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‘A deathly cry! I rushed in:


Klingsor, laughing, was vanishing from there,


having stolen the holy Spear.’


Richard Wagner: Parsifal







‘For myself, I have the most intimate familiarity with Wagner’s mental processes. At every stage in my life I come back to him. Only a new nobility can introduce the new civilization for us. If we strip “Parsifal” of every poetic element, we learn from it that selection and renewal are possible only amid the continuous tension of a lasting struggle. A world-wide process of segregation is going on before our eyes. Those who see in struggle the meaning of life, gradually mount the steps of a new nobility. Those who are in search of peace and order through dependence, sink, whatever their origin, to the inert masses. The masses, however, are doomed to decay and self-destruction. In our world-revolutionary turning-point the masses are the sum total of the sinking civilization and its dying representatives. We must allow them to die with their kings, like Amfortas.’


Adolf Hitler


‘You realize now what anxieties I have. The world regards Adolf Hitler as a strongman – and that’s how his name must go down in history. The greater German Reich will stretch from the Urals to the North Sea after the war. That will be the Führer’s greatest achievement. He’s the greatest man who ever lived and without him it would never have been possible. So what does it matter that he should be ill now, when his work is almost complete.’


Heinrich Himmler
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33 AD




. . . So the soldiers came and broke the legs first, and of the other who had been crucified with him; but when they came to Jesus and saw that he was already dead, they did not break his legs. But one of the soldiers pierced his side with a spear, and at once there came out blood and water . . .


John 19:32


(RSV)
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23rd May, 1945


Sergeant-Major Edwin Austin almost smiled in pity for the pathetic figure who sat huddled on the couch, with a blanket wrapped round his trembling body. Almost, but not quite, for they said this innocuous little man had caused the deaths of millions in the vicious war that had just ended. His persecution of the Jews in his own country, then in other captured territories, had horrified the world, and even now, more atrocities were coming to light. Could this be the man who had instigated such evil, this timid creature wearing only shirt, pants and socks beneath the army blanket? Was he really the person he claimed to be? Without the moustache, weak chin and bloated neck unshaven, without the military uniform, without the arrogance of his kind, it was difficult to tell. When he’d been captured, the German had been wearing a black eye-patch and a uniform with all the insignia removed. He’d claimed to be a member of the Secret Field Police, but under interrogation had announced a different – a more sinister – identity.


When he’d torn off the eye-patch and donned a pair of rimless spectacles, the likeness was evident, despite his bearing, his nervous affability.


Colonel Murphy, the Chief of Intelligence on Montgomery’s staff, had accepted the German’s claimed identity, so why should he, a mere sergeant-major, doubt it? They had insisted the prisoner be watched every moment of the day; that’s how seriously they were treating the matter. The sergeant had already lost one prisoner who’d been put in his charge: SS General Pruetzmann had crushed a cyanide capsule between his teeth. He’d make no mistakes with this one.


Through the German’s interpreter, the sergeant informed him the couch was to be his bed, and he was to undress and lie down. The prisoner began to protest but became silent when he saw the resolution on the Englishman’s face. He unwrapped the blanket from his shoulders and began to take off his underpants.


It was at that moment that Colonel Murphy, followed by another uniformed officer, entered the room. The Intelligence Chief brusquely introduced his companion as Captain Wells, an army doctor, then ordered the German to strip completely.


The sergeant knew what was about to happen, for a small phial had been found hidden in the lining of the prisoner’s jacket two days before and they suspected he had another secreted somewhere on his person. They were taking no chances with a prisoner of this importance.


They began to search him, running their fingers through the hair on his head and pubic regions; they examined his ears and the cracks between each toe; they spread his buttocks and checked his anal passage. Nothing was found but there was still one area unsearched, and this was the most obvious hiding place. The doctor ordered the prisoner to open his mouth.


Captain Wells saw the black phial immediately, between a gap in the German’s teeth on the right-hand side of his lower jaw, and with a shout of alarm thrust his fingers into the open mouth. But the German was too quick. He wrenched his head to one side biting down hard on the medic’s fingers as he did so. Colonel Murphy and Sergeant-Major Austin leaped forward and threw the struggling prisoner to the floor, the doctor holding him by the throat, squeezing with both hands, trying to force him to spit the capsule out. It was too late though; the phial had been cracked and the poison was already finding its way into the man’s system. His death was inevitable but still they fought to prevent it.


Colonel Murphy told the sergeant to find a needle and cotton as quickly as possible and valuable minutes were lost as the interrogation centre was turned upside down in the search for such trivial articles. The doctor kept his pressure on the prisoner’s throat, but the death spasms were already beginning. The sergeant soon returned and it was the steady hands of the Intelligence Chief that had to thread the needle and cotton. While Sergeant-Major Austin forced the dying man’s mouth open, the Colonel grasped the slippery tongue and pierced it with the needle; by pulling on the thread they were able to hold the tongue out from the mouth, preventing it from blocking the throat. For fifteen minutes they used emetics, a stomach pump and every method of artifical respiration. It was no use; the three men had prevented the cyanide from killing with its usual swiftness, but they had only delayed death.


The prisoner’s body contorted into one last spasm of agony, his face hideous in its torment, then his body slumped into stillness.


Two days later, Sergeant-Major Austin wrapped the corpse in army blankets, wound camouflage netting tied with telephone wire around it, and buried the body in an unmarked grave near Lüneburg. The final resting place of Reichsführer SS Heinrich Himmler was never recorded.
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‘The struggle for world domination will be fought entirely between us, between German and Jew. All else is façade and illusion. Behind England stands Israel, and behind France, and behind the United States. Even when we have driven the Jew out of Germany, he remains our world enemy.’


Adolf Hitler




Harry Steadman locked the door of his grey Celica and glanced around the wide, grass-middled square. The majority of other parking spaces were filled, forming a many-coloured, machine fringe around the green lawns. Most of the square’s working inhabitants of solicitors and accountants had arrived, and were already easing their mental gears into the Monday morning pace. He’d noticed the couple sitting in their Cortina when he had driven towards his allocated parking space and would have paid them no mind had not the man’s eyes snapped to attention on seeing Steadman; the forced casualness as the eyes glanced away again had not deceived the investigator. The man had recognized him, but Steadman had not recognized the man. Nor his female companion.


Both appeared to be in deep conversation as he looked across the roof of his car towards them. It was a small thing, for there was nothing unusual about clients waiting in their cars until their appointment with solicitor, accountant – or even private investigator – in Gray’s Inn Square, but Steadman felt an unease he hadn’t experienced for a long time. A throwback from the time he’d lived with that unease for weeks, sometimes months, on end. And it had been triggered off just by the meeting of eyes.


He crossed the smooth roadway and entered the gloomy interior of the red-bricked terraced building that contained his small agency, along with three company accountants’ offices. It was a prime position for an enquiry agency, in the midst of the legal ‘ghetto’, Lincoln’s Inn and Bloomsbury on the doorstep, the law courts and the Old Bailey ten minutes away. The address gave respectability to a profession that was often looked upon as seedy, even sordid. Harry Steadman, along with his partner, Maggie Wyeth, had worked long and hard to establish an agency of high repute, beginning with the principle that no case, provided there were no illegalities involved, was too big or too small. Fortunately, over the past two years, because of their growing reputation, most of their cases were for big companies, involving anything from industrial espionage to fraud or embezzlement within a company, though they still handled matrimonial enquiries, traced missing persons and carried out the service of legal process, delivering writs or warnings of prosecution to debtors. Their staff consisted of three: a retired police officer named Blake, whom they naturally called Sexton; a young trainee detective, Steve, who would leave them soon to set up on his own; and Sue, their receptionist/typist and general runaround, twenty-nine, plump, unmarried and an absolute godsend.


Steadman ignored the small and generally unreliable lift, and climbed the three flights of stairs to the agency, his breathing becoming sharper and his strides less agile as he neared the top. At thirty-eight, his condition could be described as ‘fair but wearing’.


The clatter of Sue’s typing met him in the hallway, and her smile greeted him when he pushed open the office door.


‘Hello, Sue,’ he said, returning her smile.


‘Morning, Mr Steadman. Good trip?’


‘Good enough. One more week should cover it.’


Steadman had spent the previous week in the North, setting up a complete security system for a manufacturer of electrical goods. The company’s innovations in refining communications systems had a nasty habit of being ‘innovated’ by a rival company just weeks ahead of their own; coincidence was one thing, but almost identical patents over a period of eighteen months stretched credibility too far.


‘Is Maggie in yet?’ Steadman asked, taking the letters Sue slid towards him.


‘Yes, she’s got someone with her at the moment. I’ll let her know you’re back as soon as she’s free.’


‘Fine. I’ll have to leave again about eleven so we’ll need to talk soon.’ He headed towards his office, waving a hand towards Steve who was frowning over a booklet outlining the Laws of Evidence and Procedure.


‘Stick with it, Steve,’ Steadman grinned. ‘In ten years it will all be crystal clear.’


Steve smiled weakly back.


Steadman paused in the doorway of his office. ‘Is Sexton around?’ he asked Sue. ‘I may need him this week to help find me some good security people.’ As an ex-policeman, his employee still had good connections with the Force and knew who was soon to retire, or sick of the job and considering leaving. These men usually made excellent security staff.


‘He’s Process Server for Collins and Tullis this morning,’ Sue replied.


‘Okay, I’ll ring him from Salford if I miss him.’ Before he could close the door, Sue stopped him by waving a piece of paper in her hand.


‘This gentleman wants to see you this morning, Mr Steadman,’ she said apologetically.


‘Oh, come on, Sue. You know I won’t have time,’ Steadman said in an exasperated tone. ‘Can’t he see Maggie?’


‘I tried to get him to, but he insisted on seeing you. He rang last week and wanted to get in touch with you up North when I told him you were away. I didn’t let him know where you were, of course, but he said it was very important that he saw you personally the moment you got back. He wouldn’t even talk to Mrs Wyeth.’


Steadman walked back to the reception desk and took the folded piece of paper from the girl’s fleshy hand. His stomach muscles tightened when he unfolded the paper and read the message. His earlier unease had been instinctively correct.


‘Dark hair, dark complexion? In his early thirties?’ he asked, still looking at the handwritten message.


‘Yes,’ Sue replied, puzzled by her employer’s reaction. ‘Goldblatt, he said his name was. I can put him off when he arrives, if you like. He did make it sound important, though, so I thought you might just fit him in before you went back to Salford.’


‘No, it’s all right, Sue. He’s already downstairs sitting in his car. I’ll give him ten minutes.’


As Steadman went into his office Sue stared across at Steve, who had been watching the brief exchange with interest. He shrugged his shoulders and turned his attention back to the intricacies of the Law.


Steadman sat at his desk and reread the message on the piece of paper. ‘Zwi sends his regards’ was all it said, but it stirred up memories of emotions and actions governed by a passionate vengeance. ‘Zwi Zamir,’ he said softly, then screwed the paper into a tight ball on his desk. He swivelled his chair and gazed at the grey autumn sky outside his window, the image of Zwi Zamir, ex-Director of Mossad Aliyah Beth, the Israeli Secret Service, clear in his mind.


Ten minutes later, Sue buzzed him on the intercom. ‘Mr Goldblatt for you, Mr Steadman.’


With a weary sigh, Steadman said, ‘Send him in.’


He reached forward and picked up the crinkled ball of paper still lying on his desk and tossed it into the waste-bin, just as the door opened and Sue ushered in the man he had spotted earlier in the car. Goldblatt was alone, his companion presumably still waiting below.


‘Mr Goldblatt,’ Steadman acknowledged, standing and stretching his hand forward across the desk.


Goldblatt shook it, his grip hard and dry. He was a short, stocky man, his hair black and crinkly, cut short, his features not as dark as Steadman had at first thought. It must have been the darkness of the car deepening the man’s natural swarthiness.


‘David Goldblatt, Mr Steadman. Thank you for seeing me.’ There was barely a trace of accent, except for a slight American inflection on certain words. His eyes searched Steadman’s as though looking for some sign of recognition, not personal; perhaps a recognition of shared beliefs.


Steadman’s eyes remained cold.


‘I’ll bring you some coffee.’ Sue’s words interrupted the awkward silence. She closed the door, nervous of the coldness she felt emanating from her employer. He seemed angry at this little Jewish man.


‘You saw the note?’ Goldblatt asked, taking the seat the investigator had indicated.


Steadman nodded, sitting himself and lounging back in his chair to study the other man. ‘How is Zwi?’


Goldblatt smiled across at him. ‘He’s well. He retired from the Service, you know. He’s Chairman of a big construction company now. It’s owned by the Israeli confederation of trade unions, so his interests are still for the good of our country – as are the interests of all of us. They used to be yours too, even though you’re not a Jew.’


Steadman dropped his gaze. ‘Things change,’ he said.


There was a silence between them. Goldblatt broke it by saying softly, ‘We need your help again.’


‘Forget it,’ Steadman snapped. ‘I told you, things change. Mossad changed. Ideals were replaced by vengeance.’


‘Only by revenge can we achieve our ideals!’ Goldblatt’s voice was angry now. ‘We have to avenge the persecution of our people. There must be retaliation for every man, woman and child killed by terrorists! Only then can they respect our strength. Only then will they realize we will never be beaten. You know that!’


‘And I know you’ve murdered innocent people.’ Steadman’s anger matched the Jew’s, but his voice was quieter, more steady.


‘Innocent people? And the massacre at Lod Airport? Munich? Entebbe? Every time the PFLP or PLO guerrillas strike, innocent people are murdered.’


‘Does that give you cause to act in the same way?’


‘We have made mistakes, Mr Steadman. But they were mistakes, not deliberate acts of aggression against innocent bystanders! We have never hijacked a plane, nor planted bombs in crowded airports. How can you compare us with these animals?’


Steadman’s voice had lost its anger now. ‘I don’t, Mr Goldblatt,’ he said wearily. ‘But I’d had enough of The Institute. I had to get out or be tainted by what we were doing. As you said, we made mistakes.’


A gentle tapping at the door brought a brief halt to their exchange. Sue entered bearing a tray containing two cups of coffee. She smiled nervously at Goldblatt and placed the coffee and sugar on the table between them. The two men were quiet until she’d left the room again. Goldblatt sipped his coffee and, as an afterthought, added sugar. Steadman ignored his.


‘I’m sorry, Mr Steadman,’ Goldblatt began again. ‘I did not come here to argue with you. Israeli feelings run high, but then you understand that. Mossad needs your help again, and so far I have only succeeded in making you angry. Please accept my apology.’


‘Accept mine too, Mr Goldblatt. I meant no disrespect to you, or your cause, but Zwi Zamir must have explained why I left the Israeli Intelligence Organization.’


Goldblatt nodded. ‘Yes, he did. He also said you probably would not help us. But you did before; you left the British Army to join us. Perhaps you will find that sympathy for our cause once again.’


‘No, I don’t think so. I had a stronger reason then.’


‘Lilla Kanaan?’


Her name, after so many years, still caused the old grief to flood through him, its intensity almost causing a panic within him. He said nothing.


‘Listen to me first, then if you still will not help us, so be it. We’ll find other ways.’


Goldblatt took Steadman’s silence as approval for him to go on. ‘Everyone is well aware of the escalation of terrorism throughout the world. At first, we Israelis defended our country from the inside but, as you well know, we were forced to fight our war beyond our own boundaries. We did not wish it, but we had no choice . . .’


Steadman’s thoughts were racing back to that blood-filled night, Tuesday, 30th May, 1972. Lod International Airport. He and Lilla had been waiting for the flight that would take him back to England, his assignment in the Middle East over – his orders now to return to his regiment. Gunshots had startled them from the sadness of parting, and exploding grenades had made him hurl Lilla to the floor and push her beneath a row of seats. When he saw the three Japanese with their Kalashnikov carbines and laden with hand grenades, he covered her body with his, pulling a discarded suitcase in front of them as feeble protection against the hail of bullets and shrapnel. People were screaming, running in terror from the lethal fire; others threw themselves to the floor, too frightened to move, praying they would be spared. Steadman had looked up to see if there was any way to reach the gunmen and he had seen a grenade explode in the hand of one of the Japanese, tearing off the terrorist’s head.


A second died as he carelessly strayed into his companion’s line of fire. The third then seemed to lose his nerve and had begun to run; Steadman saw him disappear under a crush of border police and civilian police officers.


He pulled Lilla to him and they had sat there stunned at the violence and the carnage it had caused. The wailing began and the hall came alive with the dying.


Twenty-eight people had been slaughtered, most of them innocent Puerto Rican pilgrims, and seventy had been wounded. The surviving terrorist, Kozo Okamoto, later confessed he was a member of the Japanese Red Army and had been trained for the suicide mission by the Black September group.


Three months later, Steadman had returned to Israel and the Central Institute for Information and Espionage, no longer as an adviser on loan from British Military Intelligence, but as a member of the organization . . .


‘. . . It was not long before we realized we were not fighting just one terrorist group but many.’ Steadman’s attention was drawn back to Goldblatt. ‘In Ireland, the IRA; in Spain, the Basque; in South America, the Tupamaros; in Turkey, the Turkish Liberation Army; in Japan, the Red Army; in West Germany, the Baader-Meinhof. All are now aiding and abetting each other, a terrorist alliance brought about by the Russian KGB. They have even narrowed the split between the Arab factions, the PFLP and PLO. But the people we least expected to give succour to our enemies were the British.’


Steadman raised his eyebrows in surprise. ‘The British? How are we helping such people?’ he asked.


‘By supplying them with arms; new, advanced weapons. Training the terrorists to use them effectively.’


‘Nonsense. Sure, the Middle East and Iran are big customers of the British Government itself, but it doesn’t deal with terrorist groups. Nor does it allow private armament companies to. Licences are strictly controlled.’


Goldblatt smiled without humour. ‘Come now, Mr Steadman. As an ex-military man and as one who has negotiated the sale of arms to Israel yourself, you know just how far the arms business can be “strictly controlled”.’ He drew out the last two words scornfully. ‘It’s no longer just Russian weapons we find in the hands of our assassins. There are certain highly sophisticated weapons we have traced back to your country.’


‘They may have been paid for and passed on by another source.’


‘Having worked for Israeli Intelligence yourself, do you doubt our efficiency in these matters?’


Steadman had to shake his head, for he knew Israel had one of the most respected and feared Intelligence organizations in the world. On his return to that country he had joined Mossad, which was responsible for external Intelligence, and he soon appreciated the strength of Shin Beth, which was responsible for internal security and counter-espionage. No, he didn’t doubt their efficiency.


‘We know for certain that the PLO bought direct from a British company. Unfortunately, our source of information died under interrogation so we have no proof, no first-person confession.’


Steadman also knew how ruthless Israeli interrogations could be and shuddered inwardly.


‘What do you know of Edward Gant?’ the Mossad agent asked.


‘Gant? You think he’s the supplier?’


Goldblatt nodded.


‘He’s not one of the big dealers, but his weapons are of the sophisticated kind. Did your informant tell you it was him?’


‘No, our informant didn’t know. We believed him.’


I’ll bet you did, Steadman thought. Torture has a way of making people want to be honest. ‘So what makes you think he’s your man?’ he said.


‘Let’s just say several roads lead back to him. Now, what do you know of him?’


‘Not much – he keeps out of the limelight. I know he’s wealthy, respectable and, as I said, deals in the sale of arms on a small scale. He seems to move in high circles.’


‘Appeared on the scene in the United States around the late fifties,’ Goldblatt continued. ‘His record shows he was an emigrant from Canada. He married a wealthy American widow and began his activity in the armament field, his innovations in light weaponry outstanding at that time. His wife’s connections and money helped him approach top-ranking Army personnel as well as the odd senator here and there, and he soon became a steady supplier to the US forces. He seemed to have some influence himself at the time, even though he was new to the country, and he was by no means a poor immigrant. He came to England in 1963 after his wife’s death and opened up a weapons development plant here, warding off any state control when he became successful. He’s now a considerable force in the industry and, like many arms dealers, has kept away from publicity – until recently, that is.


‘By all accounts, he is a remarkable man, hardly looking his age, extremely fit, shrewd and quite ruthless in business. Three weeks ago, one of our agents investigating Edward Gant’s activities in this country disappeared. We have not heard from him since.’


The last words were made to sound as though they were part of the arms dealer’s biography. Steadman leaned forward across the desk. ‘You want me to find your man,’ he said as a statement.


Goldblatt nodded.


‘And if I can dig up some evidence against Gant at the same time, that would be useful.’


‘Yes. Very.’


‘And what would you do with that evidence?’


‘Turn it over to your government, of course.’


Steadman sat back in his chair and stared coldly into the Mossad agent’s eyes. ‘Goodbye, Mr Goldblatt.’


The Israeli sighed deeply. ‘Do you have no feelings for us any more?’


‘None.’


‘What changed you? What turned you against us?’


‘Zwi Zamir knows. I’m sure he told you.’


‘Did Lilla’s death mean nothing to you?’


Steadman’s hands clenched into fists on the desk-top. ‘It meant everything to me,’ he said evenly.


‘And would her brother’s death mean anything?’


Puzzlement showed in the investigator’s eyes. ‘What do you mean?’


‘Her brother, Baruch, was the agent sent in to contact Gant.’


Baruch. Young. Anxious to serve his country. Even more so after the death of Lilla. They’d used him, just as they’d used his sister. Just as they used up the lives of so many of their young.


‘I had no idea he’d joined the Institute.’


‘Our country needs such fine young men to survive, Mr Steadman. Baruch Kanaan was conscripted into the Air Force and flew helicopter missions into enemy territory, giving support to GHQ assault groups on the ground, covering their retreat from Arab strongholds. I understand you, yourself, were recipient of such cover on several occasions when you were with us.’


Steadman nodded and thought of the nightmare raids into Beirut, the hasty retreats through hostile streets, silenced parabellums, hot from use, burning their hands. The welcoming sound of rotor blades, the huge dragonflies dropping from the night sky with guns blazing to disrupt enemy pursuit. Grenades and spikes dropped into the roads to thwart enemy vehicles. It all seemed a long time ago.


‘Baruch eventually became a member of the GHQ himself,’ Goldblatt continued, and allowed himself a brief smile. ‘He walked to Petra twice.’


Steadman raised his eyebrows. The GHQ was a secret paramilitary outfit of the Israeli Defence Forces, its members specially chosen officers or sergeants from other units, an ability to fight in small groups against heavy odds an essential requirement. One of the initiation rites into the unit was a voluntary trip by foot from the Israeli border, across a stretch of the Jordanian desert to the abandoned city of Petra, only cunning and endurance keeping the lone traveller out of the hands of the prowling Bedouin battalion guarding the area. Some initiates declined to take the trip and these were considered unfit for future highly dangerous or solitary missions, while many others who accepted the challenge were never seen again. ‘He must be very special,’ the investigator said.


‘Very special,’ the Israeli agreed. ‘It was not long before he became an agent for Mossad. He speaks French, German and his English is particularly good. He is cool and resourceful under pressure, and quite ruthless where our enemies are concerned. He also has an excellent knowledge of the armaments market, much of it learned from you, I gather.’


‘Baruch liked to know everything about everything.’


‘You were a good teacher. Baruch Kanaan was chosen for this mission because of these qualities and because his face was unknown to our enemies. He hoped to contact you, by the way, to enlist your help. We forbade it. We did not want to involve you in any way, but now I am afraid we have little choice.’


‘What was his cover?’


‘He contacted Gant as a representative of our government. He was to buy arms for us.’


‘And?’


‘He made the contact and reported back that Gant was interested. Then we heard no more from him. We learned he had checked out of his hotel and left no forwarding address. Baruch left no message for us, nor did he try to contact any of our “safe” houses. He just disappeared.’


‘Three weeks ago.’


‘Yes.’


‘And you’ve heard nothing since?’


‘Nothing.’


It was Steadman’s turn to sigh. ‘Just how did you expect me to find him?’


‘You could approach Gant in the same way, as a buyer for a Middle East power. You would not have to reveal your employer’s identity at first – not until negotiations were underway.’


‘But Baruch let Gant know he was working for Israel.’


‘Yes. A mistake, we think.’


Steadman smiled wryly. ‘Some mistake. If Gant is supplying arms to Arab terrorists, he may have some sympathy for their cause.’


‘It is not unusual for an arms dealer to supply both sides in a war.’


‘No. It can be an embarrassment sometimes though.’


‘An embarrassed arms dealer? An amusing thought.’ Goldblatt’s smile was cynical. ‘However, our point was this: if Gant showed any reluctance to deal with us, that would at least give some indication our information was correct.’


‘Indicate, but hardly prove.’


‘No, but that would only have been our first step. Surveillance, enquiries, bribery here and there would have confirmed the rest. Proof would have followed.’


‘And if it hadn’t? If you couldn’t get the proof to hand to my government, what then? Eliminate Gant?’


‘Probably.’ There was no hesitation.


‘But you can’t fight your war in this country.’ Steadman’s anger was rising again.


‘We have no choice.’


‘I have. I won’t help you.’


‘We are not asking you to take any risks, Mr Steadman. We merely want you to get close to Gant, to find out if Baruch saw him again. If not, then trace Baruch’s movements from the last time he contacted us. That’s all we ask: a straightforward investigator’s commission. No involvement with Mossad.’


‘Why don’t you go to the police?’


‘That could prove rather embarrassing. Besides, we have no faith in the co-operation of foreign governments in Israeli affairs. You remember how France let the assassin Abu Daoud go free after arresting him in Paris in 1977? The French were worried that their sale of two hundred Mirage jets to Egypt would fall through because of it. No, justice is governed by self-interest in all countries. I think your government would not be too concerned with the whereabouts of one missing Israeli spy.’


‘Then why not use another private investigator? Why me?’


‘Because of your connections. You were with the military, you dealt in arms. You negotiated deals for arms for Israel in the past, and there is no reason why you should not be believed as a freelance now. You have the perfect cover; and you also know Baruch. You are suited for the job in every way.’


‘Except one.’


‘And that is?’


‘I’m not interested.’


‘Not even for Baruch’s sake?’


‘No.’


There was disgust in Goldblatt’s eyes now. ‘Will nothing I say persuade you?’


‘Nothing. Find another agency, or do your own dirty work.’


The Mossad agent stood and looked coldly down at Steadman. ‘You’ve lost your beliefs,’ he said.


‘No, they’re just different now.’ Steadman sat back in his chair, his face expressionless. ‘I hope you find Baruch.’


With a shake of his head, Goldblatt turned and walked to the door. He stood there as if to say something further, then walked out, closing the door quietly behind him.


Steadman sighed deeply and drummed his fingers on the desk-top. The past never wants to let go, he mused. He wondered about Lilla’s younger brother, Baruch: always smiling, so easily excited, yet so intense when conversation turned to the political struggles of his nation. Had he been sacrificed now like his sister, all in the cause of his country’s fight for freedom? The gentle tap at the door was a welcome relief from his brooding thoughts.


‘Hello, Harry. That sounded heavy.’ Maggie Wyeth’s head peered round the door.


He grinned. ‘Listening at keyholes again?’


Maggie entered the room and perched herself on the corner of his desk. Forty, elegant, she was attractive in the special way older women can be. A certain firmness in her lips and jawline gave her a slightly intimidating aura, and Steadman had frequently seen this turned to good use in many of the cases they had handled. Her husband had owned the agency and Maggie had helped run it, until a heart attack had killed him five years before. She had continued to run the business, having learned much from her late husband, but the prejudices of clients against a woman handling their affairs were difficult to overcome. Although not unusual for a woman to be a private investigator, she soon realized the agency needed a masculine influence and image, so ‘feelers’ were put out for the right man. Steadman had just returned to England having resigned from Mossad, and a mutual acquaintance had brought the two together. They were cautious of each other at first, but a reciprocal respect had soon grown between them. They had both lost something, but they were determined not to wallow in self-pity. They recognized the need in each other.


After a three-month trial, Steadman bought himself in as a full partner and the agency’s client list had steadily begun to grow again. It was inevitable their relationship should develop beyond that of a business partnership, but their affair was brief, both realizing they could only offer each other a shallow comfort. There was genuine fondness between them, but love was something they’d used up on others. It had lasted for three months, then, by mutual consent, they’d reverted to their business relationship, although a strong bond of friendship had grown between them.


Steadman glanced appreciatively at the smooth line of Maggie’s thigh and felt some of the tension drain from him. They hadn’t seen each other for a week and both found it good to be in contact again.


‘Who was he?’ Maggie asked.


‘A voice from the past, you could say,’ Steadman replied casually.


‘From Israel?’


‘Yes.’


‘Mossad?’ She knew of Steadman’s past associations.


He nodded.


‘Do they want you to work for them again?’


‘In a way. They wanted to commission the agency to find a man.’


‘He wouldn’t speak to me last week when you were away.’


‘I have special connections, it seems.’


‘But you didn’t take the job on.’


‘No. I want nothing to do with them.’


‘But if it was just a straightforward case we could have handled it. We’re not that busy that we can turn down work.’


Steadman frowned. ‘With Mossad it’s never that straightforward. We don’t need it.’


‘We could have discussed it first.’ Maggie’s tone was soft, but he recognized the firmness behind it. ‘We could have given it to Sexton, or I could have handled it.’


‘I told you, Maggie, they wanted me. Let’s drop it, eh?’


This time Maggie recognized the firmness in his tone.


‘Sorry, Harry. It’s the businesswoman in me. I hate to let one get away.’


‘Okay.’ He smiled and patted her thigh. ‘Now, what’s been happening?’


‘Well, we’ve still got a few cases on the go, nothing that Sexton and Steve can’t handle, though. Sexton has a couple of writs to serve this week although we’ll probably let Steve have a go at one of them – he can run faster than Sexton. I’m in court giving evidence tomorrow and Thursday, and a client I’ve just seen this morning wants to investigate pilfering in his chain of hardware stores. He’s losing several hundred a week and suspects it’s an organized ring working in his shops.’


‘Is he losing stock or money from the till?’


‘Oh, it’s straight from the till. We’ll check receipt books and till rolls in the evening and if we find too many “No Sale” marks we’ll try some test purchases.’


Steadman nodded. Test purchases were any easy way of checking the honesty of suspect shop salesmen.


‘You’ll check on regular tradesmen to the shop, too?’


‘Naturally. There might just be conspiracy involved. It shouldn’t take too long to find the culprits, but after that, we’re pretty clear for work. That’s why I was interested in your visitor.’


‘Oh come on, Maggie. You know what happens when we begin to slack off. People go missing, couples want a divorce after twenty years of marriage, debtors do a bunk, blackmailers start blackmailing – we’re up to our ears in it again. And they’re just the little cases. We’ve always our main diet of company jobs: industrial espionage, embezzlement, security.’


Maggile laughed aloud. ‘It’s my insecurity showing. There’s no reason why things should suddenly go bad for us – not now.’


‘Right. Look, I’ve got to get back up to Salford and there’s a few things to tidy up before I go.’


Maggie stood. ‘Is it going well?’


‘The usual problem of old Joe retiring soon so why can’t we put him in charge of security? Fortunately, they’re seeing it my way and I want Sexton to select some good men and send them up to see me this week. Then it’s just a matter of setting up systems and hiring and training the security.’


‘All right, Harry, I’ll let you get on. I’ll give you a ring if anything important crops up while you’re away.’ She gave him an affectionate smile and walked to the door.


‘Maggie,’ he called after her. She turned, the door half-open. ‘Forget about our Israeli friend,’ he said.


‘Forgotten.’ She blew him a kiss, then left the office.


Sue looked up from her typewriter as Maggie approached.


Maggie’s voice was low when she said, ‘Sue, did Harry’s visitor leave an address where he could be contacted?’
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‘. . . it is the tragedy of the élite to have to participate in acts of violence for the glory of the Fatherland.’


Heinrich Himmler


‘The world can only be ruled by fear.’


Adolf Hitler




Steadman threw his suitcase on the floor and slumped on to the bed. The night drive from Salford had been long and wearing, but he’d wanted to be home on Sunday evening. That way, he could be in the office the following day after a good night’s sleep. His client had insisted he stay over for the weekend as his guest, after the long hours he’d put in during the week. Steadman had accepted gladly, for there were still a few loose ends to be tied up before he returned to London and these would be more easily concluded with his client in a congenial and relaxed mood.


Steadman was pleased with the way things had gone. Over the past two weeks he’d thoroughly screened all of the company’s employees and had found nothing amiss; but from now on, every member of the firm would possess a Works Pass, numerically marked and containing a photograph of the employee over-stamped with the company name. A daily report would be submitted by security on any unusual happenings during the day or any early or late visits to the company by employees (even if the reports were negative they would still be submitted). All documents would be classified, the more important of which would receive special markings and closer attention. A better system of floodlighting was already being installed, and in future no windows or doors would be left in shadows; even the roof was to be illuminated. All locks and safe combinations had been changed, and ground-floor windows had been fitted with thin but sturdy bars. Steadman had been in favour of a silent alarm system so that the security guards and police could be alerted of illegal entry without actually warning the trespasser; he wanted the intruder to be caught, not merely frightened away. His client had wanted clanging bells and sirens at first, to show the power of his alarm system to would-be thieves so that they would be deterred from ever attempting a break-in again, but he had given way to Steadman’s argument that the best deterrent to them, and any other villains who might have their eyes on the plant, was for them to be caught and made an example of. Steadman had also argued against the manufacturer’s request for guard dogs; correctly trained dogs were expensive and required handlers. He also had a personal abhorrence of any animal being trained to attack a man. Besides which they could easily be drugged.


He had spent the weekend coaxing a higher salary for the Chief of Security out of the manufacturer, for Sexton had provided Steadman with the ideal man for the job. A soon-to-retire police officer, the man needed more persuading to move from London up to Salford, and only a good wage and financial help in moving would do it. The manufacturer argued that there were plenty of suitable men locally, but Steadman had not been totally happy with any he’d interviewed; they would be fine as guards, but were not sufficiently qualified in the key role of Chief of Security. The client finally succumbed to Steadman’s wishes and the investigator pressed home his advantage by persuading him to employ his own maintenance men and even his own window cleaners rather than use outside tradesmen. It was a smaller issue, but as far as Steadman was concerned, of vital importance if strict security were to be maintained, so he was particularly pleased at the outcome and had allowed himself to relax for the rest of the weekend.


He flexed his shoulder blades against the softness of the bed and eased his shoes off with his toes. He had enjoyed the last two weeks’ work even though it had been arduous and frustrating at times. If his client stuck to the agreed plan for security, then the plant should become thief-proof and, hopefully, spy-proof, which would be good for the agency’s reputation and could lead on to similar commissions from other companies. Steadman had set up four such security systems in the past, with variations for the particular needs of each individual company, and it had proved to be highly lucrative work. It beat the hell out of runaway debtors or stay-away husbands.


He briefly considered ringing Maggie to let her know he was back, but on glancing at his watch and seeing it was well after eleven, he dismissed the thought. He had spoken to her a few times during the week and there had been no crises at the office, so there was little point in disturbing her at such a late hour. Tomorrow morning would be time enough to catch up on any news.


Steadman stretched his limbs but resisted the urge to let himself sink into sleep. He was hungry and a stiff drink would do wonders for his metabolism. The investigator rolled off the bed and padded over to the window. He peered into the darkness, seeing little of the small church grounds opposite, a dark reflection of himself in the glass obscuring the view.


Steadman lived in a small terraced house in a quiet mews off Knightsbridge. It had cost a small fortune, but the cul-de-sac was central and its peaceful position in the thriving city was something to be relished. The tiny park that surrounded the church across the narrow road made an ideal spot to relax over the Sunday papers during the summer months; even the occasional gravestones, grey and white with age and bird droppings, gave the grounds a peaceful stability. A few benches were scattered at random in the grounds and his neighbours all seemed to have their allocated spot, their dogs their allocated trees. The money Steadman had acquired through working for Mossad, and the commissions he had received on negotiating arms deals for the Israelis, had been enough to pay for the house as well as buy himself into Maggie’s business, and now his earnings came purely from the agency. It gave him a comfortable life and a busy one which, he reflected, was the most one could expect. You had more, once, he told himself, and you foolishly expected it to last. Foolishly, because danger was all around you both then, but you still thought it couldn’t touch you. It had though, and it had killed Lilla. So never expect too much again. That way, you’ll never be disappointed. He closed the curtains on his dark, brooding image.


He went downstairs, his stockinged feet silent on the heavy carpets, and along the short hallway to the tiny kitchen, where he poured himself a large vodka with a small tonic. Deciding it was too late to eat out, he took a pizza from the fridge, unwrapped it and put it into the oven. His cleaning lady, who came in twice a week, had thoughtfully stocked up his food supply during his absence, but he rarely cooked elaborate meals for himself – women friends could be relied on for that.


Steadman padded back down the hallway to the front door and retrieved the week’s mail that was lying there. He took the letters and his drink into the lounge and settled into the armchair. He sipped at his vodka tonic, then began to open the envelopes on his lap. The only bills he paid any attention to were the red ones; the others he crumpled and dropped on the floor. A letter from an ex-girlfriend made him groan aloud. She had grown tired of being an ex-just as quickly as she had of being current and now thought it would be ‘super’ if they got together again. That letter, too, soon lay crumpled at his feet. An invitation to a security exhibition followed by a series of lectures on the subject interested him and he placed this one with the Final Demands resting on the arm of his chair. The rest were advertising circulars and these found their rightful place on the floor.


He ate his supper at the breakfast bar in his kitchen, the cool voice and records of a late-night DJ keeping him company. A hot shower and another large vodka eased the remaining stiffness from his muscles and left him pleasantly drowsy. He fell naked into his bed and was asleep within seconds.


The hammering woke him with a start. He lay on his back staring up into the darkness wondering what had dragged him from his slumber with such suddenness. Then the banging came again. It came from downstairs – his front door. Who the hell could want him at this time of night? And why not use the doorbell? But this was hammering, not knocking. With a curse, he leaped from the bed and pulled back the curtains, pressing his face close to the glass of the window in order to see directly below. The banging stopped almost immediately.


Steadman blinked his eyes as he tried to see into the gloom. He thought he saw movement in the shadows below, but couldn’t be sure. As he turned from the window, about to find his discarded trousers and dash downstairs, he thought he saw a black shape scurry across the narrow road into the darkness of the churchyard opposite. Again, he couldn’t be sure, nothing was distinct in the poor light.


As he pulled on his trousers, he snatched a quick look at the luminous digital clock by his bedside. Two twenty-three. If someone was playing a joke, he’d kill them. He ran down the stairs, angry now, but when he reached the hallway, he halted. Something made him hesitate. He stared at the door, for some reason reluctant to open it. There was a stillness in the air. A chill. And he could hear a strange muffled sound coming from the other side of the door.


He moved slowly along the hallway, his breathing held in check, his footsteps quiet and deliberate. He pressed his ear against the wood and listened.


Something was scraping itself against the door and he thought he heard a low murmuring. The sound wasn’t human; it was like the whimpering of an animal in pain. He considered going back for his gun which was locked away upstairs, but dismissed the thought as being over-dramatic. A sudden thump against the door made him draw away.


Then he realized how ridiculously he was behaving, standing there in the dark like an old woman, afraid to open the front door. He reached for the latch and swung the door inwards with a jerk.


A figure stood spreadeagled in the doorway, arms outstretched, holding on to the door frame. The head hung down and a dark liquid seemed to be drooling from its mouth. The figure seemed strangely slumped, for the knees were bent as if giving no support to the body. A low moaning noise came from it, occasionally rising to the animal-like whimper Steadman had heard from the other side of the door; but the noise had a strange gurgling to it, as though blood were running down the person’s throat.


Steadman could see nothing beyond the feebly twisting body except blackness. He reached for the hallway light switch and flicked it down, blinking his eyes rapidly against the sudden light. When he finally focused them, he saw that the figure in the doorway was that of a woman. And there was something familiar about the slumped head.


‘Maggie.’ The name came from Steadman’s lips in a whisper. He reached forward and raised her head; blood ran from her mouth on to his hand. Her eyes were glazed and red-rimmed but he thought he saw a flicker of recognition there.


‘Maggie, what’s happened to you?’ He moved forward to take her in his arms. For some reason, her arms remained stretched outwards as though unwilling to let go of the door frame. Her head moved and she tried to speak, but the blood in her throat choked her words.


‘Oh, God, Maggie! Who did this?’ He pulled her forward, wanting to carry her to the sofa in the lounge, but a weak scream came from her.


‘Maggie, let go of the door. Let me take you in,’ he pleaded.


She tried to speak again and her head slumped forward as she lost consciousness. This time Steadman tugged a little more firmly, but still she clung to the door frame. Then he noticed the trails of blood running down from her arms. He pushed his head past her shoulder and his eyes widened in horror as he saw the nail protruding from the back of her hand.


He grabbed her to support her weight and saw her other hand also had been nailed to the door frame. ‘Maggie, Maggie,’ he said over and over again, holding her close, lifting her to prevent her hands from tearing. He called out, hoping a neighbour would hear, but no lights came on from the other houses. It was the dead of night; they were either in deep sleep or just didn’t want to hear. He made up his mind quickly, sensing he had no time to lose. Someone would come eventually if he kept shouting, but by then it might be too late.


He eased Maggie’s body down as gently as he could, then ran into the kitchen and threw open a cupboard where he kept his work tools. He found a hammer and raced back down the hallway, his heart pounding, his fear rising. Her torn clothes were covered in blood, most of which seemed to have come from her mouth. Steadman eased himself past her and with one arm around her body, pushed the forked end of the hammer underneath the nailhead with his free hand. He tried to pull the nail out without using the back of her hand as a lever, but it was deeply embedded. He had to let her go and use both hands. Maggie’s body slumped again and he pulled at the hammer with all his strength, a cry of relief escaping him as he finally wrenched the bloody nail clear. He tried to catch her as her body fell sideways, prevented from falling completely to the ground by the nail in her other hand. Steadman let her go and again gave all his energy to yanking out the other nail. It was embedded deep into her hand and he had to push the hammer’s fork into the skin to gain a grip. It made him nauseous to do so but he knew he had no choice; he had to get her free as quickly as possible.


The three-inch nail loosened, then came out smoothly and clinked into the road. Steadman dropped the hammer and carried the still figure into the house, gently laying it on the sofa in his lounge. He snapped on the light, then knelt beside her, wondering if there was anything he could do before he called an ambulance. Her head lolled to one side and her open, unseeing eyes told him the worst. Frantically, he ripped open her jacket and placed his hand over her heart. He couldn’t trust his trembling hand to give him an answer so he put his ear to her breast and listened. There was no heartbeat.
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