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  1


  WEEK OF THE ASSASSINS


  


  


  


  


  Father Paolo Di Sio had been annoyed from the moment His Holiness had made his wishes clear. Di Sio had even argued with the Supreme Pontiff, not an unusual occurrence, for, as
  the Pope had been known to remark, I seem to be a constant thorn in the side of my senior secretary.


  Indeed, Father Di Sio was exceptionally anxious, and this was the final reason that only a very few members of His Holiness entourage knew of the change of plan. For one day  in
  fact for slightly less than fifteen hours  the Pope would leave his lakeside summer residence at Castel Gandolfo, and travel back into the boiling cauldron that was Rome in the month of
  August.


  The cause of Paolo Di Sios annoyance was a combination of his devotion to the Pope and his feeling that the journey was quite unnecessary. After all, the General could quite easily have
  come to Castel Gandolfo for the audience. Instead, His Holiness would be put under needless strain, and all for the sake of a military man whose ego would undoubtedly be greatly enlarged by the
  fact that the Pope had honoured him with a private audience at the Vatican, in the dog days of summer.


  His Holiness viewed the matter somewhat differently. Generale Claudio Carrousso was not simply a military man, for in the past year the General had become arguably the most famous soldier in the
  world  except for General Norman Schwarzkopf.


  Carrousso had served with great bravery during the Gulf War, gallantly leading one of Italys squadrons of Tornadoes on dangerous low-level attacks against Iraqi targets.


  On his return from the Gulf, the General had requested a years sabbatical during which he wrote the book that was eventually to make him a household name: The Use of Air Power for
  Peace.


  While the title was hardly the stuff of the bestseller lists, Carroussos talent as an author was immediately apparent to military scholars and laymen alike. His style was a subtle cross
  between Tom Clancy and John le Carr, and book reviewers were quick to point out that he had done the impossible by bridging the gap between the dust-dry stuff of strategy, and the fast,
  grabbing pace of a technothriller. Six months after its appearance in the original Italian, The Use of Air Power for Peace had been translated and published in eleven languages, and was
  topping the non-fiction lists in as many countries.


  His Holiness recognized the General as a mover and shaker for world peace, and, as such, felt that the military man should be openly acknowledged by the Church as an exceptional power for good
  in this wicked world.


  So it was, that, despite the scoldings of advisers, the Supreme Pontiff made the journey into Rome on a hot August morning, and met for a full hour with Generale Claudio Carrousso in the private
  Papal apartments in the Vatican.


  It was a little after two-thirty in the afternoon, that the General emerged from a private door in the heart of Vatican City, and joined his ADC and a Vatican security officer.


  Purposely, the Generals party had been led from a side door into the warren of streets behind St Peters, where only specifically authorized vehicles were allowed along the narrow
  road. Though the roar of Romes normal snarl of traffic could be clearly heard as they waited for the Generals car, they could have been in a different city, and at a different period
  of history. Within the walls of the Vatican, as Carrousso said, time seemed to stand still. So, as they waited in this strange time warp, the General spoke, in an awed voice, of the saintliness of
  the Pope, and his surprising knowledge of military matters.


  The small group only vaguely heard the popping sound of the motor scooter, though the General himself glanced up and saw the slightly amusing sight of a nun, in full habit, approaching, sitting
  straight-backed on a puttering scooter, followed, at what seemed to be a respectful distance, by his own official car.


  The General picked up his briefcase, looking past the nun towards his car with the red and blue pennants fluttering in the sun. For him, this had been a great and memorable experience.


  Only the Vatican security officer stood frozen with a sudden concern, staring at the nun. Very few religious societies for women still wore the full-length black habits of their order, and the
  man realized just how much of an anachronism this figure really was, dressed in a style which had long disappeared as outmoded.


  As his brain processed the information, he saw, with a sudden horror, that the nun on a motor scooter was certainly not what she seemed. Her robes were of the kind only seen nowadays in
  historical movies, or on actresses playing medieval nuns on the stage.


  None of them saw the nuns face, though the security officer cried out a warning, just as the scooter came abreast of the three men. The nun swivelled on the small saddle, the wicked snout
  of a machine pistol poking, almost invisible, from the folds of her habit.


  Later, the forensic specialists would identify the weapon as a standard 9 mm Uzi machine pistol, but by then it mattered little to the General. The nun fired three short, accurate, and deadly
  bursts, proving that she was a marks-woman of great skill. The Uzi was fitted with some kind of noise-reduction system, so that its soft ripping noise was almost drowned by the popping of the motor
  scooter. By the time she had disappeared, the General lay dead, and his two companions writhed in agony from neatly placed flesh wounds, their blood soaking the pavement.


  There was no doubt that the General had been the principal target, for it was no accident that his ADC and the Vatican security officer had simply been immobilized, and not mortally wounded. In
  all, the killing of Generale Claudio Carrousso had been immaculately planned, and expertly carried out.


  The newspapers, naturally, had a field day. MURDER IN THE VATICAN and GENERAL ASSASSINATED, screamed from the front pages, while experts on
  terrorism named at least three possible pro-Iraqi terrorist groups as the most natural perpetrators.


  The second assassination took place on the following day, in London.


  The Honourable Archie Shaw MP was one of the countrys favourite politicians, a possible reason why he had never attained any truly powerful government appointment. Certainly he was a
  member of the present prime ministers Cabinet, but only as Minister for the Arts, a job which kept him well clear of making life or death decisions for either his countrys, or
  partys, home and foreign policies.


  None the less, Archie Shaw was a true lover of the Arts, and fought tooth and nail for larger government subsidies in matters which fell within his bailiwick: a fact which made him the
  particular darling of actors, directors, musicians, painters, and all others concerned with what they saw as the United Kingdoms primary export: theatre, music, ballet, opera, and the
  like.


  On that August Monday, Archie Shaw lunched at Le Chat Noir, his favourite restaurant in Chelsea. With him were his wife, the dazzling Angela Shaw, and two internationally famous
  theatre directors. Later the public learned that the conversation had concerned an attempt to inject massive sums of money into the countrys now non-existent movie industry. It was a
  scandal, Archie had said towards the end of the meal, that Britain, once a prime movie-making country, had been denuded of the facilities which at one time had drawn directors and actors from all
  over the world.


  The lunch finished at exactly three oclock. Farewells were said on the pavement outside the restaurant, and The Archie and Angela Show  as they were commonly referred
  to in the Press  walked slowly to their car which had been parked in a side street some five minutes away. They strolled, hand in hand like young lovers, he tall, broad shouldered with one
  of those patrician profiles which remind people of the lineations found on coins of the great old Roman Empire; she petite, snubnosed, with blazing red shining hair falling to her shoulders.


  They reached the car, which Archie unlocked, swiftly moving around the vehicle to open the passenger-side door to see his wife safely in, before returning and settling himself into the
  drivers seat. They planned to drive to their small country cottage some ten miles south of Oxford.


  Archie turned the key in the ignition, and died, together with his wife and three innocent bystanders. The explosion was heard over five miles away, as it ripped through the car, throwing shards
  of metal in every direction. One of the dead was a passing cab driver whose passenger emerged without even a graze. I saw this great blood-red gash of fire, this lucky man said to the
  television news cameras. I cant recall even hearing the explosion, but the fire seems to have burned itself into my memory. I shall never forget it because I swear that I saw an arm
  come flying from the middle of the fire.


  Later evidence showed that the bomb had been in place for almost forty-eight hours, controlled by an ingenious device which had allowed the vehicle to be started and driven eight times before
  the mercury switch was activated to detonate the twenty pounds of Semtex, wedged in a neat package directly behind the dashboard.


  Nobody was surprised when the head of the Bomb Squad, a Metropolitan Police commander, gave a Press conference that evening, indicating that the explosive device bore all the hallmarks of the
  Irish Republican Army. There was much said about barbarity and a complete disregard for the sanctity of human life.


  On the following morning, the IRA vigorously denied having placed the bomb, and on that same Tuesday afternoon, a third assassination took place. This time in Paris.


  Pavel Gruskochev was another household name. A survivor of the cold war, he had come into prominence about the same time as another great Russian writer, Alexander Solzhenitsyn.


  Gruskochev had fled to political asylum in the West as early as 1964, having had his great seminal work, A Little Death, banned from publication within the Soviet Union. Indeed, he only
  got out of Russia by the skin of his teeth, with the hounds of the KGB baying at his heels.


  The novel was published in London and Paris in 1965, and in the United States early in 1966. It was a vast and huge literary success, a triumph that would be repeated three years later with
  After the Onion Skins. Both of the books tore down the ragged canvas of Communism, using every device at the novelists disposal  satire, romance, the shades of real history,
  fear, and wonderfully vivid narratives which blew away the cobwebs of the mind.


  Now, on this Tuesday afternoon in August, the month when Parisians ritualistically leave their city to the tourists, Pavel Gruskochev announced a Press conference. Every newspaper and magazine
  in the world had someone there, for the Russian was known for his lack of interest in the Press, and his almost hermit-like existence.


  As well as the representatives of the Press and TV, many of the authors devotees, hearing of the Press conference, rushed to be present, so when the great man stepped up to the
  microphone-laden podium, in his French publishers office, he blinked, surprised at the crowd packing the room.


  His statement was short, terse, slightly emotional, and could quite easily have been sent out as a written document.


  I have asked you here, because those who advise me, feel it is necessary for me to say what I have to tell you, here in public, and not as a disembodied voice informing you on
  paper, he began in his halting, still highly accented English.


  This is, I think, a little like closing the door after the horse has bolted, for so many of my Russian friends have already returned to the place of their births. I have hesitated, and
  rightly so, for until recently I was still regarded officially as a non-person, that strange term the old rgime granted to people who told the truth. Well, I am no longer a
  non-person. He held up a small slip of paper and a passport.


  This morning, I was informed of my reinstatement as a Russian citizen, so, it is with immense pride and pleasure that tomorrow I shall return to the place of my birth, to my roots which,
  even in a long exile, have remained intact.


  He went on a little longer, thanking people in France, Britain and the United States for their friendship, help and understanding during his years spent far from his homeland, then, as quickly
  as it had begun, the conference was over.


  People pressed around him; reporters barraged him with questions, men and women thrust flowers into his hand, and one very tall woman, dark and wearing a broad, stylish hat that almost hid her
  face, handed him a wrapped package.


  Later, those near to Pavel Gruskochev swore that the woman spoke to him in Russian, that he smiled at her and clutched the package to him as though it were something very precious. Certainly
  there was one photograph of the moment which showed him peering towards his benefactor with what appeared to be almost awe.


  Ten minutes later, as he sat alone in the back of a taxi, the package exploded leaving the great novelist as though he had never been, his driver severely injured, and the traffic around the
  Champs Elyses clogged for several hours.


  On Wednesday came the fourth assassination, though at that time nobody was linking any of these deaths one with another.


  Twelve noon, Eastern Standard Time, Washington, DC, United States of America.


  Mark Fish was unknown to most people. Only insiders, and the political correspondents, knew him as well as they could know any man in his shoes. As Assistant to the Director of Central
  Intelligence, he was usually kept lurking in the background, for the Central Intelligence Agency is like an iceberg. Everyone knows it is there, but outsiders only see the tip, for the rest is
  cloaked and out of sight. Mark Fish was normally out of sight.


  On this Wednesday, the DCI was out of the country, so it was Fish who made the trip from Langley, Virginia, to Pennsylvania Avenue and the White House to deliver the weekly personal briefing to
  the President. He had been called upon to do this on several previous occasions, so it was nothing out of the ordinary.


  The briefing lasted a little longer than usual, and just before noon he returned to his car, was driven out of the side entrance, and then down on to Pennsylvania Avenue itself.


  The driver had to wait for a matter of two minutes for a break in the traffic, so the car moved quite slowly into the right-hand lane. It was at this point that Mark Fish shifted his position,
  leaning towards the nearside window as though to get more light on the document he was studying.


  Nobody either saw, or heard, the shot. The window fragmented and Fish was thrown against the back of his seat, the top of his head exploding, hurling bloody debris against the leather and glass,
  three Equalloy bullets smashing into his head. The Equalloy round, made in the United Kingdom, is now an almost redundant type of ammunition, but it is still available; a fourth
  generation Accelerated Energy Transfer (AET) round, the Equalloy is designed to fragment on hitting its target. It also has all the necessary non-shoot-through requirements of present-day special
  forces, thereby minimizing the risk of killing bystanders. On its initial tests, the Equalloy penetrated only 2.5 inches of Swedish soap  the ammunition-designers substitute for human
  tissue.


  Later, the DC Police Department, aided by both the FBI and Secret Service, measured and calculated the trajectory of the bullets, thereby roughly approximating from where they had come.


  Among the many bystanders was one tourist who had been taking photographs at the time. One frame from his 35 mm camera yielded a small clue, for it showed an elderly man standing in almost the
  precise spot from which they had estimated the bullet had been fired.


  He appeared to be a man in his late seventies or early eighties, dressed in jeans, an L. L. Bean checked shirt, and a blue, billed cap bearing the legend, Toto, I dont think
  were in Kansas any more. The Old Guy, as the investigators called him, carried a thick walking cane with a ducks head brass handle. At the moment the picture had
  been taken, he had the cane raised, pointing directly at Mark Fishs car. Once this photograph had been enlarged and enhanced, there was little doubt that the Old Guy had been
  the assassin, and that his walking stick was, in reality, some kind of deadly weapon.


  And nobody could account for the reason Mark Fish had rolled down his rear window, thereby making the assassins job a thousand times easier.


  Only a couple of international newspapers picked up on the fact that three high-profile figures, and one very senior intelligence officer, had been murdered in as many days, and in as many
  countries, but no link was officially made by any of the law-enforcement organizations involved. Yet the truth was that, in less than one week, four prominent victims had died in various ruthless,
  brutal acts of violence. Though nobody linked the deaths, one thing was certain: each of them had been a target; each had been stalked, sought out and killed with some care and preparation; and,
  while the specialists in terrorism had named possible groups as the perpetrators of these killings, no organization had come forward to claim responsibility  an oddity that was the one
  constant in the four deaths, for terrorist groups are rarely slow in claiming success after a carefully planned operation.


  On the Friday of the same week, another killing took place. This time it happened in Switzerland, and the victim could not by any stretch of the imagination be called high profile. In fact, she
  was just the opposite, and it was this fifth death which brought James Bond into the picture.


  


  

  

  

  

  2


  GAZING DOWN AT THE JUNGFRAU


  

  

  

  

  She left her hotel in Interlaken at around ten-thirty in the morning. Switzerlands Bernese Oberland always had a calming effect on her, and Laura March needed peace and
  quiet more than ever before.


  As a child, her parents had often brought her to this part of Switzerland and she remembered her father telling her, years ago, how therapeutic it was simply to sit and look at the mountains.
  She desperately needed to think, allow the pain to subside, and reassess her life.


  It had rained on and off all the previous day, but this morning the sky was cloudless, the deep and perfect blue seen only at high altitudes. The mountains, with their constant caps of snow,
  were clear and sharp against the skyline and, in the distance, she could just see the great curve of rock which looked like the breast of a young woman  the reason they called that
  particular mountain the Jungfrau.


  At the Interlaken West station, Laura boarded the train to Grindelwald. She was always amazed that so little had changed here since her childhood. Even her travelling companions seemed familiar
  to her: a group of chattering young people on a day trip, led by a solemn, plump woman, bossy and arrogant; there was an unsmiling young man, wearing stout walking boots, his rucksack on the
  luggage rack, face buried in some guide book, out for a day or two of serious walking; a middle-aged couple, healthy and red faced, dressed in jeans and sweaters, and a dozen other people, all
  remembered from the long-ago days when she had gazed in wonder from the rattling train window, clutching her fathers hand.


  Everything was familiar, from the long slanted roofs of the chalets, to the splash of colour in window boxes, and the smell. All countries, she thought, had a particular scent to them, retained
  in the memory of visitors, and immediately recognizable on return. Her father had often said that he remembered the smell of Switzerland, rather than the views, and she had known what he meant. Her
  mother used to say it was the smell of money, but that was a family joke. The scent of Switzerland was a kind of cleanliness found in so few places these days.


  At Grindelwald, she walked slowly up through the village, dodging other tourists, strolling along the crowded high pavements, pausing to look into the shop windows: picture postcards, seeds of
  mountain flowers, patches to sew on to jeans, little metal tags to attach to walking sticks, and mountains of food, the stores presided over by serious-looking men and women. For the Swiss, all
  business is serious, and Grindelwald is, rightly, a prosperous place, sitting as it does on the edge of the Glacier Gorge. For decades it has been a playground, in winter and summer, for climbers,
  sightseers, and long-distance skiers alike.


  It was after eleven-thirty when she reached the chair lift, paying her few francs and swinging into the chair to be levitated almost noiselessly upwards, above the bright lush green grass of the
  foothills, the flash of a trickling stream below as the cable swung her, rising up the long slope.


  She disembarked at the look-out point they called First, that boasted only a large log cabin in which delicious food was served  crowded at this time of day, but the perfect place to sit
  and eat an omelette, fried potatoes and crisp bread, washed down with a glass of Apfelsaft.


  When she had eaten, Laura walked a little way up the slope and sat on the soft grass, looking out towards the Mittaghorn range, the dark brooding slopes of the Schwarz Mnch, the toy houses
  of Grindelwald far below, the contrast in colour, greens, yellows, the seasoned blackish green of the pine trees, and the wonderful skyline of the Jungfrau, just visible off to her far right; the
  awesome Gletscherschlucht, the glacier itself, and the crowning glory in the distance  the summit of the Eiger.


  The mountains, she thought, were like scale models made from cleverly folded grey paper, brushed at their peaks with white powder. David loved it here, but that was over and done with. This was
  a time of healing for her battered emotions. No more David, for that was finished and she had to resurrect herself from the small death which had come only a short time ago.


  As she feasted on the view, it was as if, by some trick of time and light, she were being mentally enfolded by crags, peaks, fissures. Her father had been right, the grandeur and beauty of the
  view helped to put her own small concerns and pain as a human into perspective. It seemed as though this spot could magically sweep her small anguish into its proper place. The awesome wonder of
  the vast range of mountains was already doing its work.


  When she felt the unexpected stab of pain in her neck, she thought, almost lazily, that she had been stung by a bee. She tried to put her hand up to trap the insect, and was puzzled when she
  could not get her arm above shoulder height.


  She did not panic. It was as if she viewed her strange situation from very far away. The numbness seemed to spread from where she had been stung on the neck. First, her arms became immobile,
  then she experienced a not unpleasant sense of her entire body being invaded so that she could not move at all.


  This is a dream. I shall wake in a moment, she thought, trying unsuccessfully to smile, for there was her dead father waving, running up the flower-dotted slope towards her. Then the
  darkness smothered everything.


  The people who ran the small restaurant found her body just before dusk.


  The next morning, James Bond was finishing his last cup of breakfast coffee, and contemplating a lazy weekend  which included dinner that night with a young woman called
  Charlotte Helpful  when the telephone rang, banishing all plans for the next few weeks, let alone fun and games with the pleasantly named Ms Helpful.


  Before we begin, Captain Bond, Id like you to take a look at this photograph. M slid a matt eight by ten, black and white print across his desk. His mood had been sombre
  from the moment Bond had entered the room.


  It had been Moneypenny, the Chiefs secretary, who summoned Bond to the suite of offices occupied by M and his personal staff, on the ninth floor of the anonymous building overlooking
  Regents Park.


  Youre to go straight in, take no notice of that. She had nodded towards the door above which the familiar red Do Not Enter light flashed. As Bond took
  a pace forward, Moneypenny dropped her voice. Hes got a pair of our sisters in there. She gave him a quick little smile, before looking away, a fierce blush scalding her
  cheeks. The torch she carried for James Bond was no secret to anyone in the building.


  The sisters were a man and woman from the Security Service, MI5, introduced to Bond as Mr Grant and Ms Chantry  a portly man, dressed in the dark-suited Whitehall uniform,
  and a rather frumpish young woman, sitting to attention, inflexible, with her backside perched on the edge of her chair. Both of these officers looked uncomfortable, for members of the Security
  Service are seldom at ease when circumstances force them to ask favours of the Secret Intelligence Service. There was little doubt in Bonds mind that they were here to crave a boon from
  M.


  He glanced at the photograph of a young woman, possibly in her early thirties, with light blonde hair, and a pixyish, pleasant face.


  Should I recognize her, sir? Bond raised his eyebrows in query.


  Only you can answer that, Captain Bond. M remained unsmiling. I am aware that there are occasional cross-fertilizations between our service and our sisters.


  Shes one of yours? Bond addressed Ms Chantry.


  Was one of ours. Impatient, but somehow full of suspicion.


  He thought he could also detect a tiny fleeting stab of pain in her voice, and saw it pass across her face, there one minute, gone the next. He turned back to his Chief. No, sir. No, I
  dont recognize the young lady.


  M nodded, then looked across at Grant. Tell him what youve just told me. His tone was not unfriendly, but nobody could doubt that the Old Man was in one of his tough, all
  business moods.


  Grant, in his mid-forties, had a prissy mouth and a tendency to be fussy, his hands constantly straightening his tie, or brushing imaginary lint from his trousers. Bond put him down as a desk
  man  personnel, or accounts.


  After clearing his throat a couple of times, and fiddling with his cufflinks, Grant began tentatively. Her name is Laura March. Age thirty-five, been with our service for ten years.
  Worked five years with the Watcher Division, then moved on to Anti-terrorist Intelligence. Mainly analysis of raw information. Very good record. Knew her stuff. For a second he paused, as if
  treading on uncertain ground.


  And? Bond gave him an encouraging smile. Shes disappeared with the family jewels?


  Shes dead. It came out flat and uneasy.


  Murdered, it would seem. M filled the gap.


  In Switzerland, Ms Chantry supplied. She was on leave.


  Ah. The truth was out, Bond thought. MI5s jurisdiction was effective only in the United Kingdom and its dependencies, a situation which often led to ill-feeling between the
  two organizations.


  Grant sounded a shade petulant now. Thats why we need your help. She was staying in Interlaken  Switzerland . . .


  I know where Interlaken is. This time, Bond was neither encouraging nor smiling. Switzerland. Little place with lots of lakes and mountains. Lots of banks and chocolates as
  well.


  Grant frowned. Youre familiar with Interlaken?


  I know its a tourist centre for the Bernese Oberland. Bond wanted to demagnetize the highly charged atmosphere, maybe even force a smile from this somewhat pompous man. So
  he half sang,  Gazing down on the Jungfrau, from our secret chalet for two. Kiss Me Kate and all that.


  The only way you can gaze down at the Jungfrau is from a helicopter or an aeroplane. Grant looked puzzled.


  Thats the whole point, Bond snorted. Cole Porter wrote that song as a satire on the stupidity of some operettas . . .


  Captain Bond, M snapped. We do not require a lesson in musical comedies. This is a serious business. Let Mr Grant give you the facts.


  Bond, still a little irritated at having been called away from what was to have been a delightful weekend, and possibly two reckless nights with the nubile Ms Helpful, knew how far he could go
  with M, and his Chiefs voice had now hit what he liked to think of as the Mutiny on the Bounty level. He closed his mouth and nodded politely to Grant.


  Its a beautiful part of the world, Grant continued lamely. And it appears that she was particularly fond of it. She had been there for two days, and yesterday morning
  she took the chair lift up to First, a very good viewing point above Grindelwald. Last night, she was found dead, about half a mile from the chair lift staging-point.


  Dead as in natural causes, or the other kind?


  It would seem the other kind.


  How? Bond looked towards Ms Chantry who had gone pale, her eyes reflecting the anguish he had noted earlier.


  As you know, the Swiss authorities have a tendency to work by the book, Captain Bond. The police were called, treated the matter as a possible murder or suicide, did the usual things and
  then moved the body to Interlaken. They did an autopsy in the early hours of this morning, and the results are both puzzling and unpleasant.


  Im used to unpleasant matters. Bond had slipped into his own sombre mode. If you cannot beat them, join them, he considered. Ive spent the past week looking at
  photographs, and reading autopsy reports on four terrorist assassinations, which might just impinge on matters of intelligence, so a fifth post mortem isnt going to make me
  queasy.


  Grant nodded. The only unusual mark they found on the body was an angry bruise on her neck, just below the right ear. The skin was broken and they recovered a tiny fragment of gelatin.
  Part of a capsule which had penetrated the skin.


  How?


  We dont know. The Swiss wont commit themselves.


  So what was the cause of death?


  Grant frowned. Theyre still doing tests. Nothing confirmed as yet, except that whatever killed her almost certainly got into her via the capsule. I understand that theyve
  now brought some specialist forensic doctor up from Berne.


  And this, having happened in Switzerland, brings you to the point of your visit to us?


  Weve been refused permission by both the Foreign Office and Swiss security to operate on their turf. They know of Ms Marchs link with us, and theyre fairly
  paranoid.


  Point is, M cut in, as though annoyed at Grant for taking too long to explain the full situation. Point is that they will accept Scotland Yard, or one representative from
  us.


  And were not happy about Mr Plod treading all over one of our own, Grant added.


  So Im the lucky winner? Bonds spirits rose slightly. An all-expenses-paid weekend in Switzerland  even on grim business  was relatively appealing.


  You fly out this afternoon. M did not even look at him. Theyll be holding the inquest on Monday, so youll have plenty of time to go over the ground.


  Havent we got anybody in Switzerland any more, sir?


  You know how it is, Bond. Cutbacks, reorganization. Yes, we have somebody in Geneva, at the embassy . . .


  Well, cant . . . ?


  No, he cant. Hes on leave. In the old days we would have had him covered, but those luxuries are gone. You go out, flying the flag, to Berne this afternoon. Theyll
  meet you at the airport and ferry you to Interlaken.


  Whos they? The cops?


  No. Swiss Intelligence. What used to be the old Defence Department Twenty-seven  disbanded last January. Theyve reorganized like everybody else, and one of their people will
  meet your flight, take you around, show you the crime scene, fill you in and hold your hand at the inquest. Your job is simply to gather details and make sure the Swiss police have done a thorough
  job . . .


  They always do a thorough job, Grant muttered. Theyre Swiss, and the Swiss bring a new meaning to the word brusque.


  You make sure theyve done a thorough job. M was not to be put off. And you make certain that their coroner releases the body to you . . .


  And I bring the unfortunate lady home?


  Thats about the size of it.


  And if I pick up any clues as to the circumstances of her death?


  You report your findings to me. M made a small dismissive gesture, indicating that, as far as he was concerned, the meeting was over.


  Sir, might I ask some questions of our friends here? If he were going to be used as a detective, he had to conduct himself as such.


  If you must.


  Bond nodded, turning to face Grant and Chantry. Ms March worked in Terrorist Intelligence. Was she involved in any particular operation? Dealing with one particular group?


  Grant shifted in his chair, pausing just a fraction too long for Bonds comfort. She worked the whole spectrum, he said eventually. And she knew her business. Familiar
  with all the most visible groups from the IRA to the Middle East . . .


  She had an incredible memory. Ms Chantry had a slightly husky voice, very attractive and, Bond decided, very sexy. He took a closer look at the young woman as she spoke.
  Laura always knew who, among known terrorists, was in the United Kingdom at any given time.


  She knew those who had been spotted coming in, Grant interrupted quickly. Yes, she did retain the information from the daily reports  the sightings by our people at
  airports and other entry points.


  Bond grunted, he was still appraising Ms Chantry. At first sight she had appeared to look somewhat school-marmish, dark hair pulled straight back from a high forehead and fastened in a bun at
  the nape of her neck; granny glasses, and a severe lightweight suit that did nothing for her figure. Now that Bond looked closely, he saw clearly that Ms Chantry seemed to be hiding her light under
  a bushel of little make-up, and a lot of austerity. Her large brown eyes looked steadily into his, and the curve of her thighs and breasts under the forbidding suit gave the impression of an
  exceptional body. Under an astringent exterior, Ms Chantry was probably all woman and then some.


  Ms March? Was she concerned about anyone in particular? I mean any one known terrorist in the country at this time? he asked.


  The two MI5 officers both shook their heads.


  So, I presume, Bond continued, that you both worked quite closely with her?


  I am head of the Terrorist Intelligence Section. Grant sounded paradoxically superior and unhappy about revealing his exalted place in the scheme of the Security Service.
  She reported to me. Ms Chantry is my number two, so, as such, was in contact with her on a daily basis.


  Bonds instinct still told him there was a great deal missing from the simple answers. And what about the other side of the coin? To your knowledge, did any of the terrorist groups
  know of her existence?


  Who can tell? Grant shrugged. We like to think that were invisible, but your own service has had problems with penetration in the past, Captain Bond. None of us can
  be one hundred per cent certain that we are not compromised.


  If she had been compromised, is there any reason to believe that any one terrorist organization had a motive for taking her out?


  No! It was Ms Chantry who replied, her voice rising, breaking, the single word coming out just a little too quickly. No! No, I really think you can rule that out.


  What about her private life?


  What about it? Now Grant sounded almost aggressive, his forehead wrinkling belligerently.


  If she died an unnatural death, it could be of great importance.


  She kept herself to herself. Didnt talk much about her personal life, from Ms Chantry, once more a shade fast and easy.


  What about positive vetting? asked Bond, referring to the regular background checks on officers working in the twin labyrinths of intelligence and security. He cocked an eyebrow at
  Grant. We still do positive vetting, even in this piping time of peace. You were her superior, Mr Grant.


  Yes. Yes. Of course. Yes. This time Grant fussed with his tie. I regularly saw the results of her positive vetting.


  Well?


  Grant spoke like a small man trying to pull himself up to his full height. It would not be proper for me to divulge the results of a colleagues PV in the present
  company.


  Then just give us a pencil sketch.


  I dont . . .


  Mr Grant, I would suggest that you either allow Ms Chantry to leave the room, or get on with it, M growled. Were all adults here. Do as Captain Bond suggests. A
  pencil sketch; outline map, eh?


  Grant gave a petulant sigh. Very well. He did not actually speak through clenched teeth, but came within an ace of it. Thirty-five years of age; entered the Service after
  taking the Diplomatic Corps examination at age twenty-five. A First in modern languages, Cambridge. No brothers or sisters. Both parents killed in that wretched PanAm bombing  going to spend
  Christmas with friends in New England. No overt political affiliations. Basically clean.


  Boyfriends?


  Not currently, no.


  Girlfriends then?


  She was heterosexual, Captain Bond, if thats what youre trying to ask.


  I wasnt but its as well to know. No boyfriends currently, you say. Whats that mean exactly?


  Grant hesitated for just too long. She was engaged. It was broken off a month or so ago.


  The fianc, then. Clean?


  Scrupulously.


  Service?


  No, neither ours, nor yours.


  You want to tell me about him?


  I think that would be unwise.


  Right. Thank you, Mr Grant. Bond rose. I think weve heard enough, and I suspect Ive a lot to do before I leave for Berne . . .


  M gestured for him to sit down again, then turned to Grant and Chantry. You can tell your DG that the whole matter will be dealt with efficiently and discreetly. He made a gesture
  with his right hand leaving no doubt this time that the visiting firemen should go.


  As he moved his arm, so Moneypenny appeared in the doorway, in response to some hidden signal activated by the Old Man.


  Moneypenny, our friends will be leaving now. Perhaps youd have them escorted from the building.


  Grants face was a picture of barely controlled anger. Chantry, on the other hand, seemed to accept Ms blatantly rude instructions as part of the normal cross she had to bear.


  They had hardly left the office before M grunted a half-amused laugh. Im always amazed at our sister service, James. He now seemed almost amiable.


  Wouldnt trust Grant to mail a letter for me. Bond looked towards the door, his lips set in a curving cruel smile. As for the Chantry girl, shes very upset
  about the death. Grant kept her on a short leash, and I suspect hed rather have come on his own. Theres something missing, sir.


  Just a lot, my boy. Just a lot. Never trust Greeks bearing gifts, nor Five coming for help. They cant bear telling the entire story, and theres something about the March
  girl that theyve no intention of telling us. Just watch your back, James. It wouldnt surprise me if Grant put some kind of leech on you in Switzerland. So take care. He began
  to load his pipe, tamping down the tobacco with near ferocity. Couple of things before you go. First, theres no convenient scheduled service to Berne, so youll be going out in
  the company jet which is standing by at Northolt. The so-called company jet was an ageing RAF-owned Hawker Siddeley 125 Series 700, in a white livery with the Transworld
  Consortium logo on fuselage and tail. M, careful as he was, only used the aircraft when absolutely necessary. Ever since the retreat of the
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