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Prologue

The dream came again, just before the rain. He did not hear the rain. In his sleep the dream possessed him.

There was the clearing again, in the forest in Sicily, high above Taormina. He emerged from the forest and walked slowly towards the centre of the space, as agreed. The attaché case was in his right hand. In the middle of the clearing he stopped, placed the case on the ground, went back six paces and dropped to his knees. As agreed. The case contained a billion lire.

It had taken six weeks to negotiate the child’s release, quick by most precedents. Sometimes these cases went on for months. For six weeks he had sat beside the expert from the Carabinieri’s Rome Office, another Sicilian but on the side of the angels, and had advised on tactics. The Carabinieri officer did all the talking. Finally the release of the daughter of the Milan jeweller, snatched from the family’s summer home near Cefalu beach, had been arranged. Close to a million US dollars, after a start-off demand for five times that sum, but finally the Mafia had agreed.

From the other side of the clearing a man emerged, unshaven, rough-looking, masked, with a lupara shotgun slung over his shoulder. He held the ten-year-old girl by one hand. She was barefoot, frightened, pale, but she looked unharmed. Physically, at least. The pair walked towards him; he could see the bandit’s eyes staring at him through the mask, then flickering across the forest behind him.

The mafioso stopped at the case, growled at the girl to stand still. She obeyed. But she stared across at her rescuer with huge dark eyes. Not long now, kid. Hang in there, baby.

The bandit flicked through the rolls of banknotes in the case until satisfied he had not been cheated. The tall man and the girl looked at each other. He winked; she gave a small flicker of a smile. The bandit closed the case and began to retreat, facing forward, to his side of the clearing. He had reached the trees when it happened.

It was not the Carabinieri man from Rome; it was the local fool. There was a clatter of rifle-fire, the bandit with the case stumbled and fell. Of course, his friends were strung out through the pine trees behind him, in cover. They fired back. In a second the clearing was torn by chains of flying bullets. He screamed ‘Down!’ in Italian, but she did not hear, or panicked, and tried to run towards him. He came off his knees and hurled himself across the twenty feet between them.

He almost made it. He could see her there, just beyond his fingertips, inches beyond the hard right hand that would drag her down to safety in the long grass; he could see the fright in her huge eyes, the little white teeth in her screaming mouth … and then the bright crimson rose that bloomed on the front of her thin cotton dress. She went down then as if punched in the back, and he recalled lying over her, covering her with his body until the firing stopped and the mafioso escaped through the forest. He remembered sitting there holding her, cradling the tiny limp body in his arms, weeping and shouting at the uncomprehending and too-late-apologetic local police: ‘No, no, sweet Jesus, not again ….’




CHAPTER ONE

November 1989

Winter had come early that year. Already by the end of the month the first forward scouts, borne on a bitter wind out of the north-eastern steppes, were racing across the rooftops to probe Moscow’s defences.

The Soviet General Staff headquarters building stands at 19 Ulitsa Frunze, a greystone edifice dating from the 1930s facing its much more modern eight-storey multi-rise annexe across the street. At his window on the top floor of the old block the Soviet Chief of Staff Stood staring out at the icy flurries, and his mood was as bleak as the coming winter.

Marshal Ivan K. Koslov was sixty-seven, two years older than the statutory retirement age, but in the Soviet Union as everywhere else those who made the rules never deemed they should apply to them. At the beginning of the year he had succeeded the veteran Marshal Akhromeyev, to the surprise of most in the military hierarchy. The two men were as unalike as chalk and cheese. Where Akhromeyev had been a small stick-thin intellectual, Koslov was a big, bluff, whitehaired giant, a soldier’s soldier, son, grandson and nephew of soldiers. Although only the third-ranking First Deputy Chief before his promotion, he had jumped the two men ahead of him, who had slipped quietly into retirement. No one had any doubts as to why he had gone to the top; from 1987 to 1989 he had quietly and expertly supervised the Soviet withdrawal from Afghanistan, an exercise that had been achieved without any scandals, major defeats or (most important of all) publicized loss of national face, even though the wolves of Allah had been snapping at the Russian heels all the way to the Salang Pass. The operation had brought him great credit in Moscow, bringing him to the personal attention of the General Secretary himself.

But while he had done his duty, and earned his marshal’s baton, he had also made himself a private vow: never again would he lead his beloved Soviet army in retreat – and, despite the fulsome public-relations exercise, Afghanistan had been a defeat. It was the prospect of another looming defeat that caused the bleakness of his mood as he stared out through the double glass at the horizontal drifts of tiny ice particles that snapped periodically past the window.

The key to his mood lay in a report lying on his desk, a report he had commissioned himself from one of the brightest of his own protégés, a young major-general whom he had brought to the General Staff with him from Kabul. Kaminsky was an academic, a deep thinker who was also a genius at organization, and the Marshal had given him the second-top slot in the Logistics field. Like all experienced combat men, Koslov knew better than most that battles are not won by courage or sacrifice or even clever generals; they are won by having the right gear in the right place at the right time and plenty of it.

He still recalled with bitterness how, as an eighteen-year-old trooper, he had watched the superbly equipped German blitzkrieg roll through the defences of the Motherland as the Red Army, bled white by Stalin’s purges of 1938 and equipped with antique weapons, had tried to stem the tide. His own father had died trying to hold an impossible position at Smolensk, fighting back with bolt-action rifles against Guderian’s growling panzer regiments. Next time, he swore, they would have the right equipment and plenty of it. He had devoted much of his military career to that concept and now he headed the five services of the Soviet Union: the Army, Navy, Air Force, Strategic Rocket Forces and Air Defence of the Homeland. And they all faced possible future defeat because of a 300-page report lying on his desk.

He had read it twice – through the night in his spartan apartment off Kutuzovsky Prospekt and again this morning in his office, where he had arrived at 7 a.m. and taken the phone off the hook. Now he turned from the window, strode back to the great desk at the head of the T-shaped conference-table and turned again to the last few pages of the report.


SUMMARY. The point therefore is not that the planet is forecast to run out of oil in the next twenty or thirty years; it is that the Soviet Union definitely will run out of oil in the next seven or eight. The key to this fact lies in the table of Proved Reserves earlier in the report and particularly in the column of figures called the R/P ratio. The Reserves-to-Production ratio is achieved by taking the annual production of an oil-producing nation and dividing that figure into the known reserves of that nation, usually expressed in billions of barrels.

Figures at the end of 1985 – Western figures, I’m afraid, because we still have to rely on Western information to find out just what is going on in Siberia despite my intimate contacts with our oil industry – show that in that year we produced 4.4 billion barrels of crude, giving us fourteen years of extractable reserves – assuming production at the same figure over the period. But that is optimistic, since our production and therefore use-up of reserves has been forced to increase since that time. Today our reserves stand at between seven and eight years.

The reason for the increase in demand lies in two areas. One is the increase in industrial production, mainly in the area of consumer goods, demanded by the Politburo since the introduction of the new economic reforms; the other lies in the gas-guzzling inefficiency of those industries, not only the traditional ones but even the new ones. Our manufacturing industry overall is hugely energy-inefficient, and in many areas the use of obsolete machinery has a knock-on effect. For example, a Russian car weighs three times as much as its American equivalent – not, as published, because of our bitter winters, but because our steel plants cannot produce sufficiently fine-gauge sheet metal. Thus, more oil-produced electrical energy is needed for the production of the car than in the West, and it uses more petrol when it hits the road.

ALTERNATIVES. Nuclear reactors used to produce 11 per cent of the Soviet Union’s electricity, and our planners had counted on nuclear plants producing 20 per cent or more by the year 2000. Until Chernobyl. Unfortunately, 40 per cent of our nuclear capacity was generated by plants using the same design as Chernobyl. Since then most have been shut down for ‘modifications’ – it is extremely unlikely they will in fact reopen – and others scheduled for construction have been stood down. As a result, our nuclear production in percentage terms, instead of being in double figures, is down to seven and dropping.

We have the largest reserves of natural gas in the world, but the problem is that the gas is mainly located in the extremity of Siberia and simply to get it out of the ground is not enough. We need, and do not have, a vast infrastructure of pipelines and grids to get it from Siberia to our cities, factories and generating stations.

You may recall that in the early seventies, when oil prices after the Yom Kippur war were hiked sky-high, we offered to supply Western Europe with long-term natural gas by pipeline. This would have enabled us to afford the supply-grid we needed through the front-end financing the Europeans were ready to put up. But, because America would not be benefiting, the USA killed the initiative by threatening a wide range of commercial sanctions on anyone who co-operated with us and the project died. Today, since the so-called ‘thaw’, such a scheme would probably be politically acceptable, but at the moment oil prices in the West are low and they have no need of our gas. By the time the global run-out of oil has hiked the Western price back to a level where they could use our gas, it will be far too late for the Soviet Union.

Thus, neither of the feasible alternatives will work in practice. Natural gas and nuclear energy will not come to our rescue. The overwhelming majority of our industries and those of our partners who rely on us for energy are indissolubly tied to oil-based fuels and feedstocks.

THE ALLIES. A brief aside to mention our allies in Central Europe, the states Western propagandists refer to as our ‘satellites’. Although their joint production – mainly from the small Romanian field at Ploesti – amounts to 168 million barrels a year, this is a drop in the ocean compared to their needs. The rest comes from us, and is one of the ties that hold them in our camp. To relieve the demands on us we have, it is true, sanctioned a few barter deals between them and the Middle East. But if they were ever to achieve total independence from us in oil, and thus dependence on the West, it would surely be a matter of time, and a short time, before East Germany, Poland, Czechoslovakia, Hungary and even Romania slipped into the grasp of the capitalist camp. Not to mention Cuba.

CONCLUSION …



Marshal Koslov looked up and checked the wall clock. Eleven o’clock. The ceremony out at the airport would be about to begin. He had chosen not to go. He had no intention of dancing attendance on Americans. He stretched, rose and walked back to the window carrying the Kaminsky oil report with him. It was still classified Top Secret, and Koslov knew now he would have to continue to give it that designation. It was far too explosive to be bandied about the General Staff building.

In an earlier age any staff officer who had written as candidly as Kaminsky would have measured his career in microns, but Ivan Koslov, though a diehard traditionalist in almost every area, had never penalized frankness. It was about the one thing he appreciated in the General Secretary; even though he could not abide the man’s new-fangled ideas for giving televisions to the peasants and washing machines to housewives, he had to admit you could speak your mind to Mikhail Gorbachev without getting a one-way ticket to Yakutia.

The report had come as a shock to him. He had known things in the economy were not working any better since the introduction of the perestroika – the restructuring – than before, but as a soldier he had spent his life locked into the military hierarchy, and the military had always had first call on resources, matériel and technology, enabling them to be the only area in Soviet life where quality-control could be practised. The fact that the civilians’ hair-driers were lethal and their shoes leaked was not his problem. And now here was a crisis from which not even the military could be exempt. He knew the sting in the tail came in the report’s conclusion. Standing by the window he resumed reading.


CONCLUSION. The perspectives that face us are only four and they are all extremely bleak.


	(1) We can continue our own oil production at present levels in the certainty that we are going to run out in eight years maximum, and then enter the global oil market as a buyer. We would do so at the worst possible moment, just as global oil prices start their remorseless and inevitable climb to impossible levels. To purchase under these conditions even part of our oil needs would use up our entire reserves of hard currency and Siberian gold and diamond earnings, leaving nothing left to purchase needed grain imports or the high-tech machinery which is the backbone of the Politburo’s obsession with industrial modernization.
Nor could we ease our position with barter deals. Over 55 per cent of the world’s oil lies in five Middle East countries whose domestic requirements are tiny in relation to their resources, and it is they who will soon rule the roost again. Unfortunately, apart from arms and some raw materials, our Soviet goods have no attraction for the Middle East, so we will not get barter deals for our oil needs. We will have to pay in cold, hard cash, and we cannot.

Finally there is the strategic hazard of being dependent on any outside source for our oil, and even more so when one considers the character and historical behaviour of the five Middle East states involved.


	(2) We could repair and update our existing oil production facilities to achieve a higher efficiency and thus lower our consumption without loss of benefit. Our production facilities are obsolete, in general disrepair, and our recovery potential from major reservoirs constantly damaged through excessive daily extraction. (For example, at today’s prices we are spending on our best fields US $3 to avoid a US $1 toss of production. Our refineries consume on average three times as much energy to produce a ton of finished fuel as their American counterparts.) We would have to redesign all our extraction fields, refineries and pipe infrastructure to spin out our oil for an extra decade. We would have to start now, and the resources needed would be astronomical.

	(3) We could put all our efforts into correcting and updating our offshore oil-drilling technology. The Arctic is our most promising area for finding new oil, but the extraction problems are far more formidable even than those in Siberia, no wellhead-to-user pipe infrastructure exists at all and even the exploration programme has slipped five years behind schedule. Again, the resources needed would be simply huge.

	(4) We could return to natural gas, of which, as stated, we have the largest reserves in the world, virtually limitless. But we would have to invest further massive resources in extraction, technology, skilled manpower, pipe infrastructure and the conversion of hundreds of thousands of plants to gas-usage.



Finally, the question must arise: where would such resources as mentioned in options 2, 3 and 4 come from? Given the necessity to use our foreign currency to import grain to feed our people, and the Politburo’s commitment to spending the rest for imported high technology, the resources would apparently have to be found internally. And given the Politburo’s further commitment to industrial modernization, their obvious temptation might be to look at the area of military appropriations.

I have the honour to remain, Comrade Marshal, PYOTR V. KAMINSKY (Major-General)



Marshal Koslov swore quietly, closed the dossier and stared down at the street. The ice-flurries had stopped, but the wind was still bitter; he could see the tiny pedestrians eight floors down holding their shapkas tight on their heads, ear-muffs down, heads bent as they hurried along Frunze Street.

It had been almost forty-five years since, as a twenty-two-year-old lieutenant of Motor/Rifles, he had stormed into Berlin under Chuikov and had climbed to the roof of Hitler’s chancellery to tear down the last swastika flag fluttering there. There was even a picture of him doing it in several history-books. Since then he had fought his way up through the ranks, step by step, serving in Hungary during the 1956 revolt, on the Ussuri river border with China, on garrison duty in East Germany, then back to Far Eastern Command at Khabarovsk, High Command South at Baku and thence to the General Staff. He had paid his dues, he had endured the freezing nights in far-off outposts of the empire; he had divorced one wife who refused to follow him, and buried another who died in the Far East. He had seen a daughter married to a mining engineer, not to a soldier as he had hoped, and watched a son refuse to join him in the Army. He had spent those forty-five years watching the Soviet army grow into what he deemed to be the finest fighting force on the planet, dedicated to the defence of the Rodina, the Motherland, and the destruction of her enemies.

Like many a traditionalist he believed that one day those weapons that the toiling masses had worked to provide for him and his men would have to be used, and he was damned if any set of circumstances or of men would stultify his beloved army while he was in charge. He was utterly loyal to the Party – he would not have been where he was had he not been – but if anyone, even the men who now led the Party, thought they could strike billions of roubles off the military budget, then he might have to restructure his loyalty to those men.

The more he thought about the concluding pages of the report in his hand, the more he thought that Kaminsky, smart though he was, had overlooked a possible fifth option. If the Soviet Union could take political control of a ready-made source of ample raw crude oil, a piece of territory presently outside her own borders … if she could import in exclusivity that crude oil at a price she could afford, that is, dictate … and do so before her own oil ran out ….

He laid the report on the conference-table and crossed the room to the global map that covered half of the wall opposite the windows. He studied it carefully as the minutes ticked away to noon. And always his eye fell on one piece of land. Finally he crossed to the desk, reconnected the intercom and called his ADC.

‘Ask Major-General Zemskov to come and see me – now,’ he said.

He sat in the high-backed chair behind his desk, picked up the television remote control and activated the set on its stand to the left of his desk. Channel 1 swam into focus, the promised live news-broadcast from Vnukovo, the VIP airport outside Moscow.

United States Air Force One stood fully fuelled and ready to roll. She was the new Boeing 747 that had superseded the old and time-expired 707s earlier in the year, and she could get from Moscow back to Washington in one hop, which the old 707s could never do. Men of the 89th Military Airlift Wing, which guards and maintains the President’s Wing based at Andrews Air Force Base, stood around the aircraft just in case any over-enthusiastic Russian tried to get close enough to attach something to it or have a peep inside. But the Russians were behaving like perfect gentlemen and had been throughout the three-day visit.

Some yards away from the tip of the aeroplane’s wing was a podium, dominated by a raised lectern in its centre. At the lectern stood the General Secretary of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union, Mikhail Sergeevich Gorbachev, bringing his valedictory address to a close. At his side, hatless, his iron-grey hair ruffled by the bitter breeze, sat his visitor, John J. Cormack, President of the United States of America. Ranged on either side of both were the twelve other members of the Politburo.

Drawn up in front of the podium was an honour guard of the Militia, the civil police from the Interior Ministry, the MVD; and another drawn from the Border Guards Directorate of the KGB. In an attempt to add the common touch, two hundred engineers, technicians and members of the airport staff formed a crowd on the fourth side of the hollow square. But the focal point for the speaker was the battery of television cameras, stills photographers and pressmen placed between the two honour guards. For this was a momentous occasion.

Shortly after his inauguration the previous January, John Cormack, surprise winner of the previous November’s election, had indicated he would like to meet the Soviet leader and would be prepared to fly to Moscow to do so. Mikhail Gorbachev had not been slow to agree and to his gratification had found over the previous three days that this tall, astringent but basically humane American academic appeared to be a man, to borrow Mrs Thatcher’s phrase, ‘with whom he could do business’.

So he had taken a gamble, against the advice of his security and ideology advisers. He had acceded to the President’s personal request that he, the American, be permitted to address the Soviet Union on live television without submitting his script for approval. Virtually no Soviet television is ‘live’; almost everything shown is carefully edited, prepared, vetted and finally passed as fit for human consumption.

Before agreeing to Cormack’s strange request, Mikhail Gorbachev had consulted with the State Television experts. They had been as surprised as he, but pointed out, first, that the American would be understood by only a tiny fraction of Soviet citizens until the translation came through (and that could be sanitized if he went too far) and, second, that the American’s speech could be held on an eight- or ten-second ‘loop’ so that transmission would actually take place a few seconds after delivery (both sound and vision) and if he really went too far there could be a sudden breakdown in transmission. Finally it was agreed that if the General Secretary wished to effect such a breakdown he had but to scratch his chin with a fore-finger and the technicians would do the rest. This could not apply to the three American television crews, or the BBC from Britain, but that would not matter as their material would never reach the Soviet people.

Ending his oration with an expression of goodwill towards the American people and his abiding hope for peace between the United States and the Soviet Union, Mikhail Gorbachev turned towards his guest. John Cormack rose. The Russian gestured to the lectern and the microphone and made way, seating himself to one side of the centre spot. The President stepped behind the microphone. He had no notes in vision. He just lifted his head, stared straight at the eye of the Soviet television camera, and began to speak.

‘Men, women and children of the Soviet Union, listen to me.’

In his office Marshal Koslov jerked forward in his chair, staring intently at the screen. On the podium Mikhail Gorbachev’s eyebrows flickered once before he regained his composure. In a booth behind the Soviet camera a young man who could pass for a Harvard graduate put his hand over a microphone and muttered a question to a senior civil servant beside him, who shook his head. For John Cormack was not speaking in English at all; he was speaking in fluent Russian.

Although not a Russian-speaker, before coming to the Soviet Union he had memorized, in the privacy of his bedroom in the White House, a 500-word speech in Russian, rehearsing himself through tapes and speech-coaching until he could deliver the speech with total fluency and perfect accent while not understanding a word of it. Even for a former Ivy League professor it was a remarkable feat.

‘Fifty years ago this your country, your beloved Motherland, was invaded in war. Your menfolk fought and died as soldiers or lived like wolves in their own forests. Your women and children dwelled in cellars and fed off scraps. Millions perished. Your land was devastated. Although this never happened to my country, I give you my word I can understand how much you must hate and fear war.

‘For forty-five years we both, Russians and Americans, have built up walls between ourselves, convincing ourselves that the other would be the next aggressor. And we have built up mountains – mountains of steel, of guns, of tanks, of ships and planes and bombs. And the walls of lies have been built ever higher to justify the mountains of steel. There are those who say we need these weapons because one day they will be needed so that we can destroy each other.

‘Noh, ya skazhu: mi po-idyom drugim putyom.’

There was an almost audible gasp from the audience at Vnukovo. In saying ‘But I say, we will/must go another way’ President Cormack had borrowed a phrase from Lenin, known to every schoolchild in the Soviet Union. In Russian the word put means ‘road’, ‘path’, ‘way or course to be followed’. He then continued the play on words by reverting to the meaning ‘road’.

‘I refer to the road of gradual disarmament and of peace. We have only one planet to live on, and a beautiful planet. We can either live on it together or die on it together.’

The door of Marshal Koslov’s office opened quietly and then closed. An officer in his early fifties, another Koslov protégé and the ace of his planning staff, stood by the door and silently watched the screen in the corner. The American president was finishing.

‘It will not be an easy road. There will be rocks and holes. But at its end lies peace with security for both of us. For if we each have enough weapons to defend ourselves, but not enough to attack each other, and if each one knows this and is allowed to verify this, then we could pass on to our children and grandchildren a world that is truly free of that awful fear that we have known these past fifty years. If you will walk down that road with me, then I on behalf of the people of America will walk it with you. And on this, Mikhail Sergeevich, I give you my hand.’

President Cormack turned to Secretary Gorbachev and held out his right hand. Although himself an expert at public relations, the Russian had no choice but to rise and extend his hand. Then, with a broad grin, he bear-hugged the American with his left arm.

The Russians are a strange people, capable of great paranoia and xenophobia, but they are also capable of great emotionalism. It was the airport workers who broke silence first. There was an outbreak of ardent clapping, then the cheering started and in a few seconds the fur shapkas started flying through the air as the civilians, normally drilled to perfection, went out of control. The Militiamen came next; gripping their rifles with their left hands in the ‘at ease’ position, they started waving their grey, red-banded caps by the peak as they cheered.

The KGB troops glanced at their supremo beside the podium, General Vladimir Kryuchkov, Chairman of the KGB. Uncertain what to do as the Politburo stood up, he, too, rose to clap with the rest. The Border Guards took this as a cue (wrongly, as it turned out) and followed the Militiamen in cheering. Somewhere across five time-zones 80 million Soviet men and women were doing something similar.

‘Chort voz’mi ….’ Marshal Koslov reached for the remote control and snapped off the television set.

‘Our beloved General Secretary,’ murmured Major-General Zemskov smoothly. The Marshal nodded grimly several times, First the dire forebodings of the Kaminsky report, and now this. He rose, came round his desk and took the report off the table.

‘You are to take this, and you are to read it,’ he said. ‘It is classified Top Secret and it stays that way. There are only two copies in existence and I retain the other one. You are to pay particular attention to what Kaminsky says in his Conclusion.’

Zemskov nodded. He judged from the Marshal’s grim demeanour that there was more to it than reading a report. He had been a mere colonel two years before when, on a visit to a Command Post exercise in East Germany, Marshal Koslov had noticed him.

The exercise had involved manoeuvres between the GSFG, the Group of Soviet Forces Germany, on the one hand and the East Germans’ National People’s Army on the other. The Germans had been pretending to be the invading Americans, and in previous instances had mauled their Soviet brothers-in-arms. This time the Russians had run rings around them, and the planning had all been down to Zemskov. As soon as he arrived in the top job at Ulitsa Frunze, Marshal Koslov had sent for the brilliant planner and attached him to his own staff. Now he led the younger man to the wall map.

‘When you have finished, you will prepare what appears to be a Special Contingency Plan. In fact this SCP will in truth be a minutely detailed plan, down to the last man, gun and bullet, for the military invasion and occupation of a foreign country. It may take up to twelve months.’

Major-General Zemskov raised his eyebrows.

‘Surely not so long, Comrade Marshal. I have at my disposal—’

‘You have at your disposal nothing but your own eyes, hands and brain. You will consult no one else, confer with no one else. Every piece of information you need will be obtained by a subterfuge. You will work alone, without support. It will take months, and there will be just one copy at the end.’

‘I see, and the country …?’

The Marshal tapped the map.

‘Here. One day this land must belong to us.’

Houston, capital city of the American oil industry and some say of the world’s oil business, is a strange city inasmuch as it has not one but two centres. In the east stands Downtown, the commercial, banking, corporate and industrial centre, seen from a distance as a collection of shimmering skyscraper towers rising out of the flat and featureless south-west Texan plain towards a pale blue sky. To the west stands Galleria, the shopping, dining and leisure centre, dominated by the Post Oak, Westin and Transco towers and containing the world’s largest under-one-roof shopping-mall, the Galleria itself.

The two hearts of the city stare at each other across four miles of single-storey suburbia and parkland like gunfighters prepared to duel for supremacy if only they can make up their mind.

Architecturally, Downtown is dominated by its tallest tower, the Texas Commerce, seventy-five storeys of grey marble slabs and dark grey glass, at 1,041 feet the tallest structure west of the Mississippi. Next-highest is the Allied Bank tower, a sixty-five storey spire of green reflector glass. Around them stand a score more skyscrapers in a variety of designs: neo-Gothic wedding cakes, reflector-glass pencils and the simply zany.

A whisker shorter than the Allied Bank stands the Pan-Global building, whose top ten storeys were occupied by the tower’s builders and owners, the Pan-Global Oil Corporation, the twenty-eighth-largest oil company in America and ninth-largest in Houston. With total assets of $3¼ billion, Pan-Global was topped in Houston only by Shell, Tenneco, Conoco, Enron, Coastal, Texas Eastern, Transco and Pennzoil. But in one way it was different from all the others; it was still owned and controlled by its veteran founder. He had stockholders and board members, but he also retained the control and no one could trammel his power within his own corporation.

Twelve hours after Marshal Koslov had briefed his planning officer, and eight time-zones to the west of Moscow, Cyrus V. Miller stood at the ceiling-to-floor plate-glass window of his penthouse suite atop his own building and stared towards the west. Four miles away, through the haze of a late-November afternoon, the Transco tower stared back. Cyrus Miller stood a while longer, then walked back across the deep-pile carpet to his desk and buried himself again in the report that lay on it.

Forty years earlier, when he had begun to prosper, Miller had learned that information was power. To know what was going on and, even more important, what was going to happen gave a man more power than political office or even money. That was when he had initiated within his growing corporation a Research and Statistics Division, staffing it with the brightest and sharpest of the analysts coming out of his country’s universities. With the coming of the computer age he had stacked his R & S division with the ever-latest databanks, in which was stored a vast compendium of information about the oil and other industries, commercial needs, national economic performances, market trends, scientific advances and people – hundreds of thousands of people from every walk of life who might, by some conceivable chance, one day be useful to him.

The report before him came from Dixon, a young graduate of Texas State with a penetrating intellect, whom he had hired a decade earlier and who had grown with the company. For all that he paid him, Miller mused, the analyst was not seeking to reassure him with the document on his desk. But he appreciated that. He went back for the fifth time to Dixon’s conclusion.


The bottom line, sir, is that the free world is simply running out of oil. At the moment this remains unperceived by the broad mass of the American people, owing to successive governments’ determination to maintain the fiction that the present ‘cheap oil’ situation can continue in perpetuity.

The proof of the ‘running out’ claim lies in the table of global oil reserves enclosed earlier. Out of forty-one oil-producing nations today, only ten have known reserves beyond the thirty-year mark. Even this picture is optimistic. Those thirty years assume continued production at present levels. Fact is, consumption and therefore extraction is increasing anyway and, as the short-reserve producers run out first, the extraction from the remainder will increase to make up the shortfall. Twenty years would be a safer period to assume run-out in all but ten producing nations.

There is simply no way alternative energy sources can or will come to the rescue in time. For the next three decades it is going to be oil or economic death for the free world.

The American position is heading fast for the catastrophic. During the period when the controlling OPEC nations hiked the crude price from $2 a barrel to $40, the US government sensibly gave every incentive to the domestic oil industry to explore, discover, extract and refine the maximum possible from our domestic resources. Since the self-destruction of OPEC and the Saudi production-hike of 1985, Washington has simply bathed in artificially cheap oil from the Middle East, leaving the domestic industry to wither on the vine. This shortsightedness is going to produce a terrible harvest.

The American response to cheap oil has been increased demand, higher crude and product imports and shrinking domestic production, a total cutback in exploration, wholesale refinery closures and an unemployment slump worse than 1932. Even if America started now, with a crash program, massive investment and big-scale Federal incentives, it would take ten years to rebuild the human skill-pool, re-manufacture or mobilize the machinery and execute the work to bring our now-total reliance on the Middle East back to manageable proportions. So far there is no indication that Washington intends to encourage any such resurgence in national American oil production.

There are three reasons given for this – all wrong.

(a) American new oil would cost $20 a barrel to find, whereas Saudi/Kuwaiti oil costs 10 – 15 cents a barrel to produce and $16 a barrel for us to buy. It is assumed this will continue in perpetuity. It won’t.

(b) It is assumed the Arabs and especially the Saudis will go on buying astronomical quantities of US arms, technology, goods and services for their own social and defense infrastructure, and thus keep on recycling their petrodollars with us. They won’t. Their infrastructure is virtually complete, they cannot even think of anything else to spend the dollars on, and their recent (1986 and 1988) Tornado-fighter deals with Britain have pushed us into second place as arms suppliers.

(c) It is assumed the Mid-Eastern kingdoms and sultanates are good and loyal allies who would never turn on us and hike the prices back up again, and will Stay in power for ever. On the first, their blatant blackmail of America from 1973 thru 1985 shows where their hearts lie, and in an area as unstable as the Middle East any regime can fall from power before the end of the week.



Cyrus Miller glared at the paper. He did not like what he read but he knew it was true. As a domestic producer and refiner of crude oil he had suffered cruelly (as he saw it) in the previous four years, and no amount of lobbying in Washington by the American oil industry had persuaded Congress to grant oil leases on the Arctic National Wildlife Range in Alaska, the country’s most promising discovery prospect for new oil. He loathed Washington and all its works.

He glanced at his watch. Half-past four. He pressed a switch on his desk console and across the room a teak panel glided silently sideways to reveal a 26-inch colour television screen. He selected the CNN news channel and caught the headline story of the day.

Air Force One hung over the touchdown area at Andrews Air Force Base outside Washington, seeming suspended in the sky until its seeking wheels gently found the waiting tarmac and it was back on American soil. As it slowed and then turned its massive bulk off the runway and towards the mile-long taxi-track back towards the airport buildings, the image was replaced by the face of the gabbling newscaster relating again the story of the presidential speech just before his departure from Moscow twelve hours earlier.

As if to prove the newscaster’s narration, the CNN production team, with ten minutes to wait until the Boeing came to rest, rescreened the speech President Cormack had made in Russian, with English-language subtitles, the shots of the roaring and cheering airport workers and militiamen and the image of Mikhail Gorbachev embracing the American leader in an emotional bear-hug. Cyrus Miller’s fog-grey eyes did not blink, hiding even in the privacy of his room his hatred for the New England patrician who had unexpectedly stormed into the lead and the presidency twelve months earlier and was now moving further towards détente with Russia than even Reagan had dared to do. As President Cormack appeared in the doorway of Air Force One and the strains of ‘Hail to the Chief’ struck up, Miller contemptuously hit the ‘off’ button.

‘Commie-loving bastard,’ he growled, and returned to Dixon’s report.


In fact the twenty-year deadline for oil run-out by all but ten of the world’s forty-one producers is irrelevant. The price-hikes will start in ten years or less. A recent report out of Harvard University predicted a price in excess of $50 a barrel (that is, 1989 dollars) before 1999 as against $16 dollars a barrel today. The report was suppressed, but erred on the side of optimism. The prospect of the effect on the American public of such prices is nightmarish. What will the American do when told to pay $2 a gallon for gasoline? How will the farmer react when told he cannot feed his hogs or harvest his grain or even heat his house through the bitter northern winters? We are facing social revolution here.

Even if Washington authorized a massive revitalization of the US oil-producing effort, we still only have five years of reserves at existing consumption-levels. Europe is even worse; apart from tiny Norway (one of the ten with thirty-plus years of reserves, but based on very small offshore production), Europe has three years of reserves. The countries of the Pacific Basin rely entirely on imported oil and have huge hard-currency surpluses. Result? Mexico, Venezuela and Libya apart, we shall all be looking to the same source of supply: the six producers of the Middle East.

Iran, Iraq, Abu Dhabi and the Neutral Zone have oil, but two are bigger than the rest of the eight put together – Saudi Arabia and neighbouring Kuwait; and Saudi will be the key to OPEC. Today, with 1.3 billion barrels a year production, with over a hundred years (170 billion barrels) of reserves, Saudi will control the world’s oil price, and control America.

At foreseen oil-price rises America will, by 1995, have an import bill of $450 million a day – all payable to Saudi Arabia and her adjunct Kuwait. Which means the Middle East suppliers will probably own the very US industries whose needs they are supplying. America, despite her advancement, technology, living standards and military might, wilt be economically, financially, strategically and thus politically dependent on a population-small, backward, semi-nomadic, corrupt and capricious nation that she cannot control.



Cyrus Miller closed the report, leaned back and stared at the ceiling. If anyone had had the crass nerve to tell him to his face that he stemmed from the ultra-Right in American political thought, he would have denied it with vehemence. Though a traditional Republican voter, he had never taken much interest in politics except inasmuch as it affected the oil industry. His political party, so far as he was concerned, was patriotism. Miller loved his adopted state of Texas and his country of birth with an intensity that sometimes seemed to choke him.

What he failed to realize at seventy-seven was that it was an America much of his own devising, a White Anglo-Saxon Protestant America of traditional values and raw chauvinism. Not, he assured the Almighty during his several-times-daily prayers, that he had anything against Jews, Catholics, Hispanics or the nigra – did he not employ eight Spanish-speaking maids at his mansion ranch in the Hill Country outside Austin, not to mention several black folk in the gardens? – so long as they knew and kept their place.

He stared at the ceiling and tried to think of a name. The name of a man he had met about two years back at an oil convention in Dallas, a man who told him he lived and worked in Saudi Arabia. They had only had a short time in conversation, but the man had impressed him. He could see him in his mind’s eye; at just under six feet, a mite shorter than Miller, compact, taut like a coiled spring, quiet, watchful, thoughtful, a man with enormous experience of the Middle East. He walked with a limp, leaning on a silver-topped cane, and he had something to do with computers. The more he thought, the more Miller remembered. They had discussed computers, the merits of his Honeywells, and the man had favoured the IBM product. After several minutes Miller called his Research staff and dictated his recollections.

‘Find out who he is,’ he commanded.

* * *

It was already dark on the southern coast of Spain, the coast they call the Costa del Sol. Although well out of the tourist season, the whole coast from Malaga the hundred miles to Gibraltar was lit by a glittering chain of lights that from the mountains behind the coast would have looked like a fiery snake twisting and turning its way through Torremolinos, Mijas, Fuengirola, Marbella, Estepona, Puerto Duquesa and on to La Linea and the Rock. Headlights from cars and lorries constantly flickered on the Malaga-Cadiz highway running along the flatland between the hills and the beaches.

In the mountains behind the coast near the western end, between Estepona and Puerto Duquesa, lies the wine-growing district of south Andalusia, producing not the sherries of Jerez to the west but a rich, strong red wine. The centre of this area is the small town of Manilva, just five miles inland from the coast but already with a panoramic view of the sea to the south. Manilva is surrounded by a cluster of small villages, almost hamlets, where those live who till the slopes and tend the vines.

In one of them, Alcantara del Rio, the men were coming home from the fields, tired and aching after a long day’s work. The grape harvest was long home, but the vines needed to be pruned and set back before the coming winter and it was hard work on the back and the shoulders. So before going to their scattered homes most of the men stopped by the village’s single cantina for a glass and a chance to chat.

Alcantara del Rio boasted little but peace and quiet. It had a small white-painted church presided over by an old priest as decrepit as his incumbency, serving out his time saying mass for the women and children while regretting the male members of his flock on a Sunday morning preferred the bar. The children went to school in Manilva. Apart from four dozen whitewashed cottages, there was just the Bar Antonio, now thronged with vineyard workers. Some worked for co-operatives based miles away; others owned their plots, worked hard and made a modest living depending on the crop and the price offered by the buyers in the cities.

The tall man came in last, nodded a greeting to the others and took his habitual chair in the corner. He was taller by several inches than the others, rangy, in his mid-forties, with a craggy face and humorous eyes. Some of the peasants called him ‘señor’ but Antonio, as he bustled over with a carafe of wine and a glass, was more familiar.

‘Muy buenos, amigo. ¿Va bien?’

‘Ola, Tonio,’ said the big man easily. ‘Si, va bien.’

He turned as a burst of music came from the television set mounted above the bar. It was the evening news on TVE, and the men fell silent to catch the day’s headlines. The newscaster came first, describing briefly the departure from Moscow of President Cormack de los Estados Unidos. The image switched to Vnukovo, and the President moved in front of the microphone and began to speak. The Spanish television had no subtitles, but a voice-over translation into Spanish instead. The men in the bar listened intently. As John Cormack finished and held out his hand to Gorbachev, the camera (it was the BBC crew, covering for all the European stations) panned over the cheering airport workers, then the Militiamen, then the KGB troops. The Spanish newscaster came back on the screen. Antonio turned to the tall man.

‘Es un buen hombre, Señor Cormack,’ he said, smiling broadly, and clapped the tall man on the back in congratulation as if his customer had some part-ownership of the man from the White House.

‘Si,’ nodded the tall man thoughtfully. ‘Es un buen hombre.’

Cyrus V. Miller had not been born to his present riches. He had come from poor farming stock in Colorado and as a boy had seen his father’s smallholding bought out by a mining company and devastated by their machinery. Resolving that if one could not beat them one ought to join them, the youth had worked his way through the Colorado School of Mining in Denver, emerging in 1933 with a degree and the clothes he wore. During his studies he had become fascinated by oil more than by rocks and headed south for Texas. These were still the days of the wildcatters, when leases were unfettered by planning consents and ecological worries.

In 1936 he had spotted a cheap lease relinquished by Texaco, and calculated they had been digging in the wrong place. He persuaded a ‘tool-pusher’ with his own rig to join him, and sweet-talked a bank into taking the ‘farm-in’ rights against a loan. The oilfield supply-house took more rights for the rest of the equipment he needed, and three months later the well came in – big. He bought out the tool-pusher, leased his own rigs and acquired other leases. With the outbreak of war in 1941 they all went on stream with maximum production and he was rich. But he wanted more, and just as he had seen the coming war in 1939 he spotted something in 1944 that aroused his interest. A Britisher called Frank Whittle had invented an aero-engine with no propeller and potentially enormous power. He wondered what fuel it used.

In 1945 he discovered Boeing/Lockheed had acquired the rights to Whittle’s jet engine, and its fuel was not high-octane gasoline at all, but a low-grade kerosene. Sinking most of his funds into a down-market low-technology refinery in California, he approached Boeing/Lockheed, who coincidentally were becoming tired of the condescending arrogance of the major oil companies in their quest for the new fuel. Miller offered them his asset, and together they developed the new Aviation Turbine Fuel – AVTUR. Miller’s low-tech refinery was just the asset to produce AVTUR, and as the first samples came off the production line the Korean War started. With the Sabre jet fighters taking on the Chinese Migs, the jet age had arrived. Pan-Global went into orbit and Miller returned to Texas.

He also married. Maybelle was tiny compared with her husband, but it was she who ruled his home and him through thirty years of marriage, and he doted on her. There were no children – she deemed she was too small and delicate to bear children – and he accepted this, happy to grant her any wish she could devise. When she died in 1980 he was totally inconsolable. Then he discovered God. He did not take to organized religion, just to God. He began to talk to the Almighty and discovered that the Lord talked back to him, advising him personally on how best he might increase his wealth and serve Texas and the United States. It probably escaped his attention that the divine advice was always what he wished to hear, and that the Creator happily shared all his own chauvinism, prejudices and bigotries. He continued as always to avoid the cartoonist’s stereotype of the Texan, preferring to remain a non-smoker, modest drinker, chaste, conservative in dress and speech, eternally courteous and one who abominated foul language.

His intercom buzzed softly.

‘The man whose name you wanted, Mr Miller? When you met him he worked for IBM in Saudi Arabia. IBM confirms it must be the same man. He quit them and is now a freelance consultant. His name is Easterhouse – Colonel Robert Easterhouse.’

‘Locate him,’ said Miller. ‘Send for him. No matter what it costs. Bring him to me.’




CHAPTER TWO

November 1990

Marshal Koslov sat impassively behind his desk and studied the four men who flanked the stem of the T-shaped conference-table. All four were reading the Top Secret folders in front of them; all four were men he knew he could trust, had to trust – for his career and maybe more was on the line.

To his immediate left was the Deputy Chief of Staff (South), who worked with him here in Moscow but had overall charge of the southern quarter of the Soviet Union with its teeming Muslim republics and its border with Romania, Turkey, Iran and Afghanistan. Beyond him was the chief of Southern High Command at Baku, who had flown to Moscow believing he was coming for routine staff conferences. But there was nothing routine about this one. Before coming to Moscow seven years earlier as First Deputy, Koslov himself had commanded at Baku, and the man who now sat reading Plan Suvorov owed his promotion to Koslov’s influence.

Across from these two sat the other pair, also engrossed. Nearest to the Marshal was a man whose loyalty and involvement would be paramount if Suvorov were ever to succeed – the Deputy Head of the GRU, the Soviet armed forces’ intelligence branch. Constantly at loggerheads with its bigger rival, the KGB, the GRU was responsible for all military intelligence at home and abroad, counter intelligence, and internal security within the armed forces. More important for Plan Suvorov, the GRU controlled the Special Forces, the Spetsnaz, whose involvement at the start of Suvorov – if it ever went ahead – would be crucial. It was the Spetsnaz who, in the winter of 1979, had flown into Kabul airport, stormed the presidential palace, assassinated the Afghan president and installed the Soviet puppet Babrak Kamal, who had promptly issued a back dated appeal to Soviet forces to enter the country and quell the ‘disturbances’.

Koslov had chosen the Deputy because the Head of the GRU was an old KGB man foisted on the General Staff, and no one had any doubt that he constantly scuttled back to his pals in the KGB with any titbit he could gather to the detriment of the High Command. The GRU man had motored across Moscow from the GRU building just north of the Central Airfield.

Beyond the GRU man sat another who had come from his headquarters in the northern suburbs and whose men would be vital for Suvorov: the Deputy Commander of the Vozdushna-Desantnye Voiska or Air Assault Force, the paratroopers of the VDV who would have to drop on to a dozen cities named in Suvorov and secure them for the following air-bridge.

There was no need at this point to bring in the Air Defence of the Homeland, the Voiska PVO, since the Soviet Union was not about to be invaded; nor the Strategic Rockets Forces, since rockets would not be necessary. As for Motor/Rifles, Artillery and Armour, the Southern High Command had enough for the job.

The GRU man finished the file and looked up. He seemed about to speak, but the Marshal raised a hand and they both sat silent until the other three had finished. The session had started three hours earlier when all four had read a shortened version of Kaminsky’s original oil report. The grimness with which they had noted its conclusions and forecasts was underwritten by the fact that in the intervening twelve months several of those forecasts had come true.

There were already cutbacks in oil allocations; some manoeuvres had had to be ‘rescheduled’ (cancelled) through lack of petrol. The promised nuclear power plants had not reopened, the Siberian fields were still producing little more than usual and the Arctic exploration was still a shambles for lack of technology, skilled manpower and funds. Glasnost and perestroika and press conferences and exhortations from the Politburo were all very well, but making Russia efficient was going to take a lot more than that.

After a brief discussion of the oil report, Koslov had handed out four files, one to each, the Plan Suvorov, prepared over nine months from the previous November by Major-General Zemskov, The Marshal had sat on Suvorov for a further three months, until he estimated the situation south of their borders had reached a point likely to make his subordinate officers more susceptible to the boldness of the Plan. Now they had finished and looked up expectantly. None wanted to be the first to speak.

‘All right,’ said Marshal Koslov carefully. ‘Comments?’

‘Well,’ ventured the Deputy Chief of Staff, ‘it would certainly give us a source of crude oil sufficient to bring us well into the first half of the next century.’

‘That is the endgame,’ said Koslov. ‘What about feasibility?’ He glanced at the man from Southern High Command.

‘The invasion and the Conquest – no problem,’ said the four-star general from Baku. ‘The plan is brilliant from that point of view. Initial resistance could be crushed easily enough. How we’d rule the bastards after that …. They’re crazies of course …. We’d have to use extremely harsh measures.’

‘That could be arranged,’ said Koslov smoothly.

‘We’d have to use ethnic Russian troops,’ said the paratrooper. ‘We use them anyway, with Ukrainians. I think we all know we couldn’t trust our divisions from the Muslim republics to do the job.’

There was a growl of assent. The GRU man looked up.

‘I sometimes wonder if we can any longer use the Muslim divisions for anything. Which is another reason I like Plan Suvorov. It would enable us to stop the seeping spread of Islamic fundamentalism into our southern republics. Wipe out the source. My people in the south report that in the event of war we should probably not rely on our Muslim divisions to fight at all.’

The general from Baku did not even dispute it.

‘Bloody wogs,’ he growled. ‘They’re getting worse all the time. Instead of defending the south I’m spending half my time quelling religious riots in Tashkent, Samarkand and Ashkhabad. I’d love to hit the bloody Party of Allah right at home.’

‘So’, summed up Marshal Koslov, ‘we have three pluses. It’s feasible because of the long and exposed border and the chaos down there, it would get us our oil for half a century, and we could shaft the fundamentalist preachers once for all. Anything against …?’

‘What about Western reaction?’ asked the paratrooper general. ‘The Americans could trigger World War Three over this.’

‘I don’t think so,’ countered the GRU man, who had more experience of the West than any of them, having studied it for years. ‘American politicians are deeply subject to public opinion, and for most Americans today anything that happens to the Iranians can’t be bad enough. That’s how the broad masses of America see things.’

All four men knew the recent history of Iran well enough. After the death of the Ayatollah Khomeini, the succession had passed, after an interregnum of bitter political in-fighting in Tehran, to the blood-stained Islamic judge Khalkhali – last seen gloating over American bodies recovered from the desert after the abortive attempt to rescue the hostages of the American embassy.

Khalkhali had sought to protect his fragile ascendancy by instigating another reign of terror inside Iran, using the dreaded Gasht-e-Sarallah (‘the Patrols of Blood’).

Finally, as the most violent of these Revolutionary Guards threatened to go out of his control, he exported them abroad to conduct a series of terror atrocities against American citizens and assets across the Middle East and Europe, a campaign that had Occupied most of the previous six months.

By the time the five Soviet soldiers met to consider the invasion and occupation of Iran, Khalkhali was hated by the population of Iran, who had finally had enough of Holy Terror, and by the West.

‘I think,’ resumed the GRU man, ‘that if we hanged Khalkhali the American public would donate the rope. Washington might be outraged if we went in, but the Congressmen and Senators would hear the word from back home and advise the President to back off. And don’t forget we’re supposed to be buddy-buddies with the Yankees these days.’

There was a rumble of amusement from around the table, in which Koslov joined.

‘So where’s the opposition going to come from?’ he asked.

‘I believe,’ said the general of the GRU, ‘that it wouldn’t come from Washington, if we presented America with a fait accompli. But I think it will come from Novaya Ploshchad; the man from Stavropol will turn it down flat.’

(Novaya Ploshchad, or New Square, is the Moscow home of the Central Committee building, and the mention of Stavropol was a not-too-flattering reference to the General Secretary, Mikhail Gorbachev, who came from there.)

The five soldiers nodded gloomily. The GRU man pressed his point.

‘We all know that for twelve months, since that damned Cormack became the great Russian pop star at Vnukovo, teams from both Defence Ministries have been working out details for a big arms cut-back treaty. Gorbachev flies to America in two weeks to try to clinch it, so he can liberate enough resources to develop our domestic oil industry. So long as he believes he can get our oil by that route, why should he shaft his beloved treaty with Cormack by giving us the green light to invade Iran?’

‘And, if he gets his treaty, will the Central Committee ratify it?’ asked the general from Baku.

‘He owns the Central Committee now,’ growled Koslov. ‘These last two years almost all the opposition has been pruned away.’

It was on that pessimistic but resigned note that the conference ended. The copies of Plan Suvorov were collected and locked in the Marshal’s safe; the generals returned to their postings, prepared to stay silent, to watch and to wait.

Two weeks later Cyrus Miller also found himself in conference, although with a single man, a friend and colleague of many years. He and Melville Scanlon went back to the Korean War when the young Scanlon was a feisty entrepreneur out of Galveston with his meagre assets sunk in a few small tankers. (All tankers were small in those days anyway.)

Miller had a contract to supply and deliver his new jet fuel to the United States Air Force – delivery to be effected to the quayside in Japan where the navy tankers would take it over and run it up to beleaguered South Korea. He gave Scanlon the contract, and the man had done wonders, running his rust-buckets round through the Panama Canal, picking up the AVTUR in California and shipping it across the Pacific. By using the same ships to bring in crude and feedstock from Texas before changing cargoes and heading for Japan, Scanlon had kept his ships in freight all the way and Miller had got ample feedstock to convert into AVTUR. Three tanker crews had gone down in the Pacific, but no questions were asked, and both men had made a great deal of money before Miller was eventually obliged to license his knowhow to the ‘majors’.

Scanlon had gone on to become a bulk petroleum commodity broker and shipper, buying and transporting consignments of crude all over the world, mainly out of the Persian Gulf to America. After 1981, Scanlon had taken a pasting when the Saudis insisted that all their cargoes out of the Gulf should be carried in ‘Arab flag’ ships, a policy they were really only able to enforce in the movement of participation crude, that is, that part which belonged to the producing country rather than to the producing oil company.

But it had been precisely the participation crude that Scanlon had been carrying for the Saudis across to America, and he had been squeezed out, being forced to sell or lease his tankers to the Saudis and Kuwaitis at unattractive prices. He had survived, but he had no love for Saudi Arabia. Still, he had some tankers left which plied the route from the Gulf to the United States, mainly Carrying Aramco crude, which managed to escape the ‘Arab flag only’ demand.

Miller was standing at his favoured picture-window staring down at the sprawl of Houston beneath him. It gave him a god-like feeling to be so high above the rest of humanity. On the other side of the room Scanlon leaned back in his leather club-chair and tapped the Dixon oil report which he had just finished. Like Miller he knew that Gulf crude had just hit $20 a barrel.

‘I agree with you, old friend. There is no way the US of A should ever become So totally dependent for its very life on these bastards. What the hell does Washington think it’s up to? They blind up there?’

‘There’ll be no help from Washington, Mel,’ said Miller calmly. ‘You want to change things in this life, you better do it yourself. Surely we have learned that the hard way?’

Mel Scanlon produced a handkerchief and mopped his brow. Despite the air-conditioning in the office, he always had a tendency to sweat. Unlike Miller he favoured the traditional Texan rig – Stetson hats, bootlace ties, Navajo tie-clips and belt-buckles, and lift-heel boots. The pity was he hardly had the figure of a frontiersman, being short and portly; but behind his good-ol’-boy image he concealed an astute brain.

‘Don’t see how you can change the location of these vast reserves,’ he huffed. ‘The Hasa oilfields are in Saudi Arabia, and that’s a fact.’

‘No, not their geographic location. But the political control of them,’ said Miller, ‘and thence the ability to dictate the price of Saudi and therefore world oil.’

‘Political control? You mean to another bunch of Ayrabs?’

‘No, to us,’ said Miller. ‘To the United States of America. If our country is to survive, we have to control the price of world oil, pegging it at a price we can afford, and that means controlling the government in Riyadh. This nightmare of being at the beck and call of a bunch of goatherds has gone on long enough. It must be changed, and Washington won’t do it. But this might.’

He picked up a sheaf of papers from his desk, neatly bound between stiff paper covers that bore no legend. Scanlon’s face puckered.

‘Not another report, Cy,’ he protested.

‘Read it,’ urged Miller. ‘Improve your mind.’

Scanlon sighed and flicked open the file. The first title-page read simply:


THE DESTRUCTION AND FALL OF THE HOUSE OF SA’OUD

‘Holy shit,’ said Scanlon

‘No,’ said Miller calmly. ‘Holy Terror. Read on.’

ISLAM. The religion of Islam (meaning ‘submission’ – to the will of God) was established through the teachings of the Prophet Muhammad around AD 622 and today encompasses between 800 million and 1,000 million people. Unlike Christianity it has no consecrated priests; its religious leaders are laymen respected for their moral or intellectual qualities. The doctrines of Muhammad are laid down in the Koran.

SECTS. Ninety percent of Muslims are of the Sunni (orthodox) branch. The most important minority is the Shia (partisan) sect. The crucial difference is that the Sunnis follow the recorded statements of the Prophet known as the Hadiths (traditions) while the Shi’ites follow and accord divine infallibility to who ever is their current leader (Imam). The strongholds of Shi’ism are Iran (100 percent) and Iraq (55 percent). Six percent of Saudi Arabians are Shi’ites, a persecuted, hate-filled minority whose leader is in hiding, and who work mainly around the Hasa oil fields.

FUNDAMENTALISM. While Sunni fundamentalists do exist, the true home of fundamentalism is within the Shia sect. This sect-within-a-sect predicates absolute adherence to the Koran as interpreted by the late Ayatollah Khomeini, who has not been replaced.

HEZB ALLAH. Within Iran the true and ultimate fundamentalist creed is contained within the army of fanatics who style themselves the ‘Party of God’ or Hezb Allah. Elsewhere fundamentalists operate under different names, but for the purposes of this paper Hezb Allah will do.

AIMS AND CREEDS. The basic philosophy is that all of Islam should be brought back to, and eventually all the world brought to, the submission to the will of Allah interpreted by and demanded by Khomeini. On that road there are a number of prerequisites, three of which are of interest: all existing Muslim governments are illegitimate because they are not founded on unconditional submission to Allah, i.e., Khomeini; any coexistence between Hezb Allah and a secular Muslim government is inconceivable; it is the divine duty of Hezb Allah to punish with death all wrongdoers against Islam throughout the world, but especially heretics within Islam.

METHODS. The Hezh Allah has long decreed that in accomplishing this last aim there shall be no mercy, no compassion, no pity, no restraint and no flinching – even to the point of self-martyrdom, They call this Holy Terror.

PROPOSAL. To inspire, rally, activate, organize and assist the Shia zealots to massacre the 600 leading and controlling members of the House of Sa’oud, thus destroying the dynasty and with it the government in Riyadh, which would then be replaced by a princeling prepared to accept an ongoing American military occupation of the Hasa fields and peg the price of crude at a level ‘suggested’ by the USA.



‘Who the hell wrote this?’ asked Scanlon as he put down the report, of which he had only read the first half.

‘A man I’ve been using as a consultant these past twelve months,’ said Miller. ‘Do you want to meet him?’

‘He’s here?’

‘Outside. He arrived ten minutes ago.’

‘Sure,’ said Scanlon, ‘let’s take a look at this maniac.’

‘In a moment,’ said Miller.

The Cormack family, long before Professor John Cormack left academe to enter politics as a Congressman for the state of Connecticut, had always had a summer vacation home on the island of Nantucket. He had come there first as a young teacher with his new bride thirty years earlier, before Nantucket became fashionable like Martha’s Vineyard and Cape Cod, and had been entranced by the clean-air simplicity of life there.

Lying due east of Martha’s Vineyard, off the Massachusetts coast, Nantucket then had its traditional fishing village, its Indian burial-ground, its bracing winds and golden beaches, a few vacation homes and not much else. Land was available, and the young couple had scrimped and saved to purchase a four-acre plot at Shawkemo, along the strand from Children’s Beach and on the edge of the near-landlocked lagoon called simply the Harbour. There John Cormack had built his frame house, clad all round in feather-edge planking, with wooden shingles on the roof and rough-hewn timber furniture, fur rugs and patchwork quilts inside.

Later there was more money, and improvements were made, and some extensions. When he came to the White House twenty months earlier and said he wished to summer-vacation at Nantucket a minor hurricane descended on the old home. Experts arrived from Washington, looked in horror at the lack of accommodation, the lack of security, of communications …. They came back and said yes, Mr President, that would be fine; they would just have to build quarters for a hundred Secret Service men, fix a helicopter pad, several bungalows for visitors, stenographers and household staff–there was no way Myra Cormack could continue to make the beds herself – oh, and maybe a satellite dish or two for the communications people …. President Cormack had called the whole thing off.

Then, that November, he had taken a gamble with the man from Moscow, inviting Mikhail Gorbachev up to Nantucket for a long weekend. And the Russian had loved it.

His KGB heavies had been as distraught as the Secret Service men, but both leaders had just told them to get on with it. The two men, wrapped up against the knifing wind off Nantucket Sound (the Russian had brought a sable-fur shapka for the American), took long walks along the beaches while KGB and Secret Service men plodded after them, others hid in the sere grass and muttered into communicators, a helicopter clawed its way through the winds above them and a coastguard cutter pitched and plunged offshore.

No one tried to kill anybody. The two men strolled into Nantucket town unannounced, and the fishermen at Straight Wharf showed them their fresh-caught lobsters and scallops. Gorbachev admired the catch, and twinkled and beamed, and then they took a beer together at a quayside bar and walked back to Shawkemo, looking side by side like a bulldog and a stork.

At night, after broiled lobsters in the frame house, the defence experts from each side joined them and the interpreters, and they worked out the last points of principle and drafted their communiqué.

On Tuesday the press was allowed in; there had always been a token force ‘pooling’ pictures and words – for, after all, this was America – but on Tuesday the massed battalions arrived. At
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