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I

Danzer didn’t look like a spy.

He was too sleek, too assured, too obtrusive.

But who does look like a spy? Anderson pondered as he sat shivering in the back of the battered yellow taxi, on loan from the New York Police Department, waiting for the Swiss financier to emerge from La Guardia Airport.

There was no future in looking like a bank robber if your profession was robbing banks!

For three days Anderson had kept Danzer under surveillance at the Bilderberg conference at Woodstock, Vermont, attended by more than eighty of the richest and most powerful men in the Western world.

Earlier that April morning in 1971, Bilderberg had broken up. Heads of state, politicians, bankers, industrialists, were now dispersing, confident that their deliberations had been secret.

Overconfident.

If Anderson’s calculations were correct, the conference had been attended by three spies. Certainly two – himself and the Englishman, George Prentice, one-time Professor of Economics at Oxford University.

Anderson was ninety per cent certain about Danzer. Well, eighty-five …. The Russians had been trying for seventeen years to penetrate Bilderberg. He had two reasons for believing that with Karl Danzer they had succeeded. Firstly, he was a new recruit to Bilderberg; and secondly, he was the only guest whose credentials didn’t quite pass intensive scrutiny.

Nothing specific, Anderson admitted, as the wind sweeping across the East River spattered sleet against the windshield of the taxi. Just a gap here, an inconsistency there.

Nothing that he could prove to his employers in their headquarters eight miles from downtown Washington D.C., where hunches were regarded with cynicism.

It was to convert a hunch into fact that Anderson had flown on ahead from Boston’s Logan airport to follow Danzer when he landed at La Guardia.

It’s got to be him, Anderson insisted to himself. Got to be, as the eighty-five per cent certainty wavered and fell five points.

‘Are you a hundred per cent sure he’s flying to La Guardia?’ the man sitting beside him asked.

Anderson who was sick of percentages said: ‘Sure I’m sure.’

‘Then he ought to be here by now.’

Anderson grunted. It always surprised and annoyed him when Miller broke into his thoughts. You forgot that Miller with his thin, greying hair, inconspicuous clothes and gum-chewing jaws was there. That was Miller’s strength.

Miller slipped a wafer of gum into his mouth without interrupting the rhythm of his jaws. In front of them, on the other side of a grimy transparent screen, sat the driver, bearded and wild-haired, staring into the sleet.

At regular intervals jets materialised from the cloud, as though suspended from somewhere above the low, grey ceiling; they seemed to hover for a moment, big and vulnerable, before disappearing onto the runway.

Anderson glanced at his wrist-watch. Miller was right: Danzer should have arrived by now. He assumed that the executive jet had been delayed by the weather. Whoever heard of a plane that was not delayed by some unexpected phenomenon?

‘Maybe he’s meeting someone inside,’ Miller said, nodding towards the arrival lounge. ‘Maybe he won’t be taking a cab,’ shifting the wad of gum from one side of his mouth to the other.

Anderson shook his head irritably. ‘He told me he was going to take a cab.’

‘Maybe he changed his mind. Maybe ….’ Miller said hesitantly – he was a nervous man and his nerves prodded him into making tactless remarks – ‘maybe you blew it’

‘How the hell would you know?’

‘Well, you are kind of conspicuous.’

‘I’m not the only black at La Guardia ….’

‘I didn’t mean that. But, you know, supposing he recognises you ….’

‘In this?’ Anderson gestured at the sleet; nevertheless he raised the collar of his raincoat so that it touched his tan, snap-brimmed hat, and slid lower in the seat.

‘I just hope you’re right,’ Miller said.

‘I am!’ Anderson leaned forward, rapped on the partition and pointed at the darkly handsome young man who had just joined the line-up for cabs. The driver, who already knew Danzer’s description, nodded his shaggy head.

Although it was 9.35 in the morning, Danzer stood blinking in the daylight as though he had just walked out of the night into a brightly-lit stadium. He was not alone in his reactions: all the other passengers waiting for cabs looked cowered by their meeting with the sleet, which was extinguishing springtime in New York.

‘Take a good look,’ Anderson said to Miller.

‘Don’t worry, I already got him.’

Anderson believed him: Miller’s eyes were camera lenses. And they had certainly photographed every detail of Danzer’s appearance. His wavy black hair, a little too long but not trendily so, the slim athlete’s frame, the cleft chin elevating what would otherwise have been ordinary good looks.

He wore a camel-hair coat slung casually over his shoulders, and beneath it the navy-blue mohair suit that he had worn at the conference. (In Anderson’s experience Russians who had managed to escape the attentions of Muscovite tailors favoured blue mohair.)

He carried a suitcase made of soft black leather, bearing in gold the initials KWD. The W, Anderson knew, stood for Werner. His black, buckled shoes were custom-made from crocodile skin. The only incongruous item was the shabby brown briefcase he carried in his left hand. Anderson noted that, although he pushed the suitcase along the ground with his foot as he neared the front of the line-up, he kept a tight hold on the briefcase.

Anderson said to Miller: ‘Don’t let that briefcase out of your sight.’

The driver of the police taxi, capable of speeds approaching 100 mph, started the engine as Danzer climbed into an equally battered cab, with an equally hirsute driver at the wheel.

The sleet continued to pour down as the two cabs, fifty yards between them, joined the expressway. Cabs and cars rode to Manhattan on wings of slush; they reminded Anderson of power-boats racing on a river, except that here on Long Island the race never ended.

The driver of Danzer’s cab was in a hurry, weaving in between the other vehicles whose drivers were too disgusted with the weather to brandish their fists or sound their horns. But, whatever Grand Prix ploys he pulled, Anderson’s driver kept behind him, theatrically nonchalant with one hand on the wheel, the other adjusting the wave-band on the portable radio stuck together with Scotch tape.

‘He’s too cool,’ Miller said. ‘He’ll lose him.’

‘It’ll be the first time,’ Anderson said.

Anderson knew that as soon as Miller took up the chase his nerves would stop jangling and he would be as cool as the driver.

Framed in the rear window of the cab Anderson could just make out the outline of Danzer’s head. He wondered what was going on in it. He hoped that it was filled with elation at his success in rubbing shoulders with the clique that unofficially moulded the lives of millions of men and women, most of whom had never heard of Bilderberg. He hoped that Danzer was anticipating promotion that had nothing to do with his outward trappings of success; elevation, that was, within the ranks of Soviet Intelligence. He also hoped that he was concentrating on the location where the drop was to be made.

But perhaps, Anderson brooded as the two vehicles crossed Triborough Bridge, he was merely deciding where to have lunch; anticipating, perhaps, a liaison with a beautiful girl. One aspect of Danzer’s character had been incontrovertibly established: he liked women; what’s more they liked him.

Danzer’s cab merged with the traffic pounding along the Franklin D. Roosevelt Drive. To his right Anderson caught glimpses of the dull-eyed buildings of Harlem, marvelling as he always did at the circumstances that had lifted him from a leaning tenement there to a small but luxurious apartment on the East Side.

Danzer’s cab took an exit to the right and burrowed into mid-town Manhattan. Here the sleet fell erratically, blown by the winds exploring the canyons between the high-rise blocks, and the streets were wet and clean while the slush piled up in the gutters.

‘What if he makes a meet?’ Miller asked, jaws quickening. ‘Who do I follow?’

‘Follow the briefcase,’ Anderson said.

‘You’re the boss.’

On East 42nd Street Danzer’s cab slowed down. Anderson could see Danzer’s head craned to one side as though he were looking for something – or someone.

‘Okay, any minute now,’ Anderson said. Unnecessarily, because Miller was hunched against the door, fingers on the handle. Miller’s nervousness was infectious; Anderson found that his fists were bunched so tightly that his knuckles gleamed white. ‘Don’t jump, just pay the driver and get out. Take your time.’

‘Okay, okay.’

Danzer’s cab stopped at an intersection while pedestrians, heads bowed into the unseasonal and treacherous cold, flooded across the avenue.

Then it took off again, hugging the kerb. They passed the New York Daily News building with the huge globe of the world in the window. Danzer’s driver was looking behind him, gesticulating with one hand. Anderson imagined what he was saying – ‘Why don’t you get out and walk? Time’s money, buddy ….’ Odd how your mind chanced on any trivia when you were tensed up. He noticed a gaunt man wearing only check shirt and jeans despite the cold, a poodle trailing a lead and sniffing ankles ….

Danzer’s taxi stopped.

‘You know where to find me?’ Anderson asked, and Miller said: ‘Sure I know, you told me a dozen times already.’

Danzer was standing on the sidewalk looking around him as his cab departed at speed. He took a notebook from the pocket of his coat, consulted it and peered down the street in the direction of the East River and the United Nations. His suitcase was between his legs but he still held onto the shabby briefcase.

Miller climbed out of the cab onto the sidewalk, timing it well because at that moment Danzer turned and began to walk swiftly in the opposite direction like a man who has suddenly made a decision.

Miller spat out his gum and began to follow.

Anderson rapped on the partition again and the taxi began to edge along the kerb. It was easy enough to keep Danzer in sight: it was Miller the chameleon who kept disappearing.

Once or twice Danzer glanced behind him, saw nothing suspicious and hurried on. Then he disappeared.

Anderson blinked and searched for Miller. There he was, entering a hotel in between First and Second Avenues. Anderson knew it vaguely: it had an English-style pub at the back.

The driver stopped.

Thirty seconds later Danzer emerged without his briefcase. He turned sharply and began to walk towards the taxi. Anderson slid down low in the seat, face averted from the sidewalk.

Danzer hurried past, almost running, like a man escaping from a crime.

The driver turned and looked at Anderson questioningly. Anderson shook his head. There was no point: the briefcase had just emerged from the hotel – in the hands of a balding man wearing a cheap grey topcoat, wide-bottomed trousers and crepe-soled brown shoes.

Anderson kept his eyes on the briefcase as it swung down the street. Miller emerged from the hotel, glanced briefly in Anderson’s direction, nodded almost imperceptibly and began to follow the newcomer.

A Russian? Anderson placed the tips of his fingers together in a prayer-like gesture. Then he lost sight of Miller and his quarry. The next time he saw them they were crossing the bridge spanning 42nd Street.

This time the driver slid open the partition. ‘What do you want me to do, Mr Anderson?’ His voice was soft and cultured, a contradiction of his appearance.

‘Take me home,’ Anderson said.

All he could do now was wait.

* * *

The apartment was furnished with impeccable taste.

But was his taste just a little too studied? Anderson wondered in those transient moments of self-doubt that assailed him from time to time.

Olive green, wall-to-wall carpet covered the floor of the living room; the white-leather Chesterfield and easy chairs were low-slung – a little too low for Anderson’s long legs; the television peered from fitted bookshelves; abstracts – some bought in Greenwich Village and some painted by a long-ago girl-friend – hung on the walls; in one corner, approached by a zebra-skin lying on the olive-green carpet, stood a small jungle of poinsettias, rubber plants and ferns. The bedroom was all white, the bathroom blue-tiled with a sunken bath, the kitchen shone with stainless steel fittings.

The rent was more than he could reasonably afford and, during those fleeting moments of uncertainty, Anderson wondered whether it was all worth it because, in the eyes of some of his guests, he could discern the patronising appraisal of those who had inherited rather than learned impeccable taste.

To hell with them, Anderson thought, as he took off his raincoat and tossed his hat onto a glass-topped table. But now, as he waited for the telephone to ring, the self-doubt was persistent. It even extended to his clothes – brown Gucci shoes, immaculate fawn suit with vest, across which was looped a gold chain linking a gold watch with a gold cigar-cutter tucked in the pockets. A black dude! The sort of gear affected by a prize-fighter who had punched his way out of Harlem.

Anderson consulted the gold watch, 11 a.m. It would be at least half an hour before Miller called. Anderson decided to take a hot shower to force the cold from his bones – and the questions from his mind.

The water sluiced down over his ebony frame, machine-gunned his powerful shoulders. He turned the handle another degree so that the water ran hotter and steam enveloped him. Ah … the doubts dispersed. The man with the briefcase was a Russian; any minute now Miller would call and confirm his suspicions; confirm the decision of the hierarchy of the CIA – decision taken after considerable debate – to give Owen Anderson one of the key jobs assigned by the Company. Bilderberg.

The telephone shrilled in the living-room.

Anderson stepped out of the bath and padded swiftly across the carpet, shedding droplets of water as he went.

‘Hallo, is that you, Owen?’

‘Sure it’s me.’ The anticipation subsided as he heard the girl’s voice; adrenalin stopped flowing in his veins.

‘Are you free tonight?’

Standing naked and dripping, Anderson shook his head at the cream receiver in his hand. ‘’Fraid not, honey.’ She was a black model, tall, fine-boned and small-breasted.

A sigh at the other end of the line. ‘Are you going cold on me, Owen?’

‘I’ve got work to do, honey.’ She knew he was some kind of policeman; probably thought that, with his life style, he was a corrupt one. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘Yeah, I’ll bet. There’s a party in the Village ….’

‘Some other time,’ Anderson said. Maybe Miller was trying to reach him now.

‘What sort of work, Owen?’

‘The usual sort.’

‘I won’t be going to that party alone.’

‘Have a ball,’ Anderson said. ‘I’ll call you.’ He replaced the receiver in its cradle.

He put on a white towelling robe and stood at the window watching the sleet pass by on its way to the street, straddling Lexington and Park, fifteen storeys below.

He prowled the apartment. Waiting, waiting. The silent telephone dominated the room. He picked up the New York Times and scanned the front page. Spaceshots, political jockeying for the presidential election next year; Nixon on Vietnam, Senator George McGovern on Vietnam.

Anderson threw aside the newspaper, stripped off his robe and went into his daily work-out routine. Fifty press-ups, fifty sit-ups.

The phone rang when he was half way up to the forty-ninth press-up. He collapsed on the carpet and reached for the receiver.

The head porter said: ‘Is that you, Mr Anderson?’

Anderson said it was him and, with eyes closed, listened to a complaint that water had been leaking from his bathroom into the apartment below. He told the porter to fix it, that was his job.

He abandoned the sit-ups and considered having a drink. 11.23. Too early. The road to ruin. He sat down on an easy chair, legs stretched uncomfortably in front of him, and stared at the telephone, malevolently cold and impersonal.

Where the hell was Miller? Give him time, for Chrissake. The man carrying the briefcase wouldn’t stride straight into the United Nations and hand it to the Soviet Ambassador. Perhaps Miller had lost him; perhaps the briefcase contained girlie magazines ….

He switched on the television. An old black and white spy movie, the original Thirty-Nine Steps. Anderson had watched every spy film ever made during his training in Virginia; they seemed to think that you could still learn a trick or two from James Bond. Anderson enjoyed the movies, in particular John Buchan’s masterpiece with Robert Donat because it had style and he admired style. But not today; leave Richard Hannay to his own devices ….

He switched off the television and went into the steel-bright kitchen to make coffee.

Holding a steaming mug in one hand and a chocolate biscuit in the other, he returned to the living-room. It looked unlived-in, which it was because Anderson was rarely there. A show-piece, an extravagance.

He sat down beside the telephone. Ring damn you! And it did, just as he bit into the chocolate biscuit.

He picked up the receiver, swallowed the mouthful of biscuit and said; ‘Hallo.’

‘Is that you, Anderson?’

‘Speaking. Who’s that?’

It was Miller.

Two hours later Anderson took a cab to La Guardia and caught the shuttle to Washington.


X

Claire Jerome read her invitation to the Bilderberg convention at the Château Saint-Pierre in France, while she was lying topless beside a scimitar-shaped swimming pool in the Bahamas on an autumn day in 1979.

In theory, the invitation should have been addressed to her father, the president of Marks International. But the world knew that it was Nathan Marks’ daughter who controlled the empire-with executive vice-president Stephen Harsch, now No. 3, fretting in the wings.

Beside her on a blue and white sun-lounger lay a man with the body of a football quarterback and a heavy moustache. He dozed in the sun, an old straw-hat tipped over his eyes.

Claire tossed the invitation onto the white table beside the pile of mail and said: ‘How does a trip to France grab you?’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘What’s that supposed to mean?’

‘It’s supposed to mean uh-huh.’ He yawned.

‘Some bodyguard. Supposing someone came busting in and pulled a gun on me.’

‘Wham.’ Pete Anello kicked out in slow-motion. ‘I’d break his arm.’ Sighing deeply, he sat up, rested his weight on one elbow and flicked the straw-hat to the back of his head. ‘Why did you wake me?’

‘Because awake is what you’re supposed to be. Sleeping on duty is a court martial offence.’

‘After last night I’ve got every right to be exhausted.’

Claire smiled at the recollection. She was, she acknowledged, lucky to be able to. She was in her early forties (no longer specific) and he was thirty-five. But at least she still didn’t look her age; genuinely didn’t. Her hair was as glossy as the tresses of a girl who brushes them 100 times a day, her breasts were firm, her complexion that of a Jewess in her prime. Except, perhaps, late at night when the years slyly presented themselves at the corners of her mouth, and around the eyes.

She said: ‘So now you’re awake, what about it?’

‘What about what?’

‘France. I’ve got an invitation to meet the rulers of the world. Heads of state, prime ministers ….’

‘Any emperors?’

‘No emperors.’

‘Forget it,’ Anello said.

‘I’m going. It’s a male chauvinist affair but I’ve always been accepted.’

‘The second – or is it the third? – richest woman in the world usually is.’

‘Fifth,’ Claire said. ‘And if I go, you go. It’s in your contract.’

‘Okay by me. I guess I can’t guard you by remote control.’

‘As if anyone would notice any difference.’

‘No kidnaps so far.’ Anello slumped back on the lounger and the straw hat slipped back over his eyes.

Claire dipped one hand in the water, more blue than the ocean in its bed of cobalt mosaic, and thought: ‘He doesn’t give a damn. The first one. Or was he merely more subtle than the others?’

Anello’s breathing had returned to its shallow rhythms as he dozed again. She examined his body. Chest matted with black hair, power in the muscles sloping from neck to shoulder, belly taut – disfigured by a knotted scar. And wearing frayed Navy shorts. He bore no resemblance to a gigolo.

And yet ….

She stood up, stretched and strolled across the lawn, skirting the sprinklers tossing diamonds into the hibiscus blossom.

When her father had first bought the white, colonial-style mansion at Lyford Cay, on the island of New Providence, she had once picked a hibiscus bloom and thrust it into her hair before visiting the bars and clubs of Nassau and Paradise Island; no-one had told her that the hibiscus flower closes at nightfall.

She paused beside a stone wall and, shielding her eyes against the sun, gazed back at the man lying beside the pool. He was an enigma. Self-sufficient, apparently lazily content.

But what were his motives? She was rich, middle-aged, alone despite the riches. A gift from the gods for anyone on the make, especially anyone astute enough to realise that time-honoured ploys would be recognised for what they were.

She had met him five weeks ago in the casino on Paradise Island, the sliver of land on the other side of the toll bridge spanning the harbour from Nassau, once known less romantically as Hog Island before Huntington Hartford had developed it.

She had been playing roulette, losing steadily. When she had lost around 1,000 dollars she said to her companion, a svelte young man in a white suit: ‘Take my seat for a few minutes,’ and had headed for the rest room.

A big man, wearing a blue, light-weight suit as though he resented it, detached himself from one of the slot machines and beckoned to her.

‘No offence, ma’am. But would you care to look in your purse and see if your wallet’s still there?’

She opened the jewelled evening purse. No wallet.

Before she could speak, he said: ‘The young guy who was standing behind you in the white suit. Why don’t you ask him to give it back? Maybe he was just minding it for you,’ a smile creasing his face.

‘Carlos? Don’t be ridiculous. He’s-’

‘With you?’ The big man shrugged. ‘Nice looking guy. The last person you’d suspect. But I’m telling you, lady, he’s a thief. Why don’t you ask him? I can tell you this, he isn’t a pro. If he was he’d have passed it on by now and he hasn’t – I’ve been watching him.’

‘Are you the house detective?’

‘No ma’am. Not even a shamus.’

She hesitated. ‘I can’t accuse him of robbing me.’

‘You could ask him nicely. Maybe I should hang around.’

Claire returned to the table as the croupier was raking in the chips. Carlos, twenty-five years old, Argentinian, swung himself from the chair and smiled apologetically. ‘I continued your losing streak.’

Claire said: ‘I lost more than I reckoned on. Someone’s stolen my wallet.’

The green eyes widened. ‘That’s terrible. Are you sure you haven’t dropped it?’ kneeling and searching the carpet at their feet.

‘No, Carlos, I haven’t dropped it. And don’t think I’m going to enjoy what I’m about to say. If I’m wrong please forgive me. If I am wrong then whatever was in that wallet is yours.’

‘I don’t understand.’

‘Did you take the wallet?’

He took a step backwards. ‘That is a disgusting thing to say,’ and sadly she knew it was true.

What did she do now, frisk him?

The stranger intervened. ‘You know something, Carlos, you should have been an actor. Why don’t you get your ass over to Hollywood?’

Wariness settled on the Argentinian’s features, ‘Who is this man?’

‘Don’t bother your pretty little head about who I am,’ Anello said. ‘Give the lady back her wallet.’

‘I happen to be this lady’s escort.’

‘Do you want the big scene here or outside?’

‘I don’t give a shit.’

‘Language, Carlos.’ Anello gripped the lapels of the white suit; heads turned. ‘Here or outside?’

‘Okay, okay. Get your hands off me.’ Anello let go of his lapels; the Argentinian slipped his hand inside his jacket and withdrew the black leather wallet. ‘I was looking after it.’

‘Beat it,’ Anello told him.

‘But-’

‘Do what the man says,’ Claire said, ‘or I’ll call the police.’

The Argentinian smoothed his crumpled lapels and, reassembling his dignity, strode away.

Claire opened the wallet. ‘Would you be insulted if I offered you a reward?’

‘It takes more than that to insult me. But I wouldn’t take it.’

Claire tried to assess him. Carlos in a different guise? ‘Well thank you anyway, Mr –’

‘Anello. Pete Anello.’

‘Thank you, Mr Anello.’

‘You look tired,’ he said. ‘Maybe you should go home.’ She took a compact from her purse and examined her face. He was right.

‘Don’t worry, you look great,’ he said. ‘Just tired.’ He took her arm and they walked towards the exit.

‘I don’t need an escort.’

He ignored her.

Outside the sky was scattered with stars. She could smell the sea and the message of the waves was loneliness.

She stopped beside her red Maserati.

‘Classy,’ Pete Anello remarked.

She wished she’d come in the beach buggy.

‘Well,’ she said, ‘thanks again.’ And hesitantly: ‘Maybe you’d like to drop by for a drink tomorrow evening. We’re having a few people round.’

‘We?’

‘Me and my father.’ She handed him a visiting card embossed with a pair of duelling pistols.

‘Lyford Cay.’ He whistled as he read the address. ‘So you’re really loaded.’

‘Is that a crime?’

‘Depends how you got the load.’

‘Well, come along if you’ve nothing better to do.’

‘I’ll be there,’ he said, slamming the car door.

But he wasn’t.

Nor the next day.

On the third day he called her. ‘I forgot the address at Lyford Cay.’

‘It was on the card.’

‘I know. I only found it today in the pocket of that suit.’ A pause. Then he said: ‘I thought maybe we could go for a drink someplace. One of the joints. Blackbeards, Charley Charley’s, Dirty Dick’s. You name it.’

They went to Charley Charley’s, where they drank beer and ate half-pound hamburgers and listened to Latin beat.

As they left she said: ‘Tell me truthfully, why did you call me?’

‘I always wanted to drive a Maserati,’ he said.

Then he’d gone missing for a week. ‘Skippered a yacht,’ he said when he returned.

Later that day, back at the house at Lyford Cay – where the rich and the very rich lived – she asked him: ‘Do you want a job?’

‘Depends.’

They were sitting at the safari bar leading into the pool room. Tiger skins lay on the floor; an ancient fan idled from the ceiling. She was sipping a champagne cocktail, he drank from a can of Budweiser. He wore Levis and a patched blue shirt, looking more at ease in the imitation hunting lodge than he had at the casino.

‘You look as if you can take care of yourself,’ she said.

Anello shrugged.

‘And other people,’ she said.

‘You?’

‘Everyone has a bodyguard these days. Three hundred bucks a week and your keep.’

‘More than I get now,’ Anello said.

‘Are you accepting?’

‘Best offer I’ve had so far.’ He grinned at her and poured beer down his throat from the can.

‘Then you can start now.’

‘It’s a deal.’ He suddenly leaned across the bar and kissed her and, tremulously, hope expanded.

‘Where’s the old man?’ he asked.

‘He flew back to New York this morning.’

‘To do an arms deal?’

‘I do the deals,’ she said.

‘How about that,’ unimpressed.

‘I wasn’t boasting. It just happens to be a fact.’

Later that night they made love on the big round bed hung with blue silk drapes, and it was as it had never been before. She thought: ‘At my age, crazy.’

But it was true. Possessed and possessing. And yet afterwards he was so casual.

I have to find out, she thought, as she stood bare-breasted in the sun gazing at the sleeping figure beside the swimming pool.

She went up to him and whispered in his ear: ‘How about earning your living?’ She removed the straw hat and he opened his eyes.

‘Huh?’

‘Like we did last night.’

He blinked sleepily. ‘Did you say earning my living?’

She nodded and thought: ‘You stupid bitch,’ but she had to know. If he was like all the others he would spring smartly to attention and follow her to the bedroom, and if he wasn’t he would get angry and she would laugh and tell him that she had been joking and it would be beautiful.

He stood up, yawned, stretched. Then he dived into the pool and ploughed powerfully through the water. She became frightened.

He hauled himself out of the pool and dried himself with a towel bearing the duelling pistols motif.

She put her arms round him and said: ‘Pete, I was only joking,’ but he pushed her away and said: ‘Better put that bathing top on, you might catch cold.’

He started to walk towards the house.

‘Where are you going?’

He didn’t reply.

She retrieved the top of her bikini, cupped it round her breasts and ran after him down the avenue of poinsettias leading to the house.

But he was loping along now, and by the time she reached the steps he had disappeared inside the house.

When she reached the bedroom he was putting on his Levis and patched blue shirt.

‘Where are you going?’

‘Haven’t decided yet,’ he said, taking a scuffed leather bag from the closet. ‘I hear there’s a millionaire loose in Nassau looking for hands for his yacht.’

She touched his arm. ‘Stay here, I didn’t mean it. You must know that. I … I was trying to test you.’ Everything she said made it worse.

‘And did I pass?’

‘With flying colours,’ trying to smile.

‘Wow!’

‘Please stay.’

He reached into the bag, searched around and pulled out a cigar box. He opened it and took out a thick roll of dollar bills. He handed them to her. ‘Payment for services rendered. You’ll find it all there.’

He picked up the bag and walked down the marble staircase.

When he opened the heavy oak door a shaft of sunlight lit the entrance hall.

He saluted and said: ‘Take good care of your wallet, Mrs Jerome.’

‘How are you going to get into Nassau?’

‘Hitch I guess.’

‘I can drive you.’

‘What, in that old Maserati? I’m not used to travelling in anything less than a Rolls.’

And he was gone. And she was left weeping, watched curiously by a black servant hovering in the shaft of sunlight.

She found him two days later feeding coins into a slot machine in the casino.

He looked up. ‘Hi.’

‘I want to talk to you.’

‘Shoot’

‘Can we go somewhere?’

‘Here’s fine.’

‘I want to say I’m sorry.’

‘Accepted.’

‘You see,’ she said, as he pulled the handle and the bright coloured symbols whirled in front of them, ‘I just had to know. All my life … ever since my husband died, that is … I’ve been surrounded by phonies. You know, Carlos, that kind of guy ….’

‘Poor old Carlos,’ Anello said, feeding another quarter into the machine. ‘He was an amateur.’

‘Let me finish. You were the first … you know, I just couldn’t believe it, and because I couldn’t believe I would ever fall that lucky I just had to find out. A sort of death wish, I guess ….’ She ran out of words. ‘Will you come back, Pete?’

Anello stared at the last quarter in his hand. ‘Let’s ask the machine.’

He pushed the quarter into the slot, pulled the handle. The symbols spun, blurred into streaks of colour, began to slow down.

Please God.

The symbols stopped with a jerk.

Coins showered onto the carpet.

‘Okay,’ he said, shovelling them into his pockets, ‘let’s go. Where’s the Maserati?’

‘I brought the beach buggy,’ she said.

They didn’t make love that night. For a long time they held each other very close in the big round bed, and for the first time Claire Jerome sensed that perhaps the man in her arms wasn’t as self-sufficient as he made out.

Once he dozed and woke up screaming. About guns and fire and a man who wanted to plant trees …. And when she woke him to break the dream she was aware that her feelings towards him had changed. Found a new dimension. It was strange: hearing him cry out, she wanted to protect him.

Why, she wondered, did so many men want to appear invulnerable? It was a weakness in a way. She was glad Anello had a weakness; she was glad she no longer looked only for strength.

She switched on the bedside-lamp. Her eyes re-focussed in the light and he said: ‘Did I call out?’

She nodded.

‘That dream,’ he said. ‘Always that dream.’

And somehow she knew that it wasn’t just a dream and knew that she shouldn’t ask him about it.

He put his hands behind his head and stared at the ceiling. ‘We don’t know a damn thing about each other,’ he said. ‘It’s about time ….’ He turned his head to look at her. ‘You first.’

* * *

Claire Marks was born in New York in the early ’30s when the United States was still shuddering from the ’29 crash.

Her father, Nathan, reacted to the recession with delight. It had always been his philosophy that adversity was the breeding ground of success – perhaps because, being a hunch-back, he had always viewed the world from a disadvantageous angle.

When he lived in Germany not even the mounting anti-Semitism there had failed to curb his incorrigible optimism. ‘Time to get out,’ he had announced cheerfully. ‘Harness failure. Use your enemies, use the bastards.’

He had closed down his small-arms factory in Berlin and booked a passage for himself and his pregnant wife on a cargo boat bound for New York. His wife didn’t protest – he never listened – merely lay on a bunk on the heaving ship, hands clasped across her taut belly, gazing with adoration at her diminutive husband as he bustled in and out of the cabin planning deals on the other side of the Atlantic. ‘A bear market,’ he would gloat. ‘What could be better?’

But Nathan Marks’ small-arms were very small indeed. A few hundred finely-tooled pistols a year. The duelling pistol motif made no impact on the American market.

Claire was born in conditions of adroitly concealed poverty in an apartment belonging to another Berlin Jew in the Garment Centre between Broadway and Ninth Avenue.

Nathan, who had openly coveted a son, was unperturbed as he gazed at the baby born with a shock of black hair and her mother’s lustrous eyes. ‘A girl. Wonderful! An heiress to a fortune,’ a statement which confused his most devoted admirers.

By the time his daughter was four, Nathan Marks was still optimistic about his decline in fortune. (He was by now helping to manufacture print frocks and investing his meagre profits in a warehouse in Jersey City.) ‘Soon there will be war and then we shall be made. You see. The Germans are playing into our hands. We’ll use them yet.’

But Claire’s mother hadn’t the will to wait for this phenomenon. She died in 1938, placidly content at the short journey on which Nathan had taken her, confident that he would care for their daughter.

Two months after her death Nathan was visited by two middle-aged men wearing grey suits, white shirts and striped ties.

They said vaguely that they represented the United States Government and Nathan nodded impatiently as if to say: ‘What kept you so long?’

‘We’ve got a proposition to put to you, Mr Marks.’

‘Yes, yes,’ the hunch on his back a symbol of his impatience.

‘But we’d like to ask a few questions first.’

Tweedle-dum and Tweedle-dee, thought Nathan Marks, offering lemon-tea and sugar-crusted cakes in the fusty little apartment as though he were president of Krupps. ‘Sure, sure, go ahead.’

‘Who are the firms leading German re-armament at the present time?’

‘At the present time Grossfuss at Döbeln; Walther at Zella-Mehlis; Erma-Werke at Efurt —’

Tweedle-dum held up a hand. ‘Fine, Mr Marks. That’s just fine.’

‘And your political affiliations?’ Tweedle-dee asked.

‘I’m a Jew, isn’t that enough?’

They asked more questions which Nathan answered without hesitation. Yes, he thought the persecution of the Jews was the most terrible crime Mankind had ever perpetrated: the Germans were vomit. War was inevitable, but he understood the isolationist movement in the States even though it was doomed to disillusion.

‘What are your priorities, Mr Marks?’

Promptly: ‘Myself and my daughter in reverse order.’ The older of the two men, grey-eyed and sharp-featured, said: ‘We are interested in your views on isolation. The extreme isolationists tend to be pro-German and anti-British. How would you like to join their ranks?’

Nathan bit into a sugared cake. ‘Explain yourselves, gentlemen.’

The younger of the two, who had a soft voice and a scarred face, told Nathan that Roosevelt believed that the only way to stem German expansionism was to buttress Europe. And at the same time undermine the Nazi war effort. ‘That’s where you come in,’ the younger man said.

The older one carried on: ‘We want you to prepare a complete treatise on German arms manufacture. In particular its most vulnerable aspects. In return you will find your business account-such as it is,’ smiling, ‘credited with 500,000 dollars. We wish you to expand your warehouse in Jersey City – and go back into your old business.’

By the end of 1940, when Great Britain was the only country in Europe left to be ‘buttressed’, three German arms factories in Essen, Dortmund and Berlin had mysteriously been sabotaged and Marks International was in full, lethal production. Nathan Marks was using the enemy.

He took his daughter, maid and nanny, to a penthouse on the East Side, where he joined the anti-British faction of Manhattan society and attended a dinner thrown at the Waldorf Astoria to celebrate the German victories in Europe. Future trade between America and the New German Empire – after Britain had been vanquished – was among the topics discussed.

Dutifully the little hunchback reported back to Anglo-American Intelligence headquarters at the Rockefeller Centre where, in Room 3553 at 630 Fifth Avenue, he talked with the British director, William Stephenson, and J. Edgar Hoover, head of the FBI.

Nathan agreed to supply arms to Nazi sympathisers in Mexico and South America – Brazil in particular – through a front company with a Gentile board of directors to avoid upsetting the Aryan sensibilities of the purchasers.

Thus the Nazis, assembling beneath the belly of the United States, became the proud possessors of great arsenals of weapons and ammunition – most of it dud and much of it booby-trapped. The good stuff was distributed among the American armed forces or dispatched across the U-boat infested Atlantic to Britain.

After that Nathan Marks never escaped from his mentors, the FBI, the OSS and its successor, the CIA. Nor did he wish to: the fortunes of war and its aftermath had made him a multi-millionaire.

But, while his products equipped the armies of the world, Marks International remained a family business. The major stock-holder and senior vice-president was his daughter, Claire.

When she was sixteen, ripening into extravagant beauty, he sent her to Paris and London. Then back to New York for instruction in the subtleties and brutalities of big business. By the time she was twenty-three he believed he had developed a protégé capable of holding her own against any male.

She was beautiful, sophisticated, tough as the boss of the Teamsters’ Union. Not bad for the daughter of a penniless, deformed German-Jewish immigrant.

But one outstanding problem faced Claire: the problem that faces any woman who possesses a strong character, a good brain and the trappings of wealth: the choice of a man.

Claire believed that she had found a man as arrogantly accomplished as herself in Michael Jerome, heir to a family oil fortune, reputed to be on paper in the region of 15 billion dollars. Nathan, now in his late fifties, approved of the choice: arms and oil. And if Jerome didn’t meet the requirements he sought, then he could be jettisoned.

Michael Jerome had one other asset in addition to wealth and apparent business acumen: he was extraordinarily handsome, Dark curly hair, Byronic profile, athlete’s body adorned by Savile Row tailors.

After the wedding in New York the couple flew to London to a suite in the Savoy overlooking the Thames. There Claire, still a virgin but aching not to be, discovered that Michael Jerome’s dynamism ended at the bedroom door.

The honeymoon wasn’t a fiasco. They made love many times. But it seemed to Claire that she was always the instigator; that, although he responded, he regarded her passion as somewhat distasteful.

She became pregnant on the honeymoon, and nine months later a baby boy was still-born. She never saw him and, because this had been Nathan’s wish, she forever wondered if there had been a hunch on the tiny body.

When she finally surfaced from the grief, there might still have been a chance for the marriage. Until she discovered that Michael’s vaunted business capabilities were a charade. And she knew then that the partnership was over because somewhere there had to be respect.

She was divorced four years to the day after the marriage.

There were many other men in Claire’s life, many of them sophisticated, affluent and physically attractive, but they always failed her. She didn’t seek domination from a partner: merely equality. But as she thrust herself into the forefront of the business world, the equality became more elusive.

By the time Nathan was sixty-five, Claire was in virtual command of an empire that now included copper mines in Zambia, oil in Alaska, a chemical plant in Britain, thousands of acres of prime real estate in South America.

Claire, in her mid-thirties, was still devastating. Beautiful, powerful, rich. Newspapers and magazines speculated endlessly about her wealth and her lovers. But none of the writers ever suspected her clandestine activities.

American Intelligence had founded Marks International; throughout the fifties and sixties the company, which had moved its headquarters to Los Angeles, continued to repay the debt, arming and financing CIA operations all over the world. Claire revelled in the atmosphere of intrigue and was able on one occasion to tell an ecstatic CIA director in Washington that she had concluded a deal to sell antifreeze to the Russians who were accustomed to using vodka. Marks International installed a staff of two in an office in Moscow, one of whom was a CIA agent.

It wasn’t until she was peering into middle-age – and Nathan was an old man to whom the past had become more real than the present – that Claire paused for a stock-taking. Realisable assets of around a billion dollars, houses in the Bahamas, Switzerland and Mexico, penthouses in Manhattan and Los Angeles, apartments in Paris and London, private jet, yacht moored at Antibes ….

But to her astonishment Claire Jerome discovered that she was discontented. She peered ahead and saw that there was nowhere else to go. Worse, there was no one with whom to share what she had achieved.

Until she met Pete Anello.

Now Anello knew most of what there was to know about her. (Nothing about the CIA connection, of course.) But he didn’t reciprocate; she hadn’t really expected him to. Whatever it was that he dreamed about was private property. No trespassers. One day perhaps.

Claire wondered if she had told him too much about herself. Then she thought: ‘It’s a pity we have to think that way; it shouldn’t matter.’

For a while she was content and it wasn’t until the evening of the last day of her vacation in the Bahamas that, as a cool breeze came in from the sea, her fear returned.

They had taken a picnic lunch to a deserted stretch of beach fringed by tamarind trees and, after they had swum and eaten, they had made love on a towel, tasting the salt on each other’s bodies. And the hiss of the waves and the cries of sea-birds had been part of the love-making.

‘You know something,’ he said at the wheel of the buggy, driving back to the house, ‘you once told me that all the men you’d known had been weak. Well, I’m just about the weakest goddam article you’re ever likely to meet.’

‘I was wrong about them. Well, a lot of them. I just nosed out their weaknesses like a dog searching for truffles. I didn’t stop to observe their strengths, I judged them by one set of rules. They were lucky to escape.’

‘Since the Army I’ve never done an honest day’s work in my life. Except, perhaps, on boats.’

He drove the buggy fast and expertly, and the airstream whipped at his dark hair, the sunlight finding a few strands of grey.

When she didn’t reply he said: ‘So what are you going to do about me?’

‘Nothing,’ she said.

‘Come on. The Bahamas’ fine. Wall Street, Washington, dinner with the Krupps … no way. Can you see me in the boardroom with my ass hanging out of a pair of jeans?’

She laughed. ‘Stay here for a while. We’ll work something out.’ Of course he was right; there were shark-fins in the waters ahead.

But it was her last day. She exerted her will and the shark-fins submerged. She concentrated on how it had been on the beach that afternoon.

‘That scar,’ she said. ‘I always meant to ask you. How did you get it?’

‘Vietnam.’

‘And you don’t want to talk about it ….’

‘That’s right, I don’t want to talk about it.’

But later, during dinner, he did indirectly. Pete Anello, it transpired, was anti-armaments.

And he chooses our last meal together for at least a month to tell me, she thought, and said: ‘You know, I’ve heard all these arguments a hundred times before. Couldn’t we forget it? Just for tonight?’

‘If you wish,’ shrugging and helping himself to the lobster, prawns and scallops glistening in their bed of ice. ‘If you figure it’s not important.’

She sighed. ‘Okay, let’s get it over. You know which was the most powerful anti-arms lobby in the thirties? The Communists. And why? Because while they moralised about profiteering from guns and bullets Russia was re-arming. If the American arms manufacturers had heeded the lobby, the United States would have been crushed. By the Japs … by the Germans … and then by the Russians if the others had missed out. Arms dealers are accused of fermenting war to line our pockets. Bullshit. That’s just the tired old rationalising of the jealous. It has nothing to do with armaments – just envy of riches. The riches which are distributed to provide jobs for the people who gripe.’

‘Not for me,’ Anello said mildly. ‘Nobody’s ever provided work for me in a long time.’

‘So the guy whose yacht you skippered wasn’t wealthy?’ He smiled. ‘And you, of course.’

‘When I hear these stupid arguments I always quote a certain Englishman named Maurice Hankey. He was giving evidence at an inquiry into the arms trade back in the thirties. And this is what he said:

‘“Doctors, pharmaceutical chemists and nurses depend for their profit on ill-health and disease. It would be outrageous to suggest that for that reason they try to encourage epidemic disease or are lukewarm in their promotion of public health.”’

‘Maybe,’ Anello said, lifting up his shirt and pointing at the scar, ‘you made the bullet with my name on it.’ He removed the shell from a prawn and chewed the white flesh. ‘Are you into percussion bombs or napalm?’

‘Neither. And no, we didn’t make your bullet because we don’t manufacture arms for the enemy,’ reflecting that this wasn’t entirely true.

‘How can you be sure? Let’s face it, the British manufactured the rifles with which the Turks shot them in World War One.’ There was a new note to his voice; it was a stranger’s voice and it scared her. ‘Have you ever seen the end product of one of your production lines? Have you ever seen a man cut in half by a burst of machine-gun bullets?’ She had to fight back. She said: ‘Have you ever seen the atrocities perpetrated on innocent people because they didn’t have arms with which to defend themselves?’

Anello shook his head slowly. ‘No, nor have you. But I have seen a soldier tearing at his guts with his bare hands trying to get a bullet out.’ He cracked a lobster claw. ‘Have you ever considered pulling out of armaments?’

‘Are you serious?’

‘Stick with oil and copper and anti-freeze and you’ll still be a billionaire.’

‘Are you a Communist, Pete?’

‘No way. Just a simple soul. No arms, no wars. It’s got to start somewhere. Why not with you?’

‘Forget it,’ she said.

‘Maybe I’ll do just that.’

‘And what’s that supposed to mean?’

He shrugged.

The shark-fins re-appeared. She shivered. ‘Why? Why tonight?’

‘At this moment someone somewhere is getting killed by a bullet.’

‘Let’s have a real ball,’ she said, ‘and talk about hydrogen bombs.’ She pushed her plate away. ‘I’m going to take a bath and go to bed. Are you coming?’

He seemed to soften. ‘Sure I’m coming.’

As they passed the front door she noticed an envelope lying on the floor. She picked it up. ‘Odd. Someone must have pushed it under the door.’

She opened it.

On a sheet of cheap blue notepaper was a date cut from the page of an old newspaper. October 10th, 1943.

‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ she asked frowning. She handed it to Anello. ‘Does it mean anything to you?’ ‘Damn right it does.’

Another nudge of fear.

‘It was the day I was born,’ Pete Anello said.


XI

Pierre Brossard received the details of the 1980 meeting at the Château Saint-Pierre while he was sipping lemon juice with distaste and eating dry toast on the terrace of a health farm in the Swiss Alps.

He scanned them with satisfaction. It was to be his last Bilderberg. A sumptuous setting for his last coup which now had the enthusiastic support of Nicolai Vlasov, the head of the KGB in Moscow.

The sound of cow bells reached him from the green valley below. The sky was blue but the mountain peaks above him were already sprinkled with snow and there was a hint of ice in the air; like the trace of crushed ice lingering in a Martini cocktail, Brossard thought. For Martini he substituted champagne (’61) from a friend’s vineyard near Epernay. And then, by Gallic logic, his thoughts progressed to food—truite au bleu, beurre blanc crȇme.

His mouth watered. A Frenchman on a diet: it was a contradiction in terms. But necessary if you were nudging sixty, still working an eleven-hour day with a tendency to put on weight around the belly. And a pot belly in a six-foot-tall, lean-fleshed man was more ridiculous than an immense corporation in a man who was uniformly fat.

His hands strayed beneath his bath robe. Most of the excess fat had been shed. By God he was trim compared with most of his contemporaries. And virile in his own particular way. He wondered if his secretary, Hildegard Metz, realised this. But the question would always be unanswered: not on your own doorstep: one of life’s rules.

Hildegard Metz came through the French windows onto the terrace. Neat and dark and efficient and, he supposed, attractive if she ever broke loose and tossed away her spectacles. She looked older than twenty-eight, he thought.

She smiled at him politely and said: ‘A beautiful morning, Monsieur Brossard.’

‘Like champagne. I only wish I was drinking some.’

‘Only two more days.’

‘And then I shall eat like a pig.’

She sat down at the table. ‘Not you, m’sieur.’

The remark pleased him: she recognised his self-control, his discerning palate.

She crossed her legs – good legs – and placed a pad on one knee. ‘Any letters this morning, Monsieur Brossard?’ glancing at the gold watch as thin as a coin on her wrist – an extravagance, Brossard thought. ‘In ten minutes you have to be in the gymnasium. And then the sauna.’

Brossard sighed. A few other guests were wandering around the lawns, printed with autumn crocuses, trying to forget their hunger by admiring the scenery.

He said: ‘A few calls Fraulein Metz. Could you telephone Madame Brossard and confirm that I shall be flying back on Thursday.’ He could have called her himself but why compound the tedium of the day? ‘Also call Mayard and see what he proposes to put on the front page on Friday.’

Of all Brossard’s possessions it was the financial newspaper, published once a week in Paris, that brought him most satisfaction. It was prestigious and informed and its columns exercised great influence on the stock markets.

Brossard had always been scrupulously honest in his handling of the paper. One contributor who had suggested that a stock was weak, bought heavily when the shares fell and sold immediately they re-attained their rightful price, had been fired.

The spearhead of the paper was Brossard’s own column, Midas. Followed, feared and respected. Midas could elevate a struggling company to stardom, destroy a giant trying to conceal its crumbling foundations.

‘Anything else, m’sieur?’

‘See if you can contact Paul Kingdon in London. Tell him I’ll call him at four this afternoon.’

Brossard’s stomach rumbled. He sighed, ‘Have you eaten breakfast this morning, Fraulein Metz?’

‘I won’t tantalise you.’

‘An English breakfast perhaps? Eggs and bacon?’

‘You’re a masochist, m’sieur. In fact I had croissants with rich Swiss butter and peach confiture and hot chocolate. It was delicious,’ Hildegard Metz said smiling.

‘And you’re a little sadist,’ wondering if it could be true. ‘There’s just one more thing,’ as his stomach groaned again, ‘could you acknowledge these details about Bilderberg. There’s the address – The Secretariat, Smidswater I, The Hague.’

‘Bilderberg again. They obviously think very highly of you.’

‘I am on the committee,’ he reminded her.

In the gymnasium he pedalled two miles on a bicycle and sculled half a mile on a rowing machine. A male attendant in a white uniform took his pulse and remarked: ‘You are in very good shape – for your age.’ Brossard wished he hadn’t added the qualification; still, the flattery pleased him.

He adjourned to the sauna where four other men sat stoically enduring the dry heat, towels wrapped round their waists. Two of them were plump – one a banker from West Berlin with almost feminine breasts; the third was scrawny; the fourth, brown and muscular, a film star from Rome fleeing from the temptations of pasta.

They sat in silence.

As the heat enveloped him, Brossard lay down on one of the wooden benches and let his thoughts drift back to the last Bilderberg he had attended in Torquay in Devon, England. How did Bilderberg describe itself?

‘ … a high-ranking and flexible international forum in which opposing viewpoints can be brought closer together and mutual understanding furthered.’

Fine as far as it went.

But, of course, intrigues weren’t discussed in a forum. They were concocted in ante-rooms, private chambers, penthouses and executive suites.

You would have to be very gullible, Brossard thought turning onto his stomach, to believe that the elite of the Capitalist world gathered between four walls and did not come to a few arrangements ….

The film star got up and left. Brossard seemed to remember him having a screen love affair with Sofia Loren. Or was it Gina Lollobrigida?

This time the venue was only sixty kilometres or so from his house in Paris. He knew the château fairly well, not far from the autoroute to the south but cloistered among woods and fields. The food there was excellent, the wine irreproachable … his stomach made a noise like a drain emptying. But it was too expensive.

Brossard cooled down in the splash pool, put on his robe and returned to his room, decorated in autumnal colours, to compose his column. This week it would be innocuous – anecdotes and gossip and appetisers for the column the following week – because he had been away from his office for too long to have any hard facts to hand.

And facts, cold, hard and often sensational, were what the public expected from Midas. Over the years he had built up a reputation for total credibility.

Which was just as well. You needed such a reputation when in six months time, at the end of the Bilderberg conference, you intended to publish a sensational story that was totally false.

Half an hour later Brossard broke off for his mid-morning snack – half an apple and a glass of warm water on which a slice of lemon floated.

He ate the apple, chewing the skin carefully, and nibbled the flesh of the lemon up to the rind. Then he read what he had written on the portable electric typewriter. Bland, very bland. But readable. He switched on the typewriter again and his thin fingers glided over the keys. Half an hour later it was finished; Hildegard could send it to Paris on the health farm’s Telex.

Standing at the window, gazing at the mountains, their peaks now wreathed with cloud, he wondered, as he had wondered over the past three decades, how his readers would react if they knew the identity of his real masters.

He telephoned Hildegard Metz. When she came in she placed his correspondence on the table where he had been typing; on top was a carbon copy of his acknowledgment to Bilderberg together with the details.

‘Will there be anything else, Monsieur Brossard?’

A steak as thick as a fist!

‘Nothing more, Fraulein Metz. You can go and besport yourself in the fleshpots of the village.’

Would she? Could she? Dark hair contained so severely by tortoiseshell combs, waisted grey costume, spectacles ….

‘I think I’ll take a walk, Monsieur Brossard. There’s a beautiful little church in the valley that I want to see.’

‘Very well. Send this to Paris,’ handing her the typewritten pages, ‘and take the rest of the day off.’

She thanked him and went out of the room, closing the door softly behind her.

He picked up the typewritten statement from the Bilderberg Secretariat and absent-mindedly turned it over in his hand.

He froze.

On the back, printed in purple letters – the sort of lettering contained in a children’s printing set – was a date.

March 21st, 1942.

Coldness swept up through his body to his brain.

His legs began to give way and he sat down abruptly on the edge of the bed and lowered his head between his knees.

The faintness passed.

He lay back on the bed trembling.

At 9.30 on that March morning the French Resistance had blown up a German ammunition dump fifty miles northwest of Paris. Fortuitously a posse of German officers, including two generals, had been inspecting the dump at the time and had been blown a hundred feet or more into the air during a series of explosions which were likened by the local population, both ecstatic and fearful, unto a volcano erupting.

Immediately the area was sealed off by SS and regular Wehrmacht troops, while plain-clothes Gestapo interrogated suspects in the town and the surrounding villages.

Pierre Brossard, aged twenty-two, son of a property developer, already known before the German invasion for his keen business instincts and his appreciation of life’s luxuries – complicated by his reluctance to spend money on them – relaxed while the Germans went about their business. He was a member of the Maquis but he assumed he was above suspicion; his father was a collaborator – like father like son.

Pierre, slim with aloof good looks, assumed too much. Seeking a little additional charisma with the daughter of a Parisien businessman, he had hinted that he was engaged in clandestine activities against the Germans; unbeknown to him the girl was also sleeping with an SS major.

The Gestapo called for him while he was drinking a glass of Chablis in the lounge of his father’s house, watching the rain streaming down the windows and re-living the almost orgiastic pleasure he had experienced when the explosion had occurred.

They dragged him out of the house, bundled him into a Mercedes truck and drove him to an improvised interrogation centre in the village school.

When the truck stopped outside the school, he could hear the screams of men being interrogated.

His own interrogation, conducted in a class-room adorned with children’s paintings of soldiers in field-grey, didn’t last long.

There were two Gestapo officers in the room. They both wore leather coats. One was tall and smooth-cheeked with pale, almost colourless hair; the other, his subordinate, was squat with powerful shoulders and pock marks on the back of his neck.

The officer in charge said: ‘It would save us a lot of trouble if you collaborated with us – like your father.’ He spoke perfect Parisien French.

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’

‘Come now, an ammunition dump is blown sky high and two generals with it, and you don’t know what we’re talking about?’

‘I heard the explosion of course,’ Pierre said. Fear knotted inside him.

‘You not only heard it, you helped to arrange it.’ The officer rested his elbows on the teacher’s desk and stared at Brossard. ‘You see you’ve been under surveillance for a long time. We hoped you would lead us to the ring-leaders. Unfortunately they struck first.’

‘I had nothing to do with it, I promise you.’ Belonging to the resistance movement had
































































































































































If you enjoyed I, Said the Spy, check out these other great Derek Lambert titles.
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Derek Lambert’s classic spy novel exposes the truth about the life of the Western community in post Stalin Moscow, and their existence in which tensions and hostility of the Soviet Union sometimes prove intolerable.

An American working for the US embassy and the CIA, a young Englishman at the British Embassy gradually cracking under the strain of Moscow life, and a member of the Twilight Brigade. In an alien land their lives become inextricably joined in a vivid and tense story of diplomats, traitors, Soviet secret police and espionage.
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The Red House follows a year in the life of Russian diplomat Vladimir Zhukov, the new Second Secretary at the Soviet Embassy in Washington – a ‘good Communist’ in 1960s America.

Seeing what life in the West is really like, he discovers there is more to American than what Soviet propaganda has taught him. Increasingly intrigued by the Washington circuit, from outspoken confrontation between diplomats to the uninhibited sexual alliances arrange by their wives with other diplomats, the capitalist ‘poison’ begins to work on him and his wife.

As he struggles to remain loyal to his country and begins to question who is the real enemy, he has to decide to whom is first loyalty due: country or lover, party or conscience.

 Buy the ebook here
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The Trans-Siberian Express has left Moscow carrying the most powerful, closely guarded man in the Soviet Union - and also the man who plans to kidnap him.

Tension aboard the train is at a maximum. The KGB has checked and double checked. But as Vasily Yermakov, the Soviet leader, tries to sleep on the first night in his cabin, he has an uneasy feeling that something is about to go wrong.

 Buy the ebook here
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As the Soviet space-shuttle Dove orbits 150 miles above the earth on its maiden flight, Warsaw Pact troops crash into Poland.

The seventy-two-year-old President of America wants to be re-elected, and for that he needs to win the first stage of the war in space: he needs to capture the Soviet space shuttle. But as the President plans his coup a nuclear-armed shuttle speeds towards target America – and only defection in space can stop it.

 Buy the ebook here
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In neutral Lisbon, British Intelligence have concocted a ruthless doublecross to lure Russia and Germany into a hellish war of attrition on the Eastern Front and so buy Britain the most precious commodity of all: time.

That plot now hinges on one man: Josef Hoffman, a humble Red cross worker. But who is Hoffman? And where do his loyalties really lie?

 Buy the ebook here
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Moscow treated defectors from the West with kid-gloves. That is, until they had outlived their usefulness. But the American Robert Calder was different. He had defected to Russia with information so explosive that even the iron-clad regime of the Kremlin shook with fear. It had kept him alive. Until now.

For Calder is desperately keen to return to the West. So they place the ruthless and scheming Spandarian on his trail, a KGB chief with a mind as sharp as the cold steel of an ice pick. And as a back-up they unleash Tokarev, a professional assassin who kills for pleasure…

 Buy the ebook here
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