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  8:45 P.M.:


  The police officer was leaning against one corner of the information counter watching the tall Eurasian without watching him. He wore a light tropical suit and a police tie and white shirt, and it was hot within the brightly lit terminal building, the air humid and smell laden, milling noisy Chinese as always. Men, women, children, babes. An abundance of Cantonese, some Asians, a few Europeans.


  ‘Superintendent?’


  One of the information girls was offering him a phone. ‘It’s for you, sir,’ she said and smiled prettily, white teeth, dark hair, dark sloe eyes, lovely golden skin.


  ‘Thanks,’ he said, noticing that she was Cantonese and new, and did not mind that the reality of her smile was empty, with nothing behind it but a Cantonese obscenity. ‘Yes?’ he said into the phone.


  ‘Superintendent Armstrong? This is the tower – Yankee 2’s just landed. On time.’


  ‘Still Gate 16?’


  ‘Yes. She’ll be there in six minutes.’


  ‘Thanks.’ Robert Armstrong was a big man and he leaned across the counter and replaced the phone. He noticed her long legs and the curve of her rump in the sleek, just too tight, uniformed cheong-sam and he wondered briefly what she would be like in bed. ‘What’s your name?’ he asked, knowing that any Chinese hated to be named to any policeman, let alone a European.


  ‘Mona Leung, sir.’


  ‘Thank you, Mona Leung.’ He nodded to her, kept his pale blue eyes on her and saw a slight shiver of apprehension go through her. This pleased him. Up yours too, he thought, then turned his attention back to his prey.


  The Eurasian, John Chen, was standing beside one of the exits, alone, and this surprised him. Also that he was nervous. Usually John Chen was unperturbable, but now every few moments he would glance at his watch, then up at the arrivals board, then back to his watch again.


  Another minute and then we’ll begin, Armstrong thought.


  He began to reach into his pocket for a cigarette, then remembered that he had given up smoking two weeks ago as a birthday present to his wife, so he cursed briefly and stuck his hands deeper into his pockets.


  Around the information counter harassed passengers and meeters-of-passengers rushed up and pushed and went away and came back again, loudly asking the where and when and how and why and where once more in myriad dialects. Cantonese he understood well. Shanghainese and Mandarin a little. A few Chu Chow expressions and most of their swear words. A little Taiwanese.


  He left the counter now, a head taller than most of the crowd, a big, broad-shouldered man with an easy, athletic stride, seventeen years in the Hong Kong Police Force, now head of CID – Criminal Investigation Department – of Kowloon.


  ‘Evening, John,’ he said. ‘How’re things?’


  ‘Oh hi, Robert,’ John Chen said, instantly on guard, his English American-accented. ‘Everything’s great, thanks. You?’


  ‘Fine. Your airport contact mentioned to Immigration that you were meeting a special plane. A charter – Yankee 2.’


  ‘Yes – but it’s not a charter. It’s privately owned. By Lincoln Bartlett – the American millionaire.’


  ‘He’s aboard?’ Armstrong asked, knowing he was.


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘With an entourage?’


  ‘Just his Executive VP – and hatchet man.’


  ‘Mr. Bartlett’s a friend?’ he asked, knowing he was not.


  ‘A guest. We hope to do business with him.’


  ‘Oh? Well, his plane’s just landed. Why don’t you come with me? We’ll bypass all the red tape for you. It’s the least we can do for the Noble House, isn’t it?’


  ‘Thanks for your trouble.’


  ‘No trouble.’ Armstrong led the way through a side door in the Customs barrier. Uniformed police looked up, saluting him instantly and watched John Chen thoughtfully, recognizing him at once.


  ‘This Lincoln Bartlett,’ Armstrong continued with pretended geniality, ‘doesn’t mean anything to me. Should it?’


  ‘Not unless you were in business,’ John Chen said, then rushed on nervously. ‘He’s nicknamed “Raider” – because of his successful raids and takeovers of other companies, most times much bigger than himself. Interesting man, I met him in New York last year. His conglomerate grosses almost half a billion dollars a year. He says he started in ’45 with two thousand borrowed dollars. Now he’s into petrochemicals, heavy engineering, electronics, missiles – lots of U.S. Government work – foam, polyurethane foam products, fertilizers – he even has one company that makes and sells skis, sports goods. His group’s Par-Con Industries. You name it, he has it.’


  ‘I thought your company owned everything already.’


  John Chen smiled politely. ‘Not in America,’ he said, ‘and it is not my company. I’m just a minor stockholder of Struan’s, an employee.’


  ‘But you’re a director and you’re the eldest son of Noble House Chen so you’ll be next compradore.’ By historic custom the compradore was a Chinese or Eurasian businessman who acted as the exclusive intermediary between the European trading house and the Chinese. All business went through his hands and a little of everything stuck there.


  So much wealth and so much power, Armstrong thought, yet with a little luck we can bring you down like Humpty-Dumpty and Struan’s with you. Jesus Christ, he told himself, the anticipation sickly sweet, if that happens the scandal’s going to blow Hong Kong apart. ‘You’ll be compradore, like your father and grandfather and great-grandfather before you. Your great-grandfather was the first, wasn’t he? Sir Gordon Chen, compradore to the great Dirk Struan who founded the Noble House and damn nearly founded Hong Kong.’


  ‘No. Dirk’s compradore was a man called Chen Sheng. Sir Gordon Chen was compradore to Dirk’s son, Culum Struan.’


  ‘They were half-brothers, weren’t they?’


  ‘So the legend goes.’


  ‘Ah yes, legends – the stuff we feed on. Culum Struan, another legend of Hong Kong. But Sir Gordon, he’s a legend too – you’re lucky.’


  Lucky? John Chen asked himself bitterly. To be descended from an illegitimate son of a Scots pirate – an opium runner, a whoring evil genius and murderer if some of the stories are true – and a Cantonese singsong girl bought out of a filthy little cathouse that still exists in a filthy little Macao alley? To have almost everyone in Hong Kong know your lineage and to be despised for it by both races? ‘Not lucky,’ he said, trying to be outwardly calm. His hair was gray-flecked and dark, his face Anglo-Saxon and handsome, though a little slack at the jowls, and his dark eyes only slightly Asian. He was forty-two and wore tropicals, impeccably cut as always, with Hermès shoes and Rolex watch.


  ‘I don’t agree,’ Armstrong said, meaning it. ‘To be compradore to Struan’s, the Noble House of Asia . . . that’s something. Something special.’


  ‘Yes, that’s special.’ John Chen said it flat. Ever since he could think, he had been bedeviled by his heritage. He could feel eyes watching him – him, the eldest son, the next in line – he could feel the everlasting greed and the envy. It had terrified him continuously, however much he tried to conquer the terror. He had never wanted any of the power or any of the responsibility. Only yesterday he had had another grinding row with his father, worse than ever before. ‘I don’t want any part of Struan’s!’ he had shouted. ‘For the hundredth time I want to get the hell out of Hong Kong, I want to go back to the States, I want to lead my own life, as I want, where I want, and how I want!’


  ‘For the thousandth time, you’ll listen to me. I sent you to Am—’


  ‘Let me run our American interests, Father. Please. There’s more than enough to do! You could let me have a couple of mill—’


  ‘Ayeeyah you will listen to me! It’s here, here in Hong Kong and Asia we make our money! I sent you to school in America to prepare the family for the modern world. You are prepared, it’s your duty to the fam—’


  ‘There’s Richard, Father, and young Kevin – Richard’s ten times the businessman I am and chomping at the bit. What about Uncle Jam—?’


  ‘You’ll do as I say! Good God, you know this American Bartlett is vital to us. We need your knowl—’


  ‘—Uncle James or Uncle Thomas. Uncle James’d be the best for you; best for the family and the bes—’


  ‘You’re my eldest son. You’re the next head of the family and the next compradore!’


  ‘I won’t be, by God!’


  ‘Then you won’t get another copper cash!’


  ‘And that won’t be much of a change! We’re all kept on a pittance, whatever outsiders think! What are you worth? How many millions? Fifty? Seventy? A hun—?’


  ‘Unless you apologize at once and finish with all this nonsense, finish with it once and for all, I’ll cut you off right now! Right now!’


  ‘I apologize for making you angry but I’ll never change! Never!’


  ‘I’ll give you until my birthday. Eight days. Eight days to become a dutiful son. That’s my last word. Unless you become obedient by my birthday I’ll chop you and your line off our tree forever! Now get out!’


  John Chen’s stomach twisted uneasily. He hated the interminable quarreling, his father apoplectic with rage, his wife in tears, his children petrified, his stepmother and brothers and cousins all gloating, wanting him gone, all of his sisters, most of his uncles, all their wives. Envy, greed. The hell with it and them, he thought. But Father’s right about Bartlett, though not the way he thinks. No. This one is for me. This deal. Just this one then I’ll be free forever.


  They were almost through the long, brightly lit Customs Hall now.


  ‘You going racing Saturday?’ John Chen asked.


  ‘Who isn’t!’ The week before, to the ecstasy of all, the immensely powerful Turf Club with its exclusive monopoly on horse racing – the only legal form of gambling allowed in the Colony – had put out a special bulletin: ‘Though our formal season does not start this year until October 5, with the kind permission of our illustrious Governor, Sir Geoffrey Allison, the Stewards have decided to declare Saturday, August 24 a Very Special Race Day for the enjoyment of all and as a salute to our hardworking population who are bearing the heavy weight of the second worst drought in our history with fortitude. . . .’


  ‘I hear you’ve got Golden Lady running in the fifth,’ Armstrong said.


  ‘The trainer says she’s got a chance. Please come by Father’s box and have a drink with us. I could use some of your tips. You’re a great punter.’


  ‘Just lucky. But my ten dollars each way hardly compares with your ten thousand.’


  ‘But that’s only when we’ve one of our horses running. Last season was a disaster. . . . I could use a winner.’


  ‘So could I.’ Oh Christ how I need a winner, Armstrong thought. But you, Johnny Chen, it doesn’t matter a twopenny tick in hell if you win or lose ten thousand or a hundred thousand. He tried to curb his soaring jealousy. Calm down, he told himself. Crooks’re a fact and it’s your job to catch them if you can – however rich, however powerful – and to be content with your rotten pay when every street corner’s groaning with free silver. Why envy this bastard – he’s for the chopper one way or another. ‘Oh by the way, I sent a constable to your car to take it through the gate. It’ll be waiting at the gangway for you and your guests.’


  ‘Oh, that’s great, thanks. Sorry for the trouble.’


  ‘No trouble. It’s a matter of face. Isn’t it? I thought it must be pretty special for you to come yourself.’ Armstrong could not resist another barb. ‘As I said, nothing’s too much trouble for the Noble House.’


  John Chen kept his polite smile but screw you, he thought. We tolerate you because of what you are, a very important cop, filled with envy, heavily in debt, surely corrupt and you know nothing about horses. Screw you in spades. Dew neh loh moh on all your generations, John Chen thought, but he kept the obscenity hidden carefully, for though Armstrong was roundly hated by all Hong Kong yan, John Chen knew from long experience that Armstrong’s ruthless, vengeful cunning was worthy of a filthy Manchu. He reached up to the half-coin he wore on a thin leather thong around his neck. His fingers trembled as they touched the metal through his shirt. He shivered involuntarily.


  ‘What’s the matter?’ Armstrong asked.


  ‘Nothing. Nothing at all.’ Get hold of yourself, John Chen thought.


  Now they were through the Customs Hall and into the Immigration area, the night dark outside. Lines of anxious, unsettled, tired people waited in front of the neat, small desks of the cold-faced, uniformed Immigration officers. These men saluted Armstrong. John Chen felt their searching eyes.


  As always, his stomach turned queasy under their scrutiny even though he was safe from their probing questions. He held a proper British passport, not just a second-class Hong Kong passport, also an American Green Card – the Alien Card – that most priceless of possessions that gave him free access to work and play and live in the U.S.A., all the privileges of a born American except the right to vote. Who needs to vote, he thought, and stared back at one of the men, trying to feel brave, but still feeling naked under the man’s gaze.


  ‘Superintendent?’ One of the officers was holding up a phone. ‘It’s for you, sir.’


  He watched Armstrong walk back to take the call and he wondered what it would be like to be a policeman with so much opportunity for so much graft, and, for the millionth time, what it would be like to be all British or all Chinese, and not a Eurasian despised by both.


  He watched Armstrong listening intently, then heard him say above the hubbub, ‘No, just stall. I’ll deal with it personally. Thanks, Tom.’


  Armstrong came back. ‘Sorry,’ he said, then headed past the Immigration cordon, up a small corridor and into the VIP Lounge. It was neat and expansive, with bar facilities and a good view of the airport and the city and the bay. The lounge was empty except for two Immigration and Customs officers and one of Armstrong’s men waiting beside Gate 16 – a glass door that let out onto the floodlit tarmac. They could see the 707 coming onto her parking marks.


  ‘Evening, Sergeant Lee,’ Armstrong said. ‘All set?’


  ‘Yes sir. Yankee 2’s just shutting down her engines.’ Sergeant Lee saluted again and opened the gate for them.


  Armstrong glanced at John Chen, knowing the neck of the trap was almost closed. ‘After you.’


  ‘Thanks.’ John Chen walked out onto the tarmac.


  Yankee 2 towered over them, its dying jets now a muted growl. A ground crew was easing the tall, motor-driven gangway into place. Through the small cockpit windows they could see the dimly lit pilots. To one side, in the shadows, was John Chen’s dark blue Silver Cloud Rolls, the uniformed Chinese chauffeur standing beside the door, a policeman nearby.


  The main cabin door of the aircraft swung open and a uniformed steward came out to greet the two airport officials who were waiting on the platform. He handed one of the officials a pouch with the airplane’s documents and arrival manifests, and they began to chat affably. Then they all stopped. Deferentially. And saluted politely.


  The girl was tall, smart, exquisite and American.


  Armstrong whistled quietly. ‘Ayeeyah!’


  ‘Bartlett’s got taste,’ John Chen muttered, his heart quickening.


  They watched her come down the stairs, both men lost in masculine musings.


  ‘You think she’s a model?’


  ‘She moves like one. A movie star, maybe?’


  John Chen walked forward. ‘Good evening. I’m John Chen of Struan’s. I’m meeting Mr. Bartlett and Mr. Tchuluck.’


  ‘Oh yes of course, Mr. Chen. This’s very kind of you, sir, particularly on a Sunday. I’m pleased to meet you. I’m K. C. Tcholok. Linc says if you . . .’


  ‘Casey Tchuluck?’ John Chen gaped at her. ‘Eh?’


  ‘Yes,’ she said, her smile nice, patiently passing over the mispronunciation. ‘You see my initials are K.C., Mr. Chen, so Casey became my nickname.’ She turned her eyes on Armstrong. ‘Evening. You’re also from Struan’s?’ Her voice was melodious.


  ‘Oh, er, excuse me, this, this is Superintendent Armstrong,’ John Chen stuttered, still trying to recover.


  ‘Evening,’ Armstrong said, noticing that she was even more attractive close up. ‘Welcome to Hong Kong.’


  ‘Thank you. Superintendent? That’s police?’ Then the name clicked into place. ‘Ah, Armstrong. Robert Armstrong? Chief of CID Kowloon?’


  He covered his surprise. ‘You’re very well informed, Miss Tcholok.’


  She laughed. ‘Just part of my routine. When I go to a new place, particularly one like Hong Kong, it’s my job to be prepared . . . so I just sent for your current listings.’


  ‘We don’t have published listings.’


  ‘I know. But the Hong Kong Government puts out a government phone book which anyone can buy for a few pennies. I just sent for one of those. All police departments are listed – heads of departments, most with their home numbers – along with every other government office. I got one through your Hong Kong PR office in New York.’


  ‘Who’s head of Special Branch?’ he asked, testing her.


  ‘I don’t know. I don’t think that department was listed. Is it?’


  ‘Sometimes.’


  A slight frown stood in her eyes. ‘You greet all private airplanes, Superintendent?’


  ‘Only those I wish to.’ He smiled at her. ‘Only those with pretty, well-informed ladies aboard.’


  ‘Something’s wrong? There’s trouble?’


  ‘Oh no, just routine. Kai Tak’s part of my responsibility,’ Armstrong said easily. ‘May I see your passport, please?’


  ‘Of course.’ Her frown deepened as she opened her handbag and handed her U.S. passport over.


  Years of experience made his inspection very detailed indeed. ‘Born Providence, Rhode Island, November 25, 1936, height 5 feet 8 inches, hair blond, eyes hazel.’ Passport’s valid with two years left to run. Twenty-six, eh? I’d’ve guessed younger, though there’s a strangeness to her eyes if you look closely.


  With apparent haphazardness he flipped carelessly through the pages. Her three-month Hong Kong visa was current and in order. A dozen immigration visa stamps, all England, France, Italy or South American. Except one. USSR, dated July this year. A seven-day visit. He recognized the Moscow frank. ‘Sergeant Lee!’


  ‘Yes sir?’


  ‘Get it stamped for her,’ he said casually, and smiled down at her. ‘You’re all cleared. You may stay more or less as long as you like. Towards the end of three months just go to the nearest police station and we’ll extend your visa for you.’


  ‘Thanks very much.’


  ‘You’ll be with us for a while?’


  ‘That depends on our business deal,’ Casey said after a pause. She smiled at John Chen. ‘We hope to be in business for a long time.’


  John Chen said, ‘Yes. Er, we hope so too.’ He was still nonplussed, his mind churning. It’s surely not possible for Casey Tcholok to be a woman, he thought.


  Behind them the steward, Sven Svensen, came bouncing down the stairs, carrying two air suitcases. ‘Here you are, Casey. You’re sure this’s enough for tonight?’


  ‘Yes. Sure. Thanks, Sven.’


  ‘Linc said for you to go on. You need a hand through Customs?’


  ‘No thanks. Mr. John Chen kindly met us. Also, Superintendent Armstrong, head of Kowloon CID.’


  ‘Okay.’ Sven studied the policeman thoughtfully for a moment. ‘I’d better get back.’


  ‘Everything all right?’ she asked.


  ‘I think so.’ Sven Svensen grinned. ‘Customs’re just checking our stocks of booze and cigarettes.’ Only four things were subject to any import license or Customs duty in the Colony – gold, liquor, tobacco and gasoline – and only one contraband – apart from narcotics – and totally forbidden: all forms of firearms and ammunition.


  Casey smiled up at Armstrong. ‘We’ve no rice aboard, Superintendent. Linc doesn’t eat it.’


  ‘Then he’s in for a bad time here.’


  She laughed, then turned back to Svensen. ‘See you tomorrow. Thanks.’


  ‘9 a.m. on the dot!’ Svensen went back to the airplane and Casey turned to John Chen.


  ‘Linc said for us not to wait for him. Hope that’s all right,’ she said.


  ‘Eh?’


  ‘Shall we go? We’re booked into the Victoria and Albert Hotel, Kowloon.’ She began to pick up her bags but a porter materialized out of the darkness and took them from her. ‘Linc’ll come later . . . or tomorrow.’


  John Chen gawked at her. ‘Mr. Bartlett’s not coming?’


  ‘No. He’s going to stay in the airplane overnight if he can get permission. If not, he’ll follow us by cab. In any event he’ll join us tomorrow for lunch as arranged. Lunch is still on, isn’t it?’


  ‘Oh yes, but . . .’ John Chen was trying to get his mind working. ‘Then you’ll want to cancel the 10 a.m. meeting?’


  ‘Oh no. I’ll attend that as arranged. Linc wasn’t expected at that meeting. That’s just financing – not policy. I’m sure you understand. Linc’s very tired, Mr. Chen,’ she said. ‘He just got back yesterday from Europe.’ She looked back at Armstrong. ‘The captain asked the tower if Linc could sleep in, Superintendent. They checked with Immigration who said they’d get back to us but I presume our request’ll come through channels to you. We’d certainly appreciate it if you’d approve. He’s really been on the jet lag trail for too long.’


  Armstrong found himself saying, ‘I’ll chat with him about it.’


  ‘Oh thanks. Thanks very much,’ she said, and then to John Chen, ‘Sorry for all this trouble, Mr. Chen. Shall we go?’ She began to head for Gate 16, the porter following, but John Chen pointed to his Rolls. ‘No, this way, Miss Tchu—er, Casey.’


  Her eyes widened. ‘No Customs?’


  ‘Not tonight,’ Armstrong said, liking her. ‘A present from Her Majesty’s Government.’


  ‘I feel like visiting royalty.’


  ‘All part of the service.’


  She got into the car. Lovely smell of leather. And luxury. Then she saw the porter hurrying through the gate into the terminal building. ‘But what about my bags?’


  ‘No need to worry about those,’ John Chen said irritably. ‘They’ll be in your suite before you are.’


  Armstrong held on to the door for a moment. ‘John came with two cars. One for you and Mr. Bartlett – the other for luggage.’


  ‘Two cars?’


  ‘Of course. Don’t forget you’re in Hong Kong now.’


  He watched the car drive off. Linc Bartlett’s a lucky man, he thought, and wondered absently why Special Intelligence was interested in her.


  ‘Just meet the airplane and go through her passport personally,’ the director of SI had told him this morning. ‘And Mr. Lincoln Bartlett’s.’


  ‘May I ask why, sir?’


  ‘No, Robert, you may not ask why. You’re no longer in this branch – you’re in a nice cushy job at Kowloon. A positive sinecure, what?’


  ‘Yes sir.’


  ‘And Robert, kindly don’t balls up this operation tonight – there may be a lot of very big names involved. We go to a great deal of trouble to keep you fellows abreast of what the nasties are doing.’


  ‘Yes sir.’


  Armstrong sighed as he walked up the gangway followed by Sergeant Lee. Dew neh loh moh on all senior officers, particularly the director of SI.


  One of the Customs officials was waiting at the top of the gangway with Svensen. ‘Evening, sir,’ he said. ‘Everything’s shipshape aboard. There’s a .38 with a box of a hundred shells unopened as part of ship’s stores. A Verey Light pistol. Also three hunting rifles and a twelve-bore with ammo belonging to Mr. Bartlett. They’re all listed on the manifest and I inspected them. There’s a locked gun cabinet in the main cabin. Captain has the key.’


  ‘Good.’


  ‘You need me anymore, sir?’


  ‘No, thanks.’ Armstrong took the airplane’s manifest and began to check it. Lots of wine, cigarettes, tobacco, beer and spirits. Ten cases of Dom Pérignon ’59, fifteen Puligny Montrachet ’53, nine Château Haut Brion ’53. ‘No Lafite Rothschild 1916, Mr. Svensen?’ he said with a small smile.


  ‘No sir.’ Svensen grinned. ‘ ’16 was a very bad year. But there’s half a case of the 1923. It’s on the next page.’


  Armstrong flipped the page. More wines and the cigars were listed. ‘Good,’ he said. ‘Of course all this is in bond while you’re on the ground.’


  ‘Yes sir. I’d already locked it – your man’s tagged it. He said it was okay to leave a twelve-pack of beer in the cooler.’


  ‘If the owner wants to import any of the wines, just let me know. There’s no fuss and just a modest contribution to Her Majesty’s bottom drawer.’


  ‘Sir?’ Svensen was perplexed.


  ‘Eh? Oh, just an English pun. Refers to a lady’s bottom drawer in a chest of drawers – where she puts away the things she needs in the future. Sorry. Your passport please.’ Svensen’s passport was Canadian. ‘Thanks.’


  ‘May I introduce you to Mr. Bartlett? He’s waiting for you.’


  Svensen led the way into the airplane. The interior was elegant and simple. Right off the small hallway was a sitting area with half a dozen deep leather chairs and a sofa. A central door closed off the rest of the airplane, aft. In one of the chairs a stewardess was half asleep, her travel bags beside her. Left was the cockpit door. It was open.


  The captain and first officer/copilot were in their seats, still going through their paper work.


  ‘Excuse me, Captain. This is Superintendent Armstrong,’ Svensen said, and stepped aside.


  ‘Evening, Superintendent,’ the captain said. ‘I’m Captain Jannelli and this’s my copilot, Bill O’Rourke.’


  ‘Evening. May I see your passports please?’


  Both pilots had massed international visas and immigration stamps. No Iron Curtain countries. Armstrong handed them to Sergeant Lee for stamping. ‘Thank you, Captain. Is this your first visit to Hong Kong?’


  ‘No sir. I was here a couple of times R and R during Korea. And I had a six-month tour with Far Eastern as first officer on their round-the-world route in ’56, during the riots.’


  ‘What riots?’ O’Rourke asked.


  ‘The whole of Kowloon blew apart. Couple hundred thousand Chinese went on a sudden rampage, rioting, burning. The cops – sorry, the police tried to settle it with patience, then the mobs started killing so the cops, police, they got out a couple of Sten guns and killed half a dozen jokers and everything calmed down very fast. Only police have guns here which is a great idea.’ To Armstrong he said, ‘I think your guys did a hell of a job.’


  ‘Thank you, Captain Jannelli. Where did this flight emanate?’


  ‘L.A. – Los Angeles. Linc’s – Mr. Bartlett’s head office’s there.’


  ‘Your route was Honolulu, Tokyo, Hong Kong?’


  ‘Yes sir.’


  ‘How long did you stop in Tokyo?’


  Bill O’Rourke turned up the flight log at once. ‘Two hours and seventeen minutes. Just a refueling stop, sir.’


  ‘Just enough time to stretch your legs?’


  Jannelli said, ‘I was the only one who got out. I always check my gear, the landing gear, and do an exterior inspection whenever we land.’


  ‘That’s a good habit,’ the policeman said politely. ‘How long are you staying?’


  ‘Don’t know, that’s up to Linc. Certainly overnight. We couldn’t leave before 1400. Our orders’re just to be ready to go anywhere at any time.’


  ‘You’ve a fine aircraft, Captain. You’re approved to stay here till 1400. If you want an extension, call Ground Control before that time. When you’re ready, just clear Customs through that gate. And would you clear all your crew together, please.’


  ‘Sure. Soon as we’re refueled.’


  ‘You and all your crew know the importing of any firearms into the Colony is absolutely forbidden? We’re very nervous about firearms in Hong Kong.’


  ‘So am I, Superintendent – anywhere. That’s why I’ve the only key to the gun cabinet.’


  ‘Good. Any problems, please check with my office.’ Armstrong left and went into the anteroom, Svensen just ahead.


  Jannelli watched him inspect the air hostess’s passport. She was pretty, Jenny Pollard. ‘Son of a bitch,’ he muttered, then added quietly, ‘Something stinks around here.’


  ‘Huh?’


  ‘Since when does CID brass check goddamn passports for chrissake? You sure we’re not carrying anything curious?’


  ‘Hell no. I always check everything. Including Sven’s stores. Of course I don’t go through Linc’s stuff – or Casey’s – but they wouldn’t do anything stupid.’


  ‘I’ve flown him for four years and never once. . . . Even so, something sure as hell stinks.’ Jannelli wearily twisted and settled himself in his pilot’s seat more comfortably. ‘Jesus, I could use a massage and a week off.’


  In the anteroom Armstrong was handing the passport to Sergeant Lee who stamped it. ‘Thank you, Miss Pollard.’


  ‘Thank you.’


  ‘That’s all the crew, sir,’ Svensen said. ‘Now Mr. Bartlett.’


  ‘Yes, please.’


  Svensen knocked on the central door and opened it without waiting. ‘Linc, this’s Superintendent Armstrong,’ he said with easy informality.


  ‘Hi,’ Linc Bartlett said, getting up from his desk. He put out his hand. ‘May I offer you a drink? Beer?’


  ‘No thanks. Perhaps a cup of coffee.’


  Svensen turned for the galley at once. ‘Coming up,’ he said.


  ‘Make yourself at home. Here’s my passport,’ Bartlett said. ‘Won’t be a moment.’ He went back to the typewriter and continued tapping the keys with two fingers.


  Armstrong studied him leisurely. Bartlett was sandy haired with gray-flecked blue eyes, a strong good-looking face. Trim. Sports shirt and jeans. He checked the passport. Born Los Angeles, October 1, 1922. He looks young for forty, he thought. Moscow franking, same as Casey Tcholok, no other Iron Curtain visits.


  His eyes wandered the room. It was spacious, the whole width of the airplane. There was a short central corridor aft with two cabins off it and two toilets. And at the end a final door which he presumed was the master suite.


  The cabin was fitted as if it were a communications center. Teletype, international telephone capability, built-in typewriters. An illuminated world time clock on a bulkhead. Filing cabinets, duplicator and a built-in leather-topped desk strewn with papers. Shelves of books. Tax books. A few paperbacks. The rest were war books and books on generals or by generals. Dozens of them. Wellington and Napoleon and Patton, Eisenhower’s Crusade in Europe, Sun Tzu’s The Art of War . . .


  ‘Here you are, sir,’ broke into Armstrong’s inspection.


  ‘Oh, thank you, Svensen.’ He took the coffee cup and added a little cream.


  Svensen put a fresh, opened can of chilled beer beside Bartlett, picked up the empty, then went back to the galley, closing the door after him. Bartlett sipped the beer from the can, rereading what he had written, then pressed a buzzer. Svensen came at once. ‘Tell Jannelli to ask the tower to send this off.’ Svensen nodded and left. Bartlett eased his shoulders and swung around in the swivel chair. ‘Sorry – I had to get that right off.’


  ‘That’s all right, Mr. Bartlett. Your request to stay overnight is approved.’


  ‘Thanks – thanks very much. Could Svensen stay as well?’ Bartlett grinned. ‘I’m not much of a housekeeper.’


  ‘Very well. How long will your aircraft be here?’


  ‘Depends on our meeting tomorrow, Superintendent. We hope to go into business with Struan’s. A week, ten days.’


  ‘Then you’ll need an alternate parking place tomorrow. We’ve another VIP flight coming in at 1600 hours. I told Captain Jannelli to phone Ground Control before 1400 hours.’


  ‘Thanks. Does the head of CID Kowloon usually deal with parking around here?’


  Armstrong smiled. ‘I like to know what’s going on in my division. It’s a tedious habit but ingrained. We don’t often have private aircraft visiting us – or Mr. Chen meeting someone personally. We like to be accommodating if we can. Struan’s owns most of the airport and John’s a personal friend. He’s an old friend of yours?’


  ‘I spent time with him in New York and L.A. and liked him a lot. Say, Superintendent, this airplane’s my comm—’ One of the phones rang. Bartlett picked it up. ‘Oh hello Charlie, what’s happening in New York? . . . Jesus, that’s great. How much? . . . Okay Charlie, buy the whole block. . . . Yes, the whole 200,000 shares. . . . Sure, first thing Monday morning, soon as the market opens. Send me a confirm by telex. . . .’ Bartlett put the phone down and turned to Armstrong. ‘Sorry. Say, Superintendent, this’s my communications center and I’ll be lost without it. If we park for a week, is it okay to come back and forth?’


  ‘I’m afraid that might be dicey, Mr. Bartlett.’


  ‘Is that yes or no or maybe?’


  ‘Oh that’s slang for difficult. Sorry, but our security at Kai Tak’s very particular.’


  ‘If you have to put on extra men, I’d be glad to pay.’


  ‘It’s a matter of security, Mr. Bartlett, not money. You’ll find Hong Kong’s phone system first class.’ Also it will be far easier for Special Intelligence to monitor your calls, he thought.


  ‘Well, if you can I’d appreciate it.’


  Armstrong sipped the coffee. ‘This’s your first visit to Hong Kong?’


  ‘Yes sir. My first time in Asia. Farthest I’ve gotten was Guadalcanal, in ’43.’


  ‘Army?’


  ‘Sergeant, Engineers. Construction – we used to build anything: hangars, bridges, camps, anything. A great experience.’ Bartlett sipped from the can. ‘Sure I can’t give you a drink?’


  ‘No thanks.’ Armstrong finished his cup, began to get up. ‘Thanks for the coffee.’


  ‘Now may I ask you a question?’


  ‘Of course.’


  ‘What’s Dunross like? Ian Dunross. The head of Struan’s?’


  ‘The tai-pan?’ Armstrong laughed outright. ‘That depends whom you ask, Mr. Bartlett. You’ve never met him?’


  ‘No, not yet. I do tomorrow. At lunch. Why do you call him the tai-pan?’


  ‘Tai-pan means “supreme leader” in Cantonese – the person with the ultimate power. The European heads of all the old trading companies are all tai-pans to the Chinese. But even among tai-pans there’s always the greatest. The tai-pan. Struan’s is nicknamed the “Noble House” or “Noble Hong,” hong meaning “company.” It goes back to the beginning of the China trade and the early days of Hong Kong. Hong Kong was founded in 1841, January 26, actually. The founder of Struan and Company was a legend, still is in some ways – Dirk Struan. Some say he was a pirate, some a prince. In any event he made a fortune smuggling Indian opium into China, then converting that silver into China teas which he shipped to England in a fleet of China clippers. He became a merchant prince, earned the title of the tai-pan, and ever since, Struan’s has always tried to be first in everything.’


  ‘Are they?’


  ‘Oh a couple of companies dog their heels, Rothwell-Gornt particularly, but yes, I’d say they were first. Certainly not a thing comes into Hong Kong or goes out, is eaten or buried or made without Struan’s, Rothwell-Gornt, Asian Properties, Blacs – the Bank of London and China – or the Victoria Bank having a finger in the stew somewhere.’


  ‘And Dunross himself? What’s he like?’


  Armstrong thought a moment, then said lightly, ‘Again it depends very much whom you ask, Mr. Bartlett. I know him just a little, socially – we meet from time to time at the races. I’ve had two official meetings with him. He’s charming, very good at his job. . . . I suppose brilliant might sum him up.’


  ‘He and his family own a lot of Struan’s?’


  ‘I don’t know that for certain. I doubt if anyone does, outside of the family. But his stockholdings aren’t the key to the tai-pan’s desk. Oh no. Not of Struan’s. Of that I’m very certain.’ Armstrong locked his eyes on Bartlett’s. ‘Some say Dunross is ruthless and ready to kill. I know I wouldn’t like him as an enemy.’


  Bartlett sipped his beer and the little lines beside his eyes crinkled with a curious smile. ‘Sometimes an enemy’s more valuable than a friend.’


  ‘Sometimes. I hope you have a profitable stay.’


  At once Bartlett got up. ‘Thanks. I’ll see you out.’ He opened the door and ushered Armstrong and Sergeant Lee through it, then followed them out of the main cabin door onto the landing steps. He took a deep breath of air. Once again he caught a strangeness on the wind, neither pleasant nor unpleasant, neither odor nor perfume – just strange, and curiously exciting. ‘Superintendent, what’s that smell? Casey noticed it too, the moment Sven opened the door.’


  Armstrong hesitated. Then he smiled. ‘That’s Hong Kong’s very own, Mr. Bartlett. It’s money.’
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  7:43 P.M.:


  Dunross finished reading the blue-covered file for the third time. He had read it as soon as it had arrived – as always – then again on the way to the Governor’s Palace. He closed the blue cover and set it onto his lap for a moment, his mind possessed. Now he was in his study on the second floor of the Great House that sat on a knoll on the upper levels of the Peak, the leaded bay windows overlooking floodlit gardens, and then far below, the city and the immensity of the harbor.


  The ancient grandfather clock chimed a quarter to eight.


  Fifteen minutes to go, he thought. Then our guests arrive and the party begins and we all take part in a new charade. Or perhaps we just continue the same one.


  The room had high ceilings and old oak paneling, dark green velvet curtains and Chinese silk rugs. It was a man’s room, comfortable, old, a little worn and very cherished. He heard the muted voices of the servants below. A car came up the hill and passed by.


  The phone rang. ‘Yes? Oh hello, Claudia.’


  ‘I haven’t reached Tsu-yan yet, tai-pan. He wasn’t in his office. Has he called?’


  ‘No. No not yet. You keep trying.’


  ‘Yes. See you in a little while. ’Bye.’


  He was sitting in a deep, high-winged chair and wore a dinner jacket, his tie not yet tied. Absently he stared out of the windows, the view ever pleasing. But tonight he was filled with foreboding, thinking about Sevrin and the traitor and all the other evil things the report had foretold.


  What to do?


  ‘Laugh,’ he said out loud. ‘And fight.’


  He got up and went with his easy stride to the oil painting of Dirk Struan that was on the wall over the mantelpiece. Its frame was heavy and carved gilt and old, the gilt chipped off here and there, and it was secretly hinged on one side. He moved it away from the wall and opened the safe the painting covered. In the safe were many papers, some neatly tied with scarlet ribbons, some ancient, some new, a few small boxes, a neat, well-oiled, loaded Mauser in a clip attached to one of the sides, a box of ammunition, a vast old Bible with the Struan arms etched into the fine leather and seven blue-covered files similar to the one he had in his hand.


  Thoughtfully he slid the file alongside the others in sequence. He stared at them a moment, began to close the safe but changed his mind as his eyes fell on the ancient Bible. His fingers caressed it, then he lifted it out and opened it. Affixed to the thick flyleaf with old sealing wax were halves of two old Chinese bronze coins, crudely broken. Clearly, once upon a time, there had been four such half-coins for there was still the imprint of the missing two and the remains of the same red sealing wax attached to the ancient paper. The handwriting heading the page was beautiful copperplate: ‘I swear by the Lord God that whomsoever produces the other half of any of these coins, I will grant him whatsoever he asks.’ It was signed Dirk Struan, June 10, 1841, and below his signature was Culum Struan’s and all the other tai-pans and the last name was Ian Dunross.


  Alongside the first space where once a coin had been was written: ‘Wu Fang Choi, paid in part, August 16, Year of our Lord 1841,’ and signed again by Dirk Struan and cosigned below by Culum Struan and dated 18 June 1845 ‘paid in full.’ Alongside the second: ‘Sun Chen-yat, paid in full, October 10, 1911,’ and signed boldly, Hag Struan.


  Ah, Dunross told himself, bemused, what lovely arrogance – to be so secure to be able to sign the book thus and not Tess Struan, for future generations to see.


  How many more generations? he asked himself. How many more tai-pans will have to sign blindly and swear the Holy Oath to do the bidding of a man dead almost a century and a half?


  Thoughtfully he ran his finger over the jagged edges of the two remaining half-coins. After a moment he closed the Bible firmly, put it into its place again, touched it once for luck and locked the safe. He swung the painting back into its place and stared up at the portrait, standing now with his hands deep in his pockets in front of the mantelpiece, the heavy old oak carved with the Struan arms, chipped and broken here and there, an old Chinese fire screen in front of the huge fireplace.


  This oil of Dirk Struan was his favorite and he had taken it out of the long gallery when he became tai-pan and had hung it here in the place of honor – instead of the portrait of Hag Struan that had been over the mantelpiece in the tai-pan’s study ever since there was a Great House. Both had been painted by Aristotle Quance. In this one, Dirk Struan was standing in front of a crimson curtain, broad-shouldered and arrogant, his high-cut coat black and his waistcoat and cravat and ruffled shirt white and high-cut. Heavy eyebrows and strong nose and clean-shaven, with reddish hair and mutton-chop sideburns, lips curled and sensual and you could feel the eyes boring into you, their green enhanced by the black and white and crimson.


  Dunross half-smiled, not afraid, not envious, more calmed than anything by his ancestor’s gaze – knowing he was possessed, partially possessed by him. He raised his glass of champagne to the painting in half-mocking jest as he had done many times before: ‘Health!’


  The eyes stared back at him.


  What would you do, Dirk – Dirk o’ the will o’ the wisp, he thought.


  ‘You’d probably just say find the traitors and kill them,’ he mused aloud, ‘and you’d probably be right.’


  The problem of the traitor in the police did not shatter him as much as the information about the Sevrin spy ring, its U.S. connections and the astonishing, secret gains made by the Communists in Britain. Where the hell does Grant get all his info? he asked himself for the hundredth time.


  He remembered their first meeting. Alan Medford Grant was a short, elflike, balding man with large eyes and large teeth, in his neat pin-striped suit and bowler hat and he liked him immediately.


  ‘Don’t you worry, Mr. Dunross,’ Grant had said when Dunross had hired him in 1960, the moment he became tai-pan. ‘I assure you there’ll be no conflict of interest with Her Majesty’s Government if I chair your research committee on the non-exclusive basis we’ve discussed. I’ve already cleared it with them in fact. I’ll only give you – confidentially of course, for you personally of course, and absolutely not for publication – I’ll only give you classified material that does not, in my opinion, jeopardize the national interest. After all, our interests are the same there, aren’t they?’


  ‘I think so.’


  ‘May I ask how you heard of me?’


  ‘We have friends in high places, Mr. Grant. In certain circles your name is quite famous. Perhaps even a foreign secretary would recommend you,’ he had added delicately.


  ‘Ah yes.’


  ‘Our arrangement is satisfactory?’


  ‘Yes – one year initially, extended to five if everything goes well. After five?’


  ‘Another five,’ Dunross said. ‘If we achieve the results I want, your retainer will be doubled.’


  ‘Ah. That’s very generous. But may I ask why you’re being so generous – perhaps extravagant would be the word – with me and this projected committee?’


  ‘Sun Tzu said: “What enables a wise sovereign or good general to strike and to conquer and to achieve things beyond the reach of normal men is foreknowledge. Foreknowledge comes only through spies. Nothing is of more importance to the state than the quality of its spies. It is ten thousand times cheaper to pay the best spies lavishly than even a tiny army poorly.” ’


  Alan Medford Grant beamed. ‘Quite right! My 8,500 pounds a year is lavish indeed, Mr. Dunross. Oh yes. Yes indeed.’


  ‘Can you think of a better investment for me?’


  ‘Not if I perform correctly, if I and the ones I choose are the best to be had. Even so, 30-odd thousand pounds a year in salaries – a fund of up to 100,000 pounds to draw on for . . . for informants and information, all secret monies . . . well, I hope you will be satisfied with your investment.’


  ‘If you’re the best I’ll recoup a thousandfold. I expect to recoup a thousandfold,’ he had said, meaning it.


  ‘I’ll do everything in my power of course. Now, specifically what sort of information do you want?’


  ‘Anything and everything, commercial, political, that’d help Struan’s plan ahead, with accent on the Pacific Rim, on Russian, American and Japanese thinking. We’d probably know more about Chinese attitudes ourselves. Please give me more rather than less. Actually anything could be valuable because I want to take Struan’s out of the China trade – more specifically I want the company international and want to diversify out of our present dependence on China trade.’


  ‘Very well. First: I would not like to trust our reports to the mails.’


  ‘I’ll arrange a personal courier.’


  ‘Thank you. Second: I must have free range to select, appoint and remove the other members of the committee – and spend the money as I see fit?’


  ‘Agreed.’


  ‘Five members will be sufficient.’


  ‘How much do you want to pay them?’


  ‘5,000 pounds a year for a nonexclusive retainer each would be excellent. I can get top men for that. Yes. I’ll appoint associate members for special studies as I need them. As, er, as most of our contacts will be abroad, many in Switzerland, could funds be available there?’


  ‘Say I deposit the full amount we’ve agreed quarterly in a numbered Swiss account. You can draw funds as you need them – your signature or mine only. You account to me solely, quarterly in arrears. If you want to erect a code that’s fine with me.’


  ‘Excellent. I won’t be able to name anyone – I can’t account to whom I give money.’


  After a pause Dunross had said, ‘All right.’


  ‘Thank you. We understand one another, I think. Can you give me an example of what you want?’


  ‘For example, I don’t want to get caught like my predecessor was over Suez.’


  ‘Oh! You mean the 1956 fiasco when Eisenhower betrayed us again and caused the failure of the British-French-Israeli attack on Egypt – because Nasser had nationalized the canal?’


  ‘Yes. That cost us a fortune – it wrecked our Middle East interests, almost ruined us. If the previous tai-pan’d known about a possible closure of Suez we could have made a fortune booking cargo space – increasing our fleet . . . or if we’d had an advanced insight into American thinking, particularly that Eisenhower would side again with Soviet Russia against us, we could certainly have cut our losses.’


  The little man had said sadly, ‘You know he threatened to freeze all British, French and Israeli assets in the States instantly if we did not at once withdraw from Egypt when we were a few hours from victory? I think all our present problems in the Middle East stem from that U.S. decision. Yes. Inadvertently the U.S. approved international piracy for the first time and set a pattern for future piracies. Nationalization. What a joke! Theft is a better word – or piracy. Yes. Eisenhower was ill-advised. And very ill-advised to go along with the fatuous political Yalta agreement of an ailing Roosevelt, the incompetent Attlee to allow Stalin to gorge most of Europe, when it was militarily clear to even the most stupid politician or hidebound general that it was contrary to our absolute national interest, ours and the United States’, to hold back. I think Roosevelt hated us really, and our British Empire.’


  The little man steepled his fingers and beamed. ‘I’m afraid there’s one big disadvantage in employing me, Mr. Dunross. I’m entirely pro-British, anti-Communist, and particularly anti-KGB which is the main instrument of Soviet foreign policy, which is openly and forever committed to our destruction, so some of my more peppery forecasts you can discount, if you wish. I’m entirely against a left-wing dominated Labour Party and I will constantly remind anyone who will listen that the anthem of the Labour Party’s “The Red Flag.” ’ Alan Medford Grant smiled in his pixy way. ‘It’s best you know where you stand in the beginning. I’m royalist, loyalist and believe in the British parliamentary way. I’ll never knowingly give you false information though my evaluations will be slanted. May I ask what your politics are?’


  ‘We have none in Hong Kong, Mr. Grant. We don’t vote, there are no elections – we’re a colony, particularly a free-port colony, not a democracy. The Crown rules – actually the governor rules despotically for the Crown. He has a legislative council but it’s a rubber-stamp council and the historic policy is laissez-faire. Wisely he leaves things alone. He listens to the business community, makes social changes very cautiously and leaves everyone to make money or not make money, to build, expand, go broke, to go or to come, to dream or to stay awake, to live or to die as best you can. And the maximum tax is 15 percent but only on money earned in Hong Kong. We don’t have politics here, don’t want politics here – neither does China want us to have any here. They’re for the status quo too. My personal politics? I’m royalist, I’m for freedom, for freebooting and free trade. I’m a Scotsman, I’m for Struan’s, I’m for laissez-faire in Hong Kong and freedom throughout the world.’


  ‘I think we understand one another. Good. I’ve never worked for an individual before – only the government. This will be a new experience for me. I hope I will satisfy you.’ Grant paused and thought a moment. ‘Like Suez in ’56?’ The lines beside the little man’s eyes crinkled. ‘Very well, plan that the Panama Canal will be lost to America.’


  ‘That’s ridiculous!’


  ‘Oh don’t look so shocked, Mr. Dunross! It’s too easy. Give it ten or fifteen years of enemy spadework and lots of liberal talk in America, ably assisted by do-gooders who believe in the benevolence of human nature, add to all this a modest amount of calculated Panamanian agitation, students and so on – preferably, ah, always students – artfully and secretly assisted by a few highly trained, patient, professional agitators and oh so secret KGB expertise, finance and a long-range plan – ergo, in due course the canal could be out of U.S. hands into the enemy’s.’


  ‘They’d never stand for it.’


  ‘You’re right, Mr. Dunross, but they will sit for it. What could be a better garrotte in time of hostilities, or even crisis, against your main, openly stated capitalistic enemy than to be able to inhibit the Panama Canal or rock it a little? One ship sunk in any one of a hundred spots, or a lock wrecked, could dam up the canal for years.’


  Dunross remembered how he had poured two more drinks before answering, and then he had said, ‘You’re seriously suggesting we should make contingency plans against that.’


  ‘Yes,’ the little man said with his extraordinary innocence. ‘I’m very serious about my job, Mr. Dunross. My job, the one I’ve chosen for me, is to seek out, to uncover and evaluate enemy moves. I’m not anti-Russian or anti-Chinese or anti-East German or anti any of that bloc – on the absolute contrary I want desperately to help them. I’m convinced that we’re in a state of war, that the enemy of all the people is the Communist Party member, whether British, Soviet, Chinese, Hungarian, American, Irish . . . even Martian . . . and all are linked in one way or another; that the KGB, like it or not, is in the center of their web.’ He sipped the drink Dunross had just refilled for him. ‘This is marvelous whiskey, Mr. Dunross.’


  ‘It’s Loch Vey – it comes from a small distillery near our homelands in Ayr. It’s a Struan company.’


  ‘Marvelous!’ Another appreciative sip of the whiskey and Dunross reminded himself to send Alan Medford Grant a case for Christmas – if the initial reports proved interesting.


  ‘I’m not a fanatic, Mr. Dunross, nor a rabble-rouser. Just a sort of reporter and forecaster. Some people collect stamps, I collect secrets. . . .’


  The lights of a car rounding the half-hidden curve of the road below distracted Dunross momentarily. He wandered over to the window and watched the car until it had gone, enjoying the sound of the highly tuned engine. Then he sat in a high-winged chair and let his mind drift again. Yes, Mr. Grant, you certainly collect secrets, he thought, staggered as usual by the scope of the little man’s knowledge.


  Sevrin – Christ almighty! If that’s true . . .


  How accurate are you this time? How far do I trust you this time – how far do I gamble?


  In previous reports Grant had given two projections that, so far, could be proved. A year in advance, Grant had predicted that de Gaulle would veto Britain’s effort to join the EEC, that the French general’s posture would be increasingly anti-British, anti-American and pro-Soviet, and that de Gaulle would, prompted by outside influences and encouraged by one of his closest advisors – an immensely secret, covert KGB mole – mount a long-term attack on the U.S. economy by speculation in gold. Dunross had dismissed this as farfetched and so had lost a potential fortune.


  Recently, six months in advance, Grant had forecast the missile crisis in Cuba, that Kennedy would slam down the gauntlet, blockade Cuba and exert the necessary pressure and not buckle under the strain of brinkmanship, that Khrushchev would back off under pressure. Gambling that Grant was correct this time – though a Cuban missile crisis had seemed highly unlikely at the time forecast – Dunross had made Struan’s half a million pounds by buying Hawaiian sugar futures, another 600,000 on the stock market, plus 600,000 for the tai-pan’s secret fund – and cemented a long-range plan to invest in Hawaiian sugar plantations as soon as he could find the financial tool. And you’ve got it now, he told himself gleefully. Par-Con.


  ‘You’ve almost got it,’ he muttered, correcting himself.


  How far do I trust this report? Thus far AMG’s committee’s been a gigantic investment for all his meanderings, he thought. Yes. But it’s almost like having your own astrologer. A few accurate forecasts don’t mean they’ll all be. Hitler had his own forecaster. So did Julius Caesar. Be wise, be cautious, he reminded himself.


  What to do? It’s now or never.


  Sevrin. Alan Medford Grant had written: ‘Documents brought to us and substantiated by the French spy Marie d’Orleans caught by the Sûreté June 16 indicate that the KGB Department V (Disinformation – FAR EAST) have in situ a hitherto unknown, deep-cover espionage network throughout the Far East, code name Sevrin. The purpose of Sevrin is clearly stated in the stolen Head Document:


  ‘Aim: To cripple revisionist China – formally acknowledged by the Central Committee of the USSR as the main enemy, second only to capitalist U.S.A.


  ‘Procedure: The permanent obliteration of Hong Kong as the bastion of capitalism in the Far East and China’s pre-eminent source of all foreign currency, foreign assistance and all technical and manufactured assistance of every kind.


  ‘Method: Long-term infiltration of the press and media, the government, police, business and education with friendly aliens controlled by Center – but only in accordance with most special procedures throughout Asia.


  ‘Initiation date: Immediate.


  ‘Duration of operation: Provisionally thirty years.


  ‘Target date: 1980-83.


  ‘Classification: Red One.


  ‘Funding: Maximum.


  ‘Approval: L.B. March 14, 1950.


  ‘It’s interesting to note,’ Grant had continued, ‘that the document is signed in 1950 by L.B. – presumed to be Lavrenti Beria – when Soviet Russia was openly allied with Communist China, and that, even in those days, China was secretly considered their Number Two enemy. (Our previous report 3/1962, Russia versus China refers.)


  ‘China, historically, is the great prize that always was – and ever will be – sought by imperialistic and hegemonic Russia. Possession of China, or its mutilation into balkanized subject states, is the perpetual keystone of Russian foreign policy. First is, of course, the obliteration of Western Europe, for then, Russia believes, China can be swallowed at will.


  ‘The documents reveal that the Hong Kong cell of Sevrin consists of a resident controller, code name Arthur, and six agents. We know nothing about Arthur, other than that he has been a KGB agent since recruitment in England in the thirties (it’s not known if he was born in England, or if his parents are English, but he would be in his late forties or early fifties). His mission is, of course, a long-term, deep-cover operation.


  ‘Supporting top-secret intelligence documents stolen from the Czechoslovak STB (State Secret Security) dated April 6, 1959, translate in part, “. . . between 1946 and 1959 six key, deep-cover agents have been recruited through information supplied by the controller, Arthur: one each in the Hong Kong Colonial Office (code name Charles), Treasury (code name Mason), Naval Base (John), the Bank of London and China (Vincent), the Hong Kong Telephone Company (William), and Struan and Company (Frederick). According to normal procedures only the controller knows the true identity of the others. Seven safe houses have been established. Among them are Sinclair Towers in Hong Kong Island and the Nine Dragons Hotel in Kowloon. Sevrin’s New York contact has the code name Guillio. He is very important to us because of his Mafia and CIA connections.” ’


  Grant had continued, ‘Guillio is believed to be Vincenzo Banastasio, a substantial racketeer and the present don of the Sallapione family. This is being checked through our U.S. sources. We don’t know if the deep-cover enemy agent in the police (covered in detail in another section) is part of Sevrin or not but presume he is.


  ‘In our opinion, China will be forced to seek ever-increasing amounts of trade with the West to counterbalance imperialist Soviet hegemony and to fill the void and chaos created by the sudden withdrawal in 1960 of all Soviet funding and technicians. China’s armed forces badly need modernizing. Harvests have been bad. Therefore all forms of strategic materials and military hardware will find a ready market for many years to come, and food, basic foodstuffs. The long-range purchase of American rice futures is recommended.


  ‘I have the honor to be, sir, your obedient servant, AMG, London, August 15, 1963.’


  Jets and tanks and nuts and bolts and rockets and engines and trucks and petrol and tires and electronics and food, Dunross thought, his mind soaring. A limitless spectrum of trade goods, easy to obtain, easy to ship, and nothing on earth like a war for profit if you can trade. But China’s not buying now, whatever they need, whatever Grant says.


  Who could Arthur be?


  Who in Struan’s? Jesus Christ! John Chen and Tsu-yan and smuggled guns and now a KGB agent within. Who? What about . . .


  There was a gentle knock on the door.


  ‘Come in,’ he said, recognizing his wife’s knock.


  ‘Ian, it’s almost eight,’ Penelope, his wife said, ‘I thought I’d better tell you. You know how you are.’


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘How did it go today? Awful about John Chen, isn’t it? I suppose you read the papers? Are you coming down?’


  ‘Yes. Champagne?’


  ‘Thanks.’


  He poured for her and replenished his glass. ‘Oh by the way, Penn, I invited a fellow I met this afternoon, an ex-RAF type. He seemed a decent fellow – Peter Marlowe.’


  ‘Fighters?’


  ‘Yes. But Hurricanes – not Spits. Is that a new dress?’


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘You look pretty,’ he said.


  ‘Thank you but I’m not. I feel so old, but thank you.’ She sat in the other winged chair, her perfume as delicate as her features. ‘Peter Marlowe, you said?’


  ‘Yes. Poor bugger got caught in Java in ’42. He was a POW for three and a half years.’


  ‘Oh, poor man. He was shot down?’


  ‘No, the Japanese plastered the ’drome before he could scramble. Perhaps he was lucky. The Zeros got two on the ground and the last two just after they were airborne – the pilots flamed in. Seems those four Hurricanes were the last of the Few – the last of the whole air defense of the Far East. What a balls-up that was!’


  ‘Terrible.’


  ‘Yes. Thank God our war was in Europe.’ Dunross watched her. ‘He said he was a year in Java, then the Japanese sent him to Singapore on a work party.’


  ‘To Changi?’ she asked, her voice different.


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘Oh!’


  ‘He was there for two and a half years.’ Changi in Malay meant ‘clinging vine,’ and Changi was the name of the jail in Singapore that was used by the Japanese in World War II for one of their infamous prisoner-of-war camps.


  She thought a moment, then smiled a little nervously. ‘Did he know Robin there?’ Robin Grey was her brother, her only living relative: her parents had been killed in an air raid in London in 1943, just before she and Dunross were married.


  ‘Marlowe said yes, he seemed to remember him, but clearly he didn’t want to talk about those days so I let it drop.’


  ‘I can imagine. Did you tell him Robin was my brother?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘When’s Robin due back here?’


  ‘I don’t know exactly. In a few days. This afternoon the governor told me the delegation’s in Peking now.’ A British Parliamentary Trade Delegation drawn from MPs of the three parties – Conservative, Liberal and Labour – had been invited out from London by Peking to discuss all manner of trade. The delegation had arrived in Hong Kong two weeks ago and had gone directly on to Canton where all trade negotiations were conducted. It was very rare for anyone to get an invitation, let alone a parliamentary delegation – and even rarer to be invited on to Peking. Robin Grey was one of the members – representative of the Labour Party. ‘Penn darling, don’t you think we should acknowledge Robin, give a reception for him? After all, we haven’t seen him for years, this’s the first time he’s been to Asia since the war – isn’t it time you buried the hatchet and made peace?’


  ‘He’s not invited to my house. Any of my houses.’


  ‘Isn’t it time you relaxed a little, let bygones be bygones?’


  ‘No, I know him, you don’t. Robin has his life and we have ours, that’s what he and I agreed years ago. No, I’ve no wish to see him ever again. He’s awful, dangerous, foul-mouthed and a bloody bore.’


  Dunross laughed. ‘I agree he’s obnoxious and I detest his politics – but he’s only one of a half dozen MPs. This delegation’s important. I should do something to entertain them, Penn.’


  ‘Please do, Ian. But preferably not here – or else tell me in good time so I can have the vapors and see that the children do the same. It’s a matter of face and that’s the end of it.’ Penelope tossed her head and shook off her mood. ‘God! Let’s not let him spoil this evening! What’s this Marlowe doing in Hong Kong?’


  ‘He’s a writer. Wants to do a book on Hong Kong, he said. He lives in America now. His wife’s coming too. Oh, by the way, I also invited the Americans, Linc Bartlett and Casey Tcholok.’


  ‘Oh!’ Penelope Dunross laughed. ‘Oh well, four or forty extra won’t make any difference at all – I won’t know most of them anyway, and Claudia’s organized everything with her usual efficiency.’ She arched an eyebrow. ‘So! A gun-runner amongst the pirates! That won’t even cause a ripple.’


  ‘Is he?’


  ‘Everyone says so. Did you see the piece in this afternoon’s Mirror, Ian? Ah Tat’s convinced the American is bad joss – she informed the whole staff, the children and me – so that makes it official. Ah Tat told Adryon that her astrologer insisted she tell you to watch out for bad influence from the East. Ah Tat’s sure that means the Yanks. Hasn’t she bent your ear yet?’


  ‘Not yet.’


  ‘God, I wish I could chatter Cantonese like you and the children. I’d tell that old harpy to keep her superstitions and opinions to herself – she’s a bad influence.’


  ‘She’d give her life for the children.’


  ‘I know she’s your gan sun and almost brought you up and thinks she’s God’s gift to the Dunross clan. But as far as I’m concerned she’s a cantankerous, loathsome old bitch and I hate her.’ Penelope smiled sweetly. ‘I hear the American girl’s pretty.’


  ‘Attractive – not pretty. She’s giving Andrew a bad time.’


  ‘I can imagine. A lady talking business! What are we coming to in this great world of ours? Is she any good?’


  ‘Too soon to tell. But she’s very smart. She’s – she’ll make things awkward certainly.’


  ‘Have you seen Adryon tonight?’


  ‘No – what’s up?’ he asked, instantly recognizing the tone of voice.


  ‘She’s been into my wardrobe again – half my best nylons are gone, the rest are scattered, my scarves are all jumbled up, my new blouse’s missing and my new belt’s disappeared. She’s even whipped my best Hermès . . . that child’s the end!’


  ‘Nineteen’s hardly a child,’ he said wearily.


  ‘She’s the end! The number of times I’ve told her!’


  ‘I’ll talk to her again.’


  ‘That won’t do a bit of good.’


  ‘I know.’


  She laughed with him. ‘She’s such a pill.’


  ‘Here.’ He handed her a slim box. ‘Happy twentieth!’


  ‘Oh thank you, Ian. Yours is downstairs. You’ll . . . She stopped and opened the box. It contained a carved jade bracelet, the jade inset into silver filigree, very fine, very old – a collector’s piece. ‘Oh how lovely, thank you, Ian.’ She put it on her wrist over the thin gold chain she was wearing and he heard neither real pleasure nor real disappointment under her voice, his ears tuned to her. ‘It’s beautiful,’ she said and leaned forward and brushed her lips against his cheek. ‘Thank you, darling. Where did you get it? Taiwan?’


  ‘No, here on Cat Street. At Wong Chun Kit’s, he ga—’


  The door flew open and a girl barreled in. She was tall and slim and oh so fair and she said in a breathless rush, ‘I hope it’s all right I invited a date tonight and I just had the call that he’s coming and he’ll be late but I thought it’d be okay. He’s cool. And very trick.’


  ‘For the love of God, Adryon,’ Dunross said mildly, ‘how many times do I have to ask you to knock before you charge in here and would you kindly talk English? What the hell’s trick?’


  ‘Good, great, cool, trick. Sorry, Father, but you really are rather square because cool and trick are very in, even in Hong Kong. See you soon, have to dash, after the party I’m going out – I’ll be late so don’t—’


  ‘Wait a min—’


  ‘That’s my blouse, my new blouse,’ Penelope burst out. ‘Adryon, you take it off this minute! I’ve told you fifty times to stay the hell out of my wardrobe.’


  ‘Oh, Mother,’ Adryon said as sharply, ‘you don’t need it, can’t I borrow it for this evening?’ Her tone changed. ‘Please? Pretty please? Father, talk to her.’ She switched to perfect amah Cantonese, ‘Honorable Father . . . please help your Number One Daughter to achieve the unachievable or I shall weep weep oh ko . . .’ Then back into English in the same breath, ‘Mother . . . you don’t need it and I’ll look after it, truly. Please?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Come on, pretty please, I’ll look after it, I promise.’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Mother!’


  ‘Well if you pr—’


  ‘Oh thanks.’ The girl beamed and turned and rushed out and the door slammed behind her.


  ‘Jesus bloody Christ,’ Dunross said sourly, ‘why the hell does a door always happen to slam behind her!’


  ‘Well at least it’s not deliberate now.’ Penelope sighed. ‘I don’t think I could go through that siege again.’


  ‘Nor me. Thank God Glenna’s reasonable.’


  ‘It’s purely temporary, Ian. She takes after her father, that one, like Adryon.’


  ‘Huh! I don’t have a filthy temper,’ he said sharply. ‘And since we’re on the subject I hope to God Adryon has found someone decent to date instead of the usual shower! Who is this she’s bringing?’


  ‘I don’t know, Ian. This is the first I’ve heard of it too.’


  ‘They’re always bloody awful! Her taste in men’s appalling. . . . Remember that melon-headed berk with the neolithic arms that she was “madly in love with”? Christ Jesus, she was barely fifteen an—’


  ‘She was almost sixteen.’


  ‘What was his name? Ah yes, Byron. Byron for chrissake!’


  ‘You really shouldn’t have threatened to blow his head off, Ian. It was just puppy love.’


  ‘It was gorilla bloody love, by God,’ Dunross said even more sourly. ‘He was a bloody gorilla. . . . You remember that other one, the one before bloody Byron – the psychiatric bastard . . . what was his name?’


  ‘Victor. Yes, Victor Hopper. He was the one . . . oh yes, I remember, he was the one who asked if it was all right if he slept with Adryon.’


  ‘He what?’


  ‘Oh yes.’ She smiled up at him so innocently. ‘I didn’t tell you at the time . . . thought I’d better not.’


  ‘He what?’


  ‘Don’t get yourself all worked up, Ian. That’s at least four years ago. I told him no, not at the moment, Adryon’s only
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