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24 Oct 76—PARIS


The flight from Washington had taken seven hours and nineteen minutes. Now a standard black Cadillac sedan was waiting for him at the curb, in a no-parking, no-stopping zone. There were no other American cars at Charles de Gaulle Airport that morning.


Devereaux stood on the walk outside the terminal for a moment, looking up at the leaden morning clouds, feeling the threat of rain in the air. Then he looked down at the Cadillac sedan, and he shook his head. It was a bad joke, all of it.


The driver got out of the car and walked around the hood to the rear passenger door and opened it.


Devereaux paused a moment before entering the car. He looked at the driver and said, “Why don’t you have American flags flying on the front fenders?”


The driver blinked and said nothing.


Devereaux crawled in and dropped his bag between his knees.


The other passenger was a black man with honey-brown skin and large blue eyes. A sprinkle of freckles bridged his nose and cheeks.


“You don’t appreciate our meeting you,” Pendleton said.


“Not very much,” Devereaux replied. The rear compartment was sealed from the driver by a bulletproof glass window. The driver had closed the door and resumed his place behind the wheel.


“You’re too cautious. Everyone knows everyone in Paris. The KGB dines at Maxim’s.”


“I’d expect that. The Russians have bad taste in most things,” Devereaux said.


“You know Paris. They said you worked here—”


“I worked here once. After Vietnam. I could speak the language,” Devereaux said.


“I know all about you.”


“So we know all about each other, Pendleton,” Devereaux said.


Pendleton was smiling. “And?”


Devereaux said nothing.


The smile faded and the question remained unanswered. Pendleton tapped one large, manicured finger on the glass partition and the driver slipped the transmission into drive.


Flecks of rain appeared on the side windows. The air trembled with thunder from another plane taking off.


“This is really a simple matter,” Pendleton said at last. The car was on the freeway out of Roissy, descending south and west toward Paris. The countryside was turning winter brown. The fields were flecked with whitewashed farmhouses with red tile roofs.


“So simple that Section sent me from Washington.” Devereaux could not conceal his annoyance because the appearance of the big black Cadillac sedan had unsettled him. He felt as naked as he had felt the night six months earlier when an operation in Albania was exposed right on the shore and he and the others had been captured. The last half a year had been full of nightmares reliving that morning on the Albanian shore, surrounded by ranks of gray-clad troops carrying AK-47s. It had been over as soon as it began. Everyone was eventually killed, some more quickly than others. Everyone except Devereaux, who had been shipped to Crete as the last living witness, to tell his tale like Ishmael.


“Section wanted a fresh face on this and I agreed,” Pendleton said. He was head of Paris Desk; he had helped plan the failed Albanian operation. Devereaux had been called in by Hanley in the Albanian thing. He had never met Pendleton before. He was the last man Devereaux had ever wanted to see again.


“I’m not fresh, Pendleton. I’m worn out,” Devereaux said.


“It is simple, this one. This isn’t Albania,” Pendleton said. “You still blame me for Albania?”


“I never blamed you or Hanley. I blame myself,” Devereaux said. Closed his eyes. Saw the dead bodies, every one of them, arrayed on metal tables in a morgue in Tiranë. They made sure he had witnessed everything before they sent him back to Crete. He was a living warning of what happened to spies in Albania.


“I don’t think this can be so simple.”


Pendleton said, “Timing is everything in this, and I can feel it, I want it so bad. Double Eagle wants to get out and we’re his best chance for that—he can see it.”


“So why doesn’t he drive out? You could send a Cadillac for him,” Devereaux said.


Pendleton frowned. His eyes grew dark. The rain streaked wet lines on the side windows. “I don’t really have to take your shit, you know,” Pendleton said to the glass.


“I know. Send me home. Give me an ‘unsatisfactory’ for my two-oh-one file and send me home.”


“I’m not going to do that, Devereaux. You’ve been living good off that Albania story, laying around in D.C. on ‘will call’ duty, just picking up your check every month.”


Devereaux said nothing. Pendleton turned to look at him. “See, what you are is a man who doesn’t see the possibilities. Double Eagle has two chances: Slim and none. He’s taking slim but he’s trying to be careful. You think he’d put his own family in danger?”


“What about his family?”


“Girl named Ruth Sauer is his half sister, she’s the one he’s sending to Paris to check out the trail. Make sure it’s safe. And that’s where you come in. You go with the girl and if the Mossad ain’t on your back, it’s safe enough for him.”


“Tell me about Mossad. Hanley didn’t—”


“You don’t tell Hanley everything. Not that I knew it all at first. But Mossad is after our Double Eagle and those Jews get on your case, they don’t get off it. Ask Eichmann.”


“Tell me about Mossad,” Devereaux said again. He was feeling queasy. First, the unexpected Cadillac waiting for him. Pendleton was a sneaky bastard and he never did anything without a reason. Pendleton had been on the periphery of the Albania fiasco—brought up to speed because he was head of Paris Desk and had a finger in Europe operations—but Devereaux had not liked that part of it. Too many cooks had stirred the Albania broth. Now there was another surprise. Hanley never mentioned Mossad.


“Mossad has made a connection of Kurt Heinemann to the massacre back a couple of years ago. At the Olympic games in Munich, you remember what I’m talking about?”


Devereaux stared at the rolling brown countryside. He remembered France as full of rainy days like this, just wet and cold enough to be melancholic. Or maybe that was always his mood and the countryside did its best to reflect the inner man.


“When Al-Fatah killed those eleven Israelis in Munich in 1972, Israel went after Syria and Lebanon. Bombed shit out of the Arabs. That was openers. They wanted to find out how the terrorists worked it, got into Germany, got into the Olympic Village. They knew there had to be a German connection. They figured on Bonn but Bonn broke its ass for Tel Aviv and eventually Mossad saw who the German was. An East German boy working as a terrorist for Stasi codenamed Double Eagle. Our boy, Kurt Heinemann. Kurt Heinemann has real trouble, Jews on his ass. They think he set up Al-Fatah with everything they needed and they want him very bad.”


“Do we know this or is this the story that Kurt Heinemann is peddling to you?”


Pendleton started to say something and then stopped. He stared out his side window. “Fucking rain. Six straight days we haven’t seen the sun.”


“It’s still there,” Devereaux said.


Silence. The tires thumped over the pavement, sending up a perpetual trail of rain clouds behind.


“I know some things and I don’t know other things. I picked up this Mossad stuff in the last week. We got informers, they got informers, all God’s chillun got informers. They see, I see, we all see. I pick up this Mossad stuff from a man who knows a man who is the brother of the day bartender at Harry’s who is the friend of a friend. Look. I run my desk. I tell Hanley what I absolutely know. I don’t absolutely know about Mossad, which is why I don’t tell him.”


Devereaux stared at the bag between his knees. He had stored it all these months on the top shelf of his spare closet. He had never wanted to go anywhere again. They gave him pills to let him sleep; when he slept the drugged sleep, he dreamed of dead bodies naked on metal tables in a Tiranë basement. He had known them all.


“So he’s sending his sister out as bait,” Devereaux said. “And I’m supposed to go along with her to find Kurt Heinemann.”


“Kurt Heinemann is gonna find you. He’s gonna see there ain’t no Mossad on his trail and then he’s gonna come up to the rue Scribe and turn his sorry ass over to me.”


“And what if Mossad wants him?”


“Tough tit.”


“We wash hands with Mossad.”


“But we’re top dog and when we piss out our territory, Mossad knows when to stop sniffing it.”


“So I’m a setup, is that it, Pendleton?”


Silence. No gloom, just a small fire of animosity sparked between the two men.


“You wait for her every morning for a week starting tomorrow at the Gare de l’Est. Wait for the Zurich train in the morning. That shouldn’t be too hard.”


“I want a piece,” Devereaux said.


“For what? You gonna shoot this girl? This girl is a schoolgirl, she’s only seventeen.”


“And how old is Kurt Heinemann?”


“He ain’t gonna shoot you.”


“He wants to come to Uncle. How do you know that?”


“I know things. That’s what we do in Paris Desk. We know things and sometimes we know important things.”


It was wrong, it was all wrong; it was like falling, it was the smell of that Albanian beach on that morning; it was false and wrong and everyone knew it but no one could say anything. They were sleepwalking to death and they knew it and none of them could pull back.


Christ. Devereaux shivered and Pendleton saw it. Devereaux’s face was the color of chalk and his gray eyes were bleak. He saw things past; he saw things coming.
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3 Nov 76—PARIS


“Café au lait et pain et beurre,” Devereaux said. The waiter brought the milky coffee and the buttered pieces of bread and left a saucer with a printed bill.


Rain again.


The dirty streets around the station were choked with traffic and the fumes of Gauloises mixed with diesel exhaust.


He had been at the station every morning since the first meeting with Pendleton. They had made no further contact. Pendleton had put him up at a nice hotel on the Champs-Elysées; he had moved out within three hours of registration and found a bare room in a one-star hotel near the station. On the second afternoon in Paris, he had purchased a 9-millimeters automatic from a fence in the rue de Verneuil on the Left Bank, a man he had used before on his first assignment. Three days after that, Devereaux made a signal to Hanley in Washington. It was a locator signal, nothing more, and it told Hanley only that Devereaux was still alive and still in the field and still in deepest black. Nothing more. He didn’t want to use the safe phone in the rue de Scribe at Section offices. He didn’t want to deal with Pendleton at all.


Devereaux sat in a different café near the station every morning. He sat by the window and he watched the pedestrians and loiterers, the clochards with their rags and sense of proprieties eyeing the other citizens like marks waiting to be scored. He watched for people who might be watching him.


On the third morning, he had spotted the watcher in the shadow of the entrance of the ornate Gare de l’Est. The watcher had followed him down the platform to meet the Zurich train. The girl had not been on the train. Pendleton had said she would wear a blue melton coat and there were always girls getting off the train and there were women in blue coats but Devereaux was sure that Ruth Sauer had not arrived in Paris. He was sure about the watcher as well; the man was following him.


So Devereaux had let the watcher follow him down a tangle of narrow streets away from his hotel. When he found the street he wanted, Devereaux slipped into a shadowed entrance and waited. When the watcher came abreast of him, Devereaux put the muzzle of the automatic against his forehead. Just that suddenly and painlessly.


“Jesus Christ,” the watcher said.


“Who do you work for?”


“You know,” the watcher said. “Jesus Christ.”


“Not Jesus Christ,” Devereaux said.


“Pendleton.”


“Is that true? The best thing is to finish you and not guess about whether you’re telling the truth.”


“I’m Section, Section.” Rain glistened on his forehead; maybe it was sweat as well.


“Tell him to leave me alone,” Devereaux said.


“You checked out of the hotel—”


“And tell him I have a gun and tell him to stay out of my way,” Devereaux said. “And don’t ever go to the Gare de l’Est again.”


“I won’t,” the watcher said.


“Good.”


“Can I go?”


“Yes.”


The watcher had scurried away, looking behind him once or twice, but by then Devereaux had slipped out of the shadowed door and into another street.


The girl came on November 3.


She truly was a girl. She was slim and the coat seemed bulky on her body. She carried a single bag. Her hair was brown, cut short. She had large brown eyes.


Devereaux kissed her on the platform. They embraced as friends or lovers. She let the kiss linger. It was a kiss of greeting and sign of recognition: I am who you think I am. But what else was there in the kiss? Devereaux let the kiss linger also and he was puzzled by the urgency of her slim body. Who was this girl really? Was any of this true?


“I’m sorry I made you wait so long,” she said. Her voice was very deep for one so young and slight. There was softness in it and the trace of an accent. “My brother is so careful.”


“I’m careful, too.”


“What is your name?”


“November,” he said.


“Yes. That’s the name,” she said. “Are you sure of me?” A rare smile then; not at all shy.


He had to smile. “You’re the only pretty girl in a blue coat. I’m sure of that.”


“Did they say I was pretty?”


“Perhaps,” Devereaux said. He felt awkward. She was very young and he felt attracted to her—by the force of that kiss, by the press of that young body against him—and he felt ashamed of himself. And, for that moment, he had lost the sense of danger. That frightened him most of all.


He resumed his frown. “Let’s go. I’ll take your bag.”


“Is it far?”


“Not very far.”


“Is it a nice hotel?”


“Not very nice.”


“I always thought of Paris. And coming here to a beautiful hotel and eating beautiful food.”


“We can get the food at least.”


“Not now.” She hugged at his arm as he led her down the platform to the concourse. Birds flew back and forth from ledge to ledge across the ceiling. The doors to the street were open. Traffic pounded against the rain-swept streets, creating chaotic noises. She held his arm very tight and stopped. She looked at the Paris she had dreamed about over storybooks; it was gray, rather shabby, very loud. Disappointment colored her eyes a deeper brown and Devereaux saw it all in that instant and pitied her.


“The sun shines, too,” Devereaux said.


She gave him that smile. “And the food is good,” she said.


“Very good.”


“I ate on the train. It wasn’t very good. I felt sick from the train,” she said. Again, the voice was deep, melting, too experienced to come from that youthful face and those lips. “I’d like to lie down.”


“The room has a single bed,” he said.


She looked at him. “I don’t care,” she said.


Again, the sense of danger left him. He tried to drag it back. He felt the weight of her arms wrapped around his arm. What did he expect her to be anyway?


The Hotel du Monde had a glass door and a century of stained stones piled to a height of six stories. He led her past the concierge’s desk. The concierge was a fat man with a waxed mustache who read the racing news all day. He looked up, saw the girl, glanced at Devereaux, then made a shrug and turned to the results from l’Auteil.


The carpeted stairs creaked. The fourth level was a narrow corridor that led into an adjoining building. The room was at the end. The door was flimsy and did not set exactly against the jambs. Devereaux turned the key in the lock and opened it. He led her into their room.


The wallpaper was covered with brown flowers that might have once been other colors. The bed was made up, wide and with a sag in the middle. The room had a washstand with thin towels on a metal rod and a bidet. There was a set of window doors opened to the noise of the street, and the rain.


“Do you want me to close the windows?”


“I like to hear the rain,” she said. “I’m tired but it’s just a little tiredness from the train. Just let me take a little sleep, November.”


“A little sleep,” Devereaux repeated, staring at her. She had shrugged off her coat. Her dress was also covered with dull flowers, faded from another time. It was a woman’s dress on a girl’s body.


“I’m eighteen years old,” she said. “My brother trusts me to be his eyes for him. To see if it is safe.”


“I don’t know if it’s safe.”


“Who does know?”


“No one,” Devereaux said.


“That is very honest of you,” she said. She stood still, letting him watch her. Neither moved. Thunder bowled down narrow streets and rattled the tall window doors. “What we do is we take a train. And we just go to some place where Kurt can see that we are not followed.”


“Who is following Kurt?”


“He is in great danger always,” she said.


“And he puts you in harm’s way.”


“No. We have no danger, you and I.” Again, she let the teasing smile linger. Then she took a step toward him. She touched his sleeve.


“Are you afraid of anything?” Ruth said.


“Everything.”


“Then why do you do this?”


“It’s what I do.”


“Don’t you have comfort? Your wife? Or lover?”


“There are lovers,” he said. Why was he answering her questions? But he knew. The weight of her light touch was a thousand pounds. In a moment, the tension would have to be broken, one way or another. The door was closed, the windows open, and the room was empty of witnesses, time, or even place.


“I want a little sleep,” she said. She kissed him then, with the same wet force she had greeted him with on the platform. So unexpected. She reached her arms around him and pulled his head down into the kiss so that he would not have escaped it even if he had wanted to. “Can you bring me bread? A little of the French bread and cheese?”


She pulled away.


Devereaux again tried to drag back the sense of danger but danger had fled the earth. What the hell did it matter now?


“All right,” he said.


He turned to the door. “Don’t answer any knock,” he said, turning to her.


“There’s no danger.”


He stared at her. She had confirmed it. There was no danger anymore in the world as long as they stayed together in this room on this rainy day.
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4–5 Nov 76—PARIS–ZURICH


He had left bread and cheese on the table by the bed and stared at her sleeping. Then he had left as quietly as he entered. He had gone into the streets and set up a trail to see if there were followers.


He walked all over Paris in the rain. The rain was lighter now and it just wet his face and he could have wiped it away with the palm of his hand.


He did not come back until after midnight and she was waiting for him. She had been reading a book. She had removed her dress and sat in bed in a small white bra, covered by the blanket to the waist. She had glanced up when he entered and put the book on her lap.


“I thought you might not be coming back.”


“I was making a trail. To see if anyone was following it.”


“You’re very careful, aren’t you?”


“No. I just don’t like this.”


“What don’t you like? Me?”


“I mean, I don’t like this.” He went to the open window. The rain had stopped. The night was still and it smelled sweet because the rain had cleansed the world. The light from the single bulb was dim and the shadows in the room were huge.


“Why don’t you get in bed with me and we can talk.”


“I don’t want to sleep with you,” Devereaux said. But he didn’t look at her. He stood at the window and looked down the narrow street to the place where the prostitute stood every night under the street lamp and to the other place where the clochard pitched his mattress each evening. The clochard had found some place indoors; so had the prostitute. “I want to know where Kurt is.”


“Kurt is where Kurt is. He wants to see that you have a clean trail.”


He turned and looked at her. “I don’t believe you.”


“I’m really who I say I am,” she said.


“Why do you want to make love then? Why are we here? Why don’t we go and find Kurt?”


“He’ll find us, I told you. If you want to go, then we can leave tomorrow night. We take the overnight train to Zurich.”


“You came to Paris to pick me up and take me back to Zurich with you? This is absurd,” Devereaux said. He shook his head. No worry about finding danger now. It was in the room, in the shadows, waiting on the street, under the bed. In the body of the young woman with small breasts and a boyish haircut and large brown eyes.


“It is not absurd,” she said. “You’re the conductor for safe passage. When it is safe, Kurt will know. And you take him safe to America.”


“I take him safe to the rue de Scribe,” Devereaux said.


“And I tell you what Kurt tells me to do,” Ruth said in that final way that Germans have.


He was alone. He had not liked or trusted Pendleton. He had separated himself and gone into black and purchased a pistol on the illegal market. He had threatened a Section watcher on the street. All right, he had cut himself off and now he was talking to a German schoolgirl who might be death incarnate. He realized he was fingering the trigger guard of the automatic in his coat while he looked at her.


“Kurt is in danger.” Softer in tone. “He would not ask me to do this except for the danger. The Jews want to kill him.”


“Because he helped to kill the Jews.”


She stared at him. There. Just a glimpse of it in the large brown eyes. Devereaux felt reassured by the hatred he saw flame up.


“He is what you are. A spy does for his country.”


“So they say.”


“Did you ever kill anyone?”


Let me think. The first was a boy in Thailand with a bomb in his trousers. The second was… who was the second? The third. Devereaux closed his eyes. Dead bodies on metal tables with bullet punctures and slit throats. Opened his eyes.


“I take you to Zurich. If it is right, then Kurt will go with you to America.”


“What will you do?”


“I will go home.”


“Where is home?”


“In Leipzig.”


“Kurt lives in Leipzig?”


“Kurt lives in many places. Home is in Leipzig.”


“Mother? Father?”


“My father was Otto Sauer. He is dead. Kurt’s father was Ernst Heinemann and he is dead, too. He is dead in America. Kurt was a little boy in America and when his father is dead, my mother—our mother—goes home. To Leipzig.”


“In the German Democratic Republic.”


“It is hard sometimes but it is good, life is good.” Said with the German stamp of approval.


“So you’re a good communist.”


“I am what I am,” she said.


“What are you, Ruth?”


“I am his sister,” she said. “That’s what I am.” She stared at him. “You do not have to be so hard to me. I am only his message to you. He does not trust, you do not trust, you are alike. I cannot think how anyone can live with so many doubts.”


“Why do you want me to sleep with you?”


A question. It hung in the still air of the midnight room.


“Do I have to say?”


Devereaux released the grip of the pistol in his pocket. “Go to sleep, Ruth. In the morning, we can talk about where to go.”


“What will you do?”


“Nothing. Take a walk. Breathe the night air. The rain has stopped.”


“Don’t leave me,” she said. “I am not so brave.”


And he saw it was true.


He went to her and sat down next to her on the bed and he put his arms around her and held her. Then he pulled the cover up to her chin.


“Don’t leave me,” she said.


“No,” he said.


He sat on the bed and watched her until she fell asleep. Then he crossed to the windows and pulled up a single straight chair. He took off his shoes and put his stockinged feet on the window ledge and looked at the narrow landscape of the city street. He sat and, after a while, he dozed. Without dreams this time. He would awaken and shake his head and then doze again. In this way he spent the rest of the night. He was not aware of her in the moments when she woke up and stared at him for a long time before falling asleep again.


During the day, he bought her croissants and cafés and they went to the Louvre. The day was bright and crisp and Paris was as beautiful as a storybook drawing.


The train left the Gare de l’Est at eleven thirty each evening. She held his arm and he carried both bags. They paid for a compartment on the half-empty train and the wagons-lits attendant took their passports and promised to wake them just before they arrived in Zurich at six in the morning. He would see they were not disturbed and the passports were stamped at the Swiss border.


“We won’t be disturbed,” she said to him once they closed the door of the compartment. “And there is no chair for you to sit in.”


He smiled at her. She had toured Paris with a heartbreaking enthusiasm that stirred Devereaux. This couldn’t be all fake. He wanted to keep his edge because there was something so wrong about this but she kept blunting the edge with her smiles and little hugs and large-eyed wonder as she toured the stately rooms of the art museum. She overwhelmed him.


“I’m going to stand outside,” Devereaux said.


“Are you afraid of me?”


“No. Outside the train until we leave. Just to watch the trail,” he said.


When he returned the express was rocketing through the eastern suburbs into the French countryside. The night was clear and the bright moonlight painted ghostly fields. He waited in the corridor of the sleeping car for a while, expecting anything. And then he could not wait any longer.


She was in the top bunk, covered to her neck with blankets.


He took off his trousers and shirt and hung them on the door. He slipped into the lower bunk in his shorts.


He lay there with his eyes open and he thought about the girl above him.


He expected it.


Her naked foot was on the ladder and then she stood a moment beside the lower bunk before she pulled down her white panties. He touched her naked belly with his hand; he could not see her face above the bunk line. She pressed her small, slightly rounded belly against his hand and he rubbed her there in slow circles. She took his hand; he still could not see her face. She put his hand between her legs and he felt her there and felt the wetness. She made a sound then that was the sound of wanting and contentment at the same time.


The compartment was locked but doors could be forced. He thought about the pistol in the pocket of his coat hanging on the door. Put the pistol beneath the pillow. Be prepared.


She bent over him and then crawled into the lower bunk. She kissed him, her hands behind his head, pressing herself against him on the covers and licking at his tongue with her tongue.


Security. An agent could crash the door in five seconds with the right pick. Or use the attendant’s key, explain the couple were wanted in connection with a robbery…


“Take those off,” she whispered. The voice was really a growl by now and he pushed down his shorts. She touched him, held him in her right hand, and then she bent over him and took him in her mouth. She made another sound.


The train rocked back and forth through the night. The moon made shadows beneath trees and farm fences and hedgerows. The train was sealed like a secret. The blue nightlight in the compartment only made the darkness more visible.


She lifted her mouth back to his lips and he wanted her very much. He moved over her and was between her legs and he let her lap feel the weight of his body settle on her. She groaned now but there was so much hunger in it that it sounded like a roar to him.


They made love.


After they made love, she told him about Kurt. She said that Kurt was a good man who loved his country and his mother and his half sister and took care of them. He could even arrange for Mother to shop in the special stores. He would come back from Moscow with furs for them but Mother never wore her fur hat because she did not want to assume airs. Mother had buried two husbands in two different countries and she had known all the horrors of modern times, from the time of the war to the Russian liberation to the refugee camps…


Everything she said could be a lie, Devereaux thought, except there was too much.


They made love again after they both awoke from a light sleep. They made love more slowly. Ruth Sauer wanted this and then that and he gave them to her. She asked him what he wanted and he did not say it in words but she felt the pressure of his hands and his body and she gave those things to him that he wanted.


They were asleep in each other’s arms when the attendant knocked at the door. They rose like guilty people and dressed apart, not looking at each other.


The attendant brought them their stamped passports and coffee and croissants. The croissants were large, flabby Swiss ones and the coffee was ordinary, not at all like coffee in Paris.


The Bahnhof bustled, even at six in the morning. Trains were launched across Europe from this place. Cheerful Swiss newspapers with gaudy red headlines crammed the stands next to even gaudier German papers and sober gray sheets from Britain. The world bustled inside the concourse; outside, the city was still dozing beneath the clock tower of Saint Peter and the Alpine peaks all around.


“Where do we go now?”


Ruth looked at him. They had left their bags in the left luggage. She seemed different now because she had broken him down, penetrated, made him surrender suspicions even for a little while in a locked compartment on an overnight train.


“There’s a place we go in the old town,” she said. “Come on.”


“We can take a taxi—”


“No. We must walk. Maybe Kurt is watching us now, watching the trail—”


Devereaux felt absurd and exposed again. Of course Kurt could be watching. So could Mossad. So could KGB and anyone else who might want to kill a German terrorist about to defect. Or capture an American spy. What would Hanley say when Devereaux disappeared into Lubyanka prison in Moscow? What would Pendleton explain in his report but that Devereaux went into black against instructions and it was no business of Pendleton’s from then on?


They walked down the Bahnhofstrasse toward the lake. The dawn was drab because the sun takes a long time to rise above mountains. The dingy air did not conceal the glitter of the street. So many watches and furs and rich people’s things were arrayed behind thick glass displays.


“How can you go home?” The thought had nagged him from the first.


“I am nothing,” she said. “Not Stasi, not nothing. Nothing will touch me, we are Germans after all, not barbarians like the Rumanians. If Kurt must go to America, he must go to America.”


“But you don’t want to go.”


“I am a German.”


“I don’t understand you. Any of this.”


She stopped and looked at him and held both his arms on her hands. “I am what I am.”


“What are you?”


“I do this for Kurt, except I make love to you for me. That was mine. You are pretty, November. You have cold eyes but they are clear and your teeth are pretty. I felt your arm and it was very strong and then you said you were not careful, only afraid. Only a strong man can say he is afraid. So I wanted to see you naked and to feel how you could make love to me. That is all this is. That is honest. Kurt is honest. He must become safe and he does what he must. That is all, November; life is not so complicated.” She smiled in the way of women smiling at foolish men.


They walked all the way to the Züricher Zee. The swans were nestling in the water at the retaining wall. Drug addicts were smoking on the bridge, living off their highs of the evening. The druggies watched the girl and the man pass them. Devereaux looked into every face.


They went into the tangle of old streets and walked in the middle of the road because the streets were so narrow and because Devereaux did not want to be close to shadowed entrances. He gripped the pistol in his coat and flicked the safety. She seemed not to hear the click.


A small wooden sign: Gasthaus.


She took a key out of her pocket.


Devereaux wet his lips. He was trusting her and that was stupid, all of it was stupid from the fat Cadillac at the airport to this place on a Zurich morning.


The key led to a courtyard to a narrow entrance at the back and an unlocked door. The door led into a corridor full of more doors. She used another key on another door at the end of the corridor and opened to a large, windowless room. There was a bed with a featherbed on it and a dresser without a mirror. She turned on the wall light and illuminated the room.


“Now we wait,” she said.


“For what?”


“For Kurt.”


She closed the door. The lock clicked. A room without windows, typical of rooms behind the garish clubs of the red-light district. Rooms for prostitutes and their customers, without a view but with a modicum of privacy.


She said, “I would like to make love to you again.”


“Your brother might walk in.” He waited.


She bit her lip. “He might walk in,” she said.


So she didn’t know. Devereaux watched her thinking about it. Now she really was a girl again, thinking about an illicit rendezvous with a stranger, thinking about how to get away with it. It reassured him in that moment. Maybe everything was true.


He thought that as the door burst open.


Two men in stocking masks.


Uzis.


He registered this and fired through his coat.


The second man grabbed Ruth by the throat and she screamed.


The bullet struck the first man in the face and it exploded in the confines of the nylon stocking like a tomato dropped on concrete.


The second man pushed Ruth on the bed and turned the Uzi toward Devereaux just as Devereaux fired twice more. The Uzi sputtered a streak across the ceiling, smashing plaster into snow. He was dead as he hit the floor and Ruth was screaming and couldn’t stop.


He grabbed her arm and still she couldn’t stop. He slapped her hard.


She stared at him.


“Where’s Kurt?” he said.


“I don’t know—”


He hit her, and not to stop her screaming. He hit her to hurt her. She flinched and he hit her again. His eyes were colored by the killing. Two men dead and he could smell the powder in the room and his eyes glittered because of the killing.


“Where is he?”


“He told me to wait here, he told me—”


“You fucking liar,” Devereaux said. He looked at the dead men. KGB or Mossad, what did it matter, this was some kind of a setup and he was the stooge and she was the lure and—


Her nose was bleeding. Blood on her teeth. She wiped at it and there were tears in her eyes. “They were going to kill us,” she said.


Maybe it was true.


He saw his hand was shaking even though it held the pistol. He was feeling it as suddenly as deceleration from a high speed, feeling the pressure on his face and kidneys. He wanted to beat her until she told him the truth but there were dead men on the floor.


He grabbed her arm and pulled her roughly over the bodies and through the open, splintered door. The corridor was empty.


“Come on,” he said. He half dragged her down the corridor.


“We have to wait—”


He turned to her then.


Which was why he didn’t see the opening door behind him.


Didn’t even feel the blow except to see black expanding from the edges of her wide-eyed, innocent face as he crumpled to the floor.
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