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  Chapter One


  THE SCREW WHO
was so proud of his daughter in Canada had a head cold. He had
wiped his nose one hundred and thirty-seven times and blown it
twenty-three times since the main gates of Pentonville Prison had
slammed behind the Black Maria.


  Stark knew he
was collecting useless data but the pastime did serve a valid
purpose: preventing his mind from dwelling on the frustrations of
the foiled escape bid or—even worse—suffering the futile agonies of
thoughts about Carol.


  He glanced out
of the tiny window but the steel mesh and tinted glass admitted
little light and offered virtually no view. All he saw was the
intermittent flashes of headlamps from passing cars and the regular
stream of dots of street lighting. So it was night outside, the
blackness between the pools of luminescence having the slick look
of rain. It had been a cloudy dusk when they left.


  ‘What’s the time?’ he asked as he turned around and rested the
back of his head against the dirty white side panelling of the
van.


  The screw with
the head cold was telling the one with the sour-looking mouth about
how his daughter had met her Canadian husband on an inter-city
Pullman, trying not to make it sound like a pick-up. The screw on
the receiving end of the nasal monologue wore the expression of a
man listening to a story he had heard many times before. He seemed
relieved at the interruption as he shot his cuff.


  ‘Seven o’clock give or take a couple of minutes.’


  They had been
on the road for less than forty-five minutes. The screw had a bad
head cold. Realising that it was illogical, Stark decided he hated
the man worse for his temporary, unavoidable imperfection. Worse,
even, than the three screws who had jumped him and beaten his
ice-cold body with fists, truncheons and swinging handcuffs after
opening the door of the refrigerated meat truck in which he had
tried to escape.


  It had
happened three days ago, four weeks after the Old Bailey jury
brought in a verdict of guilty and an angry judge sentenced him to
ten years for his part in the Danton Electronics payroll job. It
was a simple plan: he worked in the kitchen and there was a daily
delivery of fresh meat from outside the high walls. One of his
duties was to help unload the meat and there were always several
sides of beef, whole lambs and pig carcases left hanging in the
truck after the prison provisions had been taken out.


  A mild
diversionary action, involving the aid of a tenth-time loser trying
to get transferred to a psychiatric institution by feigning
insanity, got him inside the truck: as the man threw a screaming,
spitting, kicking fit, Stark climbed into the rear of the truck and
clung to a frosted stainless steel rail, folding up his legs so
that his feet did not show beneath the hanging meat.


  He had counted
on a cursory search of the truck at the gates, but it had been
impossible to foresee that a maintenance truck entering the prison
should break down and block the carriageway for twenty minutes
before being towed away.


  Stark had
crouched in a corner, shivering from the below freezing temperature
attacking his skin through the inadequate prison uniform. The only
sound was the hum of the exchanger unit for the back of the truck
was airtight and sound proof. At first his teeth chattered, but
then numbness overcame his jaw muscles as it did every other fibre
in his body. Every second seemed to stretch into a minute as his
hair, eyebrows, lashes and clothing became coated with white
frosting.


  Finally the
broken-down vehicle was towed clear and the meat truck rolled
forward. Stark felt paralysed and suffered agonies of wrenching
pain as he half stood, stretched up his arms and hauled himself on
to the rail. The truck stopped and the thick door was opened. Light
flooded the truck’s interior.


  ‘Just dead meat, mate,’ the driver said cheerfully.


  ‘Always said your beef was like old leather,’ a prison officer
replied, swinging up through the doorway. ‘Dressed meat doesn’t
mean you have to put shoes on it.’


  ‘Christ,’ another officer exclaimed.


  Stark fought
to raise his legs higher, but frozen tissue refused to respond and
it was too late anyway. Two more prison officers clambered into the
rear of the truck. A truncheon was raised and crashed down across
Stark’s white-coated knuckles. He could feel no pain because his
hands were numb. A fist sank into his stomach, swinging him hard
against the side of the truck. Arms hooked around his legs and he
was jerked free.


  ‘You thick-headed young fool!’ one of the uniformed men said
close to his ear. ‘Why don’t you give up.’


  Stark couldn’t
move. He could only stay doubled up on the bed of the truck and
stare at the grinning faces of his tormentors as they lashed at his
body. The intense cold gripped and protected him from the pain and
he was aware only of a series of soft thuds signalling the
blows.


  But the effects of the beating were merely delayed. The agony
burned up to full force in the prison hospital, then subsided under
sedation. It grew less during the short inquiry and now, as he rode
through the night en route
for the island prison of Parkhurst, he suffered
only a nagging ache in his stomach and hip.


  So he sat on the hard bench seat, ankles shackled and wrists
handcuffed, hating the screw with the noisy, wet-sounding head
cold. There was nothing personal in his animosity. Just as his
feelings towards the men who beat him up had been objective rather
than motivated by his painful involvement. This was because Stark
had an all-consuming hatred for one man in particular which left no
room in his mind for enmity towards any other individual. But a
favourite phrase of his mother’s often ran through his
mind—‘Time heals all things, they
say.’


  He was
desperately afraid that this could be true and was determined that
it should not be allowed to apply to his hatred for Ryan.


  ‘Like a cigarette, Stark?’ The offer was made by the
sour-mouthed screw. He was smiling as he extended the
packet.


  ‘Stuff it, pig!’ Stark snarled savagely.


  The man
snatched back his hand as if afraid the prisoner would lunge
forward to bite it.


  ‘A wild animal doesn’t appreciate kindness, Larry,’ the other
screw said bitterly.


  Stark sneered
at both of them in deep contempt, sure that as long as he could
generate such an emotion the fire of his hatred for Ryan would keep
burning.


  ‘Screw you, screw!’ Stark retorted.


  The man with
the cold ignored the prisoner and launched into an account of his
daughter’s young family, and Stark guessed absently that he would
soon bring out photographs—and he did. Stark had lost count on the
total number of times the soggy handkerchief was raised to the
man’s red nose and it annoyed him. He caught a glimpse of one of
the photographs: it was a coloured print and he saw, briefly, the
smiling face of a woman with blonde hair.


  Carol had
blonde hair: natural, so that all she had to do was shampoo it
twice a week to keep it shiny and wheat coloured. Then the moment
of tender memory was gone, crowded out of his mind’s eye by an
image of the girl when Ryan had brought her to see him in the
grimness of the visitors’ section. Her hair had been dirty and
lifeless, like the rest of her. She had looked at him with pale
green eyes that were red-rimmed and seemed dead. He thought there
may have been a flicker of recognition, but it was fleeting. And
her face had shown nothing of the adoration with which she had so
often regarded him in the past.


  He recalled Ryan’s smirking face and the words he spoke were
still implanted in his brain, as if seared there by branding
irons: ‘She needs a fix, Stark.’
He spoke very softly, so the watching screws
could not overhear. ‘She’s not really
suffering yet, but if we don’t mainline her soon she’ll start
climbing up the walls and tearing at the ceiling with her
nails.’ Stark saw that her once elegant
nails were broken and had dirt under them. ‘You’ve done well so far,
lad. Just keep on saying nothing and Miss Burnett
here will keep getting fed with the stuff. Okay?’


  There had been no further visits from Ryan and Carol. But each
week somebody from the Danton Electronics job came, always bringing
two pictures: taken that morning with a Polaroid camera, showing
Carol holding a copy of that day’s Daily
Mirror in front of her. In one shot she
looked as she had the day Ryan brought her to the prison; in the
other she was almost as he remembered her in the past—thinner
perhaps, but happy, smiling and well groomed. ‘Keep betting on the winning horse, Stark,’ the messenger always
warned. ‘There’s more than money riding on
it.’


  Stark was
snapped out of his bitter train of thought by the crackle of the
radio transmitter in the cab of the van. Outside, the roar of two
motorcycles faded and the rumble of the Black Maria’s engine became
the predominant sound. Then two more motorcyclists zoomed in close.
This routine had occurred previously and the sour-mouthed screw had
told him, receiving no response, that the Metropolitan Police
escort had handed over the van to the Surrey Constabulary. He
guessed that they had now crossed the county boundary into
Hampshire.


  ‘Don’t suppose you want any tea?’ the sour-mouthed prison
officer asked, reaching into a duffle bag and bringing out a vacuum
flask.


  Stark
contemplated accepting the offer, weighing up the satisfaction of
hurling scalding liquid into the faces of the men. But he realised
he would pay for the action with another beating.


  ‘All I want from you is that bundle of keys on your belt,’ he
hissed.


  Both men
laughed as the tea was poured into two plastic beakers.


  ‘You might as well get resigned to it, Stark,’ the one with the
cold taunted. ‘Since you tried to break out, you’re going to have
to serve the full ten without remission.’


  Stark shook
his head violently. ‘The stinking Tower of London couldn’t hold me,
screw!’ he snarled.


  The officers
looked at him, each able to feel a degree of sympathy for him in
his futile anger. He was little more than a kid, twenty-six or
-seven, they guessed. Slim, but solidly built, he was a fraction
under six feet tall. His face was lean, with a certain clean-cut
handsomeness about it. His eyes were deep set and clear blue; his
mouth had a line which suggested he once smiled easily; his
cheekbones and jawline had a determined set. It was the kind of
face which would be suited to long hair, but the prison barber had
reduced the style to short back and sides. The cut of the jet-black
hair made him look younger than he was.


  In fact, they
thought, he looked very much what he was—a youngster who had got
involved in something too big for him and been left to carry the
can when the operation went wrong. So they could understand his
sense of frustration and allowed him more leeway than would be
given to a hardened criminal. He’d have the fight knocked out of
him later and learn, the hard way, to show respect to his
superiors.


  This was the
view of the two prison officers. Few people had ever been more
wrong in character judgment.


   





  Chapter Two


  FRANK ADAMS
WAS driving the metallic-bronze Cortina GXL. He raised his gloved
hand in acknowledgement as George Craig flashed the lights of the
Avenger and swept past him, the back-marking motorcycle cop and the
Black Maria.


  They were doing sixty on a dual carriageway section of the
A3 trunk route in
central Hampshire. Ahead, around a gentle right-hand bend he could
see the flashing yellow light of an Automobile Association
van.


  Adams, his
mouth dry with excitement, the palms of his hands sweating inside
the gloves, saw the sudden brightening of the Cortina’s brake
lights as Craig touched the pedal and cut in front of the Black
Maria. More bright red splashed the rain-washed night as the van
driver and the cop braked.


  ‘Now!’ Adams hissed to himself and stomped on the accelerator,
held a straight course for a full two seconds and then wrenched on
the wheel. He saw the goggled face of the cop as the man turned his
head. It was impossible to see his eyes through the rain-pocked
glass, but his mouth was wide in a shout of alarm. Then the
Cortina’s bumper smacked into the rear wheel of the motorcycle. The
machine slid sideways, the front end rearing up. It crashed into
the back of the van and the cop was hurled free, his body thudding
across the Cortina’s bonnet.


  Adams saw the
abnormal angle of the man’s head on his shoulders before he
wrenched on the wheel again and the car straightened, tossing away
its burden like a bundle of old rags. Adams thrust his foot on to
the brake pedal.


  Ahead of the
Black Maria, the leading motorcycle escort sailed high into the air
as his machine was knocked from under him by the front wing of the
Avenger. He curled his body into a ball and covered his face with
his hands, but the impact of his fall into a heap of road grit was
hard enough to knock him unconscious.


  His motorcycle
smashed against the asphalt and Craig churned up the sodden earth
of the verge as he swerved to avoid the machine. With a curse
ripping from his throat, the white-faced driver of the van kept his
foot on the brake and fought to bring on a controlled skid to slide
clear of the wreck. But his near-side front wheel hit the
handlebars and forced the van into a complete turn with the mangled
remains of the motorcycle trapped beneath it.


  Adams was out
of the stalled Cortina before the van had come to a halt, snatching
a flare pistol as he came clear. Petrol was still slopping from the
ruptured tank of the motorcycle and he aimed for the ragged
hole.


  The van driver
saw the man with the pistol and smashed his fist against the rear
of his cab as he reached for the door handle. ‘Fire!’ he
screamed.


  The spilled petrol went up with a dull whoosh and the entire front of the
van was engulfed in black smoke and orange flames. The driver
jumped clear, saw Adams’ upraised leg but could do nothing to avoid
it. His head snapped back as his jaw thudded against the heel of
Adams’ shoe. He was unconscious before he crumpled to the
road.


  Only seconds
had been sliced off time since Craig had sped by to set the climax
of the escape plan in action. But already cars and trucks on both
carriageways were coming to screeching halts, shocked drivers and
passengers unaware that the vehicles illuminated by the orange glow
of the petrol fire were involved in something more than a
straightforward accident.


  But the men
who had caused the pile up ignored everything extraneous to the job
in hand. Craig, having brought the Avenger to a tyre-bursting stop,
raced back to slam down the upraised bonnet of a Transit van parked
in front of the AA vehicle. A bound and gagged uniformed driver
stared at him in terror from the passenger seat of the little
yellow van. Then Craig got behind the wheel of the Transit as Adams
raced up to the rear and slammed open the doors.


  The two men
who had been pretending to work on the engine of the Transit had
broken away at a run as soon as they saw the flashing lights of the
Avenger. Now they flanked the rear of the burning Black Maria as
the door was pushed open from the inside. A cloud of black smoke
billowed out. Stark was shoved through it and hit the roadway hard,
unable to stay upright on his shackled legs.


  The prison
officers leapt clear together, and screamed simultaneously,
slapping hands over their faces. Streams of ammonia jetted from toy
water pistols seared their flesh and eyes. As the uniformed figures
staggered away, their attackers stooped and plucked up Stark by his
shoulders and feet. There was a clumsy run of twenty yards and then
the helpless prisoner was hurled into the rear of the Transit.


  The engine was
already running at high revs and when Craig heard the thud he
rocketed the van forward. The two men had to run a few more paces
before Adams was able to haul them aboard. Then all three struggled
to pull the doors closed.


  The shouts of
realisation from witnesses were soon lost under the roar of the
engine as Craig pushed the Transit hard along the road, made clear
by the halting of other traffic. Adams stared for long seconds out
of the rear window, until the blazing Black Maria and the
increasing number of cars and trucks around it were lost to sight
by a bend in the road. There was no glare of headlights to signal
pursuit when the Transit screamed into a left-hand turn on to a
side road.


  Then he
clicked a switch to turn on an interior light and slid down to sit
on a wheel arch. His hard-eyed face was sooted with petrol smoke
and this made his teeth appear to gleam extraordinarily white as he
grinned at the prostrate Stark. ‘How about that, man?’ he said,
digging out a packet of cigarettes. ‘Pretty smooth, uh?’


  The other men
were squatting on the rumbling floor of the van, faces bright with
self-satisfied smirks.


  ‘You’re bleeding lunatics, the whole lot of you!’ Stark yelled,
struggling to sit up. ‘Right round the bend, for Christ
sake!’


  ‘Ungrateful bastard,’ Adams said easily, and lit a cigarette.
‘We got you out, didn’t we?’


  ‘Piece of cake,’ the younger of the two others put in,
nodding.


  ‘And I might have looked like one—baked and ready to slice up,’
Stark shot back.


  Adams held on
to his grin. ‘We thought you might need some thawing out after the
last time you tried for the wide open spaces,’ he said
good-naturedly. ‘He looks uncomfortable, Joe. Get him out of that
chain gang outfit.’


  Joe was a
beefy man getting close to middle-age. He looked stupid, but his
pig-eyes and the width of his shoulders warned anyone against
trying the brains versus brawn theory. Joe had been the man who
wielded the crowbar against two security guards on the payroll job.
Now he reached into a corner and pulled forward a pile of clothes
with a bunch of keys on top. He had to try three keys on the
handcuffs and four on the shackles before Stark was free.


  ‘Make lots of these,’ Joe explained. ‘Only itty bitty locks on
’em. Dozen keys’ll open every set that’s made.’


  Stark ignored
him, first massaging his wrists and ankles where they had been
trapped in steel, then stripping off the prison clothes and pulling
on the casual gear supplied for him. It was all a good fit, the
shades a little too neutral for his taste.


  ‘Who’s driving?’ he asked.


  ‘George,’ Adams replied.


  That would be
George Craig, Stark guessed. He was in on the Danton Electronics
snatch with Adams, the one called Joe and three others. The
youngster with the scar on his chin may have been involved. Stark
hadn’t met all the personnel: not because he had not been allowed
to know them. It was his own decision. He had been invited to drive
a decoy getaway car for an agreed cut of three per cent of the
take. He had come into contact with the principal members of the
gang at planning meetings when his part of the operation was on the
agenda. He had not bothered with details which were no concern of
his.


  But even if he
had not recognised any of the men who hit the Black Maria, he would
have known Ryan was behind his escape. For nobody else in the world
had any interest in him except the little man in the black Homburg
and pinstripe trousers. And, Stark suddenly realised now that the
initial shock of his escape was over and he could think straight,
Ryan’s interest had to be very deep indeed to merit springing him
in this way.


  ‘Where are we going?’ he asked abruptly, ending a long
silence.


  Adams squashed
out his cigarette on the floor. ‘In this rattletrap, not far,’ he
answered, checking the time on a wafer-thin wrist watch which had
the sheen of gold. ‘In less than five minutes you’ll be travelling
in style.’


  ‘Travelling where?’ Stark insisted.


  ‘Dover.’


  ‘That’s where they start the Channel swims,’ Stark said with a
scowl. ‘I can’t do more than two lengths before I have to
rest.’


  Adams smiled
wanly and shook his head. He was only a year or so older than Stark
but had been in police trouble since before he left school. He had
been condescending towards Stark since the moment the two met,
making no secret of the fact that he considered him an amateur who
had come to the big time without serving an apprenticeship. ‘You
won’t get any wetter than you are already, man,’ he said. ‘The
travelling gets even more stylish.’


  Stark injected
more bitterness into his contemptuous expression. ‘Dover’s a great
place to take me. There might be just a hundred coppers looking for
an escaped con there. Sure to be at least two hundred at
Heathrow.’


  Adams regarded
Stark as a tutor might look at a dull child after a hard day’s
teaching. ‘You realise what was involved in crashing you out, man?’
he asked. ‘We had to nick this van, two cars and an AA patrol
wagon. We had to time it down to split seconds so we wouldn’t have
to hoof it a couple of miles to where Joe and Bert were set up. And
we had to lay on all the gear to get you the rest of the way when
this ride ends. You think we’d go to all that trouble to run you
into the arms of some bright-eyed copper watching the docks or
airport?’


  Stark sighed,
convinced but unwilling to allow Adams the satisfaction of an
apology. ‘I’ll pat you on the head when I’m free—and clear,’ he
rasped. ‘Give me a cigarette.’


  Adams shook
his head as the van slowed, made a sharp left-hand turn and halted.
‘It’s dangerous to smoke in confined places,’ he said, reaching:
out to spring the door catch as the van’s engine died. ‘Out and in,
man,’ he invited, nodding through the open doorway.


  They were
parked at the side of a rutted dirt track running through a clump
of trees. On the track, facing the way they had come, was a
Rolls-Royce hearse. It had its engine running and grey exhaust
smoke breathed out in puffy balls to explode in the night air and
drift up and in through the open rear end. Inside was a coffin with
the lid removed and leaning against the side.


  ‘You’re bloody joking!’ Stark said hoarsely as he jumped from
the rear of the van.


  Craig moved up
beside him, his teeth shiny in a grin of enjoyment. ‘Only the best
for you, Stark. Solid mahogany with silver trim. Velvet lined. Blue
to match your eyes.’


  ‘Hurry it up, for Christ’s sake,’ the black-suited driver of
the hearse called.


  ‘You nicked that, too?’ Stark wanted to know.


  Adams shook
his head as he grasped Stark’s arm and urged him across to the
hearse. ‘We got connections. You going to get inside under your own
steam, or do we have to do it the hard way?’


  ‘I like things easy,’ Stark answered, hoisting himself up into
the rear of the Rolls.


  ‘Dead easy,’ Adams murmured.


  Stark sucked
in his breath and had to steel himself against a threatened tremor
as he stretched out in the ornate casket. It was a perfect fit. The
driver leaned over his seat to lift one end of the lid while Adams
raised the other.


  ‘We’ll have to screw you down,’ Adams explained, the grin back
on his smoke-smudged face. ‘Make it look good in case anybody gets
nosy. There are a few air holes to keep the corpse alive.’ He
lifted his hand in farewell. ‘See you in Dover, man. Don’t lose
your cool in there.’


  ‘Don’t you lose the screwdriver,’ Stark rasped in reply as the
lid was slid into place to black out the world.


  The nervous
driver and casual Adams fastened the highly polished lid into
place. Then Adams closed the rear door and rapped gloved knuckles
on the gleaming, rain-bubbled bodywork. The Rolls glided forward,
its suspension effectively cushioning all but the most violent
lurches as the tyres bumped over the uneven surface of the
tracks.


  Joe and Bert completed a hasty but systematic wiping down of
the Transit as Craig drove a white XJ12 out of a thicket. Adams slid on to
the front passenger seat as the others climbed into the
rear.


  ‘You reckon he’ll go for Ryan’s offer, Frank?’ Craig asked as
the sleek car purred into the turn from the dirt track on to a
metalled road.


  Adams narrowed
his eyes, turning one fist in the other, the knuckles cracking
beneath the soft leather of his gloves. ‘What do you think,
George?’ he asked, staring ahead through the sweep of the
windscreen wiper on his side. ‘Stark’s only a tough-talking kid
with big ideas, but he’s pretty smart. He’ll know it’ll be easier
to kill him than it was to crash him out.’


  ‘He won’t like it about the bird,’ Craig pointed out, flicking
the powerful headlights to full beam as he swung out to pass the
hearse.


  Adams glanced
out of the side window to catch a glimpse of the smoothly riding
coffin. He nodded. ‘So I think we’ll have to kill him—sooner or
later.’


  Craig put his
foot down, rapidly widening the gap between the two cars as they
sped east through the rainswept night towards the coast road.


   





  Chapter
Three


   



  IT WAS THE
failure of the Black Maria’s driver to transmit a routine radio
check message which first alerted the Hampshire police to the
escape. So that when one of the witnesses was finally able to drag
himself away from the flame-lighted scene with its scattering of
crumpled machinery and twisted human forms to use a roadside RAC
callbox, two patrol cars were already heading for the general
area.


  With the fact
of the escape established and the position of the attack
pinpointed, the local police network began to crackle with
fast-spoken messages. Patrol cars, motorcycle men and beat
constables over a wide radius from the scene of the wreckage were
informed of a new order of priorities in their duties. Telephone
calls were made and teletype tapes were punched out at high speed.
All initial messages were later followed by additional
information—that one policeman was dead, another was critically
injured and three prison officers were seriously hurt.


  If any impetus
were needed to hasten the setting up of roadblocks and increase the
vigilance of plainclothes and uniformed officers at ports and
airports, this provided it.


  An important
part of the forward planning of the escape had been to take into
account every conceivable move by the police to recapture Stark and
bring in his rescuers.


  The hearse was halted in a line of traffic west of Chichester
on the A27, then
crawled forward a few yards at a time. Two grim-faced uniformed
men, eyes as hard as ice beneath the shiny whiteness of their crash
helmets, recognised in the hearse an unneeded reminder that a
colleague had been callously killed. One of them walked quickly
around the vehicle, checking through the large windows that it
contained only the casket and the sad-faced driver. The other
examined a proffered sheaf of documents which showed the coffin
held the body of a French woman who had died of a heart attack in
Cornwall and was being taken to Rheims for interment. The driver
was waved on his way. The white Jaguar avoided a police check by
travelling on a predetermined route through lanes and side roads
until it reached the northern fringes of Brighton. Then Craig
threaded through the streets of the town and picked up the main
coastal road towards Dover.


  Stark at first
tried to sleep in the claustrophobic confinement of the coffin. But
although the shock of the escape combined with the horror of
imagining death inside the burning van left him in a state of
intense exhaustion, neither his body nor his mind would relax. So
he stared up at the pitch blackness of the underside of the lid and
concentrated upon a carefully devised series of restricted muscle
exercises to combat cramp. But then the hearse halted, rolled
forward, halted and rolled forward again: and he tensed his body
into immobility. He realised they could be held up by a traffic jam
or a red light: but knew instinctively that the reason was not so
simple as that. When he heard the stern-voiced query of the police
officer he sucked in a great breath and held it: as if afraid that
any slight movement he made would produce a reaction on his wooden
prison. Then the driver was dismissed and he moved the hearse
forward at a sedate pace in keeping with its normal use.


  ‘You okay?’ the driver called.


  Stark let out
his pent-up breath in a hissing stream and blinked to flick sweat
from his eyes. ‘That happens any more, don’t bother to unscrew the
lid,’ he rasped, his throat hoarse with dryness. ‘Just dig a hole
and bury me.’


  The driver
whistled through pursed lips and built his speed up to make up time
and meet the forty-miles-an-hour average planned for the trip. ‘If
it happens again you may have to move over and make room for me,
mate,’ he answered.


  Stark could
smell the odours of his own body and he restarted the exercise
programme, aware that the sticky perspiration increased the threat
of cramp in his limbs.


  At Dover the
night was clear of rain but the streets of the town were slickly
black from that which had fallen earlier. The water in the harbour
was calm—like tinted, reeded glass—but beyond, the swell of the
Straits was marked with the white caps of wind-whipped waves.


  As the Jaguar
rolled into the Western Docks, a Sealink boat slid away from the
Train Ferry Jetty. The last Seaspeed Hovercraft of the day skimmed
in between the Southern Breakwater and the Eastern Arm Pier, its
spray looking like white smoke against the night.


  ‘Ryan’s here,’ Craig said, pointing towards the crouching shape
of a red Jensen parked close to the end of the dock, cellulose
gleaming.


  ‘Not long until crunch time,’ Adams replied, leading the others
around the rear of the Interceptor and up the gangplank of a sleek
motor yacht berthed at the dock.


  Had the sun
been shining, the combination of car and boat might have looked
like the set-up for a photograph to promote some aspects of luxury
living. But even in the damp, cold gloom of an autumn night the
scene was a richly attractive one; not least to the dock police and
officers from the town station drafted into the waterfront
area.


  Two of them
had checked the car and its driver and passenger in through the
dock gates—the same two who had stopped and then allowed access to
the Jaguar and its occupants. Two more had gone aboard the yacht,
but got no further than the captain’s quarters where they saw the
customs clearance papers referring to the assigned cargo and its
destination. So the talk among the policemen in relation to the
high-priced luxuries on view at the dock-side was concerned solely
with the possible rewards of a job outside the force. It helped to
pass the time on what they all considered would be a fruitless
duty. For
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