance.


Forty-five minutes later Havelock passed through the huge portals of the massive Ostia Railroad station, built by Mussolini in the halcyon days of trumpets and drums and marching boots and trains that ran on time.


Italian was not Michael’s best language, but he could read it well enough: Biglietto per Venezia. Prima classe. The line was short and his luck held. The famed Freccia della Laguna  was leaving in eight minutes, and if the signore wished to pay the premium scale, he could have the finest accommodations by way of his own compartment. He so wished, and as the clerk stamped his ornate ticket, he was told that the Freccia was leaving from binario trentasei, a dual platform several football fields away from the counter.


‘Fate presto, signore! Non perdete tempo! Fate in fretta!’


Michael walked rapidly into the mass of rushing humanity, threading his way as fast as possible toward dual Track  36. As usual — as he recalled from memories past — the giant dome was filled with crowds. Screeching arrivals and wailing departures were joined in counterpoint; screamed epithets punctuated the deafening roar, because the porters, too, were obviously on strike. It took nearly five hectic minutes to shoulder his way through the huge stone arch and emerge on the double-track platform. It was, if possible, more chaotic than the station itself. A crowded train had arrived from the north as the Freccia della Laguna was about to depart. Freight dollies collided with hordes of embarking and disembarking passengers. It was a scene from a lower circle of Dante, screaming pandemonium.


Suddenly, across the platform, through the milling crowds, he caught sight of the back of a woman’s head, the brim of a soft hat shadowing her face. She was stepping out of the incoming train from the north, and had turned to talk to a conductor. It had happened before: the same color or cut of the hair, the shape of a neck. A scarf, or a hat or a raincoat like those she had worn. It had happened before. Too often.


Then the woman turned; pain seared Havelock’s eyes and temples and surged downward — hot knives stabbing his chest. The face across the platform, seen sporadically through the weaving, colliding crowds, was no illusion. It was she.



Their eyes locked. Hers widened in raw fear; her face froze. Then she whipped her head away and plunged into the crowds in front of her.


Michael pressed his eyelids shut, then opened them, trying to rid himself of the pain and the shock and the sudden trembling that immobilized him. He dropped his suitcase; he had to move, run, race after this living corpse from the Costa Brava! She was alive! This woman he had loved, this apparition who had betrayed that love and had died for it, was alive!



Like a crazed animal, he parted the bodies in his path, screaming her name, ordering her to stop, commanding the crowds to stop her. He raced up the ramp and through the  massive stone archway oblivious to the shrieking, furious passengers he pummeled and left in his wake, unaware of the slaps and punches and body blocks hurled at him, unconscious of the hands that ripped his clothing.


She was nowhere to be seen in the station crowds.


What in the name of God had happened?



Jenna Karas was alive!







CHAPTER FOUR


With the terrifying impact of a bolt of lightning the sight of Jenna Karas had thrown him back into the shadow world he had left behind. She was alive! He had to keep moving; he had to find her. He ran blindly through the crowds, separating arms and gesturing hands and protesting shoulders. First to one exit, then to another, and a third and a fourth. He stopped to question what few police he found, picking the words from a blurred Italian lexicon somewhere in his mind. He shouted her description, ending each distorted phrase with ‘Aiuto!’  — only to be met with shrugs and looks of disapproval.


He kept running. A staircase — a door — an elevator. He thrust 2,000 lire on a woman heading into the ladies’ room; 5,000 to a freight hand. He pleaded with three conductors leaving the station carrying satchels, which meant they were going home.


Nothing. She was nowhere.


Havelock leaned over a trash can, the sweat rolling down his face and neck, his hands scraped and bleeding. He thought for a moment that he would vomit into the garbage; he had passed over the edge of hysteria. He had to pull himself back; he had to get hold of himself. And the only way to do so was to keep moving, slower and slower, but to keep moving, let the pounding in his chest decelerate, find a part of his mind so he could think. He vaguely remembered his suitcase; the possibility that it was still there was remote, but looking for it was something to do. He started back through the crowds, body aching, perceptions numbed, buffeted by the gesticulating hordes around  him, as if he were in a dark tunnel filled with shadows and swirling winds. He had no idea how long it took for him to pass through the arch and walk down the ramp to the near-deserted platform. The Freccia had left, and the clean-up crews were invading the cars of the stationary train from the north — the train that had carried Jenna Karas.


There it was, crushed but still intact, straps broken, clothes protruding, yet oddly whole. His suitcase was wedged in the narrow space between the edge of the platform and the filthy, flat side of the third car. He knelt down and pulled it out of its jammed recess, sliding up first one side and then the other as the leather squeaked abrasively. The suitcase was suddenly freed; he lost his balance and fell on the concrete, still holding on to the half-destroyed handle. A man in overalls pushing a wide broom approached. Michael got to his feet awkwardly, aware that the maintenance crewman had stopped, his broom motionless, his eyes conveying both amusement and disgust. The man thought he was drunk.


The handle broke; held by a single clasp, the suitcase abruptly tilted downward. Havelock yanked it up and clutched it in his arms; he started down the platform toward the ramp, knowing his walk was trancelike.


How many minutes later, or which particular exit he used, he would never know, but he was out on the street, the suitcase held against his chest, walking unsteadily past a row of lighted storefronts. He was conscious of the fact that people kept glancing at him, at his torn clothes and the crushed suitcase, its contents spilling out. The swirling mists were beginning to break up, the cold night air diffusing them. He had to find his sanity by concentrating on the little things: he would wash his face, change his clothes, have a cigarette, replace the suitcase.


F. MARTINELLI Valigeria. The neon letters glowed impressively in deep red above the wide storefront window filled with accessories for the traveler. It was one of those shops near the Ostia Station that cater to the wealthy foreigner and the self-indulgent Italian. The merchandise was  expensive replicas of ordinary objects turned into luxuries by way of sterling silver and polished brass.


Havelock stood for a moment, breathing deeply, holding on to the suitcase as if it were somehow an object that would carry him, a plank in a wild sea — without it he would drown. He walked inside; mercifully, it was near closing time, and the shop was devoid of customers.


The manager emerged from behind the middle counter, looking alarmed. He hesitated, then stepped back as if to retreat quickly. Havelock spoke rapidly in barely passable Italian. ‘I was caught in an insane crowd on the platform. I’m afraid I fell. I’ll need to buy a few things — a number of things, actually. I’m expected at the Hassler fairly soon.’


At the mention of Rome’s most exclusive hotel, the manager at once turned sympathetic, even brotherly.



‘Animali!’ he exclaimed, gesturing to his God. ‘How perfectly dreadful for you, signore! Here, let me help you — ’


‘I’ll need a new piece of luggage. Soft, very good leather, if you have it.’



‘Naturalmente.’


‘I realize it’s an imposition, but could I possibly wash up somewhere? I’d hate to greet the Contessa the way I look now.’


‘This way, signore! A thousand apologies! I speak for all Rome! This way — ’


While Michael washed and changed clothes in the back room, he focused his thoughts — as they came to him — on the brief visits he and Jenna Karas had made to Rome. There had been two. On the first they had passed through for a single night; the second was much longer, very official — three or four days, if he remembered correctly. They had been awaiting orders from Washington, having traveled as a Yugoslav couple through the Balkan countries in order to gather information on the sudden expansion in border defenses. There had been a man, an army intelligence officer not easily forgotten; he had been Havelock’s D.C. conduit. What made the man memorable was his cover; he  was posing as the only first-level black attaché at the embassy.


Their first conference had not been without humor — black humor. Michael and Jenna were to meet the attaché at an out-of-the-way restaurant west of the Palatine. They had waited in the crowded stand-up bar, preferring that the conduit select a table, and were oblivious to the tall black soldier ordering a vodka martini on their right. After several minutes the man smiled and said, ‘I’m jes’ Rastus in the  catasta di legna, Massa Havelock. Do you think we might sit down?’


His name was Lawrence Brown. Lieutenant Colonel Lawrence B. Brown — the middle initial was for his real name, Baylor.


‘So help me God,’ the colonel had told them over after-dinner drinks that night, ‘the fellows in G-two felt there was more “concrete association” — that’s what they called it - by using Brown in the cover. It went under the heading of “psy-acceptance,” can you believe it? Hell, I suppose it’s better than Attaché Coffee-Face.’


Baylor was a man he could talk to ... if Baylor would agree to talk to him. And where? It would not be anywhere near the embassy; the United States government had several terrible things to explain to a retired field agent.


It took over twenty minutes on the manager’s phone — while the manager repacked Michael’s clothing in an outrageously priced new suitcase — before Havelock reached the embassy switchboard. Senior Attaché Brown was currently attending a reception on the first floor.


‘Tell him it’s urgent,’ said Michael. ‘My name is ... Baylor.’


Lawrence Baylor was reluctant to the point of turning Havelock down. Anything a retired intelligence officer had to say would best be said at the embassy. For any number of reasons.


‘Suppose I told you I just came out of retirement. I may not be on your payroll — or anyone else’s — but I’m very much back in. I’d suggest you don’t blow this, Colonel.’


‘There’s a café on the Via Pancrazio, La Ruota del Pavone. Do you know it?’


‘I’ll find it.’


‘Forty-five minutes.’


‘I’ll be there. Waiting.’


 




Havelock watched from a table in the darkest comer of the café as the army officer ordered a carafe of wine from the bar and began walking across the dimly lit room. Baylor’s mahogany face was taut, stem; he was not comfortable, and when he reached the table, he did not offer his hand. He sat down opposite Michael, exhaled slowly, and attempted a grim smile.


‘Nice to see you,’ he said with little conviction.


‘Thank you.’


‘And unless you’ve got something to say we want to hear, you’re putting me in a pretty rough spot, buddy. I hope you know that.’


‘I’ve got something that’ll blow your mind,’ said Havelock, his voice involuntarily a whisper. The trembling had returned; he gripped his wrist to control it. ‘It’s blown mine.’


The colonel studied Michael, his eyes dropping to Havelock’s hands. ‘You’re stretched, I can see that. What is it?’


‘She’s alive. I saw her!’


Baylor was silent, immobile. His eyes roamed Michael’s face, noting the marks of recent scrapes and bruises on Havelock’s skin. It was obvious that he had made the connection. ‘Are you referring to the Costa Brava?’ he asked finally.


‘You know damn well I am!’ said Michael angrily. ‘My abrupt retirement and the circumstances thereof have been flashed to every goddamned station and post we’ve got. It’s why you just said what you did. “Beware the screwed-up talent,” Washington tells you. “He might do anything, say anything, think he has scores to settle.”’


‘It’s happened.’


‘Not to me. I don’t have any scores to think about because I’m not interested in the ballgame. I’m rational. I saw what I saw. And she saw me! She acknowledged me! She ran!’


‘Emotional stress is first cousin to hysteria,’ said the colonel quietly. ‘A man can see a lot of things that aren’t there in that condition. And you had a jolt.’


‘Past tense, not currently applicable. I was out. I accepted the fact and the reasons — ’


‘Come on, buddy,’ insisted the soldier. ‘You don’t throw away sixteen years of involvement.’


‘I did.’


‘You were here in Rome with her. Memories get activated, twisted. As I said, it happens.’


‘Again, negative. Nothing was activated, nothing twisted. I saw — ’



‘You even called me,’ interrupted Baylor sharply. ‘The three of us spent a couple of evenings together. A few drinks, a few laughs. Association; you reached me.’


‘There was no one else. My cover was D-squared: you were my only contact here in Rome! I can walk into the embassy now, I couldn’t then.’


‘Then let’s go,’ said the colonel quickly.


‘No way! Besides, that’s not the point. You are. You fielded orders to me from Washington seven months ago, and now you’re going to send an emergency flag back to those same people. Tell them what I’ve told you, what I saw. You haven’t got a choice.’


‘I’ve got an opinion. I’m relaying what a former talent said while in a state of extreme anxiety.’


‘Fine! Good! Then try this. Five days ago in Athens I nearly killed a man we both know from the Dzerzhinsky files for telling me Costa Brava wasn’t a Soviet exercise. That she wasn’t any part of the KGB, much less the VKR. I didn’t kill him because I thought it was a probe, a blind  probe — that man was telling the truth, as he knew the truth. I sent a message back to Moscow. The bait was too obvious, the smell too rotten.’


‘I suppose that was charitable of you, considering your record.’


‘Oh, no, the charity started with him. You see, he could have taken me. I could have found myself in Sevastopol on my way to Dzerzhinsky Square without even knowing I’d left Athens.’


‘He was that good? That well connected?’


‘So much so, he was self-effacing. But he didn’t take me. I wasn’t booked on the Dardanelles airlift. He didn’t want me.’


‘Why not?’


‘Because he was convinced I was the bait. Pretty fair irony, isn’t it? There was no room at the Lubyanka. I was turned out. Instead, he gave me his own message for Washington: Dzerzhinsky wouldn’t touch me.’ Havelock paused. ‘And now this.’



The colonel narrowed his eyes pensively, and, with both hands, turned his glass on the table. ‘I don’t have your expertise, but say you actually did see what you say you saw.’


‘I did. Accept it.’


‘No concessions, but say it’s possible. It could still be a lure. They’ve got you under a glass, know your plans, your itinerary. Their computers pick up a woman reasonably similar in appearance, and with a little cosmetic surgery they’ve got a double sufficient for short distances. “Beware the screwed-up talent.” You never know when he thinks he has “scores to settle.” Especially if he’s given some time to stew, to get worked up.’


‘What I saw was in her eyes! But even if you won’t accept that, there’s something else; it voids the strategy, and every point can be checked. Two hours ago I didn’t know I’d be inside that station; ten minutes before I saw her I didn’t know I’d be on that platform, and neither could anyone else. I came here yesterday and took a room in a pensione on the Due Macelli for a week, paid in advance. At eight-thirty tonight I saw a poster in a window and decided to go to Venice. I didn’t speak to anyone.’ Michael reached into his  pocket, took out his ticket for the Freccia della Laguna and placed it in front of Lawrence Baylor. ‘The Freccia was scheduled to leave at nine-thirty-five. The time of purchase is stamped across the top of this. Read it!’


‘Twenty-one, twenty-seven,’ said the army officer, reading. ‘Twenty-seven past nine. Eight minutes before the train left.’


‘All verifiable. Now look at me and tell me I’m lying. And while you’re at it, explain how that setup could have been mounted given the time span and the fact that she was on an incoming train!’


‘I can’t. If she — ’


‘She was talking to a conductor seconds before she got off. I’m sure I can find him.’


Baylor was silent again; he stared at Havelock, then spoke softly. ‘Don’t bother. I’ll send the flag.’ He paused, adding, ‘Along with qualified support. Whatever you saw, you’re not lying. Where can I reach you?’


‘Sorry. I’ll reach you.’


‘They’ll want to talk to you, probably in a hurry.’


‘I’ll be in touch.’


‘Why the static?’


‘Something Rostov said in Athens.’



‘Rostov? Pyotr Rostov?’ The colonel’s eyes widened. ‘You don’t go much higher in the Dzerzhinsky.’


‘There’s higher.’


‘He’ll do. What did he say? What did he tell you?’


‘That our nostrils never quite adjust. Instead, they develop a kind of sensitivity — to variations of the basic rotten smell. Like animals.’


‘I expected something less abstract,’ said Baylor, annoyed.


‘Really? From where I stand, it sounds concrete as hell. The Costa Brava trap was engineered in Washington, the evidence compiled by the inner shell in one of those white, sterile offices on the top floor of State.’


‘I understood you were in control,’ interrupted Baylor.


‘The last phase. I insisted on it.’


‘Then you — ’


‘I acted on everything that was given to me. And now I want to know why it was given to me. Why I saw what I did tonight.’



‘If you saw — ’


‘She’s alive. I want to know why! How!’


‘I still don’t understand.’


‘Costa Brava was meant for me. Someone wanted me out. Not dead, but out. Comfortably removed from those temptations that often afflict men like me.’


‘Scores to settle?’ asked the colonel. ‘The Agee syndrome? The Snepp complex? I didn’t know you were infected.’


‘I’ve had my quota of shocks, my share of questions. Someone wanted those questions buried and she went along. Why?’


‘Two assumptions I’m not willing to concede are facts. And if you intend to bare a few shocks not in the national interest, I imagine — and I’m speaking hypothetically in the extreme, of course — there are other methods of ... burying them.’


‘Dispatch? Call me dead?’


‘I didn’t say we’d kill you. We don’t live in that kind of country.’ The colonel paused, then added, ‘On the other hand, why not?’


‘For the same reason others haven’t met with odd accidents that prearranged pathologists might label something else. Self-protection is ingrained in our job, brother. It’s another syndrome; it’s called the Nuremberg. Those shocks, instead of being buried, might surface. Sealed depositions to be opened by unnamed attorneys in the event of questionable et ceteras.’



‘Jesus, you said that? You went that far?’


‘Strangely enough, I never did. Not seriously. I simply got angry. The rest was assumed.’


‘What kind of world do you people live in?’


‘The same one you do — only, we’ve been around a little longer, a little deeper. And that’s why I won’t tell you where you can reach me. My nostrils have picked up a sickening  odor from the Potomac.’ Havelock leaned forward, his voice harsh, low, nearly a whisper again. ‘I know that girl. For her to do what she did, something had to have been done to her, held over her. Something obscene. I want to know what it was and why.’


‘Assuming — ’ Baylor began slowly, ‘assuming you’re right, and I don’t for an instant concede that you are, what makes you think they’ll tell you?’


‘It was all so sudden,’ said Michael, leaning back, his body rigid, his voice now floating as if in a painful dream. ‘It was a Tuesday and we were in Barcelona. We’d been there for a week; something was going to happen in the sector, that’s all Washington told us. Then word came from Madrid: a Four Zero communication had been flown in by courier, contents restricted to the embassy, Eyes Only. Mine only. There’s no Cons Op station in Madrid, no one cleared to relay the information, so I flew in Wednesday morning, signed for that goddamned steel container, and opened it in a room guarded by three marines. Everything was there, everything she’d done, all the information she’d transmitted — information she could have gotten only from me. The trap was there, too, myself in control if I so wished — and I so wished. They knew it was the only way I’d be convinced. On Friday I was back in Barcelona, and by Sunday it was over ... and I was convinced. Five days and the walls came tumbling down. No trumpets, just flashlights and screams and loud ugly noises intruding on the surf. Five days ... so sudden, so swift, everything at a crescendo. It was the only way it could have been done.’


‘You haven’t answered my question,’ Baylor interrupted quietly. ‘If you’re right, what makes you think they’ll tell you?’


Havelock leveled his eyes at the soldier. ‘Because they’re afraid. It comes down to the why. The questions, the shocks; which one was it?’


‘What are you talking about?’


‘The decision to remove me wasn’t made gradually, Colonel. Something triggered it. They don’t force a man out  the way I was forced out because of accumulated differences. Talent’s expensive; proven field talent too difficult to replace. Accommodations can be made, explanations offered, agreements reached. All these are tried before they let the talent go. But no one tried with me.’


‘Can you be more specific?’ the officer pressed, again annoyed.


‘I wish I could be. It’s something I know, or they think I know. Something I could have written down. And it’s a bomb.’


‘Do you?’ Baylor asked coldly, professionally. ‘Have such a piece of information?’


‘I’ll find it,’ replied Havelock, suddenly pushing back his chair, prepared to leave. ‘You tell them that. Just as I’ll find her, tell them that, too. It won’t be easy because she’s not with them anymore. She got away; she’s gone under. I also saw that in her eyes. But I’ll find her.’


‘Maybe — ’ Baylor said urgently, ‘maybe if everything you say proves out, they’d be willing to help.’


‘They’d better be,’ said Michael getting to his feet, and looking down at the soldier-conduit. ‘I’ll need all the help I can get. In the meantime I want this whole goddamned thing spelled out — chapter and verse, to quote an old source of mine. Because if it isn’t, I’m going to start telling tales out of school. When and from where none of you will know, but the words will be there loud and clear. And somewhere among them will be that bomb.’


‘Don’t do anything stupid!’


‘Don’t mistake me, I don’t want to. But what was done to her, to me — to us —  just wasn’t fair, Colonel. I’m back in. Solo. I’ll be in touch.’


Havelock turned and walked swiftly out of the café into the Via Pancrazio.


 




He reached the Via Galvani on his way back to the railroad station, where he had deposited his newly acquired suitcase in a coin locker. Suddenly the painful irony struck him. It had been a suitcase in a coin locker at an airport in  Barcelona that had condemned Jenna Karas. The defector from the Baader-Meinhof — in exchange for the quiet cancellation of a death sentence pronounced in absentia — had led them to it. The German terrorist had told Madrid that das Fräulein Karas kept secret, updated field records within her reach at all times. It was a Voennaya custom dictated by the strange relationship the violent and clandestine branch of Soviet intelligence had with the rest of the KGB. Certain field personnel on long-range deep-cover operations had access to their own files in the event that their superiors in Moscow suddenly were not accessible. Self-protection sometimes assumed odd forms; no one had questioned it.


No one had questioned. Not even he.


Someone makes contact with her and gives her a key, stating a location. A room or a locker, even a bank. The material is there, including new objectives as they are developed.


A man had stopped her one afternoon two days before Michael left for Madrid. In a café on the Paseo Isabel. A drunk. He had shaken her hand, then kissed it. Four days later Michael had found a key in Jenna’s purse. On Sunday, two days later, she was dead.


There had been a key, but whose key was it? He had seen photocopies verified by Langley of every item in that suitcase. But whose suitcase was it? If not hers, how did three sets of fingerprints confirmed to be hers get inside? And if the prints were hers, why did she permit it?


What had they done to her? What had they done to a blond woman on the Costa Brava who had screamed in Czech and whose spine and neck and head had been pierced with bullets? What kind of people were they who could put human beings on strings and blow them up as calmly as one might explode mannequins in a horror show? That woman had died; he had seen too much death to be mistaken. It was no charade, as the elegant Gravet might have put it.


Yet it was all a charade. They were all puppets. But on what stage and for whose benefit were they performing?


He hurried faster on the Via Galvani; the Via della  Mamorata was in sight. He was only blocks now from the massive railroad station; he would begin there. At least, he had an idea; whether it made sense or not the next half hour would tell.


He passed a garishly lighted newsstand where tabloids competed with glossy magazines. Capped teeth and outsized breasts battled for attention with mutilated bodies and graphic descriptions of rape and mayhem. And then he saw the famous face staring up at him from the cover of the international edition of Time. The clear eyes behind the horn-rimmed glasses shone as they always did, full of high intelligence — cold at first glance, yet somehow warmer the longer one looked at them, softened, perhaps by an understanding few on this earth possessed. There he was, the high cheekbones and the aquiline nose, the generous lips from which such extraordinary words poured forth.


‘A man for all seasons, all peoples.’ That was the simple caption beneath the photograph. No name, no title; none was necessary. The world knew the American Secretary of State, heard his reasoned, deliberate voice and understood. This was a man for all; he transcended borders and languages and national insanities. There were those who believed — and Michael was one of them — that either the world would listen to Anthony Matthias or it would be blown to hell in a mushroom cloud.


Anton Matthias. Friend, mentor, surrogate father. Where Costa Brava was concerned, he, too, had been a puppet.  Who would dare?



As Havelock put several lira notes down on the counter and picked up the magazine, he remembered vividly the handwritten note Anton had insisted the strategists in Washington include with the Four Zero file flown to Madrid. From their few brief conversations in Georgetown, Matthias had grasped the depth of his feelings for the woman assigned to him for the past eight months. At last, perhaps, he was ready to get out and find the peace that had eluded him all these years. The statesman had made gentle fun of the situation; when a fellow Czech past forty and  in Michael’s line of work decided to concentrate on one woman Slavic tradition and contemporary fiction suffered irreparable blows.


But there had been no such levity in Matthias’s note.



Můj milý synu


The attached pains my heart as it will yours. You who suffered so much in the early days, and have given of yourself so brilliantly and selflessly to our adopted country in these later ones, must again know pain. I have demanded and received a complete verification of these findings. If you wish to remove yourself from the scene, you may, of course, do so. Do not feel bound by the attached recommendations. There is only so much a nation can ask, and you have given with honor and more. Perhaps now the angers we spoke of years ago, the furies that propelled you into this terrible life, have subsided, permitting you to return to another world that needs the labors of your mind. I pray so.


Tvůj,


Anton M.





Havelock forced the note from his mind; it served only to aggravate the incomprehensible. Verification: Positive. He opened the magazine to the article on Matthias. There was nothing new, merely a recap of his more recent accomplishments in the area of arms negotiations. It ended with the observation that the Secretary of State was off for a well-deserved vacation at an unnamed location. Michael smiled; he knew where it was. A cabin in the Shenandoah Valley. It was entirely possible that before the night was over he would use a dozen codes to reach that mountain cabin. But not until he found out what had happened. For Anton Matthias had been touched by it too.


The crowds inside the giant dome of the Ostia had thinned out, the last of the trains leaving Rome having departed or being about to depart. Havelock pulled his suitcase from the locker and looked around for a sign; it had to be somewhere. It could well be a waste of time, but  he did not think so; at least it was a place to start. He had told the intelligence officer-attaché in the café on the Via Pancrazio: ‘She was talking to a conductor seconds before she got off. I’m sure I can find him.’


Michael reasoned that someone running did not casually strike up a conversation with a conductor for the sake of conviviality; too much was on that someone’s mind. And in every city there were those sections where men and women who wished to disappear could do so, where cash was the only currency, mouths were kept shut, and hotel registries rarely reflected accurate identities. Jenna Karas might know the names of districts, even streets, but she did not — had not known — Rome itself. A city on strike might just possibly convince someone running that it was urgent to ask a question or a direction of someone who might have the answer.


 




There was the sign on the wall, an arrow pointing to the office complex: AMMINISTRATORE DELLA STAZIONE.


Thirty-five minutes later, having convinced a night manager that it was imperative and in both his and the conductor’s financial interest that the conductor be found, he had the address of the man assigned to cars tre, quattro,  and cinque for the incoming train on binario trentasei at eight-thirty that evening. As the rail system was government service, a photograph was attached to the employment sheet. It was the same man he had seen talking to Jenna Karas. Among his qualifications was a proficiency in English. Livello primario.



He climbed the worn stone steps of the apartment building to the fifth floor, found the name ‘Mascolo’ on the door and knocked. The red-faced conductor was dressed in loose trousers held up by wide suspenders over an undershirt. His breath reeked of cheap wine, and his eyes were not entirely focused. Havelock took a 10,000-lire note from his pocket.


‘Who can remember one passenger among thousands?’ protested the man, seated opposite Michael at the kitchen table.


‘I’m sure you can,’ said Havelock, removing another bill.  ‘Think. She was probably one of the last people you spoke to on that train. Slender, medium height, a wide-brimmed hat — you were in the vestibule.’


‘Sì! Naturalmente. Una bella ragazza! I remember!’ The conductor took the money and drank some wine; he belched and continued. ‘She asked me if I knew where she could make connections for Civitavecchia.’


‘Civitavecchia? That’s a town north of here, isn’t it?’



‘Sí. A seaport on the Tyrrhenian.’


‘Did you know?’


‘There are very few trains between Rome and Civitavecchia, signore, and certainly not at that hour. It is at best a stop for freight, not passengers.’


‘What did you tell her?’


‘Just that. She appeared reasonably well dressed, so I suggested she negotiate a taxi for a flat rate. If she could find one. Rome is a manicomio!’



Havelock nodded thanks, placed another bill on the table and went to the door. He glanced at his watch; it was twenty past one in the morning. Civitavecchia. A seaport on the Tyrrhenian. Ships heading out to sea on a given day invariably left with the early light. At dawn.


He had roughly three hours to reach Civitavecchia, search the waterfront, find a pier, find a ship — find an unlisted passenger.







CHAPTER FIVE


He raced out of the marble lobby of the hotel in Bernini Circle and rushed blindly up through the winding streets until he reached the Via Veneto. The desk clerk at the hotel had not been able to help him but not for lack of trying; spurred by the thick folds of lire, he futilely punched the telephone bar and screamed numbers at the sleepy switchboard operator. The night clerk’s contacts were limited; he could not raise a rented car.


Havelock stopped for breath, studying the lights on the Veneto. The hour was too late for the full array, but several cafés and the Excelsior Hotel were illuminated. Someone had to help him — he had to get to Civitavecchia! He had to find her. He could not lose her. Not again, not ever again! He had to reach her and hold her and tell her that terrible things had been done to them, tell her over and over again until she saw the truth in his eyes and heard that truth in his voice; and saw the love he felt so deeply, and understood the unendurable guilt that never left him — for he had killed that love.


He began running again, first into the Excelsior, where no amount of money interested an arrogant clerk.


‘You’ve got to help me!’


‘You are not even a guest, signore,’ said the man, glancing to his left.


Slowly Michael angled his head. Across the lobby two policemen were watching the scene. They conferred; obviously, the night operation at the Excelsior was under open official scrutiny. Peddlers of capsules and pills, white powder and syringes, were working the world-famous boulevard.  One of the uniformed men stepped forward. Havelock turned and walked rapidly to the entrance, once again running into the half-deserted street, toward the nearest profusion of light.


The tired maître d’ of the Café de Paris told him he was a  capo zuccone. Who would have an automobile to rent to a stranger at this hour? The American manager of a third-rate version of a Third Avenue bar told him to ‘pound sand.’


Again the winding streets, again the sweat drenching his hairline, rolling down his cheeks. The Hassler — the Villa Medici! He had used the name of the elegant hotel in the luggage shop by the Ostia ...


The night concierge at the Hassler’s Villa Medici was accustomed to the vagaries of Rome’s wealthiest hotel guests. Arrangements were made for Michael to rent a Fiat, one of the Hassler’s staff vehicles. The price was exorbitant, but with it came a map of Rome and its environs, the most direct route to Civitavecchia marked in red.


He reached the port city at three-fifteen and by three-forty-five he had driven up and down the waterfront, studying it until he decided where to park the car and start his search for Jenna Karas.


It was a section common to most waterfronts where the floodlights washing the piers remained on all night and activity never stopped; where groupings of dockworkers and deckhands mingled like slow-moving automatons, crisscrossing each other — men and machinery meshed in volatile conflict — loading the cargo holds and preparing the massive boilers and outdated engines of the larger vessels soon to head out into deep water. Where cafés and coffee-houses lined the mist-laden alleys, punctuated by the diffused light of the streetlamps — places of refuge serving the harshest whisky and the most glutinous food.


To the north and south were the smaller piers, halyards and masts swaying in silhouette against the moonlight; filthy marinas for the fishing boats and the trawlers that ventured no more than forty kilometers out to those watery places that decades of experience and tradition told the  captains were where the catches were most plentiful. These piers did not begin to stir until the early light was closer, faint sprays of yellowish white inching their way over the southwest horizon, pushing the night sky upward. Only then did groaning, dull-eyed men walk down the wooden planks toward oily gunwales and the interminable, blinding day ahead. Jenna Karas would not be in these places where the boats cast off at dawn only to return home when the sun went down. She would be somewhere in that complex of larger piers, where ships looked to the tides and the charts and sailed to other ports, other countries.


She was somewhere in this stretch of the waterfront where swirling pockets of mist rolled off the sea and across the docks, through intersecting pools of floodlights and the hammering tattoo of nocturnal labors. She would be hidden — not visible to those who should not see her: controllori of the piers, paid by the state and the shipping companies to be on the lookout for material and human contraband. Keep her out of sight; the moment will come when she can be taken on board, after a capo operaio has inspected a hold and signed the papers that state the ship in question is free to depart, free from the taint of transgressing the laws of land and sea. Then she can walk swiftly out of the shadows and down a pier, controllori and operai themselves out of sight, their duties finished.


Which pier? Which ship? Where are you, Jenna?


There were three freighters, all medium tonnage, berthed alongside each other at three of the four major cargo docks. The fourth housed two smaller vessels — barge class — with conveyor equipment and thick piping machinery transporting and pumping bulk cargo up into the open holds. She would be taken aboard one of the freighters; the immediate thing to learn was the departure time of each.


He parked the Fiat on a side street that intersected the  viale fronting the four piers. He walked across the wide avenue, dodging several vans and trucks, to the first pier on the left, to the gate manned by a uniformed guard, a civil servant of questionable civility. He was unpleasant, and the  nuisance of having to piece together Havelock’s barely fluent Italian added to his hostility.


‘What do you want to know for?’ asked the guard, filling the doorway of the gatehouse. ‘What’s it to you?’


‘I’m trying to find someone who may have booked passage,’ said Michael, hoping the words he used were close enough to his meaning.



‘Passaggio? Biglietto? Who buys a ticket on a Portuguese freighter?’


Havelock saw his opening; he leaned closer, glancing about as he spoke. ‘This is the ship, then. Forgive my poor use of your language, Signor Controllore. It’s unforgivable. Actually, I’m with the embassy of Portugal in Rome. In my way an — inspector, as you are. We were told there may be certain irregularities with this vessel. Any cooperation from you could be duly conveyed to your superiors.’


The human ego when tied to opportunity was not affected by the lowliness of a civil service rating. The hostile guard was abruptly pleasant, moving aside to admit the  straniero importante.




‘Scusatemi, signore! I did not understand. We who patrol those holes of corruption must cooperate with one another, no? And, in truth, a word to my superiors — in Rome, of course.’


‘Of course. Not here.’


‘Of course. Not here. They are brutes down here. Come in, come in. It must be chilly for you.’


The Miguel Cristóvão was scheduled to leave port at 5:00 A.M. Its captain was a man named Aliandro, who had been in the wheelhouse of the Cristóvão for the past twelve years, a skipper who knew every island, every shoal in the western Mediterranean, it was said.


The two other freighters were of Italian registry. The guards at the gates were wearily cooperative, perfectly willing to give whatever information the oddly spoken foreigner requested. What he wished to know he could read in any newspaper under Navi Informazione-Civitavecchia,  the pages of which were unusually torn out and tacked  to the walls of the various cafés around the waterfront. They helped when crewmen got drunk and forgot their schedules.


The Isola d’Elba was leaving at five-thirty, the Santa Teresa  twenty minutes later, at five-fifty.


Havelock started to walk away from the third gate. He looked at his watch; it was eight minutes past four. So little time.


Jenna! Where are you?


He heard the sound of a bell behind him. It was sudden, abrasive, echoing in its own vibrations, an outside bell meant to be heard above the shouts and machinery of the piers. Alarmed, he turned quickly. The guard had stepped inside the glass cubicle that was his gatehouse and was answering the telephone. The verbal flow of attentive Sis emphasized the fact that whoever was on the other end of the line was issuing orders that were to be thoroughly understood.


Telephones and guards at checkpoints were sources of concern to Michael. For a moment he was not sure whether or not to run. The answer was given instantly. The guard hung up the phone and stuck his head out the door. ‘You! You want to know so much about this stinking tub, here’s something else! The Teresa stays put. She doesn’t sail until six godforsaken trucks get here from Torino, which could be eight hours from now. The unions will make those bastards pay, let me tell you! Then they’ll fine the crew for being drunk! They’re all bastards!’


The Teresa was out of the running, for a while at least. He could concentrate on the Elba and the Cristóvão. If Jenna was to be smuggled aboard the Teresa, he had hours, but not if it was one of the other two. If either was the case, he still had only minutes. He had to spend them wisely but swiftly, wasting as few as possible. There was no time for the subtleties of move and countermove, for circling the grounds of inquiry and selecting targets cautiously, being aware of whoever might be watching him. There was time only for money — if takers could be found. And force — if  those same takers tripped themselves on lies that meant they knew the truth.


Havelock walked quickly back to the second gate, where the Isola d’Elba was berthed, altering his story only slightly for the weary guard. He wished to speak to a few of the vessel’s crew, those who might be on shore awaiting the ship’s call. Would the cooperative civil servant, having shaken a hand with several thousand lire folded in the palm, know which of the waterfront cafés were favored by the  Elba’s crew?


‘They stick together, no, signore? When fights break out, seamen want their friends around, even those they hate on board. Try II Pinguino. Or perhaps La Carrozza di Mare. The whisky’s cheaper at the first, but the food makes one vomit. It’s better at La Carrozza.’


The once hostile, now obsequious guard at the gate of the Cristóvão was more than cooperative; he was effusively friendly.


‘There is a café on the Via Maggio where, it is said, many things pass hands.’


‘Would the Cristóvão’s men be there?’


‘Some perhaps. The Portuguese do not mix well, of course. No one trusts them — Not you, signore! I refer only to the garbage of the sea. The same everywhere. Not you, may God forgive me!’


‘The name, please?’


Il Tritone.’


It took less than twelve minutes to disqualify Il Tritone. Michael walked through the heavy doors, beneath the crude bas-relief of a naked creature half man and half fish, into the raucous squalor of the waterfront bar. The smoke was thick, the stench of stale whisky thicker. Men shouted between the tables; others lurched, and not a few had collapsed, their heads resting on folded arms, small pools of alcohol surrounding hands and nostrils and bearded cheeks.


Havelock chose the oldest-looking man behind the bar and approached him first. ‘Are there any here from the  Cristóvão?’


‘Portoghese?’


‘Sì.’


‘A few - over there, I think.’


Michael looked through the smoke and the weaving bodies to a table across the room. There were four men. ‘What about the Isola d’Elba?’ he asked, turning back to the bartender.



‘Porci!’ replied the man. ‘Pigs! They come in here, I throw them out! Scum!’


‘They must be something,’ said Havelock, scanning the Tritone’s clientele, his throat trembling at the thought of Jenna among such men.


‘You want crew from the Elba, go to Il Pinguino. Over there, they don’t care.’


Michael took out a 10,000-lire note, and placed it in front of the bartender. ‘Do you speak Portuguese? Enough to be understood?’


‘Down here, if one cares to make a living one must be understood in half a dozen tongues.’ The man slipped the money into his apron pocket, adding. ‘They no doubt speak Italian, probably better than you, signore. So let us speak in English. What do you wish me to do?’


‘There’s an empty table back there,’ said Havelock, relieved, changing languages, and gesturing with his head toward the left rear comer of the café. ‘I’m going over and sit down. You go to those men and tell them I want to see them — one at a time. If you think they won’t understand me, come over with each and be my interpreter.’


‘Ititerprete?’


‘Sì.’


‘Bene.’


One by one the four Portuguese sailors came to the table, each bewildered, two proficient in Italian, one in English, one needing the services of the interprete. To each, Michael said the same words:


‘I’m looking for a woman. It’s a minor matter, nothing to be concerned about; call it an affair of the heart. She’s an impetuous woman; we’ve all known them, haven’t we? But  now she may have gone too far for her own good. I’m told she has a friend on the Cristóvão. She may have been around the pier, asking questions, looking for transport. She’s an attractive woman, average height, blond hair, probably wearing a raincoat and a wide-brimmed hat. Have you seen anyone like that? If you have, there could be a lot more money in your pocket than there is now.’


And with each man he gave an explanation for his summons that the sailor could take back to his companions, along with 5,000 lire: ‘Whatever you tell me remains between us. For my good more than yours. When you go back to your table, you can say the same thing I’m telling everyone. I want rough sex with someone leaving Civitavecchia, but I’m not going to take it from any son of a bitch who won’t leave his papers down at a hotel desk. Released by me. Got it?’


Only with the third man did the bartender, who insisted on being present at each interview, caution Havelock firmly. ‘This one will leave his papers at a desk,’ he said.


‘Then he’s not my type.’


‘Bene!’



‘Grazie. ’


‘Prego.’


Nothing. No such woman had been seen or heard of on the Cristóvão pier. The four Portuguese crewmen resumed their drinking.


Havelock thanked the perplexed older man beside him, and pressed another bill into his apron pocket. ‘Which way to Il Pinguino?’ he asked.


‘The Elba crew?’


‘That’s right.’


‘I’ll go with you,’ said the bartender, removing his apron and the money in its pocket.


‘Why?’


‘You sound like a decent man. Also stupid. You walk into Il Pinguino asking questions, your money’s for everyone. All it takes is one sailor with a quiet knife.’


‘I can take care of myself.’


‘You are not only stupid, you are very stupid. I own Il Tritone; they respect me at Il Pinguino. You’ll be safer with me. You pass money too quickly.’


‘I’m in a hurry.’



‘Presto! Let’s get on with it. It’s a bad morning here. Not like the old days when men knew that half a chestful was enough. You taste it in your throat, you know. These ass-holes mix up comfort with wanting no memory. Vieni!’



The café five blocks away brought back memories, remembrances of a life he had thought was over — he had been in too many such places in that other life. If Il Tritone catered to the garbage of humanity, Il Pinguino took the dregs and considered it clientela scelta. The smoke was thicker, the shouting louder; men did not lurch, they lunged at nothing and everything, intent only on the violence in their minds. These were men who found amusement in the sudden exposure of another’s weakness or a semblance of weakness — which they construed as an absence of manhood — and then attacked.


They had nothing else. They challenged the shadows of their own deepest fears.


The owner of Il Tritone was greeted by his counterpart within seconds of ushering Havelock through the door. The Pinguino’s proprietario matched his establishment, having few teeth and arms that hung like huge, hairy cheeses. He was not as large as Michael’s newfound friend, but there was a sense of violence about him that made one think of a boar that could be quickly stirred to anger.


The greetings between the two men were spoken rapidly, perfunctorily. But there was respect, as Il Tritone’s owner had said there would be, and the arrangements were made swiftly, with a minimum of explanation.


‘The American looks for a woman. It is a malinteso, and not our business,’ said the owner of Il Tritone. ‘She may be sailing with the Elba, and one of these thieves may have seen her. He’s willing to pay.’


‘He’d better hurry,’ replied the sullen boar. ‘The oilers left an hour ago; they’re sweating piss-green by now. The  second mate will be here any minute to gather up the rest of the deck.’


‘How many are there?’


‘Eight, ten, who knows? I count lire, not faces.’


‘Have one of your people go around and ask quietly, find them, and tell me who they are. Clear a table for my companion. I’ll bring each one to him.’


‘You give orders as though the Pinguino were the Tritone.’


‘Because I would accord you the same courtesy, even as my tongue thickened as yours does now. One never knows. You could need my help tomorrow ... Each pig from the  Elba is worth ten thousand lire to you.’



‘Bene.’ The Penguino’s owner walked away toward the bar.


‘Do not give these men any excuse for talking to you as you did the Portoghese,’ said Michael’s companion. ‘For them it was good thinking, but not for these. There’s no time, and in their drunkenness they could find the wrong meaning. Bottles are broken easily in here.’


‘Then what am I going to say? I’ve got to separate them, give each a reason for talking to me alone, I can’t go up to all of them at once. One may know something, but he’s not going to tell me in front of the others.’


‘Agreed. So tell each you trust only him. The others — you were told — are not to be trusted. You spoke with them only for appearance, because your business concerns the Elba. It will be enough.’


‘I’m a stranger. Who would tell me something like that?’


‘A man who knows his clientele — the one you paid. The owner of Il Pinguino.’ The owner of Il Tritone grinned. ‘By the time they reach port again, he’ll be covered with stink. He’ll need the carabinieri every night.’


Separately, warily, in varying phases of stupor, the remaining crew of the Elba sat down and listened to Havelock’s increasingly fluent Italian as he repeated the same question. And with each he studied the man’s face, the eyes, looking for a reaction, a glint of recognition, a brief straying  of a glance that covered a lie. With the sixth man he thought he found it; it was in the lips — a sudden stretching unrelated to the sagging muscle tone induced by whisky, and in the clouded eyes, dulled further by an instinctive desire not to listen. The man knew something.


‘You’ve seen her, haven’t you?’ said Michael, losing control, speaking in English.



‘Ascolta,’ interrupted the owner of Il Tritone. ‘In italiano, signore.’


‘Sorry.’ Havelock repeated the question, which was more an accusation, in Italian.


The sailor responded with a shrug, shifted his position, and started to get up. Michael reached over quickly and clamped his hand on the seaman’s arm. The response was now ugly; the sailor squinted his rheumy, red-veined eyes, his mouth like that of an angry dog, lips parted, stained yellow teeth showing. In seconds he would lunge — drunkenly, to be sure, but nevertheless, attack was imminent.



‘Lascialo,’ ordered the owner of Il Tritone, then spoke rapidly under his breath in English. ‘Show him money. Quickly! This pig will grab your throat, and they’ll be all over us and you will learn nothing. You are right. He’s seen her.’


Havelock released the man’s arm, reached into his pocket and took out the thick pack of awkwardly small lire notes. He separated two bills and placed them in front of the sailor; they totaled 40,000 lire, a day’s pay on board ship.


‘As you can see,’ he said in Italian, ‘there’s more here. You can’t take it from me, but I can give it to you. On the other hand, you can walk away and not tell me anything.’ Michael paused, leaned back in the chair, staring at the man, his expression hostile. ‘But I can make trouble for you. And I will.’


‘In che modo?’ The crewman was as angry as he was bewildered, his eyes darting between Havelock’s face, the money, and the owner of Il Tritone, who sat impassively, his rigid posture showing that he was aware of the danger in Michael’s tactic.


‘How?’ Havelock leaned forward, his fingers pulling the lire toward him, as though retrieving two vital cards in a game of baccarat. ‘I’ll go over to the Elba and find your captain. Whatever I say to him about you he’s not going to like.’



‘Che cosa? What? ... What can you say to him in riguardo a me that he would credere?’ The sailor’s sudden use of English words was unexpected. He turned to the owner of Il Tritone. ‘Perhaps this pig will grab your throat, old man. I need no help from others. For you or this ricco  americano.’ The man unzipped his coarse wool jacket; the handle of a knife protruded from a scabbard strapped to his belt; his head swayed from the effects of the whisky. A very thin line was about to be crossed.


Abruptly, Michael settled back in his chair and laughed quietly. It was a genuine laugh, in no way hostile or challenging, further confusing the seaman. ‘Bene!’ said Michael, suddenly leaning forward again, removing two more 5,000-lire notes from the loose packet of bills. ‘I wanted to find out if you had balls, and you told me. Good! A man without balls doesn’t know what he sees. He makes things up because he’s afraid, or because he sees money.’ Havelock gripped the man’s hand at the wrist, forcing the palm open. It was a strong if friendly grip, indicating a strength the sailor had to acknowledge. ‘Here! Fifty thousand lire. There’s no quarrel between us. Where did you see her?’

OEBPS/Misc/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/Images/robe_9781409122135_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
Ludlii

eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee

THE PARSIFAL
~ MOSAIC






OEBPS/Images/robe_9781409122135_oeb_001_r1.jpg





