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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT

THE KELLER PAPERS

Ellis Goodman’s new novel, The Keller Papers, is a story of intrigue, espionage, murder, and mayhem on a grand scale. Its globe-trotting cast of characters include beautiful women, handsome men, spies from east and west, a nefarious ex-Nazi SS officer, and a business executive who occasionally does “little jobs” for M16. With action and suspense galore, Ellis Goodman takes the reader on a wild ride that ends up not only exhilarating but challenging, with informed references to global commerce, as well as European politics, history, and tragedy—the Holocaust plays a sad but prominent role in nearly every character’s life. A gripping tale, well worth the reading.

Gary D. Wilson, author of the novels Getting Right and Sing, Ronnie Blue

The Keller Papers is an exciting read, a worthy sequel to the family saga Bear Any Burden, but it stands very much on its own. The well-paced narrative is full of thrills and surprises, and the setting in Eastern Europe during the Cold War in the early 1980s, provides an interesting glimpse into the political and economic turbulence of the times. Highly recommended.

Jian Ping, author of Mulberry Child: A Memoir of China

In this groundbreaking mix of fast-paced historical intrigue with heartbreaking genealogical mysteries, Goodman offers a fresh new take on thriller/espionage writing. Incident-filled and packed with edgy details and startling incidents, this book is a thinking thriller-lover’s thriller. The suspense never lets up, and each detail moves the plot at a breathless pace. Couldn’t put it down.

Suzanne Seed, author of Saturday’s Child

Testimonial for Bear Any Burden

Ellis Goodman has written a gripping, moving, and dramatic story that holds the attention from first page to last. Like all the best fiction, it is deeply rooted in fact; in this case in the realities of Jewish life during stirring, uncertain and traumatic times. This, Ellis Goodman’s first novel, is a masterly work of detection and espionage that deserves the widest readership.

Sir Martin Gilbert, London

Winston Churchill’s official Biographer and author of 80 books
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“Freedom is never given, it is won.”

A. Philip Randolph




Chapter 1

The Imperial Hotel busboy came out of the staff entrance into the chill air, lit a cigarette, cupping his hands around his old Colibri, as he was thinking of his girlfriend Anke, and their plans for the weekend. He pulled up the collar of his leather jacket and hurried towards the bus stop, hardly noticing two men deep in conversation three meters away.

They were both in black ski outfits, standing on the sidewalk outside the palatial Hotel Imperial, on the Karntner Ring in the center of Vienna.

Tall and athletically built, Kurt Rickter was nervously drawing on a cigarette, with beads of perspiration on his forehead. He had high cheekbones and a Slavic countenance topped by short cropped black hair. The other man, Helmut Fischer, was cold-eyed and pale-faced, with a haircut very near the scalp, and had his hand inside his jacket, clutching something bulky. Passers-by took no notice of them. It was Friday, February 25, 1983 and the dying sun cast a golden pink glow in the western sky, giving some hope of spring after a brutally cold winter. The weather forecast was good and snow conditions were excellent for the thousands of skiers who would soon be leaving the city to head for the slopes.

The men watched as a hotel porter put luggage into the trunk of a Jaguar outside the hotel entrance. They also noticed the Audi parked a few meters behind the Jag. Two men and a woman came out of the hotel and stood at the entrance, looking around, as if trying to get their bearings. They were accompanied by another, who headed towards the Jag. Kurt recognized the target and his wife from photos he had studied, but had not expected to see the other man with them, well dressed in a smart blue suit.

“Now!” said Kurt, through clenched teeth. The skiers now looked more like militia as they both pulled ski masks over their heads, revealing only their eyes and mouths. They started running at full pelt toward the hotel entrance. There was a glint of gunmetal as they drew handguns from their jackets. Helmut slammed the first man into the rear door of the Jaguar. Kurt shot the target twice from close range. A woman screamed. The man crumpled to the ground. Kurt and Helmut continued to sprint to the end of the road and turned right onto the road off the Canovagstraße to their parked BMW R80 motorcycle. Two men jumped out of their Audi, but were at least thirty meters behind, as Kurt, with Helmut riding pillion, kick-started the bike into action and accelerated, with a loud growl, up the road to join the traffic on Bosendorferststraße. After a couple of blocks, they crossed Karlsplatz and shortly after turned right into an alley off Friedrichstraße, where a large white van was parked with the shuttered rear area open. Two men in the vehicle slid a metal ramp down onto the roadway as the BMW approached. Kurt accelerated fiercely as he shot up the ramp and then immediately cut the engine. One of the men grabbed the bike and helped bring it to a stop as the other pulled up the ramp and lowered the shutter. The van moved off into the Getreidmarkt and joined the Friday-evening rush hour in the heart of the city.

Within half an hour, they were out of the city and onto the A2 Autobahn to Carinthia in Austria’s southwest. They drove through the fading light, and evening mists; and, as the sky turned to black, a brilliant moon bathed the countryside in a silver glow.

They travelled in near silence, not knowing who they had shot or why. They arrived at the mediaeval town of Klagenfurt, and then headed up into the hills, through spruce and beech forests covered in snow. It was past 9:30 p.m. when they finally approached the large wrought-iron gates of a walled estate, and the gatehouse automatically lit up as they arrived; two guards in identical black ski outfits came out and spoke to the driver of the van. The gates swung open to allow them to pass and proceed up a long driveway which continued for over two kilometers through snow-covered woods, eventually arriving at a plateau, on which was located a large mansion in the Baroque style, gloriously lit by carefully positioned floodlights. The van pulled up in front of the house. Kurt and Helmut descended as the van drove off to the east of the house where the stable block and garages were located. Kurt rang the doorbell and after a minute or so, it was opened by a gray-haired man in formal black jacket and bow tie.

“Good evening, Ernst,” said Kurt to the butler. “We would like to see Herr von Schuyler. He is expecting us.”

Ernst nodded. “I will let him know you have arrived. Come this way.” He led the two men across the magnificent marble floor of the entrance hall to a beautifully appointed study. “Please wait here,” said Ernst.

The butler crossed the entrance hall once again, and knocked softly on the double doors which led into a sumptuous library with a large table at which nine men were seated. The butler entered, cautiously approached von Schuyler and whispered in his ear. Von Schuyler got up, excused himself and left the room. As he entered his study, both Kurt and Helmut stood to attention and clicked their heels.

“Good evening,” he said formally.

“Good evening, Herr Von Schuyler,” they both responded, avoiding eye contact.

“Well?”

“The mission has been completed,” said Kurt, a smirk on his face, hiding his nervousness.

“Excellent,” said Von Schuyler loudly, clearly elated at the news. “Tell me what happened,” he continued eagerly. “Is he dead?”

“We shot him twice in the chest. He went down like a sack of potatoes. I don’t think he could survive,” responded Kurt.

“So, there were no problems,” said Von Schuyler.

“No, not really. We recognized the target and his wife. There was a third man with them, but he didn’t interfere with us.”

“Really?” said Von Schuyler, looking at them critically. “Did he look like some sort of official?”

“I don’t think so,” said Helmut. “He was quite smartly dressed in a blue suit and that’s all I noticed.”

“Right,” said Von Schuyler. “Well done. Now go and get something to eat.”

“Thank you,” said Kurt and Helmut almost in unison with relief on their faces, clicking their heels before leaving the room.

Von Schuyler had a slight smile on his face as he reached for the telephone on his desk. He dialed slowly. After a few rings, the phone was picked up.

“Sergei, the mission has been completed,” he said, in fluent Russian. “The target was taken out as planned.” He paused before continuing. “Perhaps, you could now make the bank transfer as agreed,” he continued.

Sergei responded in a dead voice. “It was announced on the news that he has been taken to the AKH General Hospital.”

“I don’t think he could survive,” responded Von Schuyler. “He was shot twice in the chest from close range.”

“Well, we’ll see,” said Sergei. “If all goes well, we’ll make the transfer to the Zürich account on Monday, as agreed. We should speak again over the weekend,” he continued.

“Fine,” said Von Schuyler. He put the phone down and sat back deep in thought as he tapped his desk with a pencil. Karl von Schuyler was a handsome man, six-two, slim, broad shoulders with a permanent deep tan, and white hair closely cut. He wore horn-rimmed glasses in front of cold piercing gray eyes. He looked considerably younger than his sixty-eight years.

When Sergei had phoned him the previous day and asked him to take on the mission, he had readily agreed. He didn’t ask who the target was and he didn’t want to know. They had a relationship going back forty years, based upon being mutually useful to each other from time to time. That was it. A business relationship; one that had paid off handsomely for Von Schuyler over the years.

The KGB wanted to dispose of someone and would pay one million not to be involved. The one million would help Von Schuyler’s political ambitions, and the Russians in return would be quite happy to see political upheaval in Austria and would love to have a highly placed connection in the government. Sergei had sent a motorcycle messenger with a photo of the target and instructions to “eliminate the issue” outside the Hotel Imperial between about 3:00 and 5:00 p.m. Simple, concise, clean. No problems envisaged.

He returned to the library where the meeting was getting heated. The participants were the executive committee of the FPÖ – The Freedom Party of Austria – the right-wing nationalist political party headed by Norbert Stiegler. Although Von Schuyler was not a member of the executive committee, he had been a staunch supporter for many years and exercised behind-the-scenes control, not only of the finances of the organization, to which he gave liberally, but also much of the political strategy and public platform of the party. He was hoping to substantially increase this influence after the May elections. Norbert Stiegler was talking to Jörg Haider, the charismatic, young nationalistic party affairs manager.

“You must not let the demonstrations against Kreisky and the Government turn violent,” said Steigler.

“We plan peaceful demonstrations,” said Haider. “But sometimes tempers run high. The feelings against Kriesky are fairly widespread.”

“When you have too many of these skinhead people or whatever they’re called,” responded Stiegler, “they look like they’re looking for trouble, and some of the recent violence at your demonstrations have seemed more like a Nazi rally. This is harmful to the party, and we can’t allow it to continue if we aim to make real progress in the May elections.”

“I know, but if we’re going to be a force in this election and get rid of that fat-assed Kreisky, we have to be more aggressive on all fronts,” responded Haider, forcefully.

Von Schuyler interrupted the proceedings. “I’ve just been informed that there’s been a shooting outside the Hotel Imperial. It appears to be an attempted armed-robbery, and one man has been fatally shot.”

“That’s just what I’ve been talking about,” said Haider. “While Kreisky has been running around the world as the big shot Chancellor of Austria, his liberal policies have allowed the country to be swamped with immigrants, and this is the result. More violence on our streets, more jobs going to these people, and true Austrians are fed up with that.” Haider paused. “But this sort of incident could help our cause. A high-profile shooting outside the Hotel Imperial will give impetus to our platform,” he continued. “Nobody is safe. Our demonstration on Sunday will focus on the immigrant problems and I know that people are hungry for change.”

“I think the public generally agrees with you,” responded Steigler. “But if we’re complaining about violence, you must make sure we are not part of it as well.”

“Jörg has got a point,” said Von Schuyler. “Immigration is a touchy subject and the policies need to be changed. I think this is a weakness for Kreisky and the socialist platform, and it is something we can exploit.”

“Well then, Jörg, I think that’s it then,” said Steigler to Haider, not wanting to argue with Von Schuyler. “I hope you have a good turnout at the demonstration. We agree that your message will focus on law and order and the immigration policies of the Kriesky government.”

“Watch the News,” responded Jörg confidently.

“Gentleman, I think that concludes this evening’s meeting,” continued Steigler. “Once again, I’d like to thank Karl for his hospitality and of course his continuing support and advice as always.”

The chairs were shuffled back and the eight guests around the table got up, talking casually to each other as they gathered their papers. One by one they moved out of the library, picked up their overcoats from the butler and with a final round of goodbyes they left.

Norbert Stiegler was the last to leave, with a final handshake and pat on the back for Von Schuyler, who then retreated to his study and poured himself a Cognac.

* * *

In London, Sir Alex Campbell could not sleep. Despite being physically and emotionally exhausted, after the ordeals of the day, his mind was racing. He could have been shot, like poor Krystyna Keller, or arrested and in a Polish prison. He was angry. Alex Campbell did not like failure, and he felt this mission had failed in every aspect. Krystyna Keller was dead, Professor Keller could also be dead; his defection to the West had ended up in a bloodbath. Alex’s blood-soaked suit and shirt were in a bag in the corner ready to be thrown out. He was also angry at Tim Bevans and MI6. Why had their intelligence failed? Why was he and Anna not better protected? Who was responsible for the possible assassination of Professor Keller?

And then he was thinking of Anna, and convincing himself he had done the right thing. Substituting for her brother Jan, who had been shot and arrested in the Kraków hotel car park. He had to offer her assistance and refuge when she had come to him in an agitated state. If she had not hidden in his bedroom, she would have been arrested as well and Keller would never have been able to even attempt defecting to the West. He had to offer to share his bed for the night. The room was icy cold and it would have been miserable for either of them to sit up all night. He could still see her silhouette in the doorway of the lit bathroom, wearing one of his shirts as a nightie. Her blonde hair cascading on her shoulders and her athletic long legs and almost-perfect figure clearly visible. He could almost smell her natural perfume as she lay next to him under the duvet in the large bed. Nothing happened. Nothing could happen. She was warm and friendly but probably regarded him as a father figure. And yet… Alex finally fell into a fitful sleep.

* * *

Von Schuyler thought about the evening’s events. He believed the FPÖ had a chance to gain a significant number of seats and perhaps be part of a coalition with the Social Democrats. Steigler was more liberal than the previous leadership, and Von Schuyler thought that would give him wider appeal to the Austrian public. Nevertheless, he recognized the FPÖ attracted mainly protest voters and those who desired no association with the other major parties. But the populism and anti-establishment themes that he had promoted were bringing an ever-increasing number of supporters to the cause.

Von Schuyler was to be alone again this weekend. His wife Katarina, a former Miss Austria who was twenty-three years his junior, was once again spending the weekend at their apartment in Vienna. Their marriage was one of convenience. They both led their own lives. Katarina with her interest in the Vienna Opera and of course fashion and design, and Von Schuyler with his various business and political interests. They came together as a couple for parties, special events or when it suited them. Neither one had any restrictions on the other, and so the marriage worked in its own fashion.

Katarina Wempe was born in 1937 in a small village near Innsbruck where her father was a schoolmaster. She was the youngest of six children. Her father, Otto, was an ardent Nazi supporter from the early days of Adolf Hitler and was overjoyed when the Germans marched into Austria in 1938. Pictures of the Führer adorned the walls of their modest house where they lived on the edge of poverty. Katarina was always a beautiful child, and with her white blonde hair, bright blue eyes and perfect complexion, she was the ideal image of the Aryan young woman. Otto was not only a member of the Nazi party but also was an early volunteer to help in the cause particularly when War was declared in September 1939. He applied to join the SS but he was not only quite old, but also suffered from poor eyesight and so was rejected. Eventually, he was given a job in the Wermacht Pay Corps, and posted to Linz, where he rose to the rank of lieutenant by the beginning of 1943. At that time, he was able to move his family from their small overcrowded village house into the former home of a Jewish Doctor in Linz which gave them considerably more room and comfort. For the first time in her life, Katarina did not have to share a bed with her two sisters.

Otto was a brutal disciplinarian at school and at home. His wife, Ute, was terrified of him, often with good cause since he beat her regularly. He demanded complete obedience from his children, and those who disobeyed were given a good caning. There was no warmth in the house, and the children had to fend for themselves. Katarina’s two eldest brothers joined the Hitler Youth, and in 1944 were conscripted into the army. They were both killed fighting the Russians as they advanced into Austria. At the end of the war, Otto and his family were forced to leave the comfort of their temporary home and moved back to their small house in the village. Katarina couldn’t wait to grow up and get away from this repressive atmosphere. By the time she was a teenager, she realized that her beauty could be the passport to her future. She was the youngest, but there was little feeling of kinship between her and her siblings. Each one was vying for their parents’ attention and approval and was quick to run to their father with tales about sibling misbehavior. There was suspicion and mistrust amongst them all.

When Katarina was seventeen, she won first prize in the local village beauty pageant and was encouraged to enter a beauty pageant in Linz. She was just nineteen when she won this competition and went on to other regional pageants, local modeling and sponsorship opportunities. Naturally, her parents disapproved of her career choice. She didn’t care, and just before her twenty-first birthday, she left home, moved to Vienna, and never spoke to any of her family again. In Vienna, she obtained some local modeling commissions and eventually entered the national beauty-pageant competition, being crowned Miss Austria in 1960. Shortly thereafter, while attending the Austrian National Wine Industry annual charity fundraising event, she met Von Schuyler, one of Austria’s leading winemakers and distributors. She was the celebrity for the evening, announcing raffle and silent auction prizes and having her photo taken with industry leaders.

Von Schuyler was struck by her cool beauty, and she was flattered to have this handsome man of the world, with connections in high places, take an interest in her. In the next few months, their relationship developed. He took her to society events where she was often the star attraction for the men and the envy of the women. He bought her expensive couture gowns and designer jewelry. They shared their passions for skiing and horseback riding. He took her to Milan for the fashion shows, the French Riviera in the summer, Paris and London and eventually to the USA. She loved every minute of it. She enjoyed their sexual relationship and became a willing partner to Von Schuyler’s unusual sexual appetites. After a while, she became obsessed by many of his unnatural desires.

Eventually they talked marriage. Von Schuyler made it quite clear that he did not want children, but that he would look after her and give her complete freedom to pursue her own interests and the necessary financial backing to do so. This was the life she had dreamed about and found the offer very attractive. She was not particularly interested in children, based on her own childhood experiences, and was quite willing to trade off motherhood for the good life in the hands of this wealthy and worldly man. They were married on her twenty-fourth birthday in Klagenfurt in a small but lavish ceremony.

Von Schuyler was finishing breakfast in his study on Saturday morning when the telephone rang. It was Katarina.

“Hello, Schatzi,” she said, using his affectionate nickname.

“How was your opera ladies event, my love? Have fun with all your girlfriends?” he responded somewhat sarcastically.

“It was wonderful,” she replied, ignoring his sarcasm.

“Success, I hope.”

“Absolutely, we raised a record amount for the opera and the event could not have gone more smoothly. But I’ve decided to come home this evening.” She continued, “I should be home by about six. I’m just doing a little shopping this morning and then will leave after a quick lunch with some of my girls.”

“I suppose that will be a post-mortem of last night,” said Von Schuyler in a softer tone.

“Of course,” Katarina lightly replied,

“Well, I’ll tell cook you will be home for dinner,” he continued. “Drive carefully.”

Von Schuyler picked up the Neue Kronen Zeitung, the right-wing conservative newspaper lying on his desk. He read the headline – Shooting at the Imperial. He read on:


A guest at the exclusive Hotel Imperial was shot Friday afternoon while leaving the hotel with his wife and an unidentified friend. He was taken to the AKH General Hospital, where he remains in critical condition. At first, the police thought the shooting was an attempted robbery, but they now believe it may have been a Mafia-style contract-killing attempt. The victim, identified by the hotel as Dr. Gustav Bauer and his wife Vera, had checked into the hotel at around 3:00 p.m. The reservation for a luxury suite had been made by a Mr. Walter Koenig on behalf of the Bauers. However Mr. Koenig informed the reception that there had been a change of plans and the Bauers would be leaving immediately. At approximately 4:30 p.m. their luggage was loaded into a waiting Jaguar outside the hotel; and, as they exited, led by Mr. Koenig and with the third man by their side, two men in black ski clothes ran at the party and shot Dr. Bauer at close range. Mrs. Bauer and the unidentified man were bundled into the Jaguar, which drove off in great haste. Mr. Koenig stayed with Dr. Bauer until an ambulance arrived and took him to the AKH Hospital, where he is believed to be in the intensive care unit in critical condition. At the present time, the police will give out no further information. We understand however that Dr. Bauer comes from Linz, and has been out of the country for many years.



Von Schuyler had already heard both radio and television reports on the shooting. They more or less followed the newspaper report. He was sure the “target” would not survive and was waiting for further news. He was pleased to see that the motive and details of the shooting were still sketchy, and the police appeared to have no idea who could be responsible. He sat at his desk for a while making notes on how the FPÖ could capitalize on this incident in the run-up to the elections. Behind him on an ornate credenza were a number of photographs of Von Schuyler and Katarina on their wedding day, horseback riding, being presented to French President Charles de Gaulle, and Von Schuyler and Kurt Waldheim in animated conversation. In every photo, Katarina looked exquisite, and Von Schuyler displayed a wide engaging smile. There was also a recent photograph of the Von Schuylers in formal dress at the Austrian National Wine Industry Conference last year, with Karl wearing the sash and medal of Chairman of the Board of Governors, to which he had been appointed in December 1980, and Katarina, beautifully bejeweled and gowned, slightly thicker and heavier than her earlier photographs, but still extremely beautiful, her blonde hair somewhat darker, but her blue eyes just as bright. There were no photographs on the credenza of Von Schuyler or Katarina prior to their marriage.

It was a beautiful sunny day. A cloudless blue sky, and the sparkling white snow against the dark green forest made the day a picture postcard.

Von Schuyler decided it was just perfect for one of his regular morning constitutionals. He went into the back hall, where Rajah, his German shepherd, was lying on the floor. He put on his heavy boots, wrapped himself up in a thick jacket and hat and took a ski pole as he ventured out into the clear cold fresh air followed by Rajah, with tail wagging furiously.

He walked across the drive in front of his beautiful Baroque cream and white home. The ten-bedroom Schloss Lendorf had been built in 1810 by Count Klaus von Lendorf, a wealthy landowner from Klagenfurt. In the 1870s, the house had been purchased by Horst von Schuyler, a Bavarian gun manufacturer, who had made his fortune supplying weapons to the Prussian Army during the Franco-Prussian war. He built a factory in Klagenfurt and moved his family to Austria and his 1200-acre estate. The purchase of Lendorf, as the estate was usually called, established Von Schuyler in Austrian society, and his business prospered as he became a leading supplier to the Austrian-Hungarian Empire Army. With the advent of the Great War, Von Schuyler’s two sons, Wilhelm and Gerhard, expanded the business by building a giant armaments factory in Linz. In the difficult economic times between the wars throughout the Twenties, the factories nearly went bankrupt. Gerhard moved to Argentina, while Wilhelm struggled on. But with the Second World War looming in the late 1930s, Wilhelm expanded the business further. His factories covered over four hundred acres in Linz and eighty acres in Klagenfurt.

Von Schuyler walked into the woods and followed a beaten-down trail through the snow, with Rajah at his heels. A soft breeze rattled through the pines, and the sharp smell delighted Von Schuyler’s senses. The trail wound through the woods, slowly descending after a couple of kilometers or so to the valley floor where the Lendorf dairy farm was located. The farm had 120 cows and state-of-the-art equipment to supply milk, cream and butter products to Klagenfurt and the surrounding area. During the winter, the cows were housed in a giant barn. As Von Schuyler approached, he saw Viktor, the head of his eight-man security team coming out of the milking shed.

They greeted each other, remarking on the beautiful day, as Von Schuyler asked some questions about the daily operations.

Viktor was the oldest and most senior of the Von Schuyler security team. Five of the members were from East Germany and three from Austria. They all had army or commando training, or had served in the police or security forces. They were all nationalist conservatives. They considered themselves simply “political,” or as the media would describe them, “neo-Nazis.” They shared various duties around the estate, swapping responsibilities on a daily or weekly basis according to an agreed schedule. Two men would be responsible for managing the gatehouse at the entrance to the estate, checking vehicles in and out. Two men were allocated to look after Von Schuyler’s four automobiles – the Mercedes 600, the Mercedes 300 SL, the Audi Quattro Estate used by Katarina, and the Land Rover used mainly for driving around the estate. Two other men would be working in the stables where four beautiful horses ridden by Von Schuyler and Katarina were housed, groomed and kept in perfect health. The team also had a supervisory responsibility, not only of the dairy farm but also of the commercial timber business established on nearly one-thousand acres of woodlands covering most of the Lendorf Estate. Although the men were not part of a military unit, Von Schuyler liked them to have the discipline of one. Members were crack shots with a pistol and rifle, and experts in martial arts. They maintained a military bearing and dressed in black in accordance with Von Schuyler’s wishes. They had performed a number of missions over the years, ranging from collection of debts to arranging the mysterious disappearances of certain political, media, and business competitors, to unexplained fires in the wine country north of Vienna, which had led to Von Schuyler’s advantageous purchases, establishing his V.S. Wines as the leading producer, distributor and exporter of Austrian wines. They always carried out their orders without questions, maintained the agreed code of silence about their activities, and were very well rewarded. Von Schuyler commanded his security team with ruthless efficiency.

Von Schuyler walked around the dairy farm, stopping to talk to the farm manager and nodding or talking to various farmhands. He went into the barn and watched the cows munching on the winter hay, and also visited the milking shed and admired, with satisfaction, how clean and spotless the area was. After spending half an hour or so at the farm, he hiked back up the trail through the snow, which was deep in places, with Rajah at his heels, returning to the house; and, after changing out of his boots and other clothing, he entered his study just as the telephone was ringing.

It was Sergei.

“He is still alive!”

“What?” responded Von Schuyler. “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely, he has come through surgery and is in the IC unit at the AKH Hospital,” said Sergei in a cold hard voice.

“I can’t imagine how he survived,” said Von Schuyler.

“Well, he did. And, you need to take care of it,” Sergei continued, emphatically.

“Of course, but I can’t do it today.”

“Not today! What do you mean?” replied Sergei with his voice rising. “Do you want your money or not?”

“I will need a little time to get my people organized, and the drive back to Vienna on a Saturday afternoon could take five or six hours. But I can take care of it, tomorrow,” responded Von Schuyler.

“If we put it off, they may move him out of our reach,” said Sergei, now very angry.

“Well, it is also possible he could die,” replied Von Schuyler. “I just don’t think I can get it done today.”

“Okay, tomorrow is Sunday. Maybe it could be the best time because there will be lots of visitors milling around. He’s on the third floor and has a policeman outside of his room.”

“We will take care of it.” said Von Schuyler.

“Make sure that you do,” said Sergei.

Before Von Schuyler could respond, the phone went dead. Von Schuyler sat at his desk, and pondered the situation. He couldn’t believe the target had survived. Kurt and Helmut had said they had shot him twice at point-blank range in the chest. How could he still be alive? Nevertheless, he would have to deal with the situation and quickly. After a few moments, he picked up a walkie-talkie on his desk and called for Viktor, Kurt and Helmut to come to his study.

Ten minutes later they arrived.

“I have been informed the target has survived,” he said, looking at Kurt.

“Good God, that’s impossible,” responded Kurt, with the color draining from his face, as he started to shake with fear.

“Well, impossible or not, that is the case, you idiot,” said Von Schuyler curtly, his voice rising. “You seem to have been incapable of shooting a man dead, from point-blank range.” He paused and glared at Kurt menacingly.

“So we need to take care of the situation and quickly,” he continued. “I want you all to go into Vienna tomorrow morning and finish the job. The target is in the IC unit on the third floor of AKH Hospital. By early afternoon, there should be lots of visitors at the hospital. I suggest you go down to the dairy farm and take a couple of white coats so as you look like doctors. Do not wear your usual outfits. Choose something casual – jeans, sweaters, something like that. I don’t want you to be noticed. Follow the same routine using the BMW and the van. Kurt you can drive the van. Take another couple of men to help. You will have to deal with a police guard outside of the room. Do so quietly, then get into the hospital room, and finish off the target and get out of there as quickly as possible.” He paused. “No mistakes. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Herr Von Schuyler,” they both responded in unison, fear just behind their eyes.

“Viktor,” said Von Schuyler. “Make sure that any life-support equipment is dealt with at the same time.”

“Yes, sir,” responded Viktor.

“Okay then,” continued Von Schuyler. “Go to the tack room, select your weapons, disguises and whatever else you need and make all your preparations this afternoon and evening, so you can leave early tomorrow morning. Get the job finished.” He paused again. “No excuses,” he said with some finality, his cold eyes seeming to penetrate their skulls.

Viktor, Helmut and Kurt entered the tack room, hidden behind storage shelving on sliding rollers in part of the stable block. This was a large windowless room in which were stored various weapons – AK-47s, Uzi machine guns and pistols, silencers, grenades and detonators. In addition, there was a large rack of clothing including police uniforms, camouflaged army uniforms, and various items of everyday clothing. There was also a makeup counter with wigs, moustaches and numerous styles of glasses. The tack room also contained more basic assault items such as brass knuckles, rubber truncheons, crowbars and road spikes. They all chose their disguises. For Victor, this was a black curly-haired wig and black-rimmed glasses. For Helmut, a lighter brown wig with sideburns and hair of a hippie length, and for Kurt, a fair-haired wig and mustache. They all chose Mauser pistols with silencers.

After making their selections and placing everything in a pile for the following morning, they went down to the dairy and took two white coats.


Chapter 2

Alex Campbell was up early. He had not slept well. He didn’t want to wake up Julia so early, so he crept out of the bedroom, made himself a cup of tea and was looking across Regent’s Park as the sun was coming up. It looked like it would be a glorious day. The sun was glinting on the dome of the mosque overlooking Rossmore Road. He looked down on Prince Albert Road. It was Saturday morning, so there was little traffic.

He was still angry. He was angry at Tim Bevans, the head of Britain’s secret intelligence services – MI6. He was annoyed at himself for putting his life at risk. How quickly he had got into such a dangerous situation. He had been too cavalier in handling these “little jobs” for Tim over the years. Now he wasn’t sure he hadn’t been used. He and Anna Kaluza had gone through hell and high water to get out of Poland, only for Keller to be shot in Vienna. Who could have possibly known about the plan? Was it MI6? He felt that there must be something Tim Bevans hadn’t told him. But maybe it was a KGB hit, or the Polish secret police or even the CIA. His mind was racing. Assassination? Is that how the West would dispose of the one of the world’s most renowned nuclear physicists? He didn’t have any answers but was determined to question Tim and get to the bottom of this mystery. He felt sick to his stomach. Keller was now probably dead.

He’d been absolutely dumbstruck when Keller unwittingly revealed he was the only survivor of the Holocaust out of the whole Kornmehl family. And yet Alex hadn’t been able to tell him they were related before they left the hotel and the fatal shooting took place. He was agonizing over the situation.

And then there was Julia. Of course, she had the right to be furious at him. He’d had to tell her that he’d been doing “little jobs” for Tim Bevans for the past four decades. His suit and shirt were covered in blood. He couldn’t just pass it off. After her initial fear and concern, she really let him have it. And why not? She was right. He had put his life at risk for the excitement and the rush of adrenaline of working for MI6.

He waited until about 8 a.m. before calling Tim.

“Tim,” Alex said curtly.

“Good morning, Alex, let me call you back on my private line.”

A couple of moments later the phone rang. Alex picked it up quickly so as not to disturb Julia.

“Are you OK?” asked Tim.

“Just about. But wiped out as you would expect,” responded Alex. Before Tim could answer, Alex continued, “What the hell is going on?

“I don’t really know, Alex,” said Tim. “We are trying to get to the bottom of it right now. But, I know you’ve had a really rough time, and I want to tell you how appreciative we are for all that you’ve done for the service and for the country.”

“Never mind that crap,” said Alex, his voice rising with renewed anger, as his Scottish brogue came through. “Is Keller alive?”

“Yes,” said Tim. “He is in the intensive care unit in a hospital in Vienna.”

“What’s the prognosis?” asked Alex.

“They tell me it’s about fifty-fifty at the moment, but they’re hopeful,” replied Tim.

Fifty-fifty… How hopeful could they really be? Alex thought, as he continued. “Do you have any idea who was responsible?”

“To be perfectly honest, Alex, at this time we really don’t have a clue,” said Tim.

“Why not?” shot back Alex in his full aggressive chief-executive voice. “You are the fucking Secret Service. Where is your intelligence on this?”

“I believe it’s an inside job, unfortunately.”

“You believe!!” responded Alex. “Why don’t you know?”

“We’re not playing cowboys and Indians here Alex,” responded Tim sarcastically, clearly angered by Alex’s retort.

“You know we are thin on the ground in Eastern Europe including Poland, since Burgess and Maclean wiped out most of our network. That is why I called on you for help on this mission. We could not miss this incredible opportunity to help Professor Keller and his wife defect to the West. Anna Kaluza has given us a preliminary briefing. We were all shocked to hear that Krystyna Keller had lost her life, and that you had risked yours, in trying to save her. As I said, Her Majesty’s government is very appreciative,” Tim concluded rather formally.

“Well, Tim, I want to know why there was such an intelligence failure and I would like to meet with you personally to discuss this whole mess in much more detail,” Alex responded.

“Of course, I understand,” replied Tim, now the calm diplomat. “We need to do that anyway. I’d like you to come into the office for a debriefing session, if that’s okay with you, Alex.”

“Of course,” Alex said in a softer tone and changing the subject. “How is Anna Kaluza doing?”

“She is exhausted, but she is safe and under our protection. We shall be debriefing her as well.”

“When do you want to see me?” asked Alex.

“As soon as possible,” replied Tim. “Would Monday afternoon at 2:30 work?”

“Yes, that should be okay.”

“Then 2:30 at the Lambeth headquarters. Ask for me when you arrive.”

“Fine,” said Alex, now calmer.

“I’m really sorry you had to go through this ordeal. I had no idea that this mission would turn out to be so dangerous and complicated. It certainly wasn’t meant to be,” said Tim, lowering the temperature of the conversation.

“Well, I didn’t anticipate that either,” said Alex somewhat sarcastically. “I came home covered in blood, so I am afraid I had to tell Julia. I know about the ‘Official Secrets Act’ and all that, but there was no other way.”

“I understand,” said Tim. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll see you on Monday. If anything else crops up during the weekend or I have any further news on Keller, I’ll give you a ring.”

Sir Alex Campbell was someone you noticed. Just over six feet tall, broad shoulders, well built with fair wiry hair, slightly reddish but thinning on top and graying at the side. A pair of large blue-green eyes and a slight suntan complemented his rugged handsome face. Confident, charming, tough but fair, Alex Campbell had achieved success and recognition in Britain’s business, political, and social circles.

He was Chairman of the Campbell Group, one of the UK’s largest international drinks companies, proprietors of Campbell’s Reserve, the world’s third-largest-selling scotch whisky, and a variety of international brands through their subsidiaries in the US and France. The business had been founded by Alex’s grandfather, Jacob Kornmehl, who had emigrated from Tarnów in Poland in 1892, fleeing pograms, persecution and poverty and arriving in Dundee, Scotland with the intention of moving on to the United States, but eventually staying, putting down roots and building the family business. Since taking over the business in the 1950s, Alex had expanded it dramatically, moving into bourbon, cognac and rum, through a series of strategic acquisitions, in the US, France, and Jamaica. He had been knighted by H.M. Queen Elizabeth for services to British exports in 1976, and taken the company public in 1978. He was a friend of Margaret Thatcher and other government ministers; and despite avoiding publicity like the plague, he was well-known in the City and political circles.

It was not unusual for the MI6 to use British businessmen who qualified for top security clearance to carry out minor tasks in countries where the businessman might have access to the right quarters. Over the years, Alex Campbell, with his network of representatives in virtually every major country in the world, had at Tim’s request, carried out some of those “little jobs.” They had not been particularly dangerous or complicated, and Alex had been happy to do his bit for Queen and country. In fact, he enjoyed each mission’s excitement and the charge of adrenalin that went with each “little job.” Alex had a secret security clearance, and had acted on behalf of MI6 in a number of matters over the past four decades, on infrequent occasions when the British government could not be seen to be involved in obtaining information, receiving or delivering intelligence.

Alex had met Tim Bevans at the end of 1944 towards the end of the Second World War, when he’d been transferred from the Royal Scots Guards to the Army Intelligence Corps because of his fluency in Polish and German. Tim Bevans had similarly been transferred from the Middlesex Regiment because of his fluency in German as well. In April 1945, these nineteen-year-old lieutenants had been sent to Bergen-Belsen concentration camp two days after its liberation by British and Canadian forces. The shared horrors of what they saw in those camps were to stay with them for decades. Tim Bevans stayed in Army Intelligence after the war, eventually transferring to MI6 where he worked his way up until being appointed Chief Officer in 1980. Over the past forty years, Tim Bevans had given Alex “little jobs” to do in Argentina, Mexico, South Africa, and many other countries whilst on business trips to visit with Campbell’s agents and importers. None of these were very complicated: an envelope in his hotel bedroom; bringing home a local magazine which had been given to him by a taxi driver; buying a large bottle of aspirin at a specific pharmacy. But sometimes the “little jobs” were substantial: smuggling photos of ports and airports, meeting politicians in remote locations and exchanging briefcases. These had certainly made him nervous on more than one occasion, and he had often thought he was crazy to expose himself to risk, however remote.

But, when some three weeks ago while they were having lunch at the Savoy Grill together, Tim had asked Alex whether he would be prepared to do a “little job” in Poland, Alex said he would be pleased to hear more. Alex had already told him that he would be going to Kraków in Poland to sign a new vodka deal, to represent Poland’s leading vodka, Walova, in the UK, Europe and USA. Perhaps not surprisingly, Tim apparently already had that information. A few days later, Alex went to Tim’s office to hear about the latest mission. After a few minutes of chitchat, tea, and biscuits, Tim got to the point.

“Have you ever heard of Professor Erik Keller?” he asked.

“I think I’ve heard the name,” responded Alex. “But I’ve got no idea who he is.”

“He is a Polish nuclear physicist,” said Tim, leaning forward and showing Alex a black-and-white photo of an intense-looking middle-aged man with close-cropped gray hair, and glasses.

“Keller is an expert on nuclear-reaction mechanisms, who spent many years working in both Warsaw and Moscow and is one of the leading physicists in the world and, in two weeks, he will be in Kraków to receive a Medal of Honor from the Polish Academy of Sciences.”

“Kraków?” responded Alex, immediately seeing the connection, as he sipped his tea.

Tim nodded and then went on. “About six months ago, his two sons, both of whom were teaching at Warsaw University, were killed. They were active supporters of the Solidarity protest movement which had started in the Gdansk shipyards. Keller had been warned by the Polish secret police that he should keep his sons away from trouble. Apparently, he talked to them, but to no avail.” Tim handed Alex a digestive biscuit. Alex accepted it gratefully. “A few weeks later, they were driving to Gdansk and were hit by a large flatbed truck carrying steel girders, which banged into their car as they were crossing a bridge – pushing the car off the bridge and into freefall five-hundred feet to the valley below. Both were killed as the car exploded. The police described it as an accident caused by a malfunction of the truck brakes.”

“I think we’ve heard of those kinds of accidents before?” said Alex.

“Exactly.” Tim sipped his tea and then continued slowly. “Of course Keller and his wife didn’t believe it, nor did the leaders of the Solidarity movement.”

“You think this incident was part of the crackdown?” said Alex.

“Yes, there is no doubt that the Jaruzelski government was behind it.” Tim put down his cup as he leaned towards Alex. “Despite their privileged lives, we knew Keller and his wife had been unhappy for years. For the past decade, much of his work was on military capabilities involving long stays in Moscow. We have been courting him carefully for some time. He has no other family in Poland.” He stopped a moment and then said quietly, “We now believe our time has come.”

“What makes you think that?” asked Alex.

“The Polish economy is in ruins. US sanctions have been crippling, and there is considerable doubt whether Poland will be able to meet its international debt obligations. Life is miserable. The Kellers have apparently had it with the communist system, are traumatized by the deaths of their two sons and want to leave the country.” He paused, and then continued in a low voice, “We now know they are willing to defect and come to England.” He paused again. “We have made the necessary arrangements.” Tim stopped talking, sipped his tea, and munched another digestive, letting Alex absorb this information.

“Sounds like a golden opportunity,” said Alex. “How can I help?”

“Alex, it will be of considerable help if you could arrange to be in Kraków the same time as the Polish Academy of Sciences Meeting, which is Thursday, the 24th of February.”

“That’s no problem,” Alex responded, realizing once again he was jumping in headfirst, but he felt a tingle of excitement at being involved in such an important mission.

Tim went on to describe how Alex would be given a small airline shoulder bag in which would be sewn two passports and cash, to pay off anyone that took too keen an interest. He told Alex one of their MI6 agents would meet him at his hotel in Kraków to retrieve the airline bag.

“And when you have handed over the airline bag, you will have done your job,” said Tim. “You can then leave on Friday morning and fly back to London.”

Tim said slowly but emphatically, “Alex we don’t often have an opportunity to bring to the West one of the greatest scientists of our time. This could have a far-reaching effect, not only on the security of this country, but the whole of the free world.”

“My god,” said Alex. “This is serious stuff.”

“Very,” replied Tim. “What do you think?”

Alex found himself once again agreeing to do another of Tim’s “little jobs,” which turned out not to be quite as uncomplicated as Tim had made out.

* * *

Alex went back into the bedroom to find Julia just awakening, her long black hair splayed across the pillow framing her still-beautiful olive-skin complexion and deep blue eyes.

“What time is it?” she enquired huskily.

“About eight. I couldn’t sleep,” responded Alex.

“After what you’ve been through, I can’t believe you didn’t go off like a light.”

“Well I couldn’t help thinking about what happened in Poland.”

“I’m not happy, Alex,” said Julia, more awake now and remembering her anger of last night. “I am amazed you would take such risks, without telling me.”

“Well, I couldn’t tell you. I had to sign the Official Secrets Act,” said Alex apologetically. “I’m sorry.”

“You may be sorry, but you could be dead in Poland. I want you to promise me, to never do this again,” she continued before he could respond. “What time did you wake up?” she asked.

“About six.”

“What have you been doing?”

“I made myself a cup of tea and I phoned Tim about twenty minutes ago.”

“What did he have to say?”

“Well, of course, he was apologetic, and said all the usual things about appreciation of Queen and country.”

“That means nothing. Does he know who was responsible?”

“No. He doesn’t seem to know any more than I do.”

“Is Keller alive?”

“Yes, apparently he is in critical condition in a hospital in Vienna. The doctors think he has a fifty-fifty chance.”

“Did you tell him about the family connection?”

“Not yet. I didn’t think it appropriate to talk about family matters. Not just yet, anyway. I have a meeting with him on Monday afternoon, and I will certainly let him know then.

“Maybe you’ll learn more about Keller and the whole incident.”

“I certainly hope so,” said Alex.


Chapter 3

It was a bright and sunny day as Kurt drove the van through light Sunday traffic into Vienna, but as they got near the city, the weather clouded over, and it looked like it could shower again. Kurt parked the van in a quiet side street.

Fifteen minutes later, Helmut, with Viktor riding pillion, parked the BMW motorcycle fifty meters from the side entrance to one of the main buildings in the AKH General Hospital, near a construction fence for the twin towers being built, making the AKH, the Allgemeines Krankenhaus der Stadt Wien, the largest hospital in Europe. They had done their homework and knew the layout and where the IC floor was located. Helmut’s hands were visibly shaking as they put on their white coats and marched into the entrance, exchanging nervous glances. It had been quite a while since either one of them had done a “hit” for Von Schuyler. But they were more scared of him and the ruthless punishment they knew he would deliver if they failed. Over the years some members of his “security team” had mysteriously disappeared.

The building lobby was bustling with visitors. Men, women and children of all ages, some carrying flowers or boxes of pastries and cakes. No one seemed to notice Viktor and Helmut who strode across the lobby confidently and headed to the elevator to the intensive-care unit. The doors to the IC unit were closed and a pass-key code was needed to enter. They had expected this to be the case and consequently they stood talking, moving from foot to foot but looking like many of the other doctors and nurses hurrying by, or going in and out of the IC unit. Within a few minutes, they saw their opportunity. The double doors opened and a doctor and nurse walked out slowly and deep in conversation. There was nobody else around, so before the doors automatically closed again, Viktor and Helmut slipped in.

On the right-hand side was a nurses’ station with a small seating area facing it. A long corridor disappeared into the distance. Three doors down, Viktor could see a young fresh-faced policeman sitting in a plastic chair lounging back against the wall outside one of the rooms, looking bored and staring into space. He knew this must be the target’s hospital room. He nudged Helmut and nodded towards the room. They briskly marched up the corridor; and, as they approached the policeman, Helmut took out his Mauser pistol with silencer attached and shot the policeman between the eyes. He had a stunned expression on his face, and as his eyes slowly closed, he slouched back in his chair. They then entered the darkened hospital room and saw the target covered with a blanket on a hospital bed with an oxygen mask on his face and an IV bag on a stand, dripping into his veins. A heart monitor was beeping and the screen showed his heart rate and pulse.

They both fired three shots into the body, which bounced on the bed. Helmut dragged the oxygen mask and IV off the body, while Viktor put two bullets into the heart-monitoring equipment. This whole process had taken less than thirty seconds. Suddenly, they heard a crash and a scream outside the door. They exited quickly, to see a wide-eyed nurse looking at the policeman who had slid down into his plastic chair. Blood was slowly dripping down his face. She had dropped a tray of instruments. Three white-coated doctors at the end of the corridor turned and looked at the retreating Viktor and Helmut, shouted “Halt!” and started running towards them. Viktor had already identified an emergency exit door just past the nurses’ station. They ran towards it, pushed open the door, setting off a loud alarm, and started running down the three flights of stairs. Two of the doctors continued to chase after them yelling “Halt!” again. They were nearly at the bottom when one of the doctors fired a shot at them which bounced off the metal banister. Viktor looked at Helmut with surprise and shock in his eyes. They burst out through the emergency door onto a path some fifty meters from the BMW motorbike, and started running with the doctors on their heels.

“I’ll cover,” yelled Helmut, turning and dropping on one knee as he fired at the two doctors who dove to the ground as Helmut was up and running after Viktor. They were just twenty meters from their bike when another shot rang out and Helmut stumbled and fell into the snow-covered grass. Viktor looked around with alarm. Helmut was not moving, and blood was oozing into the snow. He hesitated a moment and then ran on towards the bike, jumped on and kicked it into a quick start as the sound of police-car sirens cut the cold air, and Viktor saw two cars approaching the car park at great speed.

He shot across the car park as one of the police cars braked and swerved across the entrance, blocking his exit, but he accelerated onto the sidewalk, around the back of the first police car and was on Wahringer Gürtel Road before the second car turned and gave chase, with sirens blaring. He was a good eight-hundred meters ahead of the police and swerving in and out of the traffic at a fast pace. He took a couple of quick turns to try and shake them. Within five minutes, he was on Alser Straße where the van had been parked in a quiet alley next to a warehouse. It being Sunday afternoon there was little traffic. Viktor zoomed up the ramp and cut the engine as he entered the rear of the van. He could hear the police sirens fading in the distance. The roller shutter was brought down, and the vehicle moved out into the empty streets eventually crossing the bridge and linking up with the E 49, which would take them out of Vienna and back to the Autobahn to Carinthia.

“What the hell happened? Where’s Helmut?” asked Kurt.

“I think he is dead,” responded Viktor, and then gave Kurt a full description of the events.

“This could open up a whole can of worms,” said Kurt after listening to the story. “The boss will not be happy.”

Von Schuyler had watched the six o’clock television news. The lead story was that Dr Gustav Bauer, the Imperial Hotel shooting victim, had been shot dead in his hospital room at the AKH Hospital intensive-care unit. One of the assailants had been fatally shot by a plainclothes policeman as they were attempting to escape. A police spokesman stated that, while they did not know the motive for the murder, it had the trappings of a contract killing by the Mafia or similar criminal elements. On hearing this news, Von Schuyler’s face reddened as his anger rose within him. How could this possibly have happened? He had instructed Viktor and Helmut to be in and out of the hospital room within a few seconds. One of them was now dead. This could present a real problem, although he knew that neither of them would carry any identification in accordance with strict policy for all missions. Nevertheless, perhaps they could be traced to the Lendorf Estate at some stage, and embarrassing questions might be asked.

The second lead story on the news was about the FPÖ demonstration bringing out an estimated 50,000 supporters marching in the streets with banners demanding law and order, changed immigration laws, and the removal of Bruno Kreisky, the Austrian Chancellor. Von Schuyler was happy to see that the march had gone off peacefully and that Haider’s speech and rallying of his supporters did not bring about any violence. The timing was excellent and would undoubtedly bring additional votes to the FPÖ in the forthcoming elections.

Three hours later, Viktor and Kurt were back at Lensdorf. Within a few minutes of their arrival, Viktor was in Von Schuyler’s study.

“Well then, let’s have a full report,” said Von Schuyler curtly, with a withering stare.

“We carried out the mission in accordance with the plan, Herr Von Schuyler,” said Viktor, shaking with fear. “We fired six bullets into the target, removed the IV support, and destroyed the heart-monitoring equipment. We shot the policeman sitting at the door of the target’s hospital room, but there were three doctors in white coats at the end of the corridor, and two of them started chasing us. They shouted at us a couple of times as we burst through the emergency exit and raced down the stairs. One fired a shot at us, which missed, and then we were out into the open some fifty meters from the BMW. We had covered about half that distance when another shot was fired, and Helmut staggered off the path and into the snow. I stopped for a second to check. He was lying still and blood was oozing from a wound. He appeared to be dead. I then raced to the BMW, jumped on, and kick-started the engine, just as two police cars arrived. One blocked the exit to the car park, but I got past it and was out of the car park before any more shots could be fired.”

“Your three doctors were probably policemen,” interjected Von Schuyler.

“Probably, but we had no way to know that when we were carrying out the mission.”

“I want to make sure that you carried out normal procedures and that neither you nor Helmut were carrying any identification. Was that the case?” Von Schuyler continued, sharply.

“Yes, neither of us had any ID on our clothing.”

“This is a mess. I can’t believe you fucked up a simple ‘hit.’ Where was your training?” continued Von Schuyler, controlled anger in his voice. “We shall have to see how this develops. In the meantime, I want you to take the BMW and put it in the tack room and leave it there until further notice. Also, remove your disguise, clear out Helmut’s room; and, if any enquiries are made about him now or at any time in the future, he was a former employee and left our employment a few days before this incident took place. Is that clear, Viktor?”

“Yes, sir,” responded Viktor, eager to agree. He and most members of the “security” team had been on the receiving end of Von Schuyler’s violent outbursts on many occasions.

“Make sure that the rest of the security team understands those instructions. Now go get cleaned up. My instructions are to be followed to the letter. To the letter – do you hear?”

“Yes, sir,” responded Viktor as he clicked his heels turned and left the room.

Von Schuyler sat at his desk for a few moments pondering the situation.

Like all of Von Schuyler’s security team, Helmut Fischer had forged papers and an alias. His real name was Gunter Foch and he came from Leipzig. He had been a former Stasi undercover agent and had lost his job due to his neo-Nazi leanings. Von Schuyler had hired him nearly three years previously, giving him his new ID and papers. He had been – for the most part – an efficient and ruthless operative for the security team. He had never been in trouble with the East German police, nor was he known in the West, and Von Schuyler felt reasonably confident that the Viennese police authorities would not be able to trace him to Lendorf.

After another couple of minutes, he picked up the phone and dialed.

“Sergei,” he said to the voice at the other end. “The mission has been completed.”

“Yes, I saw the news,” came the response. “Your man – shot dead so they say,” he continued.

“Yes, that’s a bit of a blow, but it is highly unlikely he could be traced back here. He carried no ID, doesn’t have
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