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The crippled man caught Max Grannit’s eye. He came up the sidewalk towards Grannit, moving slowly, awkwardly, stopping every few yards, a tall, unsteady figure with an alloy stick in one hand. He wore a long black overcoat, and a wide brimmed hat, the hat almost completely covering his face. Only a stubbly chin was visible underneath. He stopped. About twenty yards away from Grannit now. But Grannit walked on. Slowly. Not knowing where he headed. Except that he wanted, most urgently, to get away, a long way away, from his most recent past.

The day was oppressive, with heavy black clouds, and a temperature in the thirties. Thunderstorms had been forecast. The same as the day before.

Grannit wore a check shirt open at the neck, jeans, which looked more than a little threadbare, leather boots, that looked as if they had been worn for a very long while and needed replacing, and a plain gold watch. He carried his leather jacket under his right arm. The jacket contained his wallet. And the wallet contained about fifty bucks in small denomination bills, a credit card that was worth perhaps another couple of hundred dollars, a photo of his dead parents, and a driving license. In another pocket of his jacket, was his passport. And that was about it, apart from a few things back at his hotel. 

The crippled man walked a little closer and stopped. He seemed to be getting his breath. He rested his weight on his stick, as Grannit slowly approached. Grannit wondered how the shabby figure in front of him could wear an overcoat on a day such as this. He himself now sweated profusely. He looked up at the sky. It seemed, to him, about to empty its contents on the city. And on him.  So he looked about for someplace to shelter when it did. A bar across the road. He’d head for that, he thought.

A young woman came across the road, dodging the traffic, heading, it seemed, for the tall brownstone house a few yards ahead of Grannit. She was about thirty, Grannit thought, for no particular reason, except that he tended to try to guess the ages of people who attracted him. And she was black-haired, and tall, and wore a black trouser suit, and carried a tan leather bag under her right arm. She seemed to be in a hurry. He watched her dodge a cab, and then step up onto the sidewalk in front of the cripple, and between the cripple and him. She walked forward, towards the steps leading up to the brownstone, and the cripple who was, by now, just two yards from her and four yards in front of Grannit, raised his stick. The end of the stick caught Grannit’s eye. And what he saw caused him to drop his jacket onto the sidewalk, move forward quickly, push the young woman in the back, and send her stumbling. The soft “phut” of the weapon rang out, as Grannit moved on, quickly, on his long legs, seized the end of the tall man’s weapon and pulled it from his grip. The “cripple” turned and ran, ran quickly, too quickly possibly even for Grannit to match, through an approaching group of teenagers, causing two of them to turn and follow him with their eyes. Grannit went to run after him, but decided against it. For, if he caught the “cripple” it might lead to complications with authority. And he wanted complications with authority less than he wanted anything right now. Instead, he turned back to the young woman. She had regained her poise and now confronted him.

“I’m sorry about that,” Grannit said. “This thing,” he said, holding up the stick and examining it closely, “just happened to catch my eye. And, yes, I was right. It’s a weapon of some sort.” He pointed to the hollow end, and the trigger mechanism in the grip. “It was definitely aimed at you and probably was used to fire a projectile of some kind.” 

The young woman looked surprised.

“Do you know who he could have been?” Grannit asked.

“I’ve no idea,” she said.

He thought: You’re lying. But he had no evidence that she was. 

“But thank you for saving me,” she said, smiling. 

“It’s okay,” Grannit said. “Perhaps it might be wise to tell the police.”

“I shall,” she said. “But right now I’m rather late for a party.”

A taxi drew up and stopped adjacent to them. Two people wearing business suits got out.

“Hi Kate,” the elegantly dressed woman said.

The two of them hugged.

The male paid the taxi driver and hugged Kate too, and then the pair of them went up the steps of the brownstone and pressed the doorbell.

“How can I ever repay you?” Kate asked, turning back to Grannit.

“I don’t want anything,” Grannit said. 

“Shall we say a thousand dollars?” Kate asked, taking a checkbook from her bag.

“I don’t want anything,” Grannit said. “I was happy to be of assistance.”

“Please take something,” Kate said, looking at Grannit almost imploringly.

“You can buy me a drink,” Grannit said, nodding to the bar across the road.

Kate reached into her bag and produced a purse. She opened it, looked into it, and took out a fifty-dollar bill. She held it out to Grannit.

“That’s far too much,” Grannit said. “A ten dollar bill will do.”

“I insist,” Kate said. “My life, if that was what that man tried to take, is worth more than ten dollars. Please take this. At least.”

Grannit shrugged. “Okay,” he said. “Thank you very much.”

“And can I have your name?” Kate asked. “In case I have to tell the police who helped me.”

“I’d rather you didn’t mention my name,” Grannit said. 

Kate looked puzzled. “Why not? You might get a commendation.”

“I don’t want a commendation,” Grannit said. “I’ve had far too much to do with authority over the past few weeks, and right now I simply want to get on with my life without any form of interference.”

“Very well,” Kate said, handing over the fifty-dollar bill. “And thanks, once more, for protecting me from whoever and whatever that was.” She smiled, winningly, and turned and headed up the steps of the brownstone to the front door, which was now open. She disappeared inside, just as another taxi drew up, and another couple got out. They went up the steps as Grannit bent the allow tube double across his knee, and dropped it into a nearby refuse bin. He picked up his jacket and crossed the road and headed for the bar.
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“Hi!” Kate walked into the reception room and was greeted by the hostess of the afternoon. Martha, a large, slightly overweight, gray-haired sixty-something, had an academic background and was married to a professor. “Get yourself a drink,” she said, nodding to a flunkey, who stood waiting, behind a table at the far side of the room. About twenty people, glasses in hand, stood chatting in the room. Most of them wore business suits; one or two wore casual clothes. Most of them were in their twenties or thirties, a few in their forties, with Martha being the oldest person present. Kate put her bag on a bookcase by the door, walked over to the table, pointed to a bottle of red wine and was poured a glass by the waiter. She helped herself to a smoked salmon sandwich.  

“Hi, Kate.” John Summers came to the table to join her.

“Oh, hi, John,” Kate said, turning and smiling. Summers cast an eye over the offerings on the table as the waiter handed Kate her drink. John was two years older than Kate, at thirty-five, a balding, slightly overweight Californian, who was academically brilliant, and destined for high things. He had a businesswoman wife, and three beautiful children, and had worked with Kate in the past. Kate sipped her wine as John got a glass for himself. She walked a few yards away from the table to one side of the room. She started eating her sandwich and a little later John joined her.

“So, what’s all this about?” Kate asked.

“Your guess is as good as mine,” John said.  

He looked around the room. “Some top people are here this afternoon,” he said. “And they cover a wide range of expertise too. I suspect it’s something big, something really big.”

“I thought that too,” Kate said. She finished her sandwich and sipped her drink.

“I think I’ll get myself a sandwich,” John said. “Excuse me a moment, Kate.” He went back to the table and Kate walked over to Martha. “Are we all here?” she asked.

“Yes, I think so,” Martha said, “ except for the advisor.” She looked at the elaborate foreign clock on an antique table. “He’s late. He’s supposed to be here by twelve.”

A guest across the room beckoned Martha to her. “Excuse me, Kate,” Martha said, and walked away from Kate.

Mike Chalmers took her place. “Hi, Kate.”

“Hi Mike!” Kate smiled. Not too widely, she hoped. 

Chalmers, another of her colleagues, was younger than Kate, the youngest person at the get together most probably. He had just started his career, and he would be posted to Paris, so Kate had been told. A tall, fair-haired former Marine, he was, Kate thought, very attractive. And yes, she was interested in Mike. She wondered if Mike was interested in her. It was difficult to tell, she thought. He did seem to make a beeline for her whenever they were in a group together. But he, like she, would have been told that relationships were a no-no in this business, and that any operatives found to have become romantically involved would be expected to leave the service.

“So, what’s all this about?” Mike asked.

“I’ve no idea,” Kate said. “But look who’s here.”

Mike looked around. “It’s something very important, obviously.”  

“But what?”

“Nobody has told me anything. They just said: be here. And make certain you are.”

“That’s more or less what they told me,” Kate said.

“Still, there’s plenty to eat and drink,” Mike said. “I think I’ll go get me something. See you later.” 

Martha came back. 

“I think I need to use the bathroom,” Kate said. 

“The one in the hallway is occupied, I think,” Martha said. “Somebody’s been in there for quite a while. I hope it’s nothing to do with the food.”

“Don’t worry. I’ve been to this house before,” Kate said. “I’ll use the one of the ones upstairs.”

“I’ll chase up the advisor,” Martha said. “He’s definitely late.”

Kate put her empty glass back on the table, walked into the hall, went down it to the guest bathroom, and tried the door. Yes, it was locked. So somebody must be in there. Or else it was out of order. She trotted up the stairs to the first floor and tried the second guest bathroom. The door of that was locked too. She shrugged and went into the master bedroom, and tried the door to the en-suite bathroom. That too was locked too. Oh dear. She really needed to go! She turned and stood waiting. Come on; come on, she thought after half a minute. Then she remembered another bathroom was on the third floor. She hurried up the narrow stairway to the third floor, opened a door, went into the small bedroom whose skylight window faced east, and opened the closet door. She went into the closet, and opened another door in the back of it. Not many other people knew of the existence of this door. It had been pointed out to her on a similar occasion such as this. She had wanted to go the bathroom on that occasion too. On that occasion too, the bathrooms on the lower floors had been occupied, and the organizer had led her to the third floor and pointed out this hidden, and it had to be admitted, tiny bathroom. It had been added, presumably, for the use of some past home help, or servant. The bathroom contained everything that was necessary...in a space that was barely adequate. 

Kate walked into the bathroom, and closed the door behind her. She needed to pee, and she needed to pee badly. She checked the cleanliness of the toilet seat adjusted her clothing, and sat down. Then she heard a sound from above. Somebody moved up there. Who could that be? She wondered. The only thing above the room she was in was the attic and, as far as she was aware, nobody actually lived in the place. She shrugged, finished peeing, and adjusted her clothing. Then she got to her feet and opened the door. She went to go into the bedroom to make her way out of the room and down the stairs, but she froze. A figure had just gone past the door. It was a tall figure, dressed in black, from head to toe, its head covered by a balaclava – Kate caught sight of the slit for an eye. And then it was gone. 

Kate stood still, and listened. 

A few seconds later, she heard a shout from down below.

“What the fuck...” somebody shouted.  It was a male voice. Moments later, another voice, female this time, cried: “Oh, my God! Oh, my God!”  

Then she heard the shots. Silenced ones. She had heard silenced shots before, and so she knew she was not mistaken. She stood still, holding her breath, listening, and listening carefully, as the shooting continued. She could tell, in an instant, that more than one gunman was involved. Then she heard somebody coming up the stairs, coming up the stairs quickly, running up them, it seemed.

Kate stepped quickly back into the closet and closed the door. The crack between the doors was sufficient for her to see across the room, through the open door, and onto the landing. She waited, listened, her heart beating wildly now. The footfalls got louder, and then John Summers came into the room. He was white-faced, breathing heavily from the climb, and sweating profusely. He hurried across the room, went to the window, and opened it. He went to climb through it. At that moment, a gunman, dressed all in black, a black balaclava over his head, a silenced automatic in his hand, came into the room behind Summers. The gunman moved swiftly behind Summers, raised the gun with both hands, and fired a single shot into Summers’ back. Summers fell back into the room and the gunman stepped forward, bent down, and fired a second shot into Summers’ head.  

He straightened, Kate watching him through the crack between the doors, breathing through her mouth now, for she was aware that she was breathing heavily, and that to breathe through her nose might make a sound. Her heart beat wildly as she watched the gunman check his weapon, and then begin to re-load it. He was only a matter of inches way from her, and at an angle to her. The back was broad, and the gunman was tall, and then Kate made a sound. She didn’t know how she did it, for she stood motionless, or so she thought. But she did make a sound, in the floorboard under her feet. Perhaps it was a small movement in her weight, an almost imperceptible change of balance. For there it was, a very, very small, creak.

The gunman froze, and listened. Then he turned. He listened again. Then he stepped forward and opened the closet doors. 

Kate watched him through the crack in the bathroom door. She saw his right eye blink. She stood still, not breathing, hoping he would not come into the closet and discover that there was another door. 

The gunman stepped back. One step. He listened once more. 

Kate watched his shadow. It was motionless. For several seconds. And she knew her life hung on a thread. 

The gunman stepped forward once again, and looked around the interior of the closet. Kate’s fists clenched. The insides of her hands felt clammy. She held her breath. She could feel her heart beat. The gunman listened. His eye blinked once more. Then the gunman withdrew.  

Kate waited, listening, heard what she thought were footfalls going across the room, and out onto the landing, and then a floorboard squeak. She waited longer. She waited longer still. Then she opened the bathroom door. It squeaked. She grimaced. She walked forward through the still open closet door and into the small bedroom. The floor squeaked once more as she crossed the room to the open door. She grimaced. She stood in the doorway and listened. She heard nothing apart from the sound of outside traffic. She moved to the banister and looked down the gap between the flights of stairs. She listened, still breathing through her mouth, her heart still beating heavily, the sweat cold on her face, but heard nothing. She went to move forward. Then she saw it: the bottom of a trouser leg and a shoe walking forward, along the hallway, to the front door of the house. Then another leg. And then a third.

Kate heard the front door open and close and then went down the stairs, still wary, still taking care to breathe silently, still taking care not to make a sound. She stopped on the second floor and waited once more. She listened. Just traffic. Nothing else. She carried on, down to the first floor, and stopped at the bottom of the stairway. Mike Chalmers lay in the doorway of the big reception room; face down, a bullet exit hole in the back of his head. Kate stared at him for a moment. She felt a terrible sadness. She stepped to one side of him and looked into the room. Everybody was dead. Most of them lay on their backs or on their sides, and almost every single one of them had an obvious head wound. Some had body wounds too. Martha lay in the center of the room, staring at the ceiling with sightless eyes. Kate withdrew from the doorway, took care not to step in a patch of blood close to Mike Chalmers’ head, and went back up the stairs. She went to the closet she had opened, went into the bathroom she had used. She did her best to remove every fingerprint she may have left on every thing she had touched. Then she went back down the stairs, got her bag from the top of the bookcase, opened the front door, using a handkerchief from her bag to prevent leaving prints, and walked out into the street.
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Grannit asked for another drink. The girl behind the bar went to get him another whisky. The guy sitting next to him turned to face him. The guy was elderly, white-haired, white-bearded, and a little unkempt. “You okay?” he asked. 

Grannit turned and looked at him. “Sure,” he said. “I’m fine.”

“You don’t look it.”

“I’m fine. I’m just trying to get over a rough patch I’ve just been through.”

“I’ve been through plenty,” the old guy said. “More than I can ever remember. Life is tough, but the human spirit is tougher. You’ll be okay. You’ve got time on your side. Lots of it.”

“I suppose I have.” 

“Care to talk about it?” the old guy asked.

“No. I’m trying to forget it.”

“Okay.” The old guy turned back to his drink.

“But thanks for offering assistance,” Grannit said, reaching for his change and handing the old guy twenty dollars. “Here, but please take my advice and don’t drink more. Go get yourself a snack and a cup of coffee. This drinking game is for losers, it really is.”

“Thanks,” the old guy said. “And I will do as you suggest.” He got down off his barstool and headed for the door. He stopped for a moment and turned back to Grannit. “There’s something about you,” he said, “that marks you out from other men. I don’t know what it is, but I’ve a feeling you’re some sort of saint. Yes, that’s it. I can see it now. I can see your halo, Sir. I can see your halo! ”

“Thanks,” Grannit said. “You’ve made me feel better.” 

The old guy turned and left.  

“Can I join you?” a voice asked from Grannit’s other side. He turned. It was the girl he had helped in the street earlier in the day. He went to get off his stool.

“No, don’t get up,” she said, smiling. She pulled a stool from a few yards away, put her bag on the bar, and sat down on the stool.

“Did that old man say you were a saint?” she asked.

“Yes, he did.”

“And didn’t he say he could see your halo?”

“Yes, he did. I hope he wasn’t suffering from delirium tremens.” 

She made herself comfortable.

“What can I get you?” Grannit asked.

“I’ll get my own drink,” she said. 

“I still have some money left,” Grannit said.

“And I want you to spend it on yourself.”

“Thanks.”

“You saved me,” she said, quietly.

The girl behind the bar brought Grannit his next drink, and Kate asked her for a glass of red wine.

“How are you doing?” Kate asked Grannit.

“I’m recovering,” Grannit said. “Slowly. Very slowly.”

“Care to talk about your problems?” Kate asked.

“No.”

“It might speed up your recovery.”

“I doubt it,” Grannit said. 

“Can you give me a hint what your problems are?” Kate asked, as she received her glass of wine from the barmaid.

“One of them is that I’ve just come through a bit of an ordeal at the hands of the authorities,” Grannit said. “A period which I would very much like to forget about,” he said, starting his drink.

“Can you elaborate a little?” Kate asked.

“No, apart from the fact that it involved some very bad-ass black hats. The other reason is I’m more or less broke.”

Kate turned to look at him. “I can’t help with the first of your problems,” she said, “but I can certainly help with the second.”

Grannit turned to look at Kate in turn. “I can’t take any more money from you,” he said.

“I don’t want you to,” she said, with the beginnings of a smile. “I want to ask you to work for me for a few weeks. I’m prepared to pay you a couple of thousand dollars a week, plus all of your expenses.”

“What will my duties be?” Grannit asked.

“You’ll be my bodyguard,” Kate said.

“Can’t modern women take care of themselves? I mean, aren’t they karate experts, deadly with guns, and so forth?”

“You’ve been watching too many movies,” Kate said. “Super women only exist on celluloid. I’m not a superwoman. I’m just normal human being. I know a few self-defense tricks. And I know how to handle a gun. But right now I need help.”

Grannit stared into his drink. “You obviously have enemies,” he said.

“Yes, I do,” Kate said. 

“Who are they?” Grannit asked.

“I don’t know.”

“If I am to protect you,” Grannit said, “you will have to be honest with me.”

“I am being honest,” Kate said, glancing at him.

“I mean it,” Grannit said.

“I am being honest,” Kate repeated. “I don’t know who is trying to kill me, I really don’t.”

Grannit said nothing for some seconds. “It will be a tough job,” he said.

“Yes, it will,” Kate said, “but you are obviously a tough man.”

“Yes, I am, Grannit said. “But I am not super-human.”

“I’m certain you will manage,” Kate said.  

“Maybe I will,” Grannit said. “But I will need to know more about you before I take on this job. For instance, what is your full name?”

“It’s Kate Bergman,” Kate said. “My patents were Swedish.”

“I thought Swedish women were blonde,” Grannit said, his eyes alighting on a beauty spot. Kate had an almost flawless skin, he thought. And no, the impression wasn’t due to makeup. As far as he could see, and he was no expert on the subject, she wore very little of the stuff. She was, however, different in some way, from what he remembered her in the street. And he figured out what it was at once. Before, her hair had been immaculate. Now, it was a trifle tousled. Grannit wondered why.  

“Some Swedish women are blonde, some of them are not,” Kate said.

“And you are American?”

“Yes. Want to see my passport?”

“No.” Grannit finished his drink. “And what do you do for a living, Kate?” he asked.

“I work for a travel agent,” she said, reaching into a pocket, taking out a purse, and taking a business card from the purse. She handed the card to Grannit and he looked at it and read it.

“Western World Travel,” he said. “So why should a travel agent need a bodyguard? Have you been putting people up at crappy hotels?”

“No,” Kate said. 

“So what have you been doing?” Grannit asked. “I mean people don’t generally go to the trouble of trying to murder other people without good reason.”

“I don’t know what I’ve done to make a lot of enemies,” Kate said. “I really don’t.”

They said nothing for a moment.

“And you?” Kate asked. “Are you American too?”

“I have an American passport,” Grannit said. “But, ancestrally, I’m a bit of a mongrel.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“I have English blood, German blood, and Dutch blood in my veins. And probably a few other strains as well. So do I feel American? Not really, I suppose. I don’t I really feel anything.”  

“I can understand that,” Kate said. “You strike me as being well...cosmopolitan.”

“I’m happy for that to be so.”

“Do you speak any foreign languages?” Kate asked.

“Just a little German, a little French, a little Spanish. I’m not fluent in any of them. You have to live in a country to get to speak its language well, I guess.”

“Yes, you do.”

“And you?” Grannit asked. “Do you speak many...I was going to say any...languages other that English?”

“Yes. French, German, Russian, Japanese...and a few others. I picked them up when I worked aboard.”

“That’s nice.”  

“I think I should know your name.”

“It’s Grannit. Max Grannit.”

“A fitting surname for a tough man,” Kate said.

“It’s spelt differently from the stone,” Grannit said. He spelt his name. 

“It’s not a name I’ve ever heard before,” Kate said. 

“I think it’s pretty unique,” Grannit said. “Sometimes, I think one of my ancestors made it up.” He was silent for long while. Kate said nothing for a long while either.

Finally, Grannit said: “You know, Kate?”

“Yes?”

“I don’t think you’re telling me the whole story.”

“No, I’m not,” Kate said.

“I thought so.”

“But, believe me,” Kate said, “even if I do tell you the whole story, I am certain it won’t help you in any way. If I did, I would tell it to you. But I don’t, and so I won’t.”

Grannit was silent again for some moments. “Okay,” he said, finally.

“So, will take the job?” Kate asked.

“Yes,” Grannit said.

“Thanks. But why?”

“Because I’m pretty dumb, I suppose,” Grannit said. “And because I need the dough. And because I’m a sucker for a lady in distress. And because I’m an even bigger sucker for a pretty lady in distress. And because I’m an even bigger sucker than that for a mysterious pretty lady in distress. So yes, against my better judgment, I shall take the job.” He paused. Then he turned and fixed Kate with a thumbtack stare. “I hope I’m not going to regret this decision,” he said.

“I hope you’re not going to either,” Kate said.
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Grannit got his belongings from the one star hotel he had booked into and met Kate outside the building. His belongings, apart from the clothes he wore, and his gold watch, and the few things in his pockets, consisted of a well-worn leather travel bag, a shaving kit, a spare pair of socks, a spare pair of boxer shorts, and his passport. He joined Kate and she called a cab. They got into it, and Kate told the driver to drive to The Empire State building. When he got there, she told him to drive to Central Park. Kate told the driver to stop, told him to wait, and got out of the vehicle. She walked into the park, disappeared from view, and came back a minute or so later. She got back into the cab and closed the door. “What did you do out there,” Grannit asked.

“I got rid of my cell phone,” Kate said.

“And was there a good reason for that?”

“Yes,” Kate said. “A cell phone can be tracked. It can also be used as an eavesdropping device. And, right now, I am afraid I cannot trust anyone.” She glanced quickly at Grannit. “Except you, that is.”  

“It’s that bad, is it?”

“Yes.” 

“You know, Kate...” Grannit said.

“What?”

“You’re one hell of a mysterious travel agent.” 

Kate instructed the cab driver to drive to two more destinations and then, finally, she told him to drive to the Millenium UN Plaza.

“So you think you might be being followed?” Grannit asked when they finally arrived at the Millenium.

“It’s possible,” Kate said. “So it’s wise to be careful.”

They got out of the taxi and Kate paid the driver. Then they booked into the hotel. 

“We have to share a room,” Kate said, as they approached the desk.

“It’s all right with me,” Grannit said. 

“Because you need to be near me the whole time,” Kate said.

“Of course.”

Grannit looked around the lobby. “This place certainly beats the place I was staying in,” he said. “And by quite some margin.”

“I’m glad you’re enjoying working for me,” Kate said.

They got the card and took the elevator up to the fourth floor, and Kate let them into the large double room. It had twin beds.

“There you are,” she said to Grannit. “You won’t have to sleep on the settee.”  

“But there won’t be much privacy,” Grannit said, as he gave the porter a dollar bill and closed the door. 

“Are you a prude?” Kate asked, as she took off her jacket.

“No, I’m not,” Grannit said. “I was thinking about you.”

“Don’t worry about me,” Kate said. “I’ve few inhibitions.”

Grannit went to the window and looked out at the view. Then he went back to his bag and took out his toilet bag. 

“What do you have in that bag?” Kate asked.

Grannit told her. 

“Why don’t you go into town and gets some new clothes? Some new jeans too. The ones you wear look as if they’re coming to the end of their days.”

“I don’t want to be a kept man,” Grannit said. 

“I’ll give you an advance on your first week’s earnings,” Kate said. “I’ll also come into town to get some new clothes for myself. I don’t think it would be wise to go back to my apartment right now.”  

“Okay,” Grannit said. “I’ll go get some new stuff. It’ll make me feel more relaxed in places such as this.”

“And it’s make me a little less like I’m being accompanied by a tramp,” Kate said, going to the coffee machine and setting it up. 

“Do I look that bad?” Grannit asked.  

“Only relatively,” Kate said. 

“I see your point,” Grannit said. “And how long will we stay here?”

Kate placed two cups on saucers. “Only a couple of days. Then we will do some traveling.” 
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The big man checked into the Carlton with a false passport under the name of Mister Gonzalez and entered the elevator with two porters carrying his bags. He was taken, as he had requested to be, to a room on the third floor, at the front of the building, with a view out over the bay. He tipped the porters generously and then went to the windows, opened them, and walked out onto the balcony. He was six-feet seven inches tall, broad shouldered, shaven headed, with a waxy, permanently tanned complexion. He wore a designer sports shirt, white slacks, and expensive shoes, and he wore a Vacheron Constantin watch. He looked out into the bay for some moments, and then went back to his luggage, opened one of the suitcases, and took out a pair of binoculars. Returning to the balcony, he used the binoculars to scan the bay, from left to right, and to look closely at several of the yachts anchored in the bay. Finally, he went back into his room, put the binoculars on his bedside table, and walked into the center of the room, and did fifty one-arm press-ups with each arm. Then he left the room, placing various small items in carefully selected places before he did so, so that he would know when he returned if anything had been touched in his absence, and took the elevator down to the lobby. 

He walked out of the hotel, crossed the road, and set off along The Croisette - in an easterly direction. The Croisette was busy as it always was at this time of the day – it was the early evening: people sauntered arm in arm, in groups, a few people alone, some in shorts, most in designer wear and some with woolens around their shoulders, for it was getting warm now, the season was getting underway. The big man walked on, with a wide-leg gait, a gait that told on-comers to keep clear of this person, told them indeed, that this was one of nature’s natural superior beings. The big man came to the end of The Croisette, and turned and started walking back. He took in everything as he progressed: the fresh-faced youth sitting at the makeshift stall, selling Russian dolls-in-dolls; the frail, white-haired man sitting in the robust iron and wood Croisette chair, a white hat covering most of his face, his eyes covered by thick black framed sunglasses, his hands resting
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