
Chapter One

			The wide glass doors of the Hiddwing Institute hissed open, and a blast of cool air met the metallic heat of a Queensland summer day and my sweating face. A guard in a khaki uniform stationed just inside checked me over, but he clearly found my manner and demure blue dress acceptable, as he didn’t challenge me.

			I walked past him with a murmured hello. He gave an infinitesimal nod in acknowledgment, then went back to examining his nails. That was slack. If I had been intending harm, I would have chosen to look as inoffensive as possible—in fact, just exactly the way I did.

			Before me stretched an expansive lobby, severe in black and gray. THE HIDDWING INSTITUTE appeared in huge silver letters on the wall facing me, the characteristic winglike appendage at the top of each upright stroke of the H looking even more ridiculous than usual. Below the name was a stylized representation of a burning torch, tilted at an angle as though an invisible hand were brandishing it.

			The founders of the Institute, Oliver and Clara Hiddwing, had designed the logo themselves, and nothing had been changed since they had disappeared seven years ago. Underneath the name and torch appeared in red script the maxim they had adopted for the organization: FROM THE PAST COMES THE FUTURE. It was one of those sayings that sound significant, yet don’t, when examined, make all that much sense.

			I felt a thrill of excitement, balanced by a measure of anxiety. Months of patient preparation were paying off, presuming I didn’t do anything dumb. My sensible heels clicked what I intended to be a self-assured counterpoint as I walked over dark gray tiles toward a tall, black reception desk.

			There were two people behind the protection of the black marble. The young man, seated, had a narrow head set on a disconcertingly thick neck and shoulders. If I’d been him, I would’ve styled my hair to at least give the illusion that my skull matched my body, but his thin, black hair was slicked back. Bending over him, apparently giving instructions about something, was a cool blonde woman in a pale green tailored jacket.

			An acrylic sign in front of the young man read JEFFREY. “Good morning, Jeffrey,” I said, aiming for a cheerful, positive tone.

			He gave me a look of professional welcome, but before he could speak, the woman straightened and blinked once at me. “And you are who?”

			There was an almost indefinable accent, even in that short phrase. I knew it to be German—she had been born in Berlin thirty-three years ago. The photos I’d seen hadn’t caught her aura of decisive power, but the pale hair, pale eyes, and definite jawline were all familiar.

			“Denise. Denise Brandt.” I said my name with confidence, as if it were really my own.

			Her chilly expression immediately dissolved into a pleasant smile. “Excellent. You’re early. We like that. I’ll take you to Mr. Hiddwing’s office immediately.” She tapped Jeffrey sharply on the shoulder. “Have Elise join us there.”

			“She’s not in yet.”

			“I see.” An impatient click of her tongue conveyed her displeasure. “When she comes in, tell her I want to see her immediately.”

			As she moved from behind the reception desk, I could see that the rest of her lean body matched the taut line of her jaw. She extended her hand to give mine a brief, hard shake. “Ilka Britten,” she said.

			Ilka Britten looked supremely fit in a sinewy, no-nonsense way. Arms swinging, she walked off at a pace that had me almost trotting to keep up with her. I noted the green skirt of her suit was a decorous length, and that her shoes were flat. Her almost white hair was pulled back in a severe chignon. Her hair color was natural: mine a little less so. Normally dark blond, I’d had my hair expensively styled and streaked to fit my professional image.

			Over her shoulder Ilka Britten said, “You’ve been in our Melbourne office for how long?”

			“About six months.”

			Actually, it’d been more like four and a half, but I was anxious to establish my credentials as a reliable, dedicated member of the Hiddwing team.

			“Mr. Radon spoke very highly of your contributions on the Frick matter. We have expectations that you will do even more valuable work here with us.”

			“I do hope so. I believe in everything that the Hiddwing Institute stands for, and I’d like to be part of the team.”

			Hearing the warmth of sincerity in my voice, I had a moment’s worry that I was laying it on too thick, but Ilka was nodding her head, clearly pleased. “You will have every chance to fulfill that ambition, Denise. We are convinced you will not disappoint us. That is why we gave you the opportunity to join us here at the very nerve center of our organization.”

			Nerve center? For a moment I thought she might be making a sly joke, but a close look at her expression convinced me that it was highly unlikely that Ilka Britten had even a shadow of humor in her.

			“It’s an honor,” I said, “to be at the nerve center.”

			At the end of the wide corridor was a heavy glass door. Beside it on the wall a sign admonished: RESTRICTED ENTRY. UNACCOMPANIED VISITORS PLEASE RETURN IMMEDIATELY TO RECEPTION.

			Ilka Britten punched a code into the keypad below the sign so rapidly that I only had time to catch the first three digits. The door slid open. “Don’t delay,” she said, “the door will close after eight seconds.”

			This was the inner sanctum, and had been furnished in generic luxury. The beige carpet was thick enough to turn an ankle, the filtered air was just a little too cool, the walls were papered with a discreet cream-and-pale-ocher pattern so inconspicuous that I had to look closely to see that it was made up of the Hiddwing name repeated over and over.

			Portraits—not photographs, but oil paintings—were positioned to greet anyone who entered, each illuminated for optimum effect. Facing me was Oliver Hiddwing, his hard face serious, his grandly hooked nose looming over the slash of his thin-lipped mouth. The artist had given him rather more hair than I recalled from photographs I’d seen, and had colored it a pleasing chestnut, rather than the fading red it had been in reality. Beside Oliver Hiddwing his sister, Clara, lifted her heavy chin at the world. She was, I decided, even more formidable than her brother because there was intelligence in her painted eyes, and determination, rather than inflexible stubbornness, in the lines of her face.

			Ilka had paused to let me admire the portraits. “Our founders,” she said. “Without them, there would be no Hiddwing Institute.”

			I shook my head. “Unimaginable.”

			She looked at me, a faint frown creasing her forehead. I swore silently to myself. However tempting, irony was to be avoided at all costs. I could hear my trainer snarling at me, “Cut out the smart stuff, Denise. Your mouth will get you killed one day.”

			With smooth haste, I went on, “What I mean is, the Institute has been a leader so long in the cultural and political life of the country that it’s impossible to imagine Australia without that influence.”

			“Indeed.” Ilka was nodding agreement. “And it is vital, absolutely vital, that we extend and deepen that influence.” She took a deep breath, and I imagined her mounting an invisible soapbox. “The so-called progressive forces in society are determined to undermine everything that has made this nation a leader in the South Pacific.”

			This was tiresome. I had the irritated feeling that Ilka Britten, along with having no sense of humor, had an inexhaustible supply of set speeches that she would perform at any opportunity. Assuming what I trusted was an alert, keen expression, I said, “I am looking forward to meeting Mr. Hiddwing.”

			“Of course you are.” She paused to lean into an open office door. “Will? Coffee et cetera, I think.”

			I didn’t catch sight of Will, but a cheerful “Okay” came from within the room.

			Ilka led the way down a broad, carpeted corridor, at the end of which was a polished wooden door. She ran her hand down a panel as though stroking an animal. “Rainforest wood,” she said. “Very rare. Beautiful, isn’t it?”

			Thinking that it would be far more beautiful if such a scarce tree were still alive and growing, I said, “Everything is very nice here.”

			I repressed a grin. I was sounding trite and boring, and I was supposed to be a crash-hot PR operator. Ms. Personality, with the ability to coax the most recalcitrant subject in the desired direction. I’d learned to cajole, to charm, to flatter, and, when necessary, to be tough. I liked the last mode best, but sadly found myself having to be super nice most of the time.

			I tried a super-nice expression while Ilka rapped sharply on the door, paused, then opened it wide.

			Standing aside for me to go first, she announced, “Denise Brandt.” She added approvingly, “She’s a little early for her appointment with you, Mr. Hiddwing.”

			It was, of course, a huge office, dominated by a glass wall looking out into a tropical garden of riotous colors and luxuriant ferns. The furniture was cane, but not the tatty stuff that I remembered from my family home’s sunroom—this was designer cane, lovingly made and finished in a light-colored satin sheen. The polished wooden floor gleamed, a gray slate step-fountain built into one wall made muted chuckling sounds as the water ran over semiprecious stones artfully arranged, and a vase of scarlet roses set on a cane stand scented the air.

			The man in shirtsleeves who came from behind the desk, hand outstretched, had the same hooked nose as his father, but his mouth was fuller and his thick hair was a determined red. “Denise. I’ve heard wonderful things about your work for us. I’m so pleased to welcome you here.”

			He gestured toward a low table—cane, naturally—surrounded by four—more cane—chairs. “Ilka? Coffee, I think, and perhaps something to go with it?”

			“Already ordered.”

			Rhys Hiddwing smiled, saying to me, “Ilka always has everything under control.”

			I smiled in turn—a moderate, pleasant smile. I took care to crinkle up my eyes a little. The Hiddwing Institute was very big on analysis of body language, and mine had to be just right. It was very important that I make a positive impression. Rhys Hiddwing had to learn to trust me, to begin to think of me as someone whose political and philosophical convictions marked me as one of the chosen, belonging in the company of those who thought of themselves as the keepers of the Hiddwing flame.

			I went through the mental exercise that I’d been repeating to myself constantly during the last few days. I was Denise Brandt, only child of Phyllis and Robert Brandt, both deceased. I had been brought up by them with a reverence for traditional values. I could see, with the clarity and detail of a movie, the faces of my parents, and hear their voices as they imbued me with their ultraconservative, right-wing views. Phyllis and Robert Brandt were so vivid in my mind that for a moment it was hard to believe that they had never existed.

			I became aware that Rhys Hiddwing was frowning at me. What could I have done to cause this response? I looked back at him, attentive, interested, but feeling a niggle of disquiet.

			“We’ve met before,” he said.

			Hell, was my cover broken before I even began?

			“I don’t think so.”

			He tapped his fingers on the edge of the coffee table. “Yes, I believe we have. You see, I never forget a face.”

			




Chapter Ten

			I was on call in case the finding of what was left of Oliver Hiddwing blew up into a big story, but the only mention I saw was a small paragraph in the morning paper saying that a skull and other skeletal remains of an as-yet-unidentified person had been discovered by a scientific party surveying a remote desert area.

			The Hiddwings had pulled strings and a rush DNA analysis was being performed, so within a few days the family would know for sure if it was Oliver Hiddwing who’d been found. Once that news leaked out, a media storm was a given.

			For the moment all was quiet on the PR front, so that meant that after I completed two chores, the rest of my Saturday was free, at least until the evening. First stop was Jeffrey’s house. Myra had noted in the material Colin had given me that she thought I should move in, although the decision was mine. She believed it was worth the slight extra risk of detection, considering the information I might gain in casual conversation from the other employees of the Institute. After I’d given the place the once-over, I’d have the final say.

			The place Jeffrey was renting was about a kilometer from the Institute and situated on a neat, tree-lined street. I drove up the steep hill and parked outside an old Queensland colonial-style house. It was delightful: Set on tall poles with a lattice skirt for modesty, it had wide verandas on each side and was topped with a red tin roof. Painted deep cream with russet doors and trim, it seemed serenely at home in a row of similar homes.

			Before I was up the wooden steps the door opened and Jeffrey appeared. His massive thighs stretched the material of his shorts, and his chest seemed about to burst out of his tattered T-shirt.

			“This is great,” he said, smiling. “Come on in.” It was warming to be received with such unalloyed pleasure.

			“The outside’s lovely,” I said in appreciation.

			He stood aside to usher me past him like a proud parent about to show off photogenic offspring. “The inside’s freshly painted too.”

			I admired the entrance hall, the walls, and ceiling, which were still the original painted wooden boards.

			“Hi,” said a guy wearing shorts, thongs, and a day’s worth of stubble. He was sprawled along a sofa in the front room with pages of a racing form guide spread around. He was in the process of making red marks to indicate his selections.

			“Sam works in training,” said Jeffrey, grinning, “and he’s used to telling everyone what to do, but it doesn’t help him much with the ponies.”

			Jeffrey led the way down the hall toward the back of the house. “Let’s start in the kitchen.” Over his shoulder he said, “Sorry you can’t meet Charlotte, but she’s away for the weekend with Sid.”

			“Not Sid Warde?”

			“Yeah, that’s right. They’ve been an item for months. Quite serious, I think.”

			I hadn’t planned to be this close to Sid outside work, but I’d make the best of it and make sure that Charlotte found me pleasant, uncomplicated, and unremarkable, as I was sure Sid would ask her about me.

			Jeffrey continued to show me the good features—apparently there were no bad—of the house. It was automatic for me to check the security of doors and windows and map out escape routes, and I thought I was being unobtrusive until Jeffrey shocked me by saying, “Looking for escape routes, eh?”

			“Pardon?”

			He patted my shoulder in approval. “You’re a girl after my own heart. I do the same as you, everywhere I go. You can’t know when there’ll be a fire or an earthquake or whatever. Scope it out, be prepared, and you’ll survive, I always say.” He pointed to the wall in the kitchen where a circular device was attached near the ceiling, its red eye shining to show it was alive. “Smoke alarm. Same in every room. And carbon monoxide testers. Got them too. And I’ll show you where the extinguishers are.”

			His tour of the house ended up in the room Vonny Quigley had rented from Jeffrey. Several cardboard cartons were stacked on a colored mat. On top of them was a small pile of envelopes, held with a rubber band.

			Jeffrey saw me looking at them. “I wasn’t quite sure what to do with Vonny’s mail because I thought she might call and give her new address. Looks like they’re mostly bills, so I suppose I should return them and say she isn’t here any longer.”

			I felt a chill, as though these few possessions and untouched mail was all that was left of her.

			Myra’s notes had included the brief comment that Veronica Quigley hadn’t been officially reported as a missing person, perhaps not surprising because, as Jeffrey had said earlier, she appeared to have no living relatives. She had neither used her credit cards nor accessed her bank accounts in the last five weeks. She had, to all intents and purposes, vanished into thin air.

			Jeffrey patted the nearest carton. “I’ll find somewhere under the house for these.” He looked at me hopefully. “You could move in straight away if you wanted.”

			I went over to the window. We were set up so high that there was a wonderful view over a valley of red roofs and burgeoning greenery. I was sure birds would wake every morning with enthusiastic choruses.

			“I’m awfully flattered, Jeffrey, but why are you so keen to have me here?”

			He seemed abashed. “Well, I like you a lot, and all that, but jeez, I got a lot of rent to pay, and having one more person will really make the difference.”

			“I’m not so flattered now,” I said.

			He made a face at me. “So what do you think?”

			“I’ll move in tomorrow.”

			Leaving Jeffrey a pleased man, I set off for my second chore of the day, a meeting with Elise. Yesterday she’d been called into Rhys’s office while I was still there and told about the discovery in the desert. Sooner or later—and probably sooner—the media would learn that Oliver Hiddwing’s body had been found, and the fascinating fact that there was no sign at all of his sister Clara’s remains.

			Elise was to prepare material for the Web site that would address this issue as soon as it became public, and hopefully dampen some of the speculation that was guaranteed to erupt at the hint of mystery and the possibility of scandal in such a high-profile family.

			To Elise’s barely concealed fury, Becky had instructed her that I was to okay the text. She was to get it ready to go as soon as possible because there was no way of knowing when the news story would break.

			Once we were both outside the executive suites, Elise had made it very plain what she thought of the situation. “I won’t have this written until tomorrow.” Her look dared me to comment. “And I’m damned if I’m coming into the Institute over the weekend. I suppose it’s too much to hope that you have a laptop so I can upload it to you?”

			“I’m afraid I haven’t got a laptop.”

			She sighed her irritation. “There’s no way I can send sensitive stuff like this by fax to the hotel, so you can just come to my place tomorrow morning.”

			“Okay.”

			She ignored my agreeable reply, snapping, “And don’t say it’s too much trouble. I’ve got all the preparations for a dinner party Saturday night, and I’ve no intention of leaving the house.”

			“Just give me your address. I’ll be there.”

			Elise glared at me. “This makes my job that much harder, you know.”

			“Sorry,” I’d said. It was Becky Hiddwing whom Elise should be blaming, and of course Elise knew that, but it was clear she had no intention of complaining direct to the source of her anger.

			* * *

			Elise lived on the other side of Brisbane, so I checked my map at every red light, somehow finding my way in the right direction. Her house was in an old area that had a kind of slightly rundown charm, like a faintly disreputable relative who’s seen better days. I found her street after driving in circles for a while and finally cracking and asking a guy at a service station for directions.

			Her house suited the area well. The gardens were just a little neglected, the front porch sagged a trifle, the front door needed a touch of paint.

			I rang the bell and waited, saying hello to a black cat who was curled up on an ancient chair on the porch. He gave me a pink, bored yawn. I was going to try to win him over, but at that moment Elise, swathed in a multicolored housecoat, snatched open the door. “It’s you.”

			“It is me.”

			She gave me a grudging smile. “Oh, come in and have a drink or something. It’s a bore to drive halfway across Brisbane in Saturday morning traffic.”

			Inside the house was just as I had pictured it, which amazed me. I was usually totally off the mark when I guessed what people’s places would be like. The rooms were crammed with fussy furniture, throw cushions, knickknacks, a variety of candles—unlit at this stage, of course—and many framed photographs. There was a strong smell of incense mingled with dust.

			Elise led the way out to the kitchen, which was just as crammed. Pots and pans hung in iron baskets, growing herbs overflowed their pots on the windowsill, the double sink was filled with bowls and saucepans, and every bit of counter space was taken up with containers, ingredients, and utensils.

			“I’m up to my eyebrows, as you can see.” She looked around at the chaos. “God, it’s a bloody wonder I can get an edible meal out of this. That’s what you’re thinking, isn’t it?”

			“I was thinking you must be a gourmet cook.”

			My attempt at diplomacy amused Elise. “Oh yeah? I haven’t poisoned anyone yet. That’s the best I can say for myself.”

			Rummaging around in the breakfast nook, which was piled with newspapers and magazines, she extracted some pages. “Here you are. Want a coffee while you read it?”

			Although somewhat dubious about her ancient coffee percolator, I said, “Why not?”

			“You won’t get better coffee,” she declared, searching in a cupboard for a mug. I took a cautious sip and discovered to my astonishment she was right. “Hey,” I said, “this is good.”

			“I’ll try not be insulted by your surprise.”

			I grinned at her. “This stuff you’ve written is excellent, Elise. You know it is. And it’s a total drag that Becky wants me to see it, because of course I’m not going to change anything. I only wish I could write as well.”

			The compliment was sincere, and Elise was placated. She grabbed another mug, poured herself coffee, topped up mine, and slid into the seat opposite me. “I shouldn’t be angry,” she said. “Becky does this all the time.”

			I made an encouraging go-on noise.

			Elise looked at me with a serious expression. “Don’t get sucked in,” she said. “Becky takes a fancy to people, and it’s great for them. Then…” She spread her hands.

			“They’re on the outer?” I suggested.

			“You get the picture.”

			Seeing that Elise was in a receptive mood, I took the opportunity to say, “I need some advice.”

			“About what?” Like most people, she was pleased to be asked for her opinion.

			“I’m thinking of moving into a room in Jeffrey’s house, but I’m a bit worried about something. It seems I’m taking the place of someone called Vonny Quigley, who suddenly up and left.”

			“That’s right, a month or so ago. She just didn’t turn up for work one day.”

			I leaned forward confidentially. “I was wondering if maybe Jeffrey or the other guy, Sam, put the hard word on Vonny, if you see what I mean. I wouldn’t want to move in if I was going to have to put up with something like that.”

			Elise laughed. “No way was that the situation. Besides, Jeffrey’s having a romance with bodybuilding and hardly has time for the real thing.”

			The subject of Vonny was open, so I said, “Whatever did happen to her, do you think?”

			Elise shrugged. “She was in research, mostly concentrating on overseas stuff. Anyway, Vonny was one of those quiet people—you know the sort. Watched and listened, but didn’t say much. Secretive, too. Never said a thing about herself or what she did in her spare time.”

			“So why would she just go like that?”

			“Jesus!” said Elise. “Look at the time!” She leapt to her feet. “Sorry, but I’ve got to get cracking. There’re eight people coming tonight, and they’re going to expect something spectacular.”

			As she ushered me out the door, she said, “About Vonny…I wouldn’t give it another thought. I’m sure she left for some personal reason that had nothing to do with Jeffrey or anyone else at the Institute.”

			“Thanks for your advice,” I said, looking appropriately grateful, although I didn’t believe a word of it. I was convinced something lethal had happened to Vonny Quigley and that someone at the Institute knew all about it.

			* * *

			When I left Elise’s I had no particular destination in mind. Ahead of me stretched several hours when I could be myself and not be on guard. A gorgeous green park by the river beckoned, and I did something Myra would have frowned at—worse, she would have ordered me not to do it. I called Roanna.

			Adjacent to a kiosk selling drinks and ice cream I found a public telephone. I’d be exposed, but no one could get close to me without detection. Besides, why shouldn’t Denise Brandt be calling a friend on an impulse, when out for a stroll on a warm summer Saturday?

			I dialed Roanna’s private number, wondering where on the island she’d be this time on Saturday. It was possible she’d been in the administration building, dealing with tourists’ problems, or maybe sitting on her little private veranda, gazing through the tropical trees to blue-green water.

			“Hello?” She sounded tentative, and that wasn’t what I expected. It didn’t go with her strong, tough persona.

			“It’s Denise. Can you talk?”

			“Yes, I’m at home. Where are you?”

			“Too far away.”

			I shouldn’t have done this. I could visualize her face, her dark hair, the way she threw back her head when she laughed. A wave of longing engulfed me, so that my throat closed.

			Roanna said, “Are you on a job?”

			“Nothing I can discuss.”

			“Of course not.” There was a pause and I could hear her breathing. “Am I going to see you?”

			“Don’t know when—but yes, of course you are.”

			I could be on a plane and in her arms by late this afternoon.

			“Roanna, I…”

			“Yes?”

			“I miss you.”

			“Me too.” She sighed. “You have no idea how much.”

			We spoke for a few more minutes, but it was a forced, unsatisfying conversation. I wanted to see her in person, to be there on Aylmer Island in the Whitsunday Passage, inside the embrace of the Great Barrier Reef. I promised to call again soon, and we broke the connection.

			Brisbane seemed suddenly boring and flat. Even the passionfruit ice-cream cone I purchased didn’t have the zing I anticipated. Wandering through the park, willing myself to enjoy the morning, I found myself unhappy and restless, and cursed myself for calling her. Roanna’s voice at the end of a line would never be enough. I wanted much more, and to hell with regulations.

			The first time we had kissed was as vivid to me as if it were yesterday. For the first time I’d actually understood what the old cliché swept away on a tide of passion meant. I’d been more than swept away; I’d been lifted to heights I’d never thought possible.

			I sat on a bench near the water and brooded. Roanna wasn’t under indictment, she’d never been arrested for any crime, so wasn’t she just an ordinary citizen with whom I could have any relationship I wished? If it had only been as simple as that. Roanna hadn’t been cleared in ASIO’s eyes, just never charged because of lack of evidence. Myra would point out that ASIO regulations were strict about off-the-job personal relationships with people deemed possible security risks.

			A small convoy of brown ducks spotted me and paddled over to investigate my possibilities. I tossed them bits of ice-cream cone and watched them vie for each fragment with feathery aggression.

			It was no good sitting here moping, when tonight I’d face the Hiddwings at home. I’d need to be on my toes, ready for anything. I closed my eyes and reviewed the information Colin had passed to me yesterday. After I’d read it in my hotel room and committed everything to memory, I’d torn the thin pages into tiny pieces and flushed them down the toilet.

			Along with the sparse details of her career and background that had been uncovered, there’d been a reproduction of Tania Adalian’s image, seemingly taken from a photo at a social occasion. The prime minister’s assailant was twenty-five but looked younger. She had a pixieish, mischievous face and a warm smile.

			An only child, she’d had a middle-class upbringing in what seemed a perfectly normal family. She’d been a reasonable student and had gone on to study computer programming, working in the field without distinguishing herself in any particular way.

			This was not the popular picture of a terrorist, but there was some evidence that she’d been at least peripherally involved in the bombing of an abortion clinic that had led to two deaths, as well as the torture murder of an outspoken environmentalist. She’d been questioned, but no charges had ever been brought. Mainly it was guilt by association, as she had socialized with members of a loosely linked group of like thinkers who apparently worked together at times on different terrorist projects.

			Tania Adalian’s connection with the Hiddwing Institute was only through Becky Hiddwing. They had had, by all reports, a brief, but torrid affair. Becky had showered her with gifts and they’d been, for a while, inseparable.

			Then things had cooled. Tania had returned to her native Tasmania, and Becky, heart clearly unbroken, had started a romance with a male actor, who in turn had been replaced with someone else within a few months.

			As for Tania Adalian’s companion in the attempted assassination, he was still unidentified, and analysts had come to the conclusion that it was likely he was a lowly foot soldier, deployed like Tania Adalian as a loyal but expendable follower of a greater cause.

			As a footnote, Myra had included information on Australia’s Redemption. The driving force, a disaffected academic who had sucked a small number of students into his philosophical viewpoint, had died some months ago after driving drunk and crashing his car into an inconvenient tree. Headless, the group had fallen apart. So, unless a former member had taken the name of the group to use, Australia’s Redemption could not have threatened the Hiddwings last Monday night.

			Myra had written at the bottom of the page: Excuse for heightened security? If so, why?

			It was a good question. Perhaps, like ripples from a dropped stone into a pond, whispers about surveillance by national security had spread, touching the Hiddwing shore. If that was so, then I was in danger, and so was Colin. We were recent additions to the Institute, and therefore more likely to be plants.

			Or perhaps there was a simpler reason—the knowledge that the Hiddwing Institute and similar organizations would be targets for close attention because the people who had tried to kill the prime minister clearly shared the same anti-immigration views.

			And of course, should the Hiddwings themselves be actively involved in the affair, there was every reason for them to want a tight control on everything that came in or went out of the Institute.

			Quacking broke into my thoughts. Several ducks were
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